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MTSU student seeks truth of Chapel Hill ghost 
by Faye Hale 

It's midnight, or almost, and I 
can't help wondering what I'm 
doing standing in the middle of a 
railroad track in a deserted part of a 
small country town. 

As three friends and I walk down 
the tracks we're suddenly sur- 
rounded by a bright blue flash of 
light. It doesn't appear to come 
from anywhere, but for that one 
moment it illuminates our faces. 

Thinking back, the look on our 
faces was worth a million dollars. 
There we all were, looking heaven- 
ward with our mouths agape and 
our eyes ten times larger than 
usual. 

The cause of all these facial 
expressions is easily explained. 
One cold Tuesday night there was 
nothing to do in Murfreesboro 
(heard that one before, no doubt,) 
and after hearing the legend of the 
headless ghost at Chapel Hill, a 
small community about 25 minutes 
from MTSU, it seemed a good idea 
to do a little ghost chasing. 

I was hoping we would chase the 
ghost instead of the other way 
around since the legend isn't 
exactly one of those fairy tales that 
has a happy ending. 

It seems a drunk was walking 
down the tracks one night and he 
lay down to go to sleep. A train 
passed and decapitated him. Now 
he supposedly roams up and down 
the track searching for his head. 

Headhunting—now that's not 
exactly my idea of a good time since 
I'm not particularly brave (sounds 

better than chicken). But I, along 
with three companions whose 
names I won't reveal, decided to do 
a little headhunting of our own. My 
nameless companions remain so, 
not due to innocence, but because I 
have a fear of bodily harm. 

It all started as fun, just four 
college students seeking a little 
excitement. 

As long as we were going to be 
on railroad tracks, private property, 
we thought it would be wise to get 
permission from the proper authori- 
ties. We had heard tales of Chapel 
Hill policemen who frowned upon 
ghost-hunting visitors in their neck 
of the woods. 

An official of the L & N Railroad 
gave his permission and on Hallo- 
ween night, Chapel Hill had four 
visitors from MTSU. 

With camera in hand, tightly 
held I might add, the vigil of 
looking down dark miles of track 
began. 

One of my companions had been 
through this before and knew which 
direction to look. No matter how 
hard I tried, I couldn't help looking 
over my shoulder and all around 
me. While the tracks are straight 
for quite a few miles, either side is 
surrounded by wooded areas. 

I wasn't sure what I feared most, 
the ghost, a train or just some fun 
loving Chapel Hill resident who 
would like nothing better than to 
put a good scare into some college 
students. 

I forced myself to concentrate on 
the appointed direction. Suddenly, 
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about a mile or so down the track a 
light appeared for a moment, then 
it was gone. 

I pressed my hand against my 
mouth, but I was too late. A scream 
had already escaped. At least, I 
think it was me; the others were in 
a similar condition. 

When the light appeared my 
camera somehow got pointed 
toward the sky and I accidentally 
snapped a picture. I consoled 
myself by saying that I had always 
wanted a picture of a starlit night 
anyway. 

After several more sitings of the 
light we began our walk down the 
track. That was when the blue flash 
hit. Somehow the person farthest 
down the track got back to the car 
first. That still perplexes me. 

Suddenly, another friend had me 
by my coat tail and yelling, "Don't 
run." Until this day I don't under- 
stand the reasoning behind that. 

We made it back to the car and I 
gathered my wits about me (at a 
time like that wits are very comfort- 
ing.) 

The ghost, an electrical charge or 
lightning? Who cares, I'm just glad 
to be alive! 

As for solving the mystery or 
seeing the ghost, we're not sure we 
did  either.   Some   lights   we   saw 

could have been cars going across 
the railroad tracks. But there were 
others that seemed to swing back 
and forth across the tracks, and 
what about the blue flash? 

After all is said and done, the 
mystery of Chapel Hill is still a 
mystery. And unfortunately my 
name, along with three others, 
won't go down in the history books 
as being the brave souls who took 
Chapel Hill's one claim to fame 
away. 

Legal aid program 
moving forward 

The legal aid program for stu- 
dents, proposed by Mike Mc- 
Donald, ASB president, is moving 
forward according to McDonald. 

McDonald stated that he and 
attorney Bart Gordon would be 
getting together with Dean Paul 
Cantrell to discuss a contract. 

"I will also be talking with the 
different deans to deal with disci- 
plinary matters and deal directly 
with the students," McDonald 
said. 

McDonald went on to say that he 
felt Gordon was a qualified attor- 
ney. "He's a young attorney but he 
has a lot of experience under his 
belt," McDonald said. 

Get a Pitcher of Busch or 
Bud for $1°° with the 
Purchase of any 14 or 16 
Inch Pizza. 

ONE COUPON PER PERSON 
PER VISIT 
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