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The Ghost Who R&i{ted the Cradle

“Come out to my house when
this is over,” she whispered as
we stood in the hall waiting
the meeting to begin.
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ECHOES

OY GAIL ROBERSON

“I didn’t used to believe in
ghosts,”” she confided a bit shyly,
“but my feelings about the super-
natural have changed consider-
ably through the years due to our
friendly ghost, ‘Anastasia.” My
husband and I were so pleased to
find this house that for three
years we absored ourselves with
renovation and restoration. But,
when our daughter was born, this
place began to change. Oh, it was
nothing horrifying or blood-
thirsty, mind you, but little
things began to happen that had
not happened here before her
birth. You see, ‘Anastasia’ sud-
denly came into our lives. I've
never heard of anything quite
like it. Once my husband and 1
had reason to investigate more
thoroughly, the more fascinating
‘Anastasia’ became to us. Even-
tually, we uncovered the reasons
that accounted for us having her
friendly presence here in our
home."

She continued. ‘‘First of all, we

learned that all the other occu-

pants of this house before us had
no experience with ‘Anastasia.’
But, we also discovered that none
of them had daughters either.
Only sons. As we dug further, we
found that the last family to live
here that DID have a daughter,
suffered that daughter’s death
only three days after her birth in
the very room upstairs that our
own daughter was raised in. The
dead infant's mother, ‘Anasta-
sia,” was distraught with grief for
her child, and never left her
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of the field as she continued her
story.

“If we hadn’t been so certain
that this woman was merely pro-
tecting our daughter, we would
have moved out long ago. But,
from all the evidence, we actu-
ally felt a little relieved that she
was sharing our daughter’s life.
It was sort of like having a guard-
ian angel, I guess. At least that’s
the way we came to think of it.”

“In the beginning, I could
never understand why our
daughter’s cradle was always
swaying slightly every time I
came into her room. I'd put my
hand out to stop the motion, but
every time I'd check back, it
would be swaying again while
my daughter slept peacefully,
But then, after the photographs,
everything began to come to-
gether.”

“Photographs?” 1 questioned,
as | took my seat and poured
more tea. “How did a photograph
solve the mystery?”

“We didn’t sleep for weeks af-
ter they were developed,” she
confided. ‘It was a fitful time for
us, but the photographs also ex-
plained away many strange
things, like the rocking cradle
and the soft humming our daugh-
ter eventually heard each night
as she grew older. In EVERY
picture, there was a ghostlike fig-

ure standing by the cradle. It had
a fog-like ty and you could
see through it, it was defi-
nitely a woman's shape, That's
when we began to investigate the

of the house itself
and found out about ‘Anastasia.’
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sia’ was merely saying goodbye
to her and wanted us all to know
how much she had loved living
with her here. There has been no

ence here since my daughter left
this house. None whatsoever. Not
until recently.”

“How recently?” 1 questioned
again. “Well, you know I have a
granddaughter now,” she re-
plied. “‘She’s started sleeping in
that room some when she visits
here. Her mother no longer feels
‘Anastasia’s’ presence nor hears
the song, but my granddaughter
does. However, what'’s stranger
than anything else though... are
the names.”

By this time I had already
started putting some pieces of
the puzzle together by myself,
and a calm acceptance had come
over me. She smiled softly.

“My name is Ann. The ghost
was named ‘Anastasia.’ - Her
daughter was named Annie. My
daughter was named Anna. And
my granddaughter is named
Anny.”

I could hardly wait to open a
particular book on my shelf when
I returned home that night. My
fingers followed the lines down to
the name, “Anastasia,” and si-
lently I registered the meaning—

Rebirth.

Always hard for me to adjust to the time changes

November’s almost here, and
cool weather has arrived just in
time to welcome the month.

Now I guess we can stop com-
‘‘Anastasia...the resurrection. plaining about the heat and start

complaining about being cold. It

seems funny that in the summer-
time you'd give anything to find a
spot that was about 60-degrees,

those of you that don’t know I'll
fill you in.

It seems that surrounding our
office are several large trees

Squirrel eviction underway

shots at the fittle varmints with a
BB Gun. We've got a few dents in
the walls now, but it still didn’t
slow those squirrels down a bit. I
guess they thought that they’d
gotten the best of us. They cer-
tainly didn’t seem willing to give
up their newly found home.
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When individual rights infringe on others mimmemto ez
: spot for many of the squirrels area business people. Explaining

that reside on Grubb Street and

There has been a great deal of adultry, and violence. Many be- right should be protected. When It hasn’t been so many years the surrounding community. The
debate in recent years concern- lieve their right to indulge in that right infringes on the rights ago that such materials were pecans probably are a major at-
ing the right of Americans to Such matters is guaranteed by of others, I believe controlsarein very difficult to obtain. “Girlie” traction for them, but anyway...
have access to materials dealing the constitution and object order. magazines and related items The squirrels also want to find a
with sex, incest, homosexuality, strongly when attempts are I am fully convinced, and ris- Wwere available, but were not nice, warm spot on cool days,
: made to limit access to such ing sex-related crime statistics openly exposed as they are to- and they decided that our office
materials. The right of “freedom  support my belief, that the easy day. The nearest thing to pornog- was as good a place as any to get
of speech” is often quoted as a availibility of sex oriented raphy most people had access to away from the cold north wind.
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defense in allowing pornagraphic materials has had an adverse ef- was the ladies’ section of the = We didn't exactly like our new our building now, the more ob-
materials to be displayed openly fect on our society. Open expo- Sears catalog. Few motion pic- but what could we do vious it becomes that we aren’t
in society. sure to sex and violence has be- tures were shown dealing with aboutit. Atfirstitwasn’ttoobad. the only inhabitants of this do-
come such a normal part of our explicit sex, and any referenceto They confined themselves to the main. Fortunately the noise from
I've long supported the notion daily lives that we hardly notice Such matters was avoided on attic, and although they were a the contractor’s crew has sent
of an individual’s right to possess it. But our children are and so television. I can recall when tele- little noisy, they pretty much the squirrels in search of a more ©
whatever he wishes in the pri- are many warped elements of so- Vision seldom included bedroom kept to peaceful place.
vacy of his home, and feel that ciety. scenes, and when they did, mar- As autumn turned to winter We have been assured that
ried couples were shown sleeping they seemed to get a little since the building is being re-con-
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contact, including there way down an access
“Show boat’s coming!” Excit- Floating Theatre.” ‘That craft Leading man-director Charles m&mm r,u mlcgﬂ.m hanging ,x the ‘lﬂm that
ement always greeted the arrival looked more like a house sitting Hunter described the typical the Ed Sullivan Show to avoid failed. We tried rat poison, which  the were using as stairs
of the “Cotton Blossom™ bring- on the water than a real boat, It show as “the old-fashioned ho- showing his waist and hips, as didn’t tempt the little varmints into home.
ing music, dance, and melo- had no independent power of kum—all about mother love, many considered his stage at all, not even when mixed with I know I complained a lot last
drama to the towns along “Ol'’ movement and had to be towedto faithful and unfaithful sweet- movements obscene crushed pecans or peanuts. week about the noise that we
Man River.” The classic tale of its landing places. hearts, the lamp in the window, You could say “We've come a Someone moth balls. were having to endure, but be-
ers was told by Edna Ferber in Former circus and vaudeville _ play full of smiles and tears, but . direction. but it didn’t deter the squirrels at
all, "
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“Show Boat” and performer James Adamshadthe mostly hilarity and fun.” ° m ,,g' in




