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Everyone loves ghost stories but this book of true ghost stories is only for kids! Whether you're
huddled under the covers with a flashlight, camping out with your family or having a sleep-over
with your friends you'll get a shiver out of these spooky stories. True Ghost Stories for Kids, Fifty
Spine-Tingling Ghostly Tales, is sure to give you goosebumps. These creepy tales include one
about a haunted toy store, a stuffed animal that talks - and says things it shouldn't say. There are
stories about phantom ships, planes and buses and even one about angry birds - not the game -
these are the vicious ghosts of prehistoric birds. Best selling ghost story author Barbara Smith is
especially pleased to present her latest collection. This one's for her very favourite readers -
kids, just like you. Enjoy the fun!

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.1SaraCooking is painful. Sitting at the
back of an afterschool cooking club I didn't sign up for is even worse. And listening to a bunch of
whiny white kids complain about the cooking club is actually excruciating. Especially because
my mom is the teacher. I look at the clock on the wall. Three thirty p.m. This is going to be a
long afternoon. 'Now, class, please settle down and join me at the table," Mama calls politely,
her hijab slightly askew, sweat shining on her forehead. I cringe. I can't help it. Her Pakistani
accent is thick, even though she's lived in the United States for almost three decades. The
kids in Mama's class giggle and look at their phones, their bored fingers swiping the screens.
They're a small group, twelve middle-schoolers. There are only two boys, even though the flyer
Mama spent so much time on specifically said everyone was welcome. A few are veterans,
seventh- and eighth-graders who did cooking club with the original teacher, Chef Elaine. From
the way they keep throwing suspicious looks at Mama, it's clear they don't think anyone can
replace their teacher, especially not some foreign lady in a hijab. I stifle a sigh. Everyone
stands in pairs in Poplar Springs Middle School's kitchen classroom, where I'll be taking
FACs'Family and Consumer Science'later this year. I hang back from the group, near the giant
metal appliances. There's an open kitchen with neatly stacked pots and pans where the FACS
teacher, Mrs. Kluckowski, does demonstrations. But there are also six cooking stations for kids,
each with its own stovetop, oven, and sink. A metal island on wheels stands in the middle of the
room. Mama waves and points, finally convincing everyone to gather around. Supplies for the
club's first recipe are piled on the island: a brown bag labeled ZEBRA BASMATI RICE, a bucket
full of onions and potatoes, a bunch of wilting cilantro, and a few bright tomatoes. Thank God
I'm not part of this stupid club, I think as I stretch out my legs on the floor and lean against the
wall. It's an inconspicuous spot at the back of the kitchen, near the metal refrigerator. I make a
small pile of my things on the floor: backpack, sketchbook, a can of still-cold Coke. It's not as if
I'm trying to disappear, but I won't exactly be upset if these junior chefs don't notice me. Like that



would ever happen. Poplar Springs is a small suburb in central Maryland, halfway between
Baltimore and Washington, D.C. Some residents can trace their families back generations;
others are transient, moving every time they get a new job. There are a handful of brown people.
Most of the Muslim kids go to an Islamic school called Iqra Academy, thirty minutes away. Not
all, though; there are two eighth-grade girls I know from the mosque. I sometimes see them
laughing in the hallways, but they just nod at me. There's also Ahsan Kapadia in sixth grade, but
we don't share any classes. Like me, he's quiet and keeps to himself. Like me, he was at Iqra
until middle school. I sigh again as I think about my school. At least, it was my school until this
fall. My best friend, Rabia, who I've known since preschool, doesn't understand why I left. To be
honest, neither do I. It was one of those decisions eleven-year-old girls don't get to make on their
own. Like which afterschool clubs to be present at, apparently. I've already gotten narrow-
eyed looks from the other kids. I think a couple of them are sixth-graders too, new to Poplar
Springs Middle, like me. I feel their questions hanging in the air like heavy steam. I bet they're
dying to ask who I am, if the lady in the headscarf is my mom or my aunt. As if all Muslims know
each other. Then there's Mrs. Kluckowski, short and barrel-chested, wearing a brown blouse
and a plaid skirt that reaches almost down to her puffy ankles. Frizzy hair frames her frowning
face. She stands near me at the back of the room, writing in a small notebook. Finally, she gives
Mama a stern look and walks away. No worries. I'm a master at ignoring people. You have to
be when your parents get dirty looks at the mall and somebody shouts, 'Go back home!' a
couple of times a year. You definitely have to be when not even one of your close friends from
elementary school is in this new, very large middle school. I think of Baba's favorite quote from
that eighties show he loves, The A-Team: 'Pity the fools.' And if that doesn't work, ignore
them. Unfortunately, ignoring is difficult right now. "Class, let's get started," Mama practically
shouts. Her accent is more pronounced, with the T's and R's harder, so I can tell she's getting
annoyed. She holds up a wooden spatula. "Can anyone tell me the correct name for this
utensil?" 'What's she saying?' A tiny girl with freckles and a thin, dark ponytail whispers so
loud that everyone starts giggling again. I feel a frown digging into my forehead. These girls
really are the height of disrespect. If Rabia were here, she'd walk right up to them, hands on hips,
long braid swishing like a whip from under her hijab, and tell them to knock it off. I feel a little
sorry for Mama. She's chewing her lip, ruining that pink lipstick she put on at the last minute. She
looks as if she's about to drop the spatula and run away. I'm not about to rescue her. Mama
literally dragged me to this detestable cooking club because she thinks I'm not old enough to
stay home alone. 'I'm in sixth grade, Mama," I'd protested. "I'm old enough to stay alone for an
hour without burning the house down." To be honest, I'd wanted to shout at her, but thought
better of it. It would've been rude, and Pakistani parents like mine don't care much for their kids'
impolite American ways. 'We never talked back to our parents, not even once!' Baba likes to
say in his proudest voice. I don't think that's anything to brag about, but clearly he does, so I
always try to be respectful. Yet how have I been rewarded? Here I am, sitting on the graying floor
of this freezing metal kitchen, listening to a bunch of complaints from girls who don't know how



to boil an egg. Okay, I'm guessing about the egg-boiling part. I don't care how many classes
they took with Chef Elaine'most of them don't look like junior chefs, with their polished nails and
confused faces as Mama tries to explain the different types of utensils. Mama told me last week
that the old teacher left suddenly and took the binder of club recipes with her. When Mama took
over, she had to come up with lessons from scratch. 'spatula!' Mama says grimly. "It's a
spatula!" 'We know," one girl scoffs. She's wearing a tight white T-shirt with a smiling cupcake
emoji on it and the words SWEET STEPHANIE's in sparkly silver font. I recognize her. She has
her own cupcake business. I've seen her in the cafeteria, handing out samples when the
teachers aren't looking. She probably knows how to make eggs ten different ways. If anyone in
this awful class has an ounce of cooking experience, it's her. She's never offered me a
sample. Good thing I don't like cupcakes. I grit my teeth and look away from Stephanie's
superior smile, away from Mama's flustered face. At least I've got my drawings. Thank you, past
me, for packing my sketchbook and pencils at the last minute. I insert my earphones and
press PLAY on my iPod. Selena Gomez always puts me in a good mood. I pull a red pencil from
my case. The garden I'm drawing has only one red rose, right in the center, and I want it to be
perfect. I hear Mama over Selena Gomez's melodious voice. 'the first thing I'll be teaching you
to cook is rice with potatoes. In my language, we call it tahari. It's very simple and
quick." 'tahari? I thought he was a fashion designer," Stephanie blurts out. More
laughter. 'I hope it's plain rice," the freckled girl with the too-loud whisper says. "Like, not
spicy?" Mama tries to smile, but it's causing her quite a bit of effort. "It won't be too spicy, but
you did sign up for a South Asian cuisine class," she says, very sweetly. 'I can't eat spicy food.
It makes me . . .' The girl sticks out her tongue, panting like a dog. Stephanie laughs. Is this a
cooking class or a comedy club? Time for some intervention. I lean forward and stare the
loud girl down until her eyelids flicker. Then I notice the girl next to her elbowing her in the side.
She's in sixth grade too. I recognize her from language arts class. Elizabeth something. She
has wavy brown hair with bangs so long, they threaten to cover her glasses. Elizabeth and her
friend are a total mismatch. For one, the loud girl is way shorter than Elizabeth. Her name-brand
jeans and fleece are the preferred uniform of Poplar Springs students, and if she weren't so
outspoken, she'd blend in with everyone else. I have to admit, I prefer Elizabeth's style. She
wears brown corduroys and a Harry Potter T-shirt. It's black, with gold letters that read WHEN IN
DOUBT, GO TO THE LIBRARY. "HERMIONE GRANGER. She must be a little bit brave to wear
something so book-nerdy. Mama sighs very obviously, her cheeks puffing. 'the good thing
about spice is that you can adjust it to your taste," she says, patting her hijab in a gesture I
recognize as nervousness. "Now, first thing is to soak the rice in water. Does anybody know why
we do that?" I can answer that. I've been watching Mama cook since I was tall enough to
stand by myself in the kitchen. I knew the names of all the spices on Mama's spice rack before I
could read: salt, paprika, turmeric, cumin, coriander, mint. The list is as long as it is
colorful. When I was old enough to go to kindergarten, Mama had time to open her own
catering business. Suddenly our kitchen went from one pot on the stove to three or sometimes



four huge cauldrons of steaming food cooking all hours of the day. Biryani and chicken korma on
the stove. Samosas in the fryer. Dahi bara in the fridge. It's like living in a restaurant, only I never
get to leave. That's why I hate cooking. I have to scrub my hair for hours to get the smell of the
spices out. Mama is still looking around expectantly. The students all gaze back in silence, a
few of them frowning as if she, their teacher, has no right to ask questions. Really, does nobody
know why rice must be soaked before cooking? I jab the PAUSE button on my iPod. Time to
speak up, if only to save Mama some face. "If we soak the rice, it becomes softer and cooks
faster," I call out loudly. They all turn to look at me, mouths open'especially Stephanie, who
thinks tahari rice is a fashion trend, and the loud one with the dark hair. 'Who is that?' the girl
says to Elizabeth. I stare right back. 'shhh, Maddy! Listen," Elizabeth whispers. Mama raps
a hand on the metal island to get everyone's attention. The clang from her wedding ring makes a
few of them jump. 'thank you, Sara," Mama says. "Everyone, this is my daughter, Sara. She
will be spending our club time doing her homework. Quietly." I nod and try to cover my
sketchbook with my arms. Great. Now everyone knows my mother dragged me along, and that I
was doing everything but homework. Mama throws me a Sorry look and continues. "Let's
measure two cups of rice in this bowl." As the kids gather around my mother, I start up my
music again. Before I can look down at my drawing, I notice Elizabeth watching me. Not in a
mean way. More like she's curious. I hate people staring at me as if I've got a horn growing out of
my forehead. I have to resist the urge to cross my eyes or make a face at her. It's not like we've
ever officially met, even though we share Ms. Saintima's language arts class. Sometimes I see
her in the halls, but Poplar Springs is so different from Iqra Academy, like a big, noisy circus
where all the performers know each other except me. I don't talk to anyone most days. I keep my
head down and rush from one class to another. I suddenly miss Rabia like a craving for that
mint chutney Mama used to make when I was little. I haven't seen her since school started. I
notice that the edge of my tunic sleeve is wrinkled, and I smooth it carefully. My eyes shift down
to my drawing. The garden seems ugly now. Whose idea was it to draw a single rose in the
center of all these white lilies? Oh, yeah. Mine. I feel someone's gaze on me. I sneak a
peek, looking up at the kids gathered around the cooking island. Elizabeth again. She raises her
right hand to her glasses, and I notice she's wearing bracelets, her only jewelry. One has a Star
of David charm. It glints in the fluorescent kitchen lights like it wants to be noticed. When she
sees me looking back at her, she smiles a little. Ugh. The last thing I want to be is friendly right
now, stuck in this hot kitchen with a bunch of rude kids making Mama nervous. I glare at
Elizabeth until her smile slips and she looks away. Good. Message sent and received.--This
text refers to the hardcover edition.Review"A Place at the Table is a sensitive and honest book
about friendship, family, cultural, and racial identity...Faruqi and Shovan skillfully handle these
complex topics with nuance, humor, and a joyful culinary appreciation."-- "Veera Hiranandani,
author of The Night Diary""The authors elegantly interweave issues of racism, financial
insecurity, and mental illness into a familiar middle school narrative of identity formation. Sara's
character is particularly well drawn...This tale of a diverse friendship tackles hard topics."--



"Kirkus Reviews""This warm middle-grade novel explores the lives of first-generation immigrants
and the definition of what it really means to be an American."-- "Teen Vogue" --This text refers to
the audioCD edition.About the AuthorLaura Shovan's debut middle-grade novel, The Last Fifth
Grade of Emerson Elementary, was a NCTE 2017 Notable Verse Novel, a Bank Street College
of Education Best Children's Book of the year, and won a Cybils Award for poetry, among other
recognition. Her second children's novel, Takedown, published recently and her novels sit on
over half a dozen state reading lists. She lives with her family in Maryland, where she is a
longtime poet-in-the-schools for the Maryland State Arts Council.Saadia Faruqi is a Pakistani
American author, essayist and interfaith activist. Her book Meet Yasmin!, the first book in an
early reader series about a Pakistani-American girl, received starred reviews, and she is also
author of the adult fiction book Brick Walls: Tales of Hope & Courage from Pakistan. She lives
with her husband and children in Houston, Texas, where she is editor-in-chief of Blue Minaret, a
magazine for Muslim art, poetry, and prose.Caitlin Kelly, an Earphones Award-winning narrator,
is a seasoned voice-over artist with experience in Japan and the United States. She has a BFA
in drama and studied musical theater at the Collaborative Arts Project 21, an off-Broadway
theater company and musical theater training conservatory. She got started in voice-over work in
2009 while living in Japan where she toured with Disney's World of English and World Family
Club as a performer and a puppeteer.--This text refers to the audioCD edition.Read more
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True Ghost Stories for KidsFifty Spine -Tingling Ghostly Talesby Barbara Smith©2016 by
Barbara SmithPublished 2016 by Barbara SmithAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced without written permission, except for brief quotations to books and critical reviews.
All the stories in this book have been reported to the author as being true. She has changed the
names of the people involved in order to protect their privacy.Table of ContentsTalking TerrorToy
Stores R SpookySpectral SkatersLittle Girl in WhiteBoogey NightsPemaquid Point LighthouseA
Hornet Nest of PhantomsPhantom WarningA Bridge Across TimeThe House That Ghosts
BuiltGhost Stories of the White HouseFamous Phantom TrainUp on the RoofHorrors in
AmityvilleTrailer TaleAn Old HauntTime and AgainRoad WraithThe Haunted LadiesDread
107Phantom ShipsThe Terrifying TitanicSpectral Air ShowHis Last MissionJohn Lennon’s Old
HauntThe Dance of the DeadLesson LearnedSki SpiritsA Small VisitorCastle GhostsThe
Haunted BridgeEvil Lives HereA Helpful SpiritThe Most Haunted House in EnglandWitch or
Werewolf?The Original Angry BirdsThe Jack O’Lantern StoryForever HauntedGhosts in Ghost
TownsThe Haunted Bird CageRoman HorsesHaunted HoovesNever ForgottenBogus Bus to
BlameWraith on the RoadChildren’s LaughterWalter the MuleNo Grass on the GraveBugsy’s
BogeyThe Phantom HouseAbout the AuthorTalking TerrorWe’ve all had a favorite toy, one that
we cherish beyond all others, so much so that even when we outgrow it, that toy still holds a
special place in our hearts. When that treasure is a doll or a stuffed animal, the little plaything
can really feel like a friend and we treat it that way, taking it with us wherever we go and, if we
can’t take it along, we leave our little friend in a special place like on our bed. That’s exactly how
it was for a little boy we’ll call Danny, who lived with his parents on an isolated property in
northwestern Canada. His favorite Christmas present the year he was four was a stuffed animal
that talked when you squeezed the toy’s hand. It’s no wonder the boy was so partial to his soft,
talkative new friend. You see there weren’t any other kids living nearby, so the stuffie became
Danny’s substitute friend. He named his new friend Elmer. The two would chat together all day
long, even while Danny was also playing with other toys. Of course, they couldn’t have a real
conversation because Elmer just had a few phrases and songs programmed into his voice box
but Danny didn’t seem to mind. The only time the two were ever separated was at bedtime
because Danny’s mother didn’t want her son disturbing himself by rolling over in his sleep and
accidentally trigger Elmer’s voice box. Fortunately, Danny was an obedient little boy so there was
never a problem. Well, not until the first night that the stuffed toy began talking and singing when
no one was anywhere near it. At nighttime Elmer’s voice changed. It was low, like a hissing growl
and the innocent-looking red stuffie wasn’t just asking to be tickled; instead it made really rude
comments and when it sang, which he did every now and then at night, it certainly didn’t sing a
sweet little version of the alphabet song. Some nights Danny’s mother couldn’t figure out what
the toy was saying but she knew that it always sounded nasty. She tried not to be scared and
told herself that the sounds must have been planted by an employee at the toy factory with a



warped sense of humor. But she didn’t always believe herself. By summer, Danny’s mother
figured she had put up with the foul-mouthed toy for quite long enough so one night, after her
son was fast asleep, she sneaked into his bedroom, took a deep breath for courage and plucked
Elmer from the shelf. Her hands shook as she carried the toy outside. She was half expecting it
to tell her to put it down but then she told herself that was a ridiculous thought because, after all,
this was just a toy. She carried the small, innocent-looking ball of red fur outside feeling more
foolish than frightened. After all, it looked and even felt just like an ordinary toy. Despite that, she
buried it at the far edge of the side yard and as deep in the ground as she possibly could. The
next morning when Danny asked where Elmer was, his mother lied to him. She told him that a
family had stopped by late the night before. They’d lost their way and were all feeling frightened
and lonely, especially their 3-year-old daughter. She’d given the family directions to town and
then she gave the little girl the talking Elmer. “You’ll be starting kindergarten in a few weeks
Danny, so you’ll have lots of real kids for friends. That little girl needed Elmer more than you did,”
she concluded hoping her shaking voice didn’t give away her lie. Danny looked sad for a minute
but once he started to think about going to school and all the kids he’d get to play with, he felt so
much better that he never mentioned his Elmer doll again. Nor did his mother, although she
thought of the unnatural toy every time she looked at that patch of ground in the side yard where
no grass or flowers or even weeds ever grew again. Toy Stores R SpookyThere are lots of made-
up tales about haunted toy stores but in California there’s a toy store that really is haunted. The
Toys R Us store in Sunnyvale, north and west of San Jose, has a long and well-deserved
reputation for being haunted.Some people are surprised to learn about this haunting because
they say, “the store looks too shiny and new to be haunted.” But the land on which the building
stands had its own history and it is that history which has caused the store to be haunted.The
ghost’s activities have been well documented by the store clerks so they invited a psychic,
someone who’s sensitive to ghosts, to investigate. She identified the spirit right away. She said
that he had been a ranch hand for the land’s previous owner. His name was Johnny Johnson,
but the poor soul had been known as “Crazy Johnny.” He died in an accident on the farm in 1884
and his spirit has apparently never left the property since. Although some workers in the toy
store have been frightened by Johnny’s antics, the psychic said that he is harmless, a “forlorn”
soul, but even so, employees get upset when they tidy the store at night only to unlock the doors
the next morning and find books lying on the floor and roller skates and other toys scattered
about. During the day the ghost can make a nuisance of himself too. He taps workers on their
shoulders and runs his ghostly hands through their hair. Some people even hear their names
called when no one is there. Well, no one in this life, anyway.And Johnny can be quite loud. He
has been known to scream, “Let me out, let me out,” from inside an empty and enclosed space.
His footsteps have also been heard walking around in vacant sections of the store. It seems that
Johnny is determined to spend his afterlife where he lived, even if it’s not a farm anymore. He
rarely lets anyone forget that he’s around. He’s been credited with turning on the taps in the
women’s restroom when no one is anywhere near them and one aisle of the store will



occasionally and quite mysteriously smell of fresh flowers. Years ago a staff member watched
anxiously as stock flew off the shelves, not from customer sales but as a result of a ghostly
prank. (Makes you wonder if any of those toys were Casper the Friendly Ghost dolls.)Despite all
his ghostly hijinks, the employees at Toys R Us in Sunnyvale, California seem to enjoy having
Johnny as part of their team.Spectral SkatersCentral Park in New York City is an almost magical
place. It’s an enormous and beautiful park right in the heart of that huge city. On winter evenings
the grounds become even more enchanting as skaters enjoy gliding across a frozen pond to the
tempo of waltz tunes crackling from big, outdoor speakers. Skaters in formal dress glide
effortlessly around the outside of the rink while other couples with colorful jackets and scarves
hold hands and smile as though they don’t have a care in the world. Boys wearing hockey skates
chase each other around hoping to impress the girls who are trying their very best not to look
impressed. At the edge of the ice, a little girl wearing a powder blue zippered jacket and a tiny
matching flared skirt pirouettes with more confidence than skill. Near the center of the rink, two
young women, their arms linked, skate together with military precision drawing perfect figure
eights on the ice with their skate blades. They’re dressed in long woolen coats cinched at the
waist. These girls are Janet and Rosetta Van Der Voort, sisters whose home is a brownstone
mansion on 14th Street near Fifth Avenue, not far from Central Park. Both Janet and Rosetta
love to skate and they spend hours and hours perfecting their skills. Local rumor has it that their
father is so strict with his daughters that he won’t let them out of the house by themselves,
except to go skating. If you watch the two of them for just a little while, you might notice
something extraordinary; the Van Der Voort girls’ skates don’t quite touch the ice but float, just
slightly above the frozen surface. That’s because the Van Der Voort sisters died long ago, within
months of each other, way back in 1880. Despite their deaths, every year people report seeing
the ghostly sisters enjoying in their afterlife, the only freedom they were allowed during their
earthly lives.Little Girl in WhiteThere is an interesting fragment of a ghostly tale from Canada’s
east coast, the province of New Brunswick. It seems that some people who’ve happened upon a
particular intersection of two country roads have been startled by the sight of a beautiful little girl
who suddenly appears out of nowhere. The child wears an old-fashioned white dress and white
shoes and socks. Her blond hair hangs in ringlets that nearly reach her shoulders. Anyone who’s
ever encountered the little image is troubled by the sight because the child’s shoulders are
slumped and her head is down as though she’s terribly unhappy. When someone approaches
the child to offer help, the apparition dissolves into a mist of tiny sparkles and then vanishes.The
child’s identity remains a mystery. All that is known for certain is that the sight of her saddened
soul has never changed even though her spirit has haunted the crossroads for more than a
hundred years.As with many tales from the world of ghosts, a world that escapes our complete
understanding, we can only wonder about who she was and why her image has remained to
haunt the particular place in time and space that it has.Boogey NightsTHUNK!“What was that?”
Jeremy exclaimed angrily as his truck crawled to a halt.He slammed his hand on the steering
wheel and jumped out of the truck. Even in his anger and frustration, he remembered to lift the



truck’s rusty old hood carefully. The catch didn’t have very many more openings or closings left
in it. Jeremy certainly didn’t need to have that break too, on top of whatever else had broken
down. Peering under the truck’s hood, Jeremy saw that the fan belt had completely torn apart.
He looked up at the sky. It was getting dark. He hadn’t planned on this trip in the first place but
his father had been taken to the hospital and was asking for him. It wasn’t that they had a close
relationship, the two hadn’t even seen one another for several years but still Jeremy felt an
obligation and now he was stranded in the middle of nowhere. Sure hope someone’s home at
that house I just passed, he thought as he grimly trudged back along the dusty road and up to
the small, weather-beaten house he had just driven by. He could see lights shining in the
windows and he could hear music coming from within. He smiled with relief. If he could get a
replacement part for his truck he could get back on the road again before dark. Then maybe this
trip wouldn’t take as long as he’d feared. As he approached the little house, Jeremy realized that
the front door didn’t look as though it had ever been used, so he followed the gravel driveway
around to the back door. He knocked quietly at first, not wanting to startle whoever was inside.
As he waited for the door to open, Jeremy realized that the music he’d heard wasn’t from a radio
or a stereo. It was live music. Musicians must be practicing inside! Jeremy thought and knocked
again, louder this time. Seconds later, the door swung open and a small, elderly woman stared
up at him.“Hello ma’am,” Jeremy began. “Sorry to bother you. My truck’s broken down and I need
to get to the next town as soon as possible. My father’s in the hospital there.”Jeremy knew he
was chattering but didn’t seem able to stop himself. “My father’s had a heart attack and he’s
asking for me. Is there anyone here who could help me? If anyone has a spare fan belt, I’d be
grateful. I’d be happy to pay for it. That’s all I need and I’ll be out of your way.”The woman nodded
her head and gestured to Jeremy, inviting him inside. The young man could hear the music
clearly enough to realize that a fiddle group was practicing Maritime jigs and reels.The kitchen
was warm and softly lit. It smelled like baking. Jeremy surprised himself by smiling. He looked
out the kitchen window. The sky was darker than it had been. Boy, I really am lucky that this
woman’s house was so close to where I broke down.Handing Jeremy a steaming mug of tea in
one hand and a plate of warm sweet rolls in the other, the woman pushed open a swinging door
at the opposite end of the kitchen. Jeremy followed her, juggling the welcome gift of food and
drink. He found himself in a dimly lit room. This looks like an old-fashioned parlor, he thought as
he sat down on a rough old brown sofa.Jeremy nodded to the musicians, who were too involved
in their music to bother nodding back at him. It would be rude to interrupt them to ask about
getting some help with his truck, so he just took a welcome sip of tea and sat back on the couch
before biting into one of the sweet rolls. Soon he was happily tapping his feet to the music. The
two young women and the young man in front of him looked so much alike that they had to be
sisters and brother. The older man was likely their father and seemed to be the leader of the
talented little group. As one song ended, they began another. Must’ve played together for so
long that they know what’s next, Jeremy thought, enjoying the music and the musicians.The tea
was soothing and the rolls satisfying. Jeremy laid his head against the back of the couch. He



wondered what it would be like to be that close to the people in your family. His eyes prickled
with tears. He quickly shut them; he couldn’t have strangers see him crying!As he listened, the
sound of the music changed just a bit. The lively tune the group had been playing now gave way
to a softer, quieter melody and then to the haunting strains of a gentle lament. Soon Jeremy fell
fast asleep, dreaming of a day, a dozen years before when he and his farther had hiked across a
meadow and up a mountain slope.The next thing he knew, Jeremy was awake. His first thought
was that he felt rested and refreshed. His next thought, though, was that he was cold and
uncomfortable. What had happened? He couldn’t have been so rude as to fall asleep on some
strangers’ couch, could he? Unable to remember exactly what had happened, Jeremy opened
his eyes.What the heck? he wondered groggily. He scrambled to his feet and frantically looked
around. It was light outside. He must not only have fallen asleep, but slept through the entire
night. Weirder still, the room was empty, save for the couch.Where’s the rest of the furniture?
Where’s my tea mug and the plate? And the people? Where are they? Jeremy thought as he ran
for the back door. A few minutes later, he was relieved to be back in his old truck.Once he had
caught his breath from the scare and the sprint, Jeremy tried not to think about what had just
happened. Instead, he concentrated on what he needed to do to get the truck fixed. I hope my
Dad’s all right, Jeremy thought, realizing this was the first time since he’d wakened up that he’d
felt concerned about his father rather than just about himself.A rumbling sound in the distance
interrupted Jeremy’s thoughts. A dump truck was coming his way. He jumped out and flagged
the driver down. “Thanks for stopping!” he said.“No problem, son,” the older man replied. “Truck
broken down?”“The fan belt’s snapped.” “Jump in and I’ll give you a ride into town. Someone
there’ll be able to help you.”The two rode along in silence and Jeremy soon realized that he’d
been wise the night before not to try walking to town. He never would’ve made it there before
dark.“Here we are,” the driver said, extending his hand to shake Jeremy’s. “There’s a service
station just over there.”“Thanks for the drive, sir,” Jeremy said. “Lots of people would’ve driven
right by.” “Maybe so, maybe so,” the older man agreed. “But I stopped so you just make sure you
always stop to help, too.”Jeremy nodded and jogged across the street to the service
station. “Hello?” he called out and listened to his own voice bounce around the cavernous old
garage bay. “I’ll be right there,” a muffled voice called from under the hood of a nearby car. “Go
wait for me in the office.”“Okay,” Jeremy replied and did as he was told. The place was a mess.
Yellowed, dusty papers were piled so high they were sliding over. The floor looked as though it
hadn’t been washed in years. A cluster of framed pictures hung on the wall above the cash
register. The glass covering the photos was thick with years of dirt and grease. One of the
photographs was a hockey team and another was an old car, but it was the third one that caught
Jeremy’s eye. Those are the musicians who were in that house! Jeremy realized with a start. And
that woman beside them, she’s the lady who answered the door and gave me the tea and
rolls.Jeremy was still staring at the picture in bewilderment when an overweight, middle-aged
man appeared, wiping his hands on a rag. “What can I do for ya, buddy?” he asked.Jeremy
swung around. He didn’t know what to say. He knew he had to ask about the fan belt for his truck



but his mind just wouldn’t form those words. Instead, he pointed at the photograph and asked,
“Who are those people?” “That’s the McNaughton family. Nicest people you’d ever care to meet
and the finest musicians this area’s ever produced. They played Maritime music, jigs and reels
and such. They lived back down the road a piece,” the man explained eyeing Jeremy a bit
suspiciously.“Lived?” Jeremy asked.“Yeah. They’re gone. It’s a sad story. The whole lot of them
died in a fire at the dancehall about ten years back. The family was completely wiped out. There
wasn’t even anyone to leave the house to. It’s amazing that the old place is still standing. No
one’s been near it for years.” Silence hung in the air between the two men while the sweet
sounds of ghostly music echoed in Jeremy’s memoryPemaquid Point LighthouseThe Pemaquid
Point Lighthouse stands along the shoreline near Bristol, Maine. It’s said that you can hear the
mournful cries of the sailors who lost their lives when the sea hurled their ships against the
rocks. And occasionally, people report seeing the filmy image of a young woman walking near
the water. Anyone who sees her knows immediately that she is not from this world, for she
seems to be walking not on, but just above the rocks. Perhaps her pathetic soul is searching for
the love of her earthly life. Perhaps he was one of the many sailors who have met their death
against that shore. 
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