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   In 1976, Anna was looking for a place to live. 
She heard of a house for rent from a co-worker at 
the hospital. This Victorian home; now a painted 
lady (a Victorian style home where the exterior is 
decoratively painted in 3 or more colors) was just 
a block away from the hospital. This happens to 
be one of the many homes that were moved off of 
Fort DA Russell in the early 1900’s,and relocated 
into town. The homes were brought into town by 
horses and steam tractors. Ft. Russell was 
originally a tent camp and was being developed at 
the same time Cheyenne got its start in 1867.  In 
1885 Ft Russell became a permanent post, and 
the wooden buildings were gradually replaced with 
brick structures. The City purchased dozens of 
these wooden buildings. Senator Warren 
purchased over 30 buildings himself.  

 
   The landlord frankly told Anna that she didn’t know if she would want 
to live in the house because it was haunted. Anna had fallen in love with the 
quaint home, especially the front parlor that had a fireplace. She signed the lease 
anyway.  Her family of four moved right in. Anna says that there was activity 
every single day that they lived in the home. When they were in their bedroom 
they could hear footsteps above. She likened the sound to that of a large dog 
walking on linoleum and hearing the clicking of his nails with each step.  She 
didn’t feel afraid by this, but Anna and her husband Frank were uncomfortable 
every time they went to the basement. Like most basements they felt a cold rush 
when they entered the space, but beyond that they could feel a presence 
watching them. It made the hair on the back of their neck and arms stand on end.  
Every time one of them went to the basement their blue healer dog would stand 
at the top of the staircase and frantically growl, hackles standing on end.  Frank 
thought that if he brought the dog down there she would see that everything was 
fine. The dog put up a huge fight and despite all his efforts Frank could not force 
the dog to enter the basement.  Their children were too young to report anything, 
but their sixteen-year-old babysitter was “scared to death” in the home.  He even 
kept a steak knife with him when he was there.  They remained in the house for a 
year and a half. Their reason for moving was not the paranormal activity.  We 
don’t have information on who the spirit residing here may be, but do wonder if 
the ghost accompanied the home from Ft. Russell. 
 
    Within a block of this home is another whimsical, yet elaborate house. The 
home-has entertained many among high social circles in its day. Back in 1885 it 



served as a rooming house. To their dismay the residents found that the upstairs 
windows had been painted shut many times over years.  Try as they might, the 
strongest of men could not open them. They went from room to room trying to 
open the windows, eventually they went back into rooms they had previously 
been in, They were astonished to find that somehow the windows had opened 
wide in their absence. 
 
   At another home not too far away ……  A group of prospective buyers entered 
into the small white house on 21st Street. As they approached to unlock the front 
door they heard a loud banging & knocking, which they actually felt coming from 
the other side of the door inside of the house.  The whole door shook. Sandra 
asked the other people if someone was in there, the realtor told them there was 
no one home. Upon entering they found it to be empty.  One of the ladies went 
down to the basement, only to be overwhelmed with a negative feeling. She 
rushed back upstairs and proclaimed that this was an evil place. She immediately 
left.  Later, an acquaintance of Sandra’s told her that she had a known a previous 
resident of this little white house.  She recounts that one night after tucking her 
own children into bed the lady fell asleep in a reclining chair in the living room of 
this house. Her husband traveled for work, and was not home.  She woke up to 
find a child, a precious little girl, sobbing heavily while sitting on her lap. 
However, this was it wasn’t any of her children, she had never seen this child 
before. It became obvious this pale child was not of this world. She frantically 
scooped up her own children and went to a hotel. They sold the home.  However 
the house has had a high turnover of owners. No one seems to stay for long; it 
was for sale again when the story was relayed to me. 
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