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To Frank Graziano

Teacher

Who once taught my class

“It is not what exists that affects man

as much as what he believes
to exist.”

 


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

 


 


We have done with Hope and Honor,

We are lost to Love and Truth,

We are dropping down the ladder rung by rung,

And the measure of our torment

Is the measure of our youth.

God help us, for we knew the worst too young!

–Rudyard Kipling

 


[image: tmp_d3e397ae287001e0bc16a0e777400184_myl53l_html_6b506f60.png]

 


 


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

 


 



​Table of
Contents

​Chapter 1 -
Acknowledgments

Chapter 2 - Introduction

Chapter 3 - Gettysburg
Underground

Chapter 4 - Unquiet Rest

Chapter 5 - Time’s Pawns

Chapter 6 - The Substance of
Shadows

Chapter 7 - Translucent
Reality

Chapter 8 - When Heaven and Hell Changed
Places

Chapter 9 - Walking
Shadows

Chapter 10 - God’s Scythe

Chapter 11 - The Shadow
People

Chapter 12 - The Ghost
House

Chapter 13 - Endnotes

Chapter 14 - About the
Author

 


 


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

 


 



Chapter 1: Acknowledgments

​ Numerous people have helped in the
gathering of these stories. Many have shared their fascinating,
sometimes horrifying experiences with me, never expecting that they
would be included in a book on the ghosts of Gettysburg. Others
have lent support—mental, physical and emotional—in the arduous
task it is to put together a book. To these people, my gratitude is
given:

Linda Allewalt, Robin Bankert, Tessa Bardo,
Joan and Dave Barr, Katie Bowman, Tom Bowman, Corinne Brownholtz,
Rick Fisher, Michael J. Flood, John and Chris Gallagher, Michael
Anne Hartmann, Ronnie Hull, Michael J. Isbansky, Fred and Robert
Kerson, LaDonna King, Jeanne Knoop, Andrea Krcelic, Bill Lonecke,
Renee and Leslie Ludwig, Melissa and Charles McGinnis, Colin and
Karen Mehaffey, Dr. Dan Miller, Jennifer Moyer, Mistia Mullins,
Jeneia Mullins, Ron and Barb Ogburn, Thomas W. Reidenbach, Sr.,
Jill Rider, Susan Robinson, Betty Jean Sanders, Ross and Nancy
Simpson, Brandon K. Sloan, Michael Suarez, Jay Theisen, and Larry
E. Werline.

Most importantly, I need to thank my wife of
infinite patience, Carol, without whom all my writing would be just
words on paper.

 


 


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

 


 



Chapter 2: Introduction

​ Damned from Here to
Eternity…

–Rudyard Kipling

 


The great William Shakespeare’s play
Hamlet is, in its essence, a ghost story. Young Prince
Hamlet’s boyhood is cut short not only by the murder of his father,
the King, but also by the return of his father’s ghost, beseeching
him to avenge his murder. The King had been killed by his own
brother for the throne. To make things worse, the murderer marries
the queen—Hamlet’s mother—within a month after the King’s
death.

Nearly all of Hamlet’s actions in the play
are driven by the literally haunting plea of his father’s ghost to
avenge his murder.

Some say the attempt to do the dead father’s
bidding drove the young Danish prince mad; it did result in his
rejected betrothed’s suicide, his killing of the Lord Chamberlain,
and at the end of the play, in the deaths of Hamlet, his
step-father/uncle, his mother, and his good friend. I may have
missed one or two, for it is one of the bloodiest endings in all of
Shakespeare.

But the key to the play comes in Act III,
scene 3, when Hamlet stumbles upon his uncle—his father’s
killer—kneeling, his back turned, in prayer. Hamlet draws his sword
and is about to dispatch his uncle into the Netherworld. Suddenly
he stops. He sees a terrible irony:

Now might I do it pat, now he is
praying.

And now I’ll do it. And so he goes to
heaven;

And so I am revenged. That would be
scann’d;

A villain kills my father, and for that,

I, his sole son, do this same villain
send to heaven.

Hamlet wants to kill him not while he is in
prayer, assuring his spirit’s passage into heaven, but rather when
he is drunk or gambling, swearing and raging, or during “some act
that has no relish of salvation in it,” so as to condemn him to
Hell.

And it is in this decision that Hamlet also
condemns himself. For in this one defining moment he goes from just
wanting to kill his uncle, to judging him; from wanting merely to
take his life to wanting to take his soul as well.

In one brief moment he goes from mortal man
to aspiring to the power of God.

It is a moment upon which one of the greatest
plays ever written turns; it may even be the moment upon which the
great bard’s play writing legacy turns. And for good reason: it is
something we should all deeply ponder when we are thinking of the
double-edged sword of revenge.

Even soldiers, whose job it is to kill, do
not face that decision. To pull the trigger and take a human life,
yes; to condemn a man’s soul to eternal damnation, never.

And yet during the American Civil War, the
men who fought, because of their religious convictions, no doubt
wondered whether they were at times judges, or mere
executioners.

There are a number of reasons, experts
believe, why the human spirit remains bound to this earth after the
death of the body. A sudden death is often mentioned. An
unexpected, youthful extinction is another. A violent death, as
well, will somehow leave the spirit behind at the site where its
mortal vessel was shattered. The living, mourning too long for the
dead is another reason for a haunting. Sometimes the spirit remains
to give a message of hope, or a warning to those left behind.

One of the more ominous reasons accepted by
experts as to why a human soul or spirit remains bound to earth is
that person’s fear of judgment.

This theory is backed up by the religious
ritual of confession of and forgiveness for sins, especially at the
time of death. If one is to face the Final Judge of all we’ve done
in life, it is essential we go there penitent, as the poet Emily
Dickinson wrote, “Beggars before the door of God.”

So, if a youthful, sudden, unexpected, or
violent death are also reasons souls remain rooted to earth,
certainly the Battle of Gettysburg, during which nearly 100 percent
of the deaths fit at least one of those categories, qualifies as a
cause for any spirits being trapped here.

And if the men of Gettysburg were concerned
about the fate of their own mortal souls as they were, in the heat
of combat, setting the souls of their enemies free from their
bodily prisons, then certainly it explains why so many have
remained behind.

And if incessant mourning for the dead is a
reason why spirits linger, with 1.6 million of us visiting
Gettysburg yearly basically to remember and essentially mourn those
who sacrificed here, still another condition for a haunting is
satisfied.

And, as far as a message of hope, or warning?
The warning is clear enough: do not make war, brother upon brother,
for devastation is all you will reap.

And the message of hope may very well be that
there is something of us that continues after death. As they are
now, chained to the earth for who-knows-how-long, so, someday, may
we be also.
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Chapter 3: Gettysburg Underground

​ …To where the damned have
howled away their hearts,

And where the blessed dance….

–William Butler Yeats, “All Souls’
Night”

There are worlds, access to which we are no longer
allowed. Worlds just inches from us, as we stand in our own world.
Invisible, they contain not only the present, but the past, and,
some say, the future as well. Other generations of other ages
apparently have been able to see into them: ancient shamans; some
mystics in our age have; suffering saints, because of their strict
aestheticism, have God’s permission to go there; sometimes poets,
who often suffer as much as saints, can peer into them as well. But
we, convinced by those in our world that other worlds do not exist,
have then convinced ourselves otherwise. And prison-pent we suffer
the most exquisite torture of wondering….

For years—probably since before the great
battle here—there have been nagging rumors of a strange
subterranean complex—tunnels, if you will—below the streets of
Gettysburg. I have spoken with visitors, long time residents, and
local historians, and some too have heard the bizarre rumors. In
the most famous small town in America, of which thousands of books
have been written, no documentation for the underground grottoes
can be found.

Yet one woman who grew up in Gettysburg from
her birth, remembered a house mentioned in one of my previous
Ghosts of Gettysburg books and recalled how, as children,
she and a couple of her friends had somehow gotten into the
basement of the house—perhaps shortly after the death of the
elderly woman who had resided there—and found an entrance into what
appeared to be a head-high (to a 10-year-old) secret shaft. Whether
it had been boarded up and they removed the board on purpose, I do
not know. I remember her saying that they began to enter and walk
cautiously into the clammy darkness.

She said it headed off toward another house,
not directly next door, but southward, under the back yard. It was
either a dirt wall some several yards into the tunnel, or simply
abject fear they ran into head-first that sent the children back to
the cellar of the abandoned structure and up into the sunlight of a
soft summer Gettysburg morning.

A local policeman—a high school classmate of
the woman mentioned above—confirmed he too had heard of the tunnels
and reminded me that the rumors have them starting below the
Catholic Church on West High Street, coincidentally, during the
battle, a field hospital. Interestingly, if one would draw a
north-south line through the church it would bisect, generally,
where my friend as a child explored to the limits of her fright,
the mysterious tunnel in the basement.

Some have speculated that the tunnels were
once part of the famous and clandestine Underground
Railroad—therefore quite literally underground in Gettysburg—where
runaway slaves would travel, scattering rodents before their feet,
escaping from the dreaded “paterollers” and their dogs. Even in
Gettysburg, seven miles north of the Mason-Dixon line, escaped
slaves were not safe, thanks to the Fugitive Slave Act which made
harboring an escapee illegal, even in “Free States.”

If the catacombs were used for escaping
slaves—or even if they merely exist—they might very well be a
treasure-trove for archaeologists and historians.

Some also have said that the subterranean
tunnels sheltered soldiers: Union soldiers escaping from
Confederates after being driven from their positions on the first
day of fighting; Confederates who had been wounded or were merely
curious as to what lay hidden underneath their feet; surgeons and
orderlies, dressed in their white dusters preparing to operate upon
the wounded in the clandestine hospital.

One such orderly who served in Gettysburg
would go on to a more notorious infamy.

​ Lewis Thornton Powell
(aka Lewis Paine) fought at Gettysburg in a Florida Regiment. At 6’
1” and 175 pounds he made a big target and was wounded in the
battle and captured. Only slightly hurt, he was put to work in “Old
Dorm,” now known as Pennsylvania Hall, on the Gettysburg College
Campus. His stint as a white-coated orderly was short-lived. As
soon as he could, he escaped from his Yankee captors. Having access
to the cellar of the old building, did he also find access to the
underground warrens to explore and plant the seed of escape from
his captors? (For that matter, could some subterranean conduit be
the means by which the wraiths of long-dead surgeons, orderlies and
wounded appear and vanish seemingly at will in the cellar of Old
Dorm?)1

He was sent to Baltimore and did escape and
his escape helped mold a strange twist in American History. Somehow
at the end of the war he got tangled up with a young and famous
actor, soon to be infamous. With his association with one John
Wilkes Booth, Powell/Paine would become a co-conspirator in the
assassination of Abraham Lincoln by viciously stabbing Secretary of
State William Seward numerous times the same night of the
assassination. One source has him shouting as he ran from the
bloody scene he had created, “Mad! I am mad!” Powell would hang for
his role, but numerous photos would be taken of him while he was in
prison dressed up in what appears to be a long, light-colored coat
and hat for identification by witnesses. Was he ever a denizen of
the alleged underground passages beneath Gettysburg? An even more
tantalizing question emerges: If he did use the subterranean
burrows at one time, could he have returned…even after his hanging
in 1865?

Wild, unsubstantiated, recent rumors have the
tunnels as a conduit for illegal activities of unknown nature in
small-town Gettysburg: let the reader’s imagination fill in the
details….

Still others maintain that the grottoes would
provide excellent passages for perturbed, restless, unsettled
spirits, remaining from Gettysburg’s earliest times, through which
they could move from haunted site to haunted site. This would be
especially true if they were built—inadvertently or on
purpose—along “ley lines,” those energy paths that occur naturally
in the earth.

One can only imagine the spirits of
Gettysburg’s ancient dead descending from their graves above to the
underground tunnels, then floating silently, wispily, along
passageways through the underworld, to emerge as from some
supernatural subway, passing through rock and concrete and wood as
they are wont to do, and materializing at times of their own
choosing, at those most famous haunted places such as the Codori or
Culp Houses, Devil’s Den, or the Triangular Field, or Spangler’s
Spring, where they may bubble up from the earth like the water that
seems to help draw them. Then, as they appeared, so they disappear,
sinking back into their labyrinthine warrens, to move, undetected,
just inches below the living. And this they do at their own whim,
or perhaps when some living human in need beckons them in just the
right way….

There is a house on a melancholy street in
Gettysburg, close enough to the college (and also Old Dorm) so as
to have been used for nearly thirty years as student housing. It
has been the scene of serious studies by aspiring intellectuals, of
raucous parties filled to the brim with youthful enthusiasm. It has
been the living quarters of scores of lively students, of scholars
and athletes vital with the ebullience and perceived
invulnerability of youth. It has also been the dwelling place of
Death.

At first it was the site. The roads coming in
from the east and west actually struck the main road within a few
blocks, and when the Union line imploded on the afternoon of July
1, 1863, sons of the North ran helter-skelter for their very lives
through the space now occupied by the house. A battery of Union
artillery established a temporary line straddling the road and hot
shell and sighing canister blew through the space the house would
some day occupy. Southern men were sliced open by the blunt
canister balls traveling faster than the speed of sound. Yankees
were shot through the lungs and spine and kidneys from behind as
their rebel counterparts chased them down the dirt road past where
the house now stands. Death has been no stranger to the site upon
which the house sits or even it’s subsurface (if those reports of
underground tunnels in that area of Gettysburg are true).

Nor has Death, who washes away this worrisome
world, been estranged to the brick walls and wooden trim that
circumscribe the space where men once reluctantly traded their
mortal existence for existence on another plane.

And while students for the last several years
have pursued their goals—intellectual and social—within the walls
of the house, there was a persistent rumor of a malevolent visitor
to the house who was not a student at all, who had an agenda of
pursuit and manipulation for evil all his own.

According to the few descriptions left of
him, he was young—in his late twenties—and dressed in white—perhaps
a lab coat from a college science classroom, or something out of a
century-old photo of doctors or orderlies or embalmers—and he was,
or appeared to be, quite mad.

Angry at something, yes. But mad also in the
Victorian sense of the word: mentally deranged. He would appear in
the house, wander aimlessly, move to the door to the basement, and
when curious students would go to find him, be gone.

He was apparently darkly handsome as well,
with deep-set, mysterious eyes, a squared off jaw and thick dark
hair. A matinee idol…but of a different age.

There is a theory in parapsychology that
explains strange behavior in certain people: madness, suicidal
tendencies, bizarre irritability, unexplainable outbursts or
uncharacteristic behavior. It is similar to a possession, except
that, instead of the devil taking over someone’s body, it is the
spirit of a dead individual that enters and takes over. It is
called a “walk-in.” The most frightening aspect of it is that
sometimes you can tell when a person is the victim of a walk-in
because of their radical change—but sometimes you cannot.

It cannot be assumed that the individual
actually lived in the house. Or, better put, it cannot be assumed
that the individual “lived” while he was in the house. It also
cannot be assumed that he is completely gone from the house either.
Some stories have him killing himself in that basement. Others say
he was already dead—an apparition in a long, white coat—when he
hanged himself, using the act as an enticement for others to follow
and as a demonstration for how easy it is to self-immolate. Or
perhaps he was seen reenacting his own fate on a government gallows
a dozen decades past….

They say a note was left explaining
unexplainable actions. Yet officials have not—nor, I surmise, ever
will—reveal its contents. I have heard rumors though. Perhaps in
the note there is reference to the former tenant who wailed his own
life away within the ever-narrowing confines of the walls; or a
reference to joining the infamous “man-in-white” who apparently
still lives—if that is the right word for it—in the cellar. The
history of the house revealed that, indeed, a second person
succumbed to the same manner of endless sleep, accomplishing “the
thing that ends all other deeds.”

One who spoke under strict oath of anonymity
questioned whether anyone should even be allowed to live in the
house “if there’s that kind of spirit still involved in the house.
If there is such a thing as being ‘called’—if you are in a
vulnerable space—by a negative spirit, well….”

Two self-appointed encounters with the Great
Imposter within the same confines of the same walls on that lonely
corner in Gettysburg can only be a convergence beyond coincidence,
beyond understanding, and perhaps, beyond this world.
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Chapter 4: Unquiet Rest

​ After conducting just ten people
through the process of visionary facilitation, I realized it was
possible to duplicate the common human experience of seeing
apparitions of the deceased. Of the ten I ushered through the
process, five saw apparitions of their departed relatives. Later,
after improving my facilities and refining my technique, I
conducted visionary facilitations with even better results.

–Raymond Moody, M.D. Reunions

 


During the Civil War it was relatively rare
for fighting to occur at night. With communications as they were in
the 19th Century, it was almost impossible to know what your own
troops—let alone the enemy—were doing. Yet, even without fighting,
nightfall on the field of combat was a time fraught with
horrors.

Of course there were the noises: myriad and
terror-filled cries of the wounded and dying echoing long and
pitifully into the night; the disembodied rumblings from the enemy
lines of men and artillery being moved from place to an even more
threatening place; and what may be the worst, that little
mysterious, unidentifiable rustling in the darkness just behind
your shoulder that could be an enemy soldier ready to run you
through with a bayonet…or a mere chipmunk.

Actually fighting in the dark through the
claustrophobic woodlands and rock-ridden farm fields that were the
battlefields of America in the mid-19th Century was unthinkably
horrible. Yet at Gettysburg the most horrible occurred.

​ Because of the late start of the
assaults, the fighting around Culp’s Hill and East Cemetery Hill
dragged on into the darkness of July 2, 1863. On the hill named
after the farm family who owned much of it, the fighting died down
after dark, to result in blind firing through most of the night. It
flared up again into full-scale combat near daylight. In the
darkened woods of Culp’s Hill, for a few desperate hours in
American History, it was the soldiers’ special Hell.1

Men fired at musket flashes and sounds ahead
of them, never really knowing if they were killing friend or foe.
You never knew, in the smoke that hung beneath the trees in the
dark, when you were going to walk right into the muzzle of an enemy
musket. The threat was real: for a while Confederates actually took
over abandoned Union breastworks and when the Union troops returned
there was the dark melee, horrifying screams in the night, and men
dying suddenly and violently.

Night is always a time of icy fear and
apprehension. It must stem from our most primal subconscious,
harkening back to when we were cave-dwellers, scurrying about for
millennia, when our only occupation was to avoid being prey. At
night our sense of sight—perhaps our most keen sense—is in it’s
most disadvantaged environment. Day brings knowledge; in a hostile
setting, it brings life. Night can bring sudden death—as it did
during the inky black of a sultry summer’s night on Cemetery and
Culp’s Hills—or it can bring much worse. And sleep, if it should
come, steals consciousness, our last warning system, and makes us
more vulnerable to earthly creatures that would do us harm.

Or to other entities not of this earth with
perhaps the same ambition.

​ The ancient Greeks believed that
sleep was the main portal through which ghosts came into their
lives.2 In the hundreds of
stories I have documented about living humans’ encounters with dead
ones, scores have happened at night.

It is well known that possessions, walk-ins,
apparitions, and other psychic intrusions often come when we are
supposed to be safe and sound—in our sleep.

Some studies have indicated that during
certain realms of sleep we dream, and in dreaming allow a conduit
for thoughts and ideas which come not from the safety of our own
subconscious, but from others’ minds as well—others both living and
dead.

Something awakens you from a fitful sleep.
You roll over in your bed and there, right at the foot of it, is a
misty shape resembling a human. But its features are hazy, unclear.
The dress it wears is recognizable, but from an era long past, and
it is tattered, as if it had spent too much time hanging in a
closet, or lying in the damp mustiness of a coffin. The figure is,
at first, an object of curiosity, since you immediately assume
you’re dreaming. But its tendril-like arms begin to wave, to move
towards you—no, to beckon you—and the face twists into the mockery
of a smile. Now you begin to panic as you realize—despite your
hoping it’s not true—that you are fully awake, that this is no
dream and there is no explanation for the horrid sight before you,
except that it is real, in all its dead splendor….
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