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​Howdy: Home Is Where the Spirits Dwell
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The Gulf Coast has always been a liminal place. It is where land surrenders to water, where storms sweep in without mercy, and where time itself seems to linger like the mist that rises off the bayous. Here, beneath the shade of ancient live oaks and behind the crumbling walls of forgotten plantations, the past is not gone. 

It is waiting and it is celebrated!

For me, it began with a story. Growing up in Alabama, I was surrounded by whispered tales of ghostly brides, phantom lights, and haunted houses with shutters that rattled even on windless nights. These weren’t just stories to pass the time—they were part of who we were. The South, and especially the Gulf Coast, is a place that remembers. Every battle, every heartbreak, every life cut short leaves an imprint. And if you know where to look, you’ll find those imprints in the form of restless spirits.

When I started writing the Seven Sisters series, I never imagined that one day readers from all over the world would ask me, “Where is Seven Sisters really? Can I visit it?”

That was the first hint that I wasn’t just writing fiction—I was writing doorways. My novels became maps, guiding readers toward the real places that inspired my ghost stories: Mobile, Dauphin Island, Gulfport, New Orleans. And before long, I found myself traveling these roads again, not just as a novelist but as an investigator.

This guidebook is the natural result of that journey.

If you’ve ever stood under the dripping moss of a Mobile oak or listened to the rush of the Mississippi River in New Orleans at midnight, you already know. 

This region is different. It hums with a kind of resonance. Perhaps it’s because the Gulf Coast has endured so much: hurricanes that flatten towns, wars that turned neighbors against one another, epidemics that stole whole families overnight. Perhaps it’s because this land was sacred to Indigenous peoples long before European settlers carved plantations out of the soil. Or perhaps it’s simply because water remembers—it holds voices, echoes, impressions that seep into the marshes and the bay.

Whatever the reason, the Gulf Coast is one of the most haunted regions in America. At least in my opinion—and in the opinion of millions of others. 

This book isn’t just a list of ghost stories (though there are plenty of those). It’s part travel guide, part history, part personal journal of my adventures as both storyteller and paranormal investigator. You’ll find:


	Detailed Location Guides – everything from parking tips in downtown Mobile to what you should bring if you plan to walk Citronelle’s dark roads after dusk.

	Haunting Histories – the tragic, often true stories behind the legends. Ghosts don’t appear out of thin air—they’re born of lived experience.

	Paranormal Insights – how I and the team approach investigations, what we experience, and what tools we use.

	
Series Connections – if you’re a fan of Gulf Coast Paranormal or Seven Sisters, you’ll see exactly how those books were rooted in real places.




Most importantly, you’ll find a way to experience these places for yourself—safely, respectfully, and with eyes open to the history that lingers in the air.

Before we embark, let me say this: ghosts may fascinate us, but they were once people. Soldiers, mothers, children, lovers. Visiting haunted sites means stepping into their stories. I ask that you always treat these places as hallowed ground.

Take your photos, record your EVPs if you dare, but don’t mock, provoke, or forget that behind every legend is a human life.

The Gulf Coast has its share of tourist ghost tours and carnival-style hauntings, and while I love a good theatrical scare, what you’ll find in this guide is something deeper.

These are places where tragedy left a mark. Where history whispers through broken shutters and chapel bells. Where sometimes, if the air is still and you listen closely, the past will answer you.

Before I was an author of Southern Gothic tales, I was a listener.

I grew up hearing stories passed down across kitchen tables and whispered on porches as the cicadas sang. My grandfather told us about the woman in red who walked the edge of her childhood field and always before someone passed away.

My husband swears the lights out on Crenshaw Road aren’t merely from headlights at all but from something older, stranger. Don’t even get him started about the weird sounds we hear, the screaming. The way the hair rises up on your arms in certain areas. 

I carried those stories the way other children carried treasures in their pockets. When I was old enough, I wrote them down. At first, just scribbles in journals. Later, novels. Stories about grand antebellum homes filled with secrets. About restless spirits that didn’t want to be forgotten. About dreamwalkers and psychics who straddled the line between the living and the dead.

But fiction never really stayed fiction for me. The more I wrote, the more I felt compelled to walk the places I was writing about. To step inside those mansions. To sit in those graveyards after dark. To find out if the air really did grow colder in certain corners, if the whispers really carried through empty halls.

And what I found confirmed what I’d always suspected—the Gulf Coast is alive with ghosts.

It’s no accident that so much of America’s ghostly literature comes from the South. We are a region of contradictions. We are hospitable and secretive. We are fiercely tied to our land and haunted by what was done upon it. 

Every antebellum mansion with its white columns also carries the weight of enslaved lives that built it. Every battlefield holds echoes of brothers who fell on opposite sides. Every coastal town remembers the hurricanes that wiped it near clean.

This is the heart of any good Southern Gothic—it must acknowledge beauty and rot side by side.

A garden filled with roses and weeds. A house grand and crumbling. A family name both proud and cursed. Being “Southern” is paradoxical because the identity often clashes with its own historical realities and future aspirations, creating internal contradictions such as a proud embrace of tradition alongside a desire for progressive change, or a supposed hospitality masking underlying issues of race and class.

The modern South simultaneously cherishes its deep-rooted culture while actively working to dismantle the outdated and unjust aspects of its past, leading to a complex and multifaceted identity that is not easily defined.

Weird, huh?

When you walk the streets of Mobile, or New Orleans, or Gulfport, you can feel this duality.

A place may look alive with music, laughter, and light, but underneath it, the shadows are waiting. That’s why this region breeds ghost stories—not because we are morbid, but because we understand that the past is never truly gone.

When the Gulf Coast Paranormal series began, I wanted to capture what it felt like to investigate haunted places with a team of believers, skeptics, and dreamers. 

What I didn’t expect was that readers would ask me if the places were real. The answer was always yes—or at least inspired by real sites. The Crescent Theater in downtown Mobile, Oakleigh House with its Greek Revival grandeur, the shadowy lanes of Kali Oka Road—they are all here, waiting for you.

So I became not just a novelist, but an investigator. Armed with digital recorders, EMF meters, and a notebook, I walked into the same dark spaces as my characters. I listened for the footsteps, the knocks, the voices that shouldn’t have been there. And many times, I found them.

This book is my attempt to bridge those two worlds—the fictional and the real. The stories you’ve read in my novels are anchored here, in the soil, in the river, in the stones of these buildings. And now, you can walk them too.

I’ve often been asked this question, “What causes hauntings?” Is it the tragedy of sudden death? Is it unfinished business? Is it simply the way energy clings to certain landscapes? The truth is, every haunting is unique. Some are tied to a single event—a murder, a shipwreck, a storm. 

Others seem to be layered, as though a place becomes a magnet for repeated sorrow.

The Gulf Coast is filled with both. In Mobile alone, you might encounter the young man who was falsely accused and hanged, his spirit said to live on in the Boyington Oak. You’ll find restless Civil War soldiers still marching through Church Street only to stop at the Church Street Graveyard. You’ll hear the echo of laughter in theaters long after the actors have gone home.

Each chapter in this book will explore not only the stories, but also the possible reasons they linger. Because ghosts aren’t random—they are the emotional fingerprints of history.

Southern Gothic has always been less about ghosts jumping out of closets and more about atmosphere, memory, and contradictions. It is the cracked column of a once-grand house. It is a magnolia blooming beside a headstone. It is beauty and decay braided so tightly together you cannot tell where one ends and the other begins.

Writers like William Faulkner, Flannery O’Connor, and Tennessee Williams tapped into this vein of storytelling, and though their ghosts were often metaphorical, the feeling was the same—this land remembers. In the South, you cannot look at the present without seeing the shadows of the past. And often, those shadows step forward.

The Gulf Coast is particularly rich soil for Southern Gothic. Hurricanes batter its shores, rewriting maps and burying towns beneath water. Wars have swept through its streets, leaving behind soldiers whose graves are sometimes unmarked and sometimes forgotten. 

Poverty and prosperity often stand side by side, just as the laughter of Mardi Gras parades echoes down streets where, centuries earlier, people were marched to auction blocks.

This tension—between light and darkness, joy and sorrow, beauty and rot—is what gives rise to ghosts. They are the embodiment of the South’s memory, unwilling to fade away.

Long before I called myself a ghost hunter, I had moments I couldn’t explain. One of the earliest was at Oakleigh House. I had wandered into an upstairs room, away from the tour group, and paused at a tall window. The glass reflected the garden below, but it also reflected something else: a figure behind me.

When I turned, the room was empty. But the impression lingered—the faintest trace of perfume, like roses just past bloom, and the certainty that I had been observed. That was the moment I stopped thinking of ghost stories as just stories.

Later, at other sites, I would feel similar brushes—the sensation of someone standing just over my shoulder, the sound of footsteps pacing a room after everyone had gone. I’ve come to think of these moments as invitations. The past is reaching out, asking to be remembered.

My journey as a Southern Gothic author truly began in Mobile, inside the halls of Oakleigh House.

I still remember stepping across its threshold for the first time—the coolness of the air, the way sunlight filtered through tall windows, and the way the silence seemed to hum with memory. It wasn’t just a historic home; it was a presence. I could almost hear the rustle of gowns down the staircase, the faint echo of laughter in a long-vanished parlor. 

The docent spoke of Octavia Walton LeVert, one of Mobile’s most remarkable women—a writer, hostess, and figure whose spirit still seemed to linger in those rooms.

It was in that moment that the seeds of Seven Sisters were planted. Oakleigh became the inspiration for my fictional Seven Sisters plantation, and Octavia inspired my own Calpurnia Cottonwood—a woman whose grandeur, ambition, and secrets would echo through generations. What began as a visit to a museum became a world that would capture the imagination of thousands of readers. And it taught me something profound: these places still speak, if you’re willing to listen.

As I walked through Oakleigh, I realized I wasn’t alone—not in a frightening sense, but in a way that felt like company. Since then, I’ve often felt as though I’ve picked up “ghostly hitchhikers” along the road of my life. Stories find me. Sometimes they come in the form of whispered folklore passed down from a neighbor. Other times they arrive in dreams, or in the sudden chill of a forgotten place. And when they do, I feel an obligation to carry them forward.

That’s why I write ghost stories. Not just to frighten or entertain, but to give the past a voice. By writing down their tales—by shaping them into novels and now into this guidebook—I give those restless spirits a chance to be remembered. To tell their stories one more time.

If you choose to walk this path with me, you may find that you too pick up a few ghostly hitchhikers. A voice that lingers in your thoughts long after you leave a site. A sudden memory of a place you’ve never been. A dream that feels too vivid to dismiss. Don’t fear it. Listen. These stories are meant to be shared.

And so, with Oakleigh as my beginning, with Octavia Walton LeVert and Calpurnia Cottonwood as guiding muses, I offer you this journey. May you walk these haunted roads with open eyes and an open heart.

Because sometimes the dead don’t want to scare us—they simply want to be heard.

This guidebook is not a dare, though it can certainly thrill you. It’s not a checklist to prove how brave you are, though it can test your courage. It’s an invitation—to listen, to observe, to honor.

Here are a few things I encourage you to keep in mind:


	
Respect the Dead. These spirits were once people. Treat their spaces as sacred.


	
Travel Safely. Some locations are private property—never trespass. Stick to public tours, museums, and areas clearly open to visitors.


	
Stay Practical. Bring water, wear sturdy shoes, and remember that Southern heat (and mosquitoes!) are just as real as any ghost.


	
Record Your Experience. Whether through journaling, photos, or EVP, documenting your visits gives you a way to connect your story to the long line of storytellers who came before.




Think of this book as both a map and a lantern. It can show you the path, but it’s up to you to walk it.

If you’re holding this book, chances are you’re a little like me.

You believe that history breathes.

You sense that cemeteries are more than stone markers.

You feel that the veil is thinner in certain places, and you’re not afraid to peek through.

This guide is my way of sharing not only the stories of the Gulf Coast’s most haunted sites, but also the path I’ve walked as a storyteller. Every ghost story I’ve written began as a flicker—something I overheard, something I dreamed, something I felt standing in a darkened room. Writing gave those flickers a voice.

Now, I offer them to you.

May this book be your companion on late-night road trips, your whisper in the ear when you wander too close to the Boyington Oak, your courage when you step inside an old theater and the air suddenly chills.

And when you leave these places, don’t be surprised if you take something with you. A story. A presence. A ghostly hitchhiker.

After all, the dead don’t always want to frighten us. 

Sometimes, they just want to be remembered.
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​Chapter One: Oakleigh House and the Seven Sisters Legacy
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The Grand Lady of Mobile
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When you first lay eyes on Oakleigh House, you cannot help but feel its presence. Rising from the shaded grounds of Mobile’s Oakleigh Historic District, the mansion stands as a striking example of Greek Revival architecture, a style that swept across the South in the early 1800s.

The house, built in 1833, was the vision of James Roper, a young Virginian who made his fortune as a cotton broker. At only 28 years old, Roper purchased 35 acres on the outskirts of Mobile and set out to build a home that would rival the grandeur of any in the region. He chose the name “Oakleigh” to honor the sprawling oaks that shaded the property, their limbs draped in Spanish moss like gray lace curtains.

Oakleigh’s design was ambitious. Roper ordered bricks to be made on-site, using enslaved labor to mold and fire them. The house rose two and a half stories, with a symmetrical façade crowned by a wide gabled pediment. Its most eye-catching feature was its colossal front portico, supported by four fluted Doric columns that seemed to lift the house into the Mobile sky.

Inside, Oakleigh was no less impressive. The rooms were large and high-ceilinged, with tall windows to catch Gulf breezes. The double parlors could be thrown open for entertaining, and the broad hallways allowed air and guests alike to circulate. 

A sweeping staircase anchored the interior, inviting visitors upward with a sense of grace.

It was, in every sense, a showpiece—a declaration that Mobile, fueled by cotton and commerce, was ready to stand shoulder to shoulder with the great cities of the South.

But Oakleigh, like many grand houses of its age, was also built upon contradictions. Its beauty was undeniable, yet it stood upon the backs of enslaved people who labored in its construction. The oaks that shaded its lawns whispered not only of grandeur, but also of the lives lived and lost in its shadow.

James Roper did not enjoy Oakleigh for long. Financial difficulties plagued him, and by the 1840s he was forced to sell his beloved estate. Yet his name remains forever tied to the mansion. Roper eventually returned to Virginia, where he died in 1883. His body was brought back to Mobile, and he is buried in Magnolia Cemetery, not far from Oakleigh itself. His grave rests among the very oaks that inspired the house’s name.

Though Roper may not linger at Oakleigh in spirit, his ambition and vision are etched into every column and brick. 

He built not only a home, but a landmark that continues to define Mobile’s historic landscape.

If James Roper built Oakleigh, it was Octavia Walton LeVert who gave it soul.

Octavia was born in Augusta, Georgia, in 1810, but she spent much of her youth in Pensacola and later in Mobile. She was by all accounts a darling of the age, a beauty with a joyful and pleasant personality. The granddaughter of George Walton—one of the signers of the Declaration of Independence—she carried a proud Revolutionary pedigree. Her father, George Walton Jr., served as governor of Florida Territory, and young Octavia grew up in a household of politics, literature, and refinement.

However, even Octavia’s pedigree wouldn’t save her from Southern snobbery. 

When she married Dr. Henry LeVert, a wealthy physician, Octavia became one of Mobile’s leading hostesses. At Oakleigh, she presided over glittering salons that drew statesmen, artists, and soldiers. Octavia Walton LeVert also hosted salons at her Government Street home, not Oakleigh (her portrait and possessions are there.)

Jefferson Davis, Washington Irving, and countless others passed through her doors. Octavia herself was an accomplished writer and linguist, fluent in several languages. Her travel memoir, Souvenirs of Travel, published in 1857, offered readers a vivid glimpse into European society and cemented her reputation as one of the South’s literary voices.

In her day, Octavia was hailed as the “Queen of Southern Society.” But her later years took a darker turn. The Civil War brought tragedy and loss. Though she supported the Confederacy, she also nursed the wounded, opening her home to soldiers in need on both sides of the conflict. 

After the war, Octavia’s fortunes declined. She died in 1877 in relative obscurity. Her final resting place is the Walker Family Cemetery in Augusta, Georgia.

It was Octavia’s brilliance, beauty, and contradictions that inspired me to imagine Calpurnia Cottonwood, the formidable young heroine of my Seven Sisters series. Like Octavia, Calpurnia is elegant and compassionate, but haunted by secrets, ambitions, and the inexorable passage of time. 

Oakleigh, with its stately portico and shadowed halls, became the living heart of Seven Sisters plantation.

Ghost stories cling to Oakleigh like ivy along its walls. Visitors and staff report footsteps echoing across empty rooms, doors that open on their own, and sudden drops of temperature in certain halls. Shadows are often glimpsed near the staircase, while mirrors sometimes seem to catch more than the living.

One of the most common reports is the scent of perfume—roses or lilacs—lingering in the air. Many believe this is Octavia herself, still moving through the house in silken gowns, greeting guests in her eternal salon. Others speak of faint music drifting from the parlors, as if one of her soirées is still underway, even after more than a century.

During my own visit, I paused at an upstairs window and saw the unmistakable reflection of a figure behind me. When I turned, the room was empty. Only the faintest fragrance of roses remained. It was enough to convince me that Oakleigh is still very much alive with spirits.

For readers of my novels, Oakleigh is a pilgrimage site. It is the foundation stone of Seven Sisters, the series that launched my journey as a Southern Gothic storyteller. Oakleigh’s white columns became the face of Seven Sisters plantation. Its broad verandas became the stage where Calpurnia Cottonwood schemed and suffered. Its upstairs rooms became the chambers where restless spirits stirred.

Readers often tell me that the house in the novels feels real to them. That’s because it is. Oakleigh gave me the blueprint—its architecture, its history, and its atmosphere of grandeur tinged with sorrow. The Seven Sisters saga may be fiction, but it is rooted in this place, in Oakleigh’s columns, gardens, and shadows.

Visiting Oakleigh House

If you plan to see Oakleigh for yourself, here are the essentials:


	
Location: 350 Oakleigh Place, Mobile, Alabama.


	
Hours: Open Tuesday through Saturday, typically from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. (check the Historic Mobile Preservation Society’s website for current times).


	
Admission: A modest fee supports the preservation of the house.


	
Experience: Guided tours highlight both the architectural history and the personal stories of those who lived here. Some docents are willing to share the ghostly tales if you ask.


	
Tips: Pay close attention near the staircase and upstairs windows—many report unusual sensations there. Oakleigh is first and foremost a historic landmark. Respect the space and the conservatorship. No cameras are allowed inside.




Oakleigh is more than a museum. It is a touchstone of Mobile’s haunted soul, a place where beauty and tragedy exist side by side. It represents the ambition of James Roper, the brilliance of Octavia Walton LeVert, and the countless unnamed lives that built and sustained it.
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