Haunted Fresno — The Watchers at Chandler

They still say the air above Chandler Airport hums, even when
no plane dares climb into the night. A low vibration, like a
swarm of insects caught between the teeth of the sky.

The first pilots called them “guiding lights,” little lanterns that
winked ahead of the wings. But the Ilghts dldn't guide toward
the runway. They gmded away from it—straight into blackness
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