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There is a fatality, a feeling so irresistible and
inevitable that it has the force of doom, which almost invariably
compels human beings to linger around and haunt, ghostlike, the
spot where some great and marked event has given color to their
lifetime….

—Nathaniel Hawthorne, The Scarlet Letter
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Chapter 1: Introduction


What is essential is invisible to the eye.

—Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, The Little
Prince.

 


One of the reasons it has taken so long to write
Ghosts of Gettysburg VIII is that I have been working on
various other writing projects. Since Ghosts of Gettysburg
VII came out in 2011, I wrote, co-wrote, re-wrote and published
six other books: Civil War Ghost Trails (2012); Blood
& Ghosts (2012); If the South Won Gettysburg, 150th
Anniversary Edition (2013); Haunted Crime Scenes (2014);
Cursed in Pennsylvania (2016); and Cursed in Virginia
(2017).

All were exciting projects. But still in the back of
my mind were all the stories sent to me and told to me by
individuals who had experienced the unexplainable on and around the
Gettysburg Battlefield

Hundreds of stories were never used because of
the books’ site-specific format. In other words, I was limited to
geographical places on the battlefield (like Devil’s Den, Little
Round Top, or the field of Picket’s Charge) that yielded the most
stories. I set aside places with just one or two stories.

I decided to take a different approach with this
book. I am not going to limit myself to sites that have the most
stories associated with them. We’re going to go outside the normal
“boundaries” of the battle based on how the stories fit into the
reasons ghosts are created, why they seem to linger (or are
trapped) at one place, how these accounts fit into the way spirits
manifest themselves, and why they want to remind us of their
existence.

That ghosts exist cannot be doubted any more.
Thousands of accounts have been collected and witnessed by myself
and others at just Civil War battlefields alone, not to mention
battlefields of other wars and various sites around the world from
all of history.

Why they exist is also, seemingly, common
knowledge: Their mortality was cut short too soon; their lives were
snuffed out violently; they were slain so suddenly they don’t
realize they’re dead; they left unfinished business behind; they
were too young to die; they were in extreme emotional stress when
their lives were extinguished, leaving behind the imprint of their
existence in vague, dim, shadowy forms.

But now I am interested in how they continue
to manifest themselves, and the questions maddeningly outnumber the
answers: How do they (or better yet, we) continue to exist
after earthly death? Where do ghosts dwell? Another dimension? A
parallel universe, yet invisible? How do they gather the energy
needed to become visible, or make noise, or move physical objects
before our eyes and ears? Do they want to communicate with us, as
it appears they do? What priceless knowledge must they have to
impart? How can we facilitate and amplify this communication?

Along with more ghost stories about Gettysburg, you
will read stories about places with a Gettysburg connection. You
will also read about ghostly manifestations that have re-occurred
in Gettysburg, sometimes decades later to different people at a
different time, a sort of ghostly déjà vu. These are more
than interesting; they represent serious, evidently replicable,
data. There will also be connections made between the ghosts of
Gettysburg and solid scientific theories from famous psychologists
to ground breaking physicists. This is something I’ve wanted to do
for years: to lend some legitimacy to the data on the paranormal
I’ve gathered over the decades. There will be some proven science
for you to ponder and place where you’d like in your understanding
of ghosts.

Which leads me to another point: I’m tired of ghost
books and tours and television programs that seem only to want to
prove that ghosts exist. It’s been done. After collecting some
thirteen hundred stories from all the major Civil War sites
around the country (see Civil War Ghost Trails), I certainly
do not need any more convincing that ghosts exist.

Another thing I’ve concluded after decades of
studying war, and the American Civil War in particular:
Gettysburg—and other battlefields—are huge laboratories for
the study of paranormal anomalies we identify as ghosts. Because of
the violence, the suddenness, the youthful deaths and the explosion
of emotion associated with human travail in combat, battles provide
the “perfect storm” for creating ghosts en masse. The
battlefields upon which humans were slain in large numbers seem to
be the dwelling-place for soldiers’ souls.

I am lucky because Gettysburg has been a part of my
life for nearly sixty years. Between youthful visits, my time
working as a park ranger living on the battlefield, my living
within sight of the first day’s battlefield for fifteen years, and
owning a business which compels me to return to Gettysburg almost
weekly, I have had unique access to one of—if not the—most
haunted site, acre for acre, in America.

 


 


***************

 


 




Chapter 2: A Haunted
Ghosts of Gettysburg Book


The most beautiful thing we can experience is the
mysterious.

It is the source of all true art and science.

—Albert Einstein

 


Writing classes teach students to write effectively,
meaning be concise, precise, always writing to the point you are
trying to make.

I have always tried to write “affectively,” meaning
that writing should move people into some sort of action.

I received a letter from a woman who sent me a story
about her paranormal experience years before, which I included in
Ghosts of Gettysburg V. She had read all my other books and
was in the process of reading the fifth volume. She said that the
book was taking her a while to finish, not because it was boring,
but because it was “draining.” She compared it to the story of a
house cleansing I wrote about in my second book, how emotionally
exhausting it was for the priest involved.

She said she had finally finished the book and dozed
off for a few minutes. She was awakened by her newborn daughter
crying and she realized that her house was icy-cold,
“bone-chilling,” to use her words. It was in the 70s outside, but
inside she was “freezing not just cold, but cold to the bone.” The
coldness lasted for about an hour. “Then my house was toasty warm
again and my daughter stopped fussing.” She thought it was unusual
that it happened right after finishing my book and wondered if
anyone else had a similar experience.

Talk about “affective” writing.

But in the back of my mind, with what I know about
ghosts after chasing them in Gettysburg for over half my life, the
phenomena may not have been completely attributed to my writing
skills. It just may have had a supernatural cause.

People have been “affected” by things they have
brought home from Gettysburg: rocks, pieces of wood, souvenirs, and
now apparently books.

And, no doubt, they have been “affected” by lasting
memories of the place, haunting them into some action, so to speak,
for years after their first visit.

Much like how the soldiers were “affected” after
their first visit to Gettysburg.

The place grows on you. It may even grow in
you.

I came to Gettysburg during my childhood and teen
years in the role of a tourist; then as a park ranger right after
college. After that, I stayed to write. For nearly thirty
years.

I heard years later that a high school girlfriend
once warned someone who said they were going to visit Gettysburg
not to go: “You’ll never leave. The place swallows you up and
you’re never heard from again.”

Perhaps.

Perhaps.
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Chapter 3: From
Humble Clay Great Captains Rise


…in the absence of a home I wish I could purchase
Stratford. That is the only place I could go to, now accessible to
us, that would inspire me with feelings of pleasure and local
love…. I wonder if it is for sale and how much.

—Gen. Robert E. Lee to his wife,

December 25, 1861

 


One of the names linked imperishably with Gettysburg
is, of course, General Robert E. Lee.

He was born into one of America’s most prominent
families who settled in the Northern Neck of Virginia, between the
Potomac and Rappahannock Rivers. In 1641, the Lees began to build
an empire based upon land ownership. Planters, merchants, ship
owners, Lees also served in the General Assembly, the colonial
government of Virginia.

Robert E. Lee’s father, Henry Lee, III, married a
nineteen-year-old second cousin Matilda Lee. They settled in her
family’s magnificent plantation mansion “Stratford Hall,”
overlooking the Potomac River.

Matilda died in 1790. In 1793, Henry married Ann Hill
Carter, from another esteemed Virginia family. They resided at
Stratford Hall.

In 1806, after bearing four children Ann discovered
she was again pregnant. On January 19, 1807, at Stratford Hall, she
gave birth to another son, whom she named after her brothers,
Robert and Edward.

Due to the difficulties and expenses of running such
a large mansion, when Robert was four years old, his family moved
from spacious Stratford Hall to a small, two-story house in
Alexandria, Virginia. While Robert’s childhood at Stratford was
short, his emotional connection with the place would last a
lifetime.
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Stratford Hall

As he grew to manhood, Lee’s life, in spite of his
famous name, was anything but easy. He attended the United States
Military Academy at West Point and graduated as an engineer.

He married well, to Mary Custis and into the family
of his boyhood hero George Washington, and fathered seven children.
But his advancement as a career soldier was agonizingly slow and
consisted of long stretches away from his family, dull engineering
work on numerous forts around the country, and a short but
distinguished combat career in the Mexican War. After thirty-two
years in the army, he was still a colonel.

When the Civil War broke out in 1861, Lee had an
agonizing choice to make. He was offered a major-generalship and a
command in the United States army. Being an army officer, he
realized that secession of the states from the Union could be
considered rebellion and an officer going to that side could be
considered a traitor. But when President Abraham Lincoln called for
troops to put down the rebellion and Virginia finally voted for
secession, Lee realized that he would be called on to invade his
home state and perhaps fight and kill fellow Virginians. His choice
was clear: He resigned his commission in the U.S. Army.

He eventually became the most famous of all
Confederate generals, leading its largest army, winning numerous
battles until the Confederate catastrophe at Gettysburg, holding on
tenaciously until finally forced to surrender at Appomattox Court
House. Though his name is linked forever with the Confederate Army,
his command of it lasted two months short of three years.

 


On July 16, 2010, in preparation for a “Mysterious
Journey’s Weekend” event, Laine, our medium, Carol, my wife, and I
did a preliminary paranormal investigation of the famed Stratford
Hall.

Once a vast plantation, Stratford Hall is now a well
managed historic site with restored buildings, gardens, tours of
the great house, modern buildings for meetings, conferences and
weddings, a research library, and accommodations for overnight
visitors including a dining hall and lodging.

As part of our preliminary investigations, I
interviewed staff members for any paranormal events they witnessed
or ghost stories they may have heard. Like most historic sites,
Stratford Hall has its share.

One guide at Stratford said that a housekeeper was
sent to clean the library. She came back a few minutes later saying
she didn’t want to disturb the man who was there. He was sitting at
a desk going over some papers and looked distressed. She and her
supervisor went to the library, but, to her surprise, there was no
one there. Remembering the history of Stratford, they recalled that
the famed “Light Horse Harry” Lee, more the soldier and politician
than the businessman, met virtual financial ruin at Stratford and
ended up in debtor’s prison. Could the specter they saw in the
library be Robert E. Lee’s father still tormented by his debts?

Then there was the night watchman who heard a knock
at the door late one evening. He opened it to see a little boy
dressed in purple pants. Apparently mute, he motioned for the
watchman to follow, which he did until the boy passed
through a fence without the aid of the gate. The watchman
insisted he hadn’t been scared of the apparition; he just “decided”
to return his office.

One woman who guided at Stratford continually saw
those light anomalies called orbs often coming right at her. She
also felt insistent tugging on her period day dress, as if some
unseen child wanted her attention.

Martha, a long time guide, also saw a twelve or
thirteen-year-old boy standing in the doorway to the kitchen
outbuilding while she gave her tour. When she dismissed her group,
she went to look for the boy since she knew there were no school
groups at Stratford that day. In spite of all the open ground
around and an exhaustive search, she found no trace of the boy.

She also related the story of a little girl on one of
her tours who became very upset. When asked what the problem was,
she said she had seen a little girl sitting at the window when they
toured the nursery. She said she looked so sad. As the tour was
leaving, she went back to see the little girl but she had
vanished.

Melody, another guide at the interview, mistakenly
thought Martha was referring to the story about a little girl who
started crying on a tour, but the circumstances were different.
They were touring the mother’s bedchambers, not the nursery. The
young tourist also saw a little girl, but what upset her most is
that she was “hovering” above the floor in the bedchambers.

Melody recounted one more story about a child ghost.
One of the guides was locking up for the night, coming down the
servant’s stairway. When he turned around he saw a lady in a gray
cape bending down next to a child. He lost sight of them for just a
second as he went back to tell them that the place was closed. When
he rounded the corner, they had disappeared.

History tells us that one of the tragedies of
Stratford Hall was that a two year old girl, Margaret Lee, fell
down the great stone staircase of Stratford Hall and was killed.
Whenever the ghost of a little girl appears, she is remembered.

While I collected several good ghost stories from the
staff at Stratford Hall that day, little did I know that I was to
be a victim of one of the ghosts at Lee’s birthplace.

In addition to the lodgings for the general public,
there are also private log cottages owned by members of the board
of directors. With just the three of us visiting, the management
put us up in one of the cottages. There was a central great room
with separate bedrooms and baths on either side.

After our planning meetings with the staff and
dinner, the three of us returned to the cottage and went to our
respective bedrooms.

Sometime in the middle of the night, around 2 a.m., I
woke up thinking Carol had gotten up and was standing beside her
side of the bed. I asked, “Are you alright?” and she answered,
“Yeah, I’m fine.” Her voice, however, came from the bed right next
to me, not the side of the bed where I saw the figure.

I started to look at the figure—I should say
“mass”—next to Carol’s side of the bed. It was then that I noticed
that it was far too large to be Carol; it took up one-third of the
side of the bed as it stood there. It seemed to be “dressed” in a
flowing, dark, thick, robe-type garment with numerous folds and a
hood. I got a distinct impression of a dark green hue to the mass.
I watched it for nearly a minute trying to figure out what it was,
and finally decided that it must be the dark area on the wall
between the windows in the bedroom. I figured I’d verify my theory
the next morning, rolled over to face the other wall and suddenly
got a distinct chill running up my spine to the nape of my neck. I
shook it off and convinced myself it was my imagination.

The next morning, the first thing I did was to check
the wall where I saw the dark mass. I was surprised to see that
there was only one window in that wall and it was in the center
where I saw the dark mass. This eliminated my theory that it was
the wall between two windows that I had seen. Obviously, there had
been something blocking out any light coming from the central
window in the wall.

When we saw Laine that morning, I casually mentioned
it to her. She knows that, in spite of the fact that I have been in
the paranormal business for decades, I rarely have paranormal
experiences and even more rarely, visuals. She got a rather
sheepish look and a half smile grew on her face. Carol and I looked
at her. “Oops,” she said.

“What did you do?” Carol said as if speaking to a
naughty child.

Laine related how she was being bugged by the spirit
of a Civil War soldier in her room from the time she retired until
about 2 a.m. She finally told him to leave so she could get some
sleep. He asked her where he should go. She replied “Go to Mark’s
room. He can’t see you.”

Apparently he did.

Apparently, frighteningly, I could.
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Chapter 4: Reading, Writing & Wraiths at the
High Street School


You may relish him more in the soldier than in the
scholar.

—William Shakespeare, Othello

 


Along the Ghosts of Gettysburg Candlelight Walking
Tours Baltimore Street route are two sites that are almost at
opposite ends of the tour, but are closely connected.

Guides take customers south on Baltimore Street to
“Alumni Park,” dedicated to graduates of the local Gettysburg Area
School District. There the guides tell customers the harrowing
tales of the Rupp Tannery Civil War era house across Lefever
Street, of the two women who once ran an art gallery and how one
had accused the other of rearranging her miniature soldier display
time after time. The other denied touching it. The mystery was
solved when the first woman saw a figure dressed like a Union
officer complete with high boots, saber, frock coat and gauntlets
slowly enter through a sealed-off door. He stood for a few seconds,
looked at her and vanished before her astonished eyes. After that,
she assumed it was the ghostly officer who was unimpressed with her
tactical arrangement of the tiny soldiers and continually
rearranged them to reflect his memories of the battle.

The mystery deepened, however, when the other woman,
after hearing the description of the soldier said, “No, that’s not
what the soldier I saw looked like,” and described a tall, gaunt,
red-headed soldier in a “pink” uniform with a long rifle. She
couldn’t have known that some Confederates at Gettysburg wore
“butternut” dyed uniforms, which in the right light, could take on
a pinkish hue.
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Rupp Tannery now Mr. G’s Ice Cream Shop

According to two of our Ghosts of Gettysburg
Candlelight Walking Tours guides and fifty or more customers, a
number of soldiers gathered one night to roam around inside the
Rupp Tannery office for at least forty-five minutes, long after the
business that occupied the building had closed for the day. They
could be seen leaning against the mantle, peeping out the windows,
and even sitting at a phantom table eating a phantom meal.

 


East High Street, for such a short stretch, has more
ghost stories per linear yard than any other street in Gettysburg.
Perhaps it’s because it was once the location of two cemeteries—one
across the street from the Old German Reformed Church on the corner
of East High Street and Stratton Street (the church that, while
serving as a hospital surgical orderlies had to drill holes in the
floor to let the blood drain)—and the other just behind the
Presbyterian Church (now the parking lot) which faces Baltimore
street.

The cemeteries were eventually closed and the bodies
“removed” to other places of burial.

To guarantee that 100 percent of the bodies were
removed from the cemeteries on East High Street would be foolhardy.
Some, no doubt, endured the rumbling of heavy machinery as parking
lots were built, then maintained for the succession of
organizations which have occupied the old jail building (currently
the Borough Building) and the Presbyterian Church. Rest in Peace in
the East High Street Cemeteries? Doubtful, at best.

But for students of early Gettysburg, their
classrooms were in the private homes of teachers for some
twenty-three years. In 1857, the large brick Common Schoolhouse was
built on East High Street and the students were consolidated there.
According to 1860 records, each teacher had 70 pupils on their
rolls. For a century the Common School Building served the young
scholars of the Gettysburg community well.
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