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These interesting sto-
ries from the past are 
wonderful collections 
from the Dean family that 
I have collected 
and saved. A lot 
of Crittenden 
County history 
has been saved 
and shared 
by this color-
ful family that 
lived in and 
around the Iron 
Hill/Deanwood 
area.  Here are 
a few.

–––
The Haunted 

Bridge
Near the turn 

of the centu-
ry (1890-1910) 
there was in 
C r i t t e n d e n 
County a small 
bridge which 
was known for miles 
around as the ha’nted 
bridge.

Where was it located 
and what were the cir-
cumstances which led 
to this strange phenom-
enon? Well, it was on the 
old Shady Grove road, 
then a dirt road, between 
Deanwood and Shady 
Grove.

Traveling toward the 
latter from Deanwood, 
you crossed Piney Creek 
by way of the iron bridge, 
long since gone, turned 
rather sharply to the 
right for a short distance, 
then to the left, and be-
gan the long climb up 
Piney Hill.

About midway up this 
rocky steep, a stream cut 
through a sort of gorge 
on the left and made a 
swath across the road. 
This necessitated a 
crossing which resulted 
in a loosely thrown up 
bridge with wide cracks 
between the heavy 
boards. Often when I 
crossed it, I wondered 
what kept horses from 
stumbling there.

It was in a ravine just 
to the right of this spot 
that the ha’nt reportedly 
appeared, in the shape of 
a person, headless, arms 
outstretched and draped 
in gauzy white. It 昀oated 
back and forth, some-
times higher, sometimes 
lower, but always at a 
distance.

Now this unidenti昀ed 
昀oating apparition nev-
er harmed anyone in 
any way, shape or form, 
during all the years of 
its habitation there, and 
probably would never 
have been remembered 
except for the dif昀culty 
it caused passersby who 
were riding or driving 
horses. In such cases, al-
ways at night, the horses 
would rear, try to turn 
back and in some in-
stances absolutely refuse 
to go another step.

A doctor once had to 
return to his home and 
ask a friend to accom-
pany him on his call. It 
seemed that when two 
or more persons crossed 
the bridge together, the 
ghost remained in hid-
ing.

Whether this non-un-
derstandable phantom 
was the result of trickery 
and or deviltry played by 
human hands, or wheth-
er it was an inexplicable 
phenomenon of nature, 
has not been determined 
to this day.

In fact, it has been 

years since I heard any-
one even so much as 
mention the ha’nted 
bridge. But, sometimes, 

when and if 
you are trav-
eling eastward 
on the Shady 
Grove road, 
at night and 
alone, and get 
about halfway 
up Piney Hill, 
you might just 
take a peek into 
the ravine to 
the right of the 
culvert there, 
which bridges 
the self-same 
stream at 
the self-same 
place as did 
the haunted 
bridge, and 
see if by any 
chance you see 

any signs of a headless 
form in white.

Who knows? This ha’nt 
might at some point in 
time, at its own discre-
tion and pleasure, choose 
to revisit old haunts!

–––
The Panther, Fasci-

nating Legend Of Fear 
Retold From Memories.

In the early days of 
our county, the panther 
and/or catamount si-
lently roamed our virgin 
forests, every once in a 
while making themselves 
known to an unsuspect-
ing traveler. Sometimes 
the story would be hand-
ed down through the 
family. 

–––
It was a dark afternoon 

in early February, about 
1875. A few snow昀akes 
昀uttered through the air 
but not enough to stop 
John Lamb from chop-
ping out fence rows and 
cutting bushes.

In the shelter of the big 
family room warmed by 
a log 昀re, Sara Ann was 
knitting. Little Annie Ma-
ria, no more than four, 
had been playing with 
her brothers, Bob and 
Edgar, until suddenly 
their activities were not 
in accord with her mood. 
So she pulled up a stool 
at her mother’s feet and 
said. ‘Ma, tell me about 
the panther.”

Well, said Sara Ann, 
when your grandmother, 
Evaline Phillips, was a 
young woman she had 
to ride quite a distance 
one afternoon on horse-
back to take care of an 
errand for her father. 
She was riding through 
a thickly wooded section, 
and before she reached 
home the shadows began 
to lengthen, then all of a 
sudden it seemed almost 
night.

Oh, Well! She wasn’t 
afraid or was she? For 
there on the branch of a 
tree just ahead she saw a 
darkish 昀gure sprawled. 
It was not a raccoon, nor 

a possum, nor a mink. 
No, no it was much too 
large. It looked more like 
a cat had it not been 
quite so big.

She would have pre-
ferred to turn her horse 
and ride back in the other 
direction, but there was 
no other way home. Sud-
denly she had no choice. 
The horse wheeled and 
changed directions. At 
the same moment, the 
animal disappeared. Al-
though she had dif昀culty 
persuading her horse to 
right about face, she 昀-
nally did. But what was 
that touching her from 
behind? It felt soft. Then 
she felt nothing. In both 
mind and body she seem 
to become numb.

Sara Ann continued, 
what light there was had 
now faded into darkness. 
Her horse took the initia-
tive now and galloped off.

When he reached the 
big gate which led into 
the barn lot, he stopped 
short. Evaline came to 
herself in time to hear a 
THUD behind her. Look-
ing quickly she thought 
she saw something shiny 
and black slink away 
into the night. Just then 
she saw her father com-
ing toward her carrying a 
large lantern.

“Evaline, Evaline! 
What happened,”  he 
said, “Why are you so 
late?” “Father,” she said, 
“I think a panther rode 
behind me all the way 
from Dawson’s Wood.”

Annie Marie said, “Oh 
Ma! Do you think it really 
did?”  Sara Ann replied, 
“Well, we’ll never know 
for sure.” (Little Annie 
Maria Lamb grew up and 
married J. N. Dean.  This 
article was written by 
Ruby Dean, daughter of 
J. N. and Annie Dean).  

–––
The Catamount 

Screams
On a cold winter night 

back in February 1909 in 
the Iron Hill/Deanwood 
neighborhood during a 
furious wind and snow 
storm, John Stembridge 
heard what he thought to 
be a neighbor, Mrs. W. H. 
Wallace calling as if she 
was in distress. He knew 

Mr. Wallace had gone 
to Marion that day with 
tobacco, and thinking 
Mrs. Wallace was alone 
with the little children, 
he hurried to their home, 
hearing the calls a num-
ber of times on the way.  

He arrived there to 昀nd 
Mr. Wallace and fami-
ly enjoying themselves 
around the 昀re. He told 
them what he had heard, 
and Mr. Wallace conclud-
ed that it was too bad a 
night for anyone to be in 
trouble without help, so 

he went out to 昀nd the 
cause of the distressing 
calls. Going 昀rst to Mur-
ray Travis’, he found no 
trouble, though they too 
had heard the calls. On 
his way back home he 
continued to hear the 
piteous cries and decid-
ed it was either at Wil-
lie Walker’s or George 
Lamb’s and hurried to 
their home only to 昀nd 
them surprised at his 
mission, as all was well 
with them.

Mr Wallace again start-
ed for his home, debating 
with himself whether to 
go by the way of Aunt Jin-
ey Murray’s. But when 
near Buffalo branch, his 
dog, which had followed 
him, suddenly became 
agitated and rushed 
into the thicket, but af-
ter a short but furious 
battle, he emerged from 
the thicket a thoroughly 
whipped dog and “took to 
his heels,” his enemy fol-
lowing.  Mr. Wallace, who 
is a constable, got busy 
with his revolver, but the 
creature disappeared.

About a 100 yards 
farther on, however, it 
suddenly attacked Mr. 
Wallace, wrapping it-
self about his legs, al-
most getting him to the 
ground. He managed to 
get his 昀rearm into ac-
tion again, one ball tak-
ing effect, as he believes, 
in the animal’s back and 
it gave vent to a scream 
that convinced Wallace 
that the source of the 
distressing cries he had 
heard was near at hand. 
The basset seemed to roll 
away from him when he 
shot it and disappeared 
in the darkness.

Wallace 昀red his last 
cartridge in the direction 
his enemy had taken, 
then turned his attention 
to 昀nding his leggings, 
which had been torn off 
during the attack. He 

describes the animal 
as about the size of the 
average dog but with a 
much larger head. Its 
traces around over the 
community were plainly 
to be seen in the snow 
the next morning. Pre-
vious to this it had been 
seen by a number of peo-
ple, who say the animal 
answers the description 
of a catamount and there 
is no doubt that that is 
what Mr. Wallace en-
countered.  A hunt is be-
ing planned.

(A catamount (short 
for “cat-a-mountain” or 
“cat of the mountain”) is 
a historical and regional 
name for a cougar (Puma 
concolor), also known as 
a mountain lion, puma, 
or panther. In some local 
contexts, the term has 
also been used to de-
scribe other mid-to-large 
American wild cats, such 
as lynxes or bobcats.)   

(Brenda Underdown is 
chair of Crittenden Coun-
ty Historical Society and 
a member of Crittenden 
County Genealogical So-
ciety. Much more local 
history can be found at 
OurForgottenPassages.
blogspot.com).
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A mysterious animal 
roamed the forest in the 
eastern portion of the 
county many years ago, 
and there are still sightings 
of it today.

It is said that the old Piney Bridge near Deanwood 
was where the spirit ghost once appeared to travelers 
crossing the bridge.

PUBLIC NOTICE: 
Please note, the Crittenden 
Co. Project Development 
Board (PDB) will meet the 
second Tuesday of November; 
November the 10th at 4:30 
p.m. CT/ 5:30 p.m. ET, in the 
County Office Complex fiscal 
courtroom instead of their 
regular meeting time of the 
first Tuesday of the month 
due to election day. This 
meeting change requires the 
meeting to be a special called 
meeting and will be bound to 
the agenda as set, therefore 
if anyone has anything to 
bring before the PDB, please 
contact PDB Secretary, Kristi 
Drury, at 270-965-5251 prior 
to Friday, November 6th. 
The PDB will resume their 
regularly scheduled meetings 
on the 1st Tuesday of each 
month at 4:30 p.m. CT/ 5:30 
p.m. ET, in the County Office 
Complex beginning December 
1st, 2026.


