MY NIGHT AT THE JOHN NORTH HOUSE
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ha! So that's the house I heard
rumrs about. Surely my
family can't belivve it's
haunted? After parking on
A steep rise above the
towm center [ stared at the rambling
brick mansion with Georgian win-
dows and a balcany that overlooked
the firont where pumpkins
were lined up like sentries. When
I poered through a window, 1 saw
 huge fireplace and an oak table
formally lnid out with candlesticks.
It wns easy to imaging the former
owniors lving there graciously in the
159th century.

But the howse is a brooding pres-
ence over a narrow street and har-
bors unhappy memories. Someone
loaking out of the window during
the Civil War could have witnessed
ahr:mﬂhm and heard cannonhalls

overhead. They might even
haw.taeen Col. George Crook leading
a cavalry charpe through the town,
and bodies lying in the street,

Those thoughts quickly fuded
when Aimee and Paul swung the
door to welcome me inside with open
arms and to aromns from
their Kilchen, But after a hearty
E’mul nl;jrd chatting {l.'l:rg:;ﬁ'[d I.l:'l-'in-r

Urg, they gave md i s BAYINE,
“Daom't lot lpmkuyalmim kevp you
awake tonight!” I grinned like most
scientists would. I was sure they
wire only tales and the stories
nlbwiye comcluded with an absence of
evidence, although that doesn't nee-
essarily mean evidence of absence,

Afterward, [ climbed a stee
atairense to my bedroom on
second floar, Apparently, it hadn't
changed much over the years apart
from a few modern paintings;
four-poster bed dominated
with a nightstand separati
from a larpe closct. |
the plank floor to pul aﬂd&n a-heer
eurtain for eracking open the win-
dow. Looking throwgh the darkness
toward the sleeping town, | remem-
bered our earlier walk through the

graveyard and the tourists standing
in the unlit street below,

My family was settling down for
the night, but I wasn't = vet.
After getting ready for bed 1 dove
under the comforter, and, pushing
the book aside, turned over on my
back to fix my eves on the high ceil-
ing and 1'|e~'.:5|l!II the evening,

Following dinner, Paul had invited
me for a stroll around tewn with his
B-year-abd som while the two voung-
er boys were packed off to bed by
Adma, | took Alex by the hand whils
he carried his Magic Guest wand in
the other. At our street cormer we
naoticed a group of people huddled in
the pathering dusk. One man, who
wing pointing at the house, dropped
his hand when they turned to stan
ok s,

“Who are they? | asked.

“We are on the town ghost tour,”
Paul said. “It's popular at this time."”
They looked at us like celebrities,

I puess they are curions about who
lives here, | was tempted to ask if
they really believed in ghosts, but
not wanting to spoil the entertain-
mient for the visitors, [ odaly weaved. It
wiks just a bit of fun, wasa't it?

W strofled down the hill to the
miin gtreet o couple of blocks away
It had shut down for the ni
Stools were upended on tables in the
coffee shop and somesne was locking
a restaurant door. The anly signs af
lifie were customers inoan Irsh pub
where o trombone was being played,

We turned down a side street past
the glow of floodlights around Carmn-
ﬁte Hall to reach the gloomier end

Church Street. Paul urged us to
take n shorfeut prst Old Stone Pres-
byterinn Church, which & said to be
the oldest west of the Alleghenies,
and where the Confederate dead
were laid out. Alex was reluctant to
eross the graveyard at that hour, but
uzed his wand to zap thi I nnwn'
dreamt of, As we
gravestones 1 told him that 'I-'FJ.'IEI'I.
was & Cub Seout our parents let us

oS |

walk home alone and we dared each
other to cross the town cemetery.
We didn’t want to be called “siasy”
N ome ever aaw anything eerie, of
eourse; although when T grow up 1
wandered if T was insensible to the
o sk If

0, propping misell up i
bed with a pillow, I opened the
to the story about the John Morth
House where [ was staying. It told
of a young womin who fell in Iu:n'ﬂ
with o Union soldier
her homie town in South La.mhun
during the Civil War. After ahe tried
to run away with him, her mother
aent her bo stay with relatives at
i e o

im awany: Sho e dau r
would forget him, but the lass was
broken-heasrbed, shut herself away ot
the top of the house and refiscd to
Join the family or attend churel. On
m vigit bavck home for Christmas, her
parents were so alarmed to see how
thin and depressed she had becomse
that they invited the soldier to ses
her under strict supervision. But
when they were distracted for a me-
mient, he whispered a plan to elope,

When he was free to follow her,
the relatives turned him away, He
stood at the street corner every
hoping to see her at the window o
thiz bedroom where | was now curled
up. They never met again before he
regoined hig regiment, though he
asked local children to deliver fresh
flowers to the house every day.

Az months without news,
she wondered if he had been killed
ir1 battle and ghe zank back inte de-
spair. One day when she didn® reply
to her unclo's calling and couldn’t
have left the house unnoticed, he
came upstairs for her. He found her
in the closet, hanging by the cord of
her robe, The story didn't gquite end
there beeause a Unian soldier
isomie gay it wis her lover) was
shot afterward in the streot below,

Continued, page 18

TOP: The John Morth House by night. Strange sightings as well as the fragrance of fresh flowers where none exist have been
reported at the Lewisburg home where a young, heartbroken woman took her life during the Civil War,

BOTTOM: The choset in which a hearthroken girl hanged hersell because her parents did not approve of her romance with a
young Union soldier. Some daimed to have seen her ghost standing in the window, peering down on the street; others claimed

to have observed a young man looking up.



The graveyard at Old Stone Preshyterian Church, where Confederate dead were laid out during the Civil War
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azsershy then began reporting the
t of a strange young wWoman on
- d story of the house and

il MAn'sE o p;r;l,r:.;i.q:-n in the girest,
though never on the same day.

The g
times,
'[_.':|1h:_|.|.:|;|;-_'r' '|_:||.||.=: ||.r'|:|l:-|1_- [ Feslt
during heartrending times ane usu-
ally the core of ghost stories that
are prone to exaggeration, so it v
time to put this one to rest, Cla
the ook, 1 dreafted off but I never
gleep soundly in a strange bed, and
Paul’s stories kept breaking into

ip continwed inte modern

my conscousness. Pechaps ltl.l"

disturbed me mon

him well enough not to

talk Lightly, The nightlight was

burning when | wokle up with his
1 my mind

the howse on her own. She somae-
times heard banging at night as il
loors were suddenly Bving apen for

l]w i!ull‘d |:|t|||!l|!|1 Bl0R Woime

i the past. Other fnmily Im-mhl'r-
reported the same things, and & ro-
bust young man who helped them

maove furniture refused to enter
thiz house becouse of ils reputation,
Un one oo A= 1h|ll.,h_|_'.|:tt she
heard o rela arriving late and
wits surprised he was gone by the
muorning, When she enlled him, he
deried beng thore.

As T eomtinoed to draft in and owt
of sloep other storics kept popping
into my mind, After they marned,
this hiopse was Dodddead or |:||'||. with

o, ﬁn:l a loud bang thnt Was
explained sent their dog into
o fit of barking, On another occn-
sign, when an old transom broke in
the porch where Paul was working




mnd nn u r_l'_-il]_l'ir.-;i window ghuttered
somn after, he thiought n boy was

]Il'l:l':'«'“'l ¥ l'l:l-l.'h.-i ||1 |I:||..' III:I-I_ hl]l
the street was empty. He decided to
visit the previons owner, hoping ho
oo Irl # 1-.pl.un thie range events.
- timies Saw an
ur|:|.|.ru:||:|.|.r' waornan at the window
or baleony,” the man sakd, “And the
R LRIy LIJI.I.II‘]t' bifre il gl leel
fresh fAowers in the house '|.'+|:|.1~|'|
d bessn brought in.”
I rl‘l‘ uﬁ'”n [= 1k kY |'|I|.1'|;I. lI'H o g &
s natural explanations if
one anly Iul.-k.—. hard encugh. Scien-
tists are dismissive of the paranor-
mal, just 55 [ had boen as o Cub

with n start,
1!L|_" FIEHT] WIS £ 1 1l II'Jr-I_‘il' s
hillowing out the curtains, In the
comfort of the bod 1 kenew it ws
nothing, but perha gtory tha
stuck in my mind had stortled me
during a dream.

Paul told me e had actually seen
her are o while ]::'.:t:ni.l'u: ana
ilonr, She was were I Bumel
sat in front of the fireplace, Barely
|'|1.'t_' fi si=l I..'|.||.. l.||-.' Wornikn wWikin: §
full skirt of dark cotton gathersd

mnd her woist and o
& 3l her hair lifted
up in the old-fashioned way It all
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happened in an instant, but the
shock sent him back to the previous
RN TILT,

“I'm not surprsed,” be was told
"By the way, was she standing next
to the mantel?™

I lay back in bed imagining thi
star-crossed lovers from long ago.
When Paul deseribed the encoun-
ter with the woman's ghost, his
expression had scemed to appensl 1o
mix: Please don't think I'm Aaky! 1
didn't know what to think,

Rut then the :I:I:Ii.'l:l.l.l.ht'l.'[ suddenly
went oul i
heart race. W
[ began to foel n[nml-.-'rl
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