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To Carol,

Again and Forever….






‘She’ll stay. She will never go away
again. The Lost

Princess is lost no more. This is
her home now—of 

Her own free will.’”

—Paul Gallico, The Snow
Goose
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“The only thing we learn from
history is that we won’t learn from history.”

—Georg Hegel

“You cannot learn anything from
history if they keep erasing inconvenient history.”

—Carol Nesbitt
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Chapter 1: The Lost Files




I began collecting ghost stories of Gettysburg
as a Park Ranger in 1970. I published the first Ghosts of
Gettysburg book in 1991. When this first book came out, I
believed it would be the only book on ghosts and the
supernatural tales of Gettysburg that I would write.

I was shocked when, within two weeks of its
initial release, I began getting letters, phone calls, faxes (yes,
it was that long ago!) from people writing to tell me the
story of their ghostly encounters at Gettysburg. Stories continued
to pour in. Seven more volumes followed the first.

Since the first volume I moved twice and
bought the house on the corner of Baltimore and Breckenridge
Streets in Gettysburg from which we operate the “Ghosts of
Gettysburg Candlelight Walking Tours.” File cabinets and boxes of
folders began to spread out between the buildings.

This is how the stories in those folders
became “lost.”

I wasn’t sure I would write a Ghosts of
Gettysburg IX. Then I re-discovered the file folders filled
with eyewitness reports of paranormal encounters at
Gettysburg.

You can imagine the pleasure with which I
perused this “new” batch of first-person, eyewitness accounts of
supernatural events from years past. They form the core of
Ghosts of Gettysburg IX.

Haunted sites included:


	
Haunted Route 15



	
Big Round Top



	
Sachs Road



	
271 Baltimore Street



	
Spangler’s Meadow



	
Devil’s Den



	
The Triangular Field



	
Pickett’s Charge and The Bliss Farm



	
Wainwright Avenue



	
The Wheatfield
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 Chapter 2: A Familiar
Voice from Beyond

When that this body did contain a
spirit,

A kingdom for it was too small a
bound…

—Shakespeare,
Henry IV

 


Ghost research is, fundamentally, the attempt
to find proof of life after death.

All research, study, collecting of evidence
and analysis strives—or should strive—towards one fundamental goal:
To prove that when we die, we—our “selves”—don’t go totally extinct
for all of eternity.

We want to snap that photograph of an orb or
shadowy apparition, make a recording of the unheard answer to a
question posed at an alleged haunted site, receive a tap on the
shoulder or tug of a sleeve by some unseen hand, or experience some
fleeting wispy vision of a known-dead human.

Some researchers gather thousands of stories
for analysis in the hope of finding patterns or repetitive events
to indicate some sort of intelligent remnant of a once living human
who is now deceased.

All these are efforts to convince us that
death is not a door closing, but a door opening to a new
existence.

The ultimate experience, of course, would be
that one of the researchers, familiar with the field, should die
and contact the rest of us with information about the afterlife. Or
with at least some indication that there is some kind of
afterlife that awaits instead of the total silence of the
grave.

No one in the field, not surprisingly, has
volunteered for that duty of dying then attempting to contact us
afterwards.

But it seems that someone highly esteemed in
the ghost research field has delivered some proof of her continued
existence.

All of us fortunate enough to know her and
call her a colleague will never forget Rosemary Ellen Guiley.
Extraordinarily intelligent, a remarkable researcher with unbounded
curiosity and the ability to express her conclusions clearly and
succinctly, whether speaking or writing, she was one of the best.
She authored over sixty-five books—including 9 massive
encyclopedias, which she called her “doorstops”—on paranormal
phenomena such as witches, warlocks, demons, angels, fairies,
ghosts and spirits, saints, intuition, scrying, vampires,
reincarnation, dreams, UFOs, timeslips, tarot, mythical creatures
and communication with the dead.

She also knew and had worked with many of the
greats in the field like George Noory of Coast-to-Coast AM,
Raymond Moody, author and researcher of after death studies, and
Raymond Buckland, the author of the Book of Spirit
Communications and some thirty other publications.

She and her husband Joe visited Carol and me
many times and stayed with us in our home in Maryland and apartment
in Gettysburg. Over wine and dinner, we discussed esoteric topics
and had lots of laughs, many on ourselves.

Sadly, Rosemary’s earthly life ended on July
18, 2019, and abruptly our wonderful discussions ended.

Or did they?

You would think with that kind of interest in
the paranormal and its subtopic of life after death, that if there
were some existence after life, someone interested enough in the
topic to write scores of books on it and spend three decades of her
life studying it full-time would want to try and let us know that
she was right, that all of us in the field are correct, that there
is indeed life that goes on after we “shuffle off this mortal
coil.”

Apparently, one night, she did.

One late summer evening a few months after
Rosemary died, Carol and I were winding down our day out on the
screened-in porch overlooking Dark Head Creek where we live.
Carol’s phone rang and it was Laine Crosby, one of the mediums we
work with and author of several books on mediumship.

I suppose most people would be surprised at
the information Laine passed on that night.

“I just heard from Rosemary,” she said to
Carol.

“What did she say?”

“She said to tell Joe that his new shoes—his
wingtips—were in the closet.”

They talked for a few more minutes then hung
up.

“Maybe we should call Joe and pass it on,” I
said. “Wouldn’t it be interesting if he’d been looking for his
shoes and Rosemary decided to let him know where they
were?”

So, Carol called Joe and told him what had
just transpired. I have to admit that I was a little disappointed
when he said that he already knew where his shoes were, overlooking
the fact that we just had confirmation that Rosemary was
communicating with us. Then came the twist.

“Yeah,” Joe said. “Those were the shoes I
bought for her funeral.”

In other words, Rosemary saw the shoes Joe
bought after she had died.

Our dear friend imparted such incredible
information—that she was still watching—so matter-of-factly, as if
we, as true paranormal investigators, shouldn’t be amazed that she
told us she had seen Joe put his new shoes away after she had
transitioned.

I cannot say “after she died” unless you agree
with my definition that death is an opening door and not a closing
one.

In my youth, when I worked for the National
Park Service at Gettysburg, I saw a lot of good friends move on to
other parks. As they were leaving, they would always say that in
the small branch of the government that was the National Park
Service, you never said “Good-bye.” It was always, “See you
later.”

Perhaps it’s the same in this small branch of
existence we call life.

If so, then, see you later, Ro.
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Chapter 3: A Haunted Highway

“What happened in
Gettysburg

Stayed in Gettysburg.”

—Mark Nesbitt

 


In 1963—one hundred years after the momentous
battle—modern Route 15 was built for traffic to bypass Gettysburg
in a wide half-circle to the east, down to the
Pennsylvania-Maryland Line—the old “Mason and Dixon’s Line.”
Gettysburg, like the hub of a multi-spoked wheel, can be reached by
any one of six exits off the Route 15 bypass. After the
southernmost exit, the Emmitsburg Road, one drives only a few
miles, then leaves Pennsylvania and enters Maryland.

During the time of the Campaign and Battle of
Gettysburg the direct routes from Gettysburg south into Maryland
were the Emmitsburg Road, the Taneytown Road and the Baltimore
Pike. All three, plus the Hanover Road, were approach routes to
Gettysburg used by the Union Army once the battle commenced. In
case of a catastrophic defeat for the Union Army at Gettysburg,
they were also considered the direct retreat routes back to
Washington.

Retreat routes for the Confederates would have
been to the west toward the Shenandoah Valley—along the Fairfield
Road and the Chambersburg Road—so that they could utilize the great
wall of mountains bordering the eastern side of the Valley—like
they did on their way north—to hide themselves from snooping Union
cavalry. All they had to do was place small groups of soldiers to
clog up the roads through the passes in the mountains to hold off
prying northern eyes.

I have often wondered about the long trains of
wounded drawn off the battlefield to be evacuated either to the
Shenandoah Valley—for the Confederates—or south to Washington—for
the Union wounded. How many of the sufferers died in the wagons,
their bodies laid by the side of the road to be buried by the
farmer who suddenly became undertaker for some mother’s beloved son
or a dear husband who ended up an unidentified corpse lying in the
farmer’s front yard. They were buried under some tree or near some
particular rock in a field, and as the grass grew and years of
grazing livestock knocked down whatever crude wooden headboard the
farmer had supplied, they vanished from earthly memory, recalled in
ancient rosters as only, “missing.”

All along roads toward the Shenandoah Valley
and toward Washington, the scene was replayed over and over, and
now forgotten. So it was along the road to Emmitsburg.

I couldn’t find the Halloween newspaper
article where I’d first read the story of the Confederate ghost at
Mount St. Mary’s College in Emmitsburg, but I remember the story
well enough to relate it here. How much of it was fabricated by the
correspondent who first collected it can only be speculated—it
happens, believe it or not.

But the story, as I recall it, begins with
youthful romance: a young man and woman from Dixie fell in love
under the southern stars. The war broke out and, moved by
patriotism for his new country, he enlisted. Time was short before
he was to leave, but he was sure the war would last only a few
weeks before he and his Confederate comrades whipped the Yankees
and would be home. He asked if she would wait for him to return;
then they would be married and together forever. She pointed up to
the stars. “As long as you can see those stars, I will wait for
you, I will love you.”

But war is the cruelest device ever to curse
humankind. The short war turned into months and then years and many
horrifying battles, each one playing the weird game of chance that
war is, with some otherworldly Croupier making the decisions as to
who will die and who will live. Finally, at Gettysburg, the young
man was wounded. Since he ended up in Emmitsburg, he may have been
with J. E. B. Stuart’s cavalry, since Stuart’s battalions passed
through the area after the battle. Somehow, the young man was left
in the town to die. The records show that dying men make strange
requests. One of the last things he begged of his caretakers was to
make sure he was buried with his face to the stars.

But some confusion occurred after he died. His
body was suddenly abandoned and his request was lost. In their
haste, whoever it was that was burdened with his (and perhaps many
others’) burials, possibly because of the hot July weather, made
quick work of the interment. He was thrown into a nearby abandoned
well and landed face-down.

And so, that may explain why, over the years,
as present-day students of the college walk past where the
abandoned well once stood, they are suddenly distracted by a
disembodied voice with a distinct southern drawl, pleading
uncomfortably close to their ears, “Roll me over.”

Emmitsburg and the modern Route 15 bypass also
bring to mind a story I heard, probably in my earliest days as a
Park Ranger, about strange marks on the road, just a little south
of the Pennsylvania-Maryland border. Moreso than any other spot on
the highway, brake-marks of trucks and cars attempting an emergency
stop have shown up. If memory serves correctly, the rubber tire
marks were said to indicate where drivers have seen misty figures,
dressed in uniforms of a long-past era, crossing or sometimes
standing in the modern highway before them.

I had all but forgotten the story until Spring
2012. Carol, my wife, and I were attending a fundraiser for
Susquehanna Service Dogs, an organization that breeds, raises, and
trains dogs to help needful individuals, and for which we are
volunteer “puppy-raisers.”

A gentleman came up to my table upon which I
was displaying my Ghosts of Gettysburg books and asked me if
I’d ever heard about the truck skid marks at the first exit on
Route 15 across the Pennsylvania state line. He said he was a truck
driver and had seen them many times. I recalled that I had heard
such stories years before and said yes. He recounted the story of
how drivers have applied the brakes and skidded to avoid a
Confederate soldier in the road. He told me that he had stopped the
past winter because a truck had skidded off the road into the
median. He was talking to the state policeman at the scene who said
that the driver had skidded to avoid a guy dressed in a Confederate
uniform in the middle of the road. He mentioned to the trooper how
unlikely it was for a reenactor to be out in the winter. He said
the trooper nodded as if he knew what that meant.

Gleaning my files, as I always do, for
material I have missed or wasn’t able to use in previous books, I
came across two e-mails sent to me years ago. One e-mail recounted
an event that occurred another ten years prior to its writing, and
told a story about a woman and her father returning to Maryland
from a nephew’s birthday party in Gettysburg, the night before
Halloween. Around 11:30 p.m. they were passing Catoctin Mountain
National Park near Thurmont, Maryland, on Route 15, when all of a
sudden, the road virtually disappeared in a thick bank of fog. She
remembered that the night was clear with low humidity and the air
was temperate. She could not smell any burning leaves and so ruled
out smoke. The fog was so thick she could not see to drive and
pulled over, hoping the fog would soon dissipate. It was then that
they began to smell the acrid odor of black powder, the main
propellant of firearms during the Civil War. Her father confirmed
the sulfur smell, since he had fired Civil War era rifled muskets
from his own collection.

As quickly as what they at first thought was
“fog” enveloped them, what they then concluded was phantom “battle
smoke,” vanished. She wondered if there was any battle in that
vicinity.

History would seem to bear her out.

During the Confederate retreat, while the main
Confederate Army and the wagon train of wounded were plodding their
way through Fairfield and Cashtown on July 5, after being seen by a
Union signal officer in Emmitsburg at dawn, Confederate Cavalry
under J. E. B. Stuart rode southward toward Frederick, stopping at
Graceham, southeast of Thurmont, Maryland, to feed and water the
horses. From there Stuart rode west, passing through the area where
the Route 15 highway would one day pass, on his way through the
Catoctin Mountains. While there was no battle where the woman and
her father drove that night in the 20th century, a large column of
Confederate Cavalry rode through the area in the previous century,
on July 5, 1863.

As far as the distinct odor, anyone who has
been to a reenactment (or who reenacts) can vouch for the
unmistakable smell of rotten eggs—sulfur from black powder—that
embeds itself in the clothing and is intensified when the clothing
gets rained upon. Could the woman and her father have had the
strange double paranormal experience of driving through the
mysterious substance of “ectoplasm” (sometimes called “paranormal
mist”) as well as the olfactory experience of actually
smelling the apparitions?

Excursionists along Route 15, a little closer
to Gettysburg, have reported driving through unexplainable clouds
of “fog” on nights when the atmospheric conditions didn’t seem
right for fog to form. It happened to me, as reported in a previous
Ghosts of Gettysburg volume, on the Baltimore Pike coming
home over Cemetery Hill. My van passed through, then was literally
filled with some sort of impenetrable “smog,” only to have it
dissipate a few seconds later.

Sometimes it is not just fog motorists see.
From my “Lost Files” rises a story in which a woman claims to have
“hit,” with her car, a soldier on the same stretch of the Baltimore
Pike. She apparently drove right through the man. So certain was
she that she had just run over a fellow human being, she pulled her
car over to investigate. But no injured man was there; no body; no
blood.

Finally, an e-mail sent to me several years
ago and found in the “Lost Files” asked if I knew anything about a
Civil War ghost on horseback who has been seen riding along Route
15, just near the Taneytown Road exit. It was a foggy night when
the e-mail writer—a truck driver—saw the apparition just on the
right side of the white line along the side of the road as he was
headed north. Suddenly the interior of his truck got icy cold, so
cold that he could see his breath inside the cab (reminiscent of my
experience on the Baltimore Pike). Then, as he passed the horseman,
the temperature suddenly rose again to normal. Since the mysterious
event, he said he has spoken to other truckers and discovered that
he was not the only one to see the out-of-time horseback rider.
Some of his fellow truckers claimed they have seen him more than
once.

So, although the modern Route 15 bypasses the
town and most of the battlefield of Gettysburg, it hasn’t been able
to bypass the remnant energy left by raw, piqued human emotions of
men teetering on the precipice of life and sudden death that
permeated the area over a century-and-a-half ago.
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 Chapter 4: South of
Gettysburg

So, stand by your glasses
steady,

The World is a web of
lies.

Here’s to the dead
already,

Hurrah for the next one who
dies!

—Drinking song of the Lafayette
Escadrille

 


Often overlooked, the largest of the two
“Round Tops” at Gettysburg is an important part of the story of the
battle and—to at least one historian—could have held the key to
victory for the Confederates.

Of course, Little Round Top is the more
well-known of these two terrain features of the Gettysburg
Battlefield. In the Fall of 1862, its western face had been cleared
of trees; because of that clearing, Little Round Top provided an
unimpeded view of what was to become, by the next summer, the famed
battlefield named after the nearby town of Gettysburg.

The smaller of the two hills would become the
anchor-point for the extreme left flank of the entire Federal Army
of the Potomac, and the scene of countless heroic actions by
Confederates attempting to wrest it from the Federals and by
Federals countering each Confederate attempt with equal
heroics.

It would also become the focal-point for the
film “Gettysburg,” and a magnet for anyone visiting the Gettysburg
Battlefield after the movie’s release.

Despite the illustriousness of the site, why
the fighting there mattered has been debated in recent
decades.

Of course, some of those who actually fought
there (and, not surprisingly, those who were simply near the
fighting there) from both sides, claim that its loss to the
Confederates would have changed the course of the battle—and
perhaps even the war. Their righteous opinions as to its importance
may have something to do with their stories to friends and family
during the post-war years of their participation in the great
battle.

Their argument, fundamentally, is that
Confederate artillery on the summit of Little Round Top would have
enfiladed the rest of the Union line. In other words, enemy
artillery could have fired down along the Union battle line
on Cemetery Ridge. I, as a young Park Ranger, while giving
scheduled history talks to visitors at the site and taking the
surviving veterans’ testimonies as knowledgeable and unimpeachable,
espoused this view as part of a larger vision.

The problem with this model of the tactical
importance of the terrain feature is that Little Round Top is
anything but round: the summit is an oval running north and south,
therefore cannons cannot be placed so that more than one or two at
a time could fire down the Union line. And those hypothetical guns
would be easily silenced by Union guns bringing converging fire to
bear upon them.

The advantage I saw in the Confederates
seizing Little Round Top, was not so much it being an artillery
position, but in the fact that that their army had already captured
the Emmitsburg Road to the west; holding Little Round Top with
infantry then stretching their line to the east a few hundred yards
would have had them capture the Taneytown Road. Both roads were
vital for retreat in the event things went sour for the Union Army.
Later, on July 2, Confederates attacking Culp’s Hill came within a
whisker of capturing the Baltimore Pike, the final retreat route
for the Federals, making the cutting of the Taneytown Road retreat
route even more important by placing the Southerners between nearly
the entire Union Army and their capital, Washington. All of this,
of course, is speculation and would have been subject to the whim
of whatever mysterious Fates decide battles.

The interesting thing is that Big Round Top,
in military terms, “commands” Little Round Top. Troops at the crest
of Big Round Top could fire down upon Little Round Top making it
untenable as a military position. And Confederates, at one point
during the battle, actually captured Big Round Top.

Like so many events in war, it was totally by
accident and only lasted a few minutes. During their march toward
the Union left flank, half of Law’s Confederate Brigade split off
to attack toward Devil’s Den. The two regiments remaining on the
right of the brigade—the 15th Alabama and the 47th
Alabama—continued in a straight line up the southern slope of Big
Round Top to the summit of the highest point on the battlefield,
driving off Union troops occupying it.

Why then, one must ask, with control of the
commanding heights overlooking the battlefield, didn’t the
Confederates win?

First, while Little Round Top was cleared
before the battle, Big Round Top remained wooded. Soldiers at the
summit could barely see Little Round Top and the rest of the
battlefield let alone target it with artillery or even infantry
weapons.

Secondly, Lt. Colonel William C. Oates who
commanded the 15th Alabama, was on the summit of Big Round Top as
his men halted as a unit, exhausted from the climb up, the July
heat, and the lack of water-filled canteens.

The story is famous Gettysburg lore: before
the 15th began its march across the Plum Run valley and up the
slope of Big Round Top, twenty-two members of the regiment were
sent to fill the men’s canteens, but failed to return with the
water before the step-off.

As the de-hydrated men rested at the summit, a
staff officer rode into the welter of sweating, thirsty soldiers
and reminded Oates of his orders to move on, find and attack the
enemy’s flank post-haste. (I would have liked to have heard the
enlisted men’s comments at this point!)

Oates, at least according to his post-war
memoirs, argued with the staff officer (Captain Terrell, of General
Law’s staff) that Big Round Top commanded the smaller hill and that
his men could make it a veritable Gibraltar within a half hour. At
least one historian, Glenn Tucker in High Tide at
Gettysburg, agreed and would have liked to see what a regiment
of Alabamians with axes could clear for a field of fire on Big
Round Top. There was only one problem with that idea: the manpower
was there, but not the axes.

The time it would have taken to send back to
the main army, contact the engineers, gather together a couple
hundred axes, and deliver them to the summit of Big Round Top,
would have squandered any advantage clearing a field of fire would
have gained.

So, orders remained orders. The parched
Alabamians rose, aligned their ranks, and descended the slope of
Big Round Top to meet the men of Colonel Joshua Chamberlain’s 20th
Maine…and glory.

 


The next day, July 3, the area just to the
west of Big Round Top would become a whirling cyclone of battle
involving cavalry charging into terrain where no mounted troops
should have gone…a battle brought on more by vanity than practical
tactics.
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