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“Rachel” 
“My wife believes in this 
stuff…I don’t…then again, 
I’m not so sure what I 
believe.”  These were the 

!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
!
first words from the big 
strapping man sitting 
across the desk from me 
as he proceeded to share  

a litany of strange 
happenings at their home, 
a pre-revolutionary house.  
A swing that rotates when 
the air is still and family 
pictures that turn to each 
other instead of facing 
into the room happen so 
often that they named the 
unseen hand, “Rachel.”  
Then one day sitting in 
their living room he saw  
a young girl walking by  
in an old fashioned dress.  
He thought it was their 
daughter who was 
supposed to be at a riding 
lesson. He called out to 
his wife and asked why 
she was home and not 
riding.  “She is riding,” 
was her response. 
    And then, one night, his 
wife said, “Why are you 
getting out of bed… where 
are you going?”   
He replied, “I’m lying 
right next to you!” —  
         Continued on page 2
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THE 100TH ANNIVERSARY  
OF THE END OF WWI  
Robert Bender and the 

Pound Ridge Men of WWI

Pictured (above): Casper — the story of our friendliest ghost 
is on page 3, in “They Lived Here.” 

Stranger Things (in Pound Ridge)

 
Current Exhibition   
Closing November 18  
“Tell Me A Story  
Of Pound Ridge:  
50 Objects, 50 Stories”   

If you haven’t seen our 
current exhibition, “Tell Me a  
Story of Pound Ridge: 50 
Objects, 50 Stories,” stop by 
soon! Saturdays and Sundays 
2-4 pm…or by special 
appointment. The exhibition 

closes on November 18  
and won’t reopen until 
Spring.  Our exhibition book 
(available for purchase at 
$10)  is a wonderful, light-
hearted look at our town.  
Every family needs a copy. n 

EV E N T S

Tell Me A Story Of  
Pound Ridge

50 Objects  - 50 Stories
Imagine visiting your grandparents and you discover the stair-

case to the attic. You open the door and there are so many things, 
wonderful things that must be family treasures. You’re ever so 

curious. Who did these things belong to, and what is their story?
That’s what our 50 Objects - 50 Stories exhibition is all about; an eclectic look at Pound 

Ridge - somewhat scholarly, somewhat whimsical, somewhat serious, always historical.
Designed to appeal to both adults and children, this lighthearted display will be 

open at the Museum from April 29, 2018 through 2019. 
What’s more, each of the 50 objects will have its story told in a handsome book that 

will accompany the exhibition. And the book will sell for only $10, so we expect 
many people to want one.

Please join the celebration as  
an exhibition sponsor.

Along with notation in 50 Objects - 50 Stories, 
all sponsors will be thanked in our 
Spring/Summer newsletter (mailed to all 
Pound Ridge residents and out-of-town 

Society members) with logos displayed 
for Benefactors and Friends. 

Benefactors and Friends will also receive 
credit in all Society press releases. 

Benefactors - $5,000. As a Benefactor, your large-size logo will be displayed on the opening pages 
of the book, and you will be noted as a Benefactor on at least five pages, up to ten if available.

Friends - $2,000. As a Friend, your slightly smaller logo will appear on opening pages, and you 
will be noted as a Friend on at least two pages of the book, up to five if available.

Page Sponsors - $125 per page. Your sponsorship will be noted on a page, and you may sponsor 
multiple pages.

Yes, I (or we) would like to sponsor 50 Objects - 50 Stories.
Name/Firm ______________________________________________________________________________
Address __________________________________________________________________________________
Email ______________________________________________________ Phone _______________________

� As Benefactor @ $5,000  � As Friend @ $2,000 � As Page Sponsor @ $125 per page for ___ page(s).          

Mail to:  Pound Ridge Historical Society 
 P.O. Box 51
 Pound Ridge, NY 10576
 (914-764-4333)

IT’S  AL M O S T HE R E… 
HALLOWEEN 
So, perhaps a look at the 
stranger side of our little 
town is appropriate.   
   As the old poem says, 
“From ghoulies and 
ghosties / And long-
leggedy beasties / And 
things that go bump in 
the night, / Good Lord, 
deliver us!”   
   Actually, the ghosts  
we encountered were 
pretty nice, with the 
exception of some pesky 
ones that just won’t  
leave their old home.   
   As Pound Ridge little 
ones get ready for trick 
or treating and the  
Fire Department scary 
house, here are a couple 
of creepy tales to put you  
in the mood. 



Stranger 
Things 
Continued from page 1 

“But I saw you there at  
the door!”   
     Then at a family 
gathering, one of the 
children said, “I wish 
grandma was still alive 
and could be here.”  
Suddenly a door opened 
and there was the odor of 
cigarette smoke.  No one 
except grandma ever 
smoked and they all felt 
her presence.  By and by 
the door closed and the 
scent was gone.”  
     To this day “Rachel” 
seems to visit, the swing  
still swings back and 
forth, the pictures still 

move…but one occurrence 
can never be repeated.  
It’s the one that may make 
him a believer in unseen 
hands. As he was walking 
in their yard,( no wind,  
no rain, no storm,) an 
ancient huge tree suddenly 
fell  just missing him.  It 
was as though an unseen 
hand, perhaps, Rachel 
pulled him away just in 
time to save his life.   
     His wife says they are 
fortunate to have such 
kind and loving ghosts.   
I think he agrees. 

“The Basket 
Shop Soldier” 
A memory from a former 
Pound Ridge resident 

We lived in a 1790 
farmhouse that was once 
a basket shop. The front 
entrance was rarely used 
as the antique wooden 
doors had old latches 
locked by wood jammed 
under the doors so they 
couldn’t be opened 
without removing the 
wood.  Only our kitchen 
had a modern lock and 
key. 
     It really was a dark and 
stormy night.  My mother 
left my 5 year old brother 
and me having supper in 
the kitchen to pick up our 
dad at the station.  My 
brother was being stubborn 
and wouldn’t eat – so I 
was happy to know my 
parents were home.  I had 
heard the front door open, 
then close.  Footsteps.  
Voices.  A dark shape —  
in the living room – then 
in the hall – then going  
up the stairs.  I called, 
“Hi, Dad.  Hi, Mom.”   
No answer!  Scared,my 
brother and I hid in the 
kitchen waiting.  Finally 
our parents came home 
wondering why I hadn’t 
opened the front door for 
them making them walk  
 

through the rain to the 
kitchen door.  The front 
door was still locked with 
that block of wood.  I told 
them what had happened.  
Dad checked the house.  
No one!  
     Some time later, my 
mother asked me to 
describe my experience in 
detail.  She had met a 
former owner of the house 
and she told mother about 
a “ghost” that her son 
encountered.  His story 
was similar to mine.   
     The story was that a  
revolutionary era soldier 
lived in the house and 
farmed the land.   One 
night he was attacked – 
shot and killed.  The story 
was that the soldier still 
visited his home, climbing 
the stairs as he had in the 
past at the end of his day. 

“Not Alone in 
Her House” 
Lucy (not her real name), 
a Pound Ridge native, 
spoke about the spirit 
activity in her old house. 
She vacillates between 
being slightly scared to 
very annoyed at her 
unwanted guests. 
     One night, sitting on 
her porch, she hadn’t 
turned on a light for fear 
of attracting bugs. However, 
inside the house a light 
was on and as Lucy looked 

through the window  
she saw the shadow of a 
human figure walking in 
the living room.  She was 
surprised, but not fearful.  
     But wait. There’s more.  
     Lucy raised her 
daughters in the house.  
When her family was 
young, there was always 
noise. When Lucy heard 
footsteps, she thought  the 
sounds likely came from 
her girls or their friends. 
One daughter’s friend 
who had spent the night  
told Lucy in the morning,  
“You have a ghost!” 
     Lucy would recall those 
words when the footsteps 
continued after her 
daughters moved away. It 
was then that she realized 
she was not alone. 
     At about the same time 
that the youngest girl left 
for college, Lucy decided 
to decorate the walls with 
family heirlooms. And 
that’s when the activity 
escalated. Coincidence? 
     Lights turn on and off. 
Things disappear and 
reappear. A door swings 
open and swings shut 
with no breeze present.   
A male voice moans into 
Lucy’s ear, awakening her 
a number of times at 
night. A woman’s voice 
whispers, “Lucy…” 
     One of the most 
disconcerting incidents 
occurred when Lucy’s 
foot, which was hanging 
off the edge of her bed, 
was touched. The 
bedcovers rippled. More 
than once Lucy has felt 
the presence of someone 
next to her.   
    To get some answers, 
Lucy arranged for a psychic 
to visit.  Before she entered 
the house, the woman 
said, “I don’t know how 
you can breathe here.” 

PAGE 2 THE NEWSLETTER OF THE POUND RIDGE HISTORICAL SOCIETY                                         

Like us on facebook Follow us on instagram



She believed that the energy 
was centered in Lucy’s 
bedroom and  that the 
spirits of a man and woman 
were present.  The man 
was displeased because he  
did not believe Lucy was 
working hard enough, and 
the woman was protecting 
Lucy from his anger.  The 
psychic also “saw” a multi- 
tude of other spirits around 
the house.  She performed 
a cleansing ritual. 
     Lucy was told  to firmly 
tell the beings to leave;  
it is her house now, not 
theirs. She believes they 
are not there to harm her 
but the fact remains that 
they haven’t left, and Lucy 
continues to share her 
house with unseen entities.  
     She is not alone in her 
house. 

“Harold’s 
Welcome 
Home” 
A lovely young family 
moved into an old, old 
house some years ago.  
And, yes, they had a 
ghost.  A friend from NYC, 
who they considered a 
“Good Witch”, used her 
Ouija board to discover 
the ghost’s name was 
Harold Raisin.  Pots and 
pans would go missing 
and doors upstairs would 

open and close with no 
apparent breeze.  This was 
Harold at work!  Then, 
after about one year, it all 
stopped.  Someone, who 
knew about these things, 
told them that he was just 
hanging around to check  
them out and when he 
approved his mission was 
over.  They kind of missed 
him!  Sadly, research 
never turned up the name, 
Harold Raisin.  The family 
spent many years in that 
old house.  Perhaps, 
Harold made sure they 
were happy years.   

“The Ghost 
Agents” 
A local real estate agent 
told us this tale.  She was 
marketing a  grand Pound 
Ridge estate and spent a 
lot of time there meeting 
potential buyers and 
showing them the main 
house.  Often, she thought 
she heard the sound of 
footsteps on the second 
floor and she would check 
to be sure no one had 
come in without her 
knowledge.  There was 
never anyone to be seen, 
but she seemed to feel a 
presence, always in the 
master bedroom. It was a 
little spooky.  She knew 
the previous owners, 
husband and wife, had 
passed away after many 
years in the house. Often 
times when buyers 
reached the master 
bedroom they decided 
that it wasn’t the house 
for them.  Then one day a 
young couple came to see 
the house.  When they 
walked into the master 
bedroom they said it felt 
as though this was the 
perfect house for them!  
And they live there to this 
day. The agent says that 
she feels she owes her  
sale to the spirits of the 
previous owners. n
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They Lived Here  
By Gail Keene, Trustee 
Some were renters or guests; some were 
homeowners. Some lived here part time (summers 
or weekends), and some lived here year ’round. You 
know their names and you may have seen some of 
these faces in town. These are people who could 
have lived anywhere in the world, but they chose 
Pound Ridge to call home. 

Winston Sharples 
(1909-1978) 

 This issue of the Pound 
Ridge Historical Society 
Newsletter focuses on 
local ghosts, and Pound 
Ridger Winston Sharples 
had an important 
connection to a very 
famous friendly spirit. 
     Although he did not 
write the original “Casper, 
the Friendly Ghost” 
melody, Sharples wrote 
the instrumental arrangements for Casper’s cartoons…
and so many more! 
     Winston Sharples was a very productive composer---
perhaps the most prolific composer of music for 
animated short subjects. His career spanned over  
35 years and during that time, he scored over 700 
cartoons for Famous and Paramount studios, plus 
music for several non-animated films, as well as the 
Felix the Cat television series. 
     “Win” raised his family in Pound Ridge. His wife,  
Mel, was active in the Pound Ridge Community Church 
as choir director and organist, in addition to being a 
piano teacher. 

     Do you remember 
radio station WVIP?  
It went on the air in 
October, 1957 in Mt. 
Kisco in a building 
designed by famed 
architect Edward 
Larrabee Barnes.   
     If you were a listener 
then you may recall the 
song  that Sharples wrote 
with which the station 
opened every day:  
“They're waking up in Mt. 
Kisco and they’'e wakin' 
up in Pound Ridge, 

they’re wakin’ up over in Tarrytown and up in Goldens 
Bridge…they’re wakin’ up this morning…ready to get 
things done…” 
     Winston Sharples got a lot of things done — but 
eventually retired to Florida, trading orchestration 
deadlines and jingle writing for a good game of golf. 
     If you’d like to hear the music of Winston Sharples 
and relive your childhood seeing some of the cartoons 
of yesteryear, you’ll find it on youtube. 
     The spirit of Winston Sharples is alive and well. n
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Join 
Today 
Please send your check, 
payable to Pound Ridge 
Historical Society, to:  
Membership Chair 
Pound Ridge Historical Society 
P.O. Box 51 
Pound Ridge, NY 10576 
Or, visit our website  
poundridgehistorical.org 
and click on the “donate” 
button. 
Or, call us, at 764-4333. 

!
Mr. / Mrs. / Ms. /Dr. 

Street 

Town / City / Zip 

Phone 

E-mail 

! Levels of Support 

o Individual  
(age 62 and under)  $35 

o Individual  
(age 63 and over)  $25 

o Student  $25 

o Family/Dual  $50 

o Friend  $100 

o Sponsor  $250 

o Patron  $500 

o Benefactor  $1,000 

&

Play A Part In Preserving Pound Ridge History

Pictured (below): 
Halloween Window Painting 
Contest was judged by 
famous Art Directors, who 
lived in town; note the 
address on "The Ghost Horse" 
story was New Canaan — 
before we had a post office in 
Pound Ridge.  Pictured 
(opposite page, clockwise 
from top left): Lion’s Club 
Pumpkin Sale c. 1989; “Scary 
Skeleton”; at the annual 
Senior’s Halloween Luncheon; 
Pound Ridge kids ready for 
some tricks and treats!; 
“Welcome to Halloween at 
PRFD.”
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The Curious Case of the Shoes in the Wall
Has Anyone 
Seen My Shoes? 
By Mary Anne Condon 

In the 18th through the 
late 19th century, people 
hid objects in chimneys, 
under floors, above 
ceilings, in the roof and 
around doors and 
windows as magical 
charms to protect the 
occupants of the house 
against evil influences 
such as demons, ghosts 
and witches. Objects were 
also concealed to bring 
good luck, to ward off 
illness or to bestow 
fertility on a female 
member of the family.  
     While it was custom to 
hide charms such as dried 
cats, horse skulls and 
witch bottles in a house, 
concealed shoes were by 
far the most common. 
Most of the concealed 
shoes that have been 
found were made of 
leather, well-worn and 
generally beyond repair. 
Most were single shoes 

although pairs have been 
discovered and about half 
of the shoes belonged to 
children. 
     Fear of demons, ghost, 
elves and goblins was 
rampant throughout the 
18th and 19th centuries. 
Witches were the most 
frightening because they 
were in human form. 
Worse still, they were 
usually someone living 
close by. The solution was 

everyone protected their 
homes against evil by 
hiding shoes – like an 
early form of home 
insurance. Concealed 
shoes were intended to act 
as lures for witches as 
they were attracted by the 
human scent of a shoe. 
Believing the shoe to be 
the person, it was thought 
the witch would attack the 
shoe instead and become 
trapped inside. n 

This article is a portion of 
one of the pages from “Tell 
Me A Story Of Pound Ridge: 
50 Objects, 50 Stories.” 
Our delightful book tells 
the “back stories” of the  
50 pieces of Pound Ridge 
memorabilia currently  
on display at the Pound 
Ridge Museum. Bring  
the family to the exhibit, 
purchase a book ($10) 
and enjoy a lighthearted 
look at our town’s history. 

Like us on facebook Follow us on instagram

The Floating Island
In France, there’s a 
floating island dessert – 
Meringue floating on 
Crème Anglaise. But in 
Pound Ridge, folklore it’s a 
bygone phenomenon that 
once existed on Trinity Lake.  
     The story goes that young 
lovers from rival Indian 
tribes, forbidden to marry, 
met at the lakeside one 
night. The young brave was 
killed by his sweetheart’s 
tribe and fell into the lake. 
The maiden couldn’t go 
on alone and threw 

herself into Trinity’s deep 
waters. Time passed and  
a strange floating island 
began to appear each 
spring. Some say that the 
young lovers became two 
alder trees grew on the 
island with their branches 
entwined. 
    Sadly, the island appears 
no more for in the late 
1800’s someone (we don’t 
know who) loaded the 
island with rocks and it 
sank, never to reappear. n 

!
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Robert Bender 
and WWI 
This November marks the 
100th anniversary of the 
end of World War I.   
     It had lasted four 
bloody years. Often called 
“The War to End All Wars,” 
it was one of the deadliest 
conflicts in human history.  
     Believing that peace was 
now possible, President 
Woodrow Wilson traveled 
to Paris for the signing of 
The Treaty of Versailles.  
     Wilson asked Robert 
Bender, a Pound Ridge 
resident, in charge of the 
Washington staff of United 
Press International, to 
accompany him on the 
journey and report for the 
American press. Sadly, 
WWI was not to be our  
last war. n 
Pictured here are photos 
taken on the trip and a 
front page from a Paris 
newspaper.  
Note: From a sparse 
population of about 600 
residents, 23 Pound Ridge 
men fought in WWI.  
William W. Breuninger 
and James T. Duley were 
killed in action.   

Visit us on the web www.poundridgehistorical.org

THE GREAT WAR ENDS 
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Our Special 
Halloween Issue

“WILL O’ THE WISP” 
The Mystery of Mystery Lake  

If you turn on to Stone Hill Road 
at the triangle by the library, 
you’ll past Mystery Lake on your 
right.  At certain times of year 
when the conditions are just 
right, you might see mysterious 
lights dancing over its waters 
and, hence, its name.  In folk 
lore the “Will “O the Wisp” are 
thought to be ghost lights seen 
by travelers at night, especially 
over bogs, lakes or marshes.  
Spooky stuff, for sure…actually 
it’s the result of methane and 
other gases from the decomposition 
of plant matter.  I can remember, 
late one summer night, seeing 
the lights as I walked home from 
visiting a friend.  Of course, that 
was over 65 years ago.  By Ebie 
Wood  


