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  INTRODUCTION




  If you ask someone what Philly is best known for, their answer will likely reflect their interests. A historian will tell you that it was where our country’s government was founded. Art lovers may mention that it has one of the largest art museums or the largest public art program that includes more than two thousand outdoor murals. Movie fans will tell you it’s Rocky Balboa’s hometown and where the movies Mannequin and Sixth Sense were filmed. Food lovers can tell you that the cheesesteak, hoagie, soft pretzel, and water ice were established in Philadelphia. Shopaholics know Philadelphia as being the home of the nation’s first department store, Wanamaker’s. Sports lovers know Philadelphia as the home of eight professional sports teams.




  Ghost enthusiasts are likely to mention Eastern State Penitentiary or Fort Mifflin, the two most famous haunted locations in Philadelphia. Nearly every ghost reality show that has come to Philadelphia has visited one of those two locations, if not both of them. But there is a world of the paranormal that exists beyond those two sites.




  As you page through this book, you will notice that it is divided into geographical sections and includes addresses so you can visit the locations if you desire. Within those sections, I tried to group stories into chapters that made sense either geographically or by theme.




  Whenever I told people that I was writing a book about Philadelphia ghosts, they inevitably asked me which story was my favorite. Truthfully, I don’t have a favorite story, but I do have several ghosts that I have come to love.




  I worked as a guide for a ghost tour for several years. As a result I established friendships with several ghosts on the tour. They often appeared during my tour and interacted with me and my tour. They often drained batteries in phones and cameras. When I started to warn people in my tour group, the ghosts switched tactics. They still drained batteries, but then they would fill them back up. Repeatedly. That way they could let me know they were there, but still let people have the opportunity to take pictures.




  They did other things as well. My favorite event occurred on the way to the tour as I was listening to Bon Jovi’s “Wanted Dead or Alive.” My radio suddenly lost its signal as I drove past the building they haunted. I didn’t get my radio back until after I passed by. I had satellite radio and had never lost the signal there before. I share this because my experiences taught me that ghosts have personalities and are as “real” as we are.




  But as much as I believe in ghosts, I consider myself a skeptical believer. That means I always look for possible explanations before I consider an event as caused by a true “ghost.” For example, going back to my story with the radio, had I wanted to prove it truly was related to “ghosts” I would have called and found out if they had any outages at the time of my experience. It’s possible that one of the few times I was listening to a song about the “dead” while driving by a haunted location the system lost its signal. And I admit that had it happened any other time or place, I would have written it off as “solar flares” or some other such thing.




  Such is the world of the paranormal. It is filled with things that we can’t explain—sometimes because we can find no explanation, other times because we don’t look for one.




  As you read this book, you will find that the stories are grouped by geographical location in all but a few cases. Hopefully, you’ll find the time to visit the locations that are open to the public.




  The last section of the book talks about Philadelphia cemeteries. Originally, I planned on including a list of cemeteries located in Philadelphia. But as I compiled the list I found that quite a few of them had been relocated. Then I discovered that some cemeteries which everyone thought had been moved hadn’t been moved at all. Just like in the movie Poltergeist, people moved the gravestones but left the bodies and then built over them.




  The list started out small, with just five or six locations. As I researched them, I started adding names to my list. Eventually I had a list of over 100 locations. Included in this book are the ones I could verify through either historical documents or atlases. As a ghost enthusiast, you may want to check them out and see if any spirits linger.




  Part One:




  OLD CITY AND INDEPENDENCE NATIONAL HISTORIC PARK




  Old City is an area located inside Center City roughly bounded in the north by Wood and Callowhill Streets, by Walnut and Chestnut Streets in the south, Independence Park to the west, and the Delaware River to the east. The first Europeans settled here in 1676.




  Bordering Old City is Independence National Historic Park, which lies on fifty-five acres in the center of Philadelphia. Due to the high number of historical landmarks, people refer to it as “America’s most historic square mile.” But it should be called America’s most historic haunted square mile.




  The ghosts are as old and famous as the buildings they haunt, which makes any ghost tour a lesson in American history. Benjamin Franklin, Betsy Ross, Bishop White, Benjamin Rush, Alexander Hamilton, and even the entire First Continental Congress all haunt their former stomping grounds.




  Chapter 1




  The Many Ghosts of Ben Franklin




  To the rest of the world, Benjamin Franklin died in 1793, but Philadelphians know the truth. Although he left his physical body, he never left the city he loved and called home. Even those who claim not to believe in ghosts have to admit that Franklin’s spirit lingers in the city. Whether that ghost is throwing pennies, pinching women, or walking down the streets of Philly wearing a toga, it always makes an impression.




  Of all the Founding Fathers, Benjamin Franklin is particularly unique. Although he never served in the military, his influence and skills helped win the Revolutionary War and shape the foundation of the United States. He is the only Founding Father to have signed the Declaration of Independence, the Treaty of Alliance with France, The Treaty of Paris establishing peace with Great Britain, and the U.S. Constitution. He also wrote and signed the Petition from the Pennsylvania Society of the Abolition of Slavery in 1790.




  Benjamin Franklin also helped found the first lending library, first liberal arts academy, first public hospital, and the first volunteer fire department in the United States. He was also an inventor, musician, scientist, cartographer, author, and publisher. All of these things he achieved with a minimal formal education.




  Franklin is also notorious for being a womanizer, a reputation he promoted during the later years of his life. However, historians disagree about how much of his reputation was deserved. ClaudeAnne Lope perhaps described him best in a 2003 Time magazine article by saying he was the “master of what the French call amitie amoureuse.” This translates to “amorous friendship” which means Franklin flirted, wrote love letters, and shared embraces with numerous women but not necessarily anything more intimate.




  The multifaceted nature of Ben Franklin continues. It seems only natural that a man who dabbled in a variety of interests would ensure that his legacy appealed to everyone, including ghost lovers. A man like Franklin cannot be satisfied with haunting just one location in Philadelphia. He haunts several locations, including the streets of Philadelphia. So if you are in the city and see a man resembling Franklin, don’t discount it as a reenactor. It may be the great man himself!




  CHRIST CHURCH BURIAL GROUND




  20 NORTH AMERICAN STREET




  Christ Church Burial Ground was established in 1719 when the Christ Church purchased two acres on (what was then) the edge of town. It is still an active burial ground, and more than 4,000 people have been buried there in its 300year history. Sadly, only 1,500 of the original gravestones remain, many of which have had their inscriptions erased by erosion.




  One gravestone still clearly visible is Benjamin Franklin’s. Franklin was buried next to his wife in the northwest corner of the cemetery. Two thousand mourners attended his funeral, and his grave soon became a frequent visiting spot. In 1858, an opening in the cemetery’s brick wall was put in at the bequest of Franklin’s descendants. That way people would have constant access to Franklin’s grave, even after the cemetery was closed.




  The Philly custom is to throw a penny onto Franklin’s grave for luck and in honor of Franklin. The custom came about because many people quote him as having said, “A penny saved is a penny earned.” But he didn’t. Franklin did include something similar in the preface to his 1758 almanac: “A penny saved is a penny got,” which is an old English proverb.




  And it might seem strange to Franklin that he is being honored by people throwing away pennies, when he was known for telling people to save their pennies. But the Christ Church doesn’t mind. They sweep up the pennies and use them toward preserving the cemetery. In 2004, they collected $750. That’s 75,000 pennies.




  But Franklin might feel pennies are a little stingy. His face is on the $100 bill, not the penny. Why not throw those instead? Since no one has started that trend, Franklin uses other methods to collect money. People have reported loose change vanishing out of their pockets while visiting Franklin’s grave.




  Franklin’s ghost is also blamed for throwing money back at people. In July 1976 a registered nurse, Joanna Flynn, reported feeling something hit her neck and then noticing a penny rolling toward the curb in front of her. She turned around, but didn’t see anyone, so she ignored it. Until a second penny struck her. According to Flynn, “Anger filled me, and I was ready to give this wise guy a good piece of my mind, but there was absolutely no one around.” Maybe Franklin was upset that she hadn’t thrown a penny or that she was ignoring him.




  Oh, and women should take note. Women report being goosed here—something that Franklin’s ghost also does down the street at Library Hall.




  AMERICAN PHILOSOPHICAL SOCIETY’S LIBRARY HALL




  105 SOUTH FIFTH STREET




  Ben Franklin’s spirit is felt across Philadelphia, but he is only seen at places to which he had a strong connection during his life. Why then would his ghost frequent Library Hall, which was built in the 1950s?




  Library Hall was originally built in 1789 or 1790 as the new headquarters for the Library Company of Philadelphia (LCP). Ben Franklin founded LCP in 1731 as a subscription library supported by its shareholders, a tradition which continues to this day. Since Franklin died in 1790, he would not have spent any real time in this building, at least not while he was alive.




  Only after his death did he start hanging around the building. A cleaning lady reported seeing Franklin’s ghost often in the mid-1880s. Almost every morning while she cleaned the building she would see a man dressed in seventeenth-century clothing wandering through the library whispering to himself. He would move books around, even climbing ladders to reach them. Other times he paced back and forth or leaned over a table to study some papers.




  No problems arose from the ghost until one day in 1884 when Franklin rushed past and knocked the woman over. The woman, upset the ghost didn’t stop to apologize, chased after him. When she caught up to him, she lectured him on how a gentleman should behave. Finally, Franklin turned around, folded his arms, and bowed an apology to her. Afterwards, the ghost cautiously avoided rooms being cleaned until she was through, occasionally peeking around the corner to check whether she was finished.




  

    Should Be Haunted:


    Franklin’s Ghost House




    317 Chestnut Street




    With Franklin’s ghost wandering around Philadelphia, the words “Franklin’s ghost house” naturally invoke the idea of where his spirit spends its leisure time, as if Franklin’s ghost gets up, goes to Library Hall, and stops by the Christ Church Burial Ground and City Tavern before returning to his ghost house.




    In reality, the ghost house is composed of two structures made of tubular steel that suggest where Franklin’s home and print shop once stood. The original house and print shop built by Franklin were torn down in 1812 by his heirs. The site was acquired by the National Park Service in the 1950s, but years of construction on the site had destroyed almost all traces of it.




    Without any historical documentation about the house, it became impossible to recreate the buildings as had been hoped. Instead, architects Robert Venturi and John Rauch, along with Denise Brown, designed the “hollow” compromise for the Bicentennial in 1976 to suggest where the house and print shop once stood. No ghosts are included, but a museum exists underneath.


  




  Sightings of Franklin stopped after the building was demolished in 1887 to make way for the Drexel & Company Building. The building might have been forgotten until the American Philosophical Society decided to build a library in 1958 and recreated the façade of the original building. The action not only brought back Library Hall, it brought back Franklin’s ghost.




  People still report seeing Franklin’s ghostly figure carrying books through the building. And it appears Franklin forgot the lecture he received about how a gentleman should behave, since women report feeling pinched by an unseen hand (and Franklin was a notorious flirt).




  Recently, an employee who works in the building reported that a visitor showed her a photo of the building taken using an iPhone on a recent tour. In one of the windows appeared a figure that resembled Franklin, which is particularly odd since the library was closed when the picture was taken and no one should have been inside.




  According to Franklin’s autobiography, he believed that “Libraries have improved the general Conversation of Americans, made the common Tradesmen and Farmers as intelligent as most Gentlemen from other Countries.” Perhaps he feels this improvement should continue even after death.




  BEN FRANKLIN’S STATUE




  Several Benjamin Franklin statues can be found across the city. But none is as notorious as the one found in the front of Library Hall, which features Franklin dressed in a toga. Surprisingly, Franklin requested the strange apparel. He felt it would explain how he viewed himself: as an heir to a republic like Rome or Athens.




  What makes this statue of Franklin especially unique are the reports of it leaving its pedestal. Shortly after Franklin died, people reported seeing the statue walking the streets of Philadelphia. Some report seeing the statue making its way toward Franklin’s house, as the real Franklin did on so many occasions. Others report seeing the statue dancing or skipping along Philadelphia streets. There are even claims that it visits local pubs, like City Tavern.




  Chapter 2




  Famous Revolutionary Houses




  Three famous Revolutionary figures, several former employees, and even a cat are among the ghosts that haunt the former houses of Betsy Ross, Bishop White, and Benjamin Rush. Although only two houses remain, all three areas are open to the public and welcome visitors.




  BETSY ROSS HOUSE




  239 ARCH STREET




  Long hours are expected when you are the director of a 275-year-old house that receives more than a quarter of a million visitors each year. It wasn’t uncommon to find the former director of the Betsy Ross house working late in her attic office. One night, she was typing on her computer long after the doors closed when she felt a hand grasp her shoulder. She turned to see who else was working late and found the room empty.




  At that moment, she recalled a story about her predecessor climbing onto the flagpole outside the office window after becoming frightened by something experienced in the attic. What she experienced is unknown because she refused to speak about it.




  Betsy Ross could be considered the Kim Kardashian of her era: both are famous, both created scandals, and there’s debate about what either has actually contributed to the American culture. Born Elizabeth Griscom in 1752, Betsy Ross was the eighth of seventeen children. She attended a Quaker school and eventually apprenticed with a local upholsterer. While there, she fell in love with another young apprentice, John Ross. Despite the scandal of marrying someone outside the Quaker religion, Betsy married John in 1772. Together they started their own upholstery business, which Betsy continued to run after John died in a gunpowder explosion in 1776, during the start of the American Revolution.




  Despite working day and night in her shop, Betsy managed to meet and marry Joseph Ashburn in 1777. Tragically, Joseph died in 1782 in prison after the British captured his ship. Before passing away, Joseph asked a fellow prison mate, John Claypoole, to deliver his last words back to his beloved wife. John honored these wishes and eventually fell in love with the twice-widowed shop owner. The two married in 1783. This marriage lasted thirty-four years until John passed away in 1817. Elizabeth “Betsy” Griscom Ross Ashburn Claypoole would live another nine years before passing away at age eighty-four.




  While Betsy lived an incredible life and accomplished much during her time, no historical proof exists that she did what she is most famous for: sewing the first American flag. Documents from 1877 show that she was paid to make “ship’s colours.” But no historical evidence exists that prove Betsy created “Old Glory” for George Washington in June 1776, other than the story told by her grandson to Harper’s Weekly in 1873.




  There’s also some dispute whether Betsy ever lived at the slender red-bricked building that was built in 1740 and bears her name. Betsy may have rented several rooms in the house from 1775 to 1779, when she is believed to have created the famous first flag. Surviving members of Betsy’s family didn’t declare 239 Arch Street as “the” house until 1876. But, again, no evidence exists that she ever resided there.




  But even if she didn’t live there or make the first flag, she is at least buried there. Probably. Possibly. Well, you know how tricky moving can be. It doesn’t always work out the way you planned.




  After her death in 1836, she was buried at the Free Quaker Burial Ground on South Fifth Street next to her third husband. Then, in 1856, family members exhumed the pair and moved them to the family plot in Mount Moriah Cemetery. They remained there until 1975, when city officials decided to move Betsy’s body to a more historically significant spot.




  On December 15, 1975, a group of grave diggers supervised by archaeologist Dr. Allan Mann began digging underneath Betsy’s headstone . . . and digging . . . and digging. They dug for four hours, but all they found was dirt. So they started digging in other places around the plot until they discovered a coffin a few feet away. But it turned out to be the body of either Betsy’s grandson or great-grandson. The grave diggers returned and dug for several more hours until finally, at the opposite end of the family plot, they uncovered bones that Mann determined were Betsy’s.




  Mann was likely under considerable pressure from city officials eager to reinter Betsy Ross’s bones for the country’s Bicentennial. Several newspapers quote Mann as saying that he was nervous about “getting blamed for losing Betsy Ross.” Mann speculated that the acidic soil could have erased all traces of the beloved seamstress or she might never have been moved in the first place.




  Exactly whose bones were taken can be debated, but they were declared to be those of John Claypoole and Betsy Ross when they were reinterred in the garden next to the Betsy Ross house.




  Charles H. Weisgerber was an artist who painted an enormous picture of three patriots visiting Ross. He also formed the Betsy Ross Memorial Association designed to preserve the house and moved into the building, where he lived as caretaker for thirty-six years. He was such a fanboy of Betsy that he named his son Vexil Domus, Latin for “flag house.” The association was responsible for buying and demolishing several houses next to the “Ross” house in the 1930s to create a small park—an action that, some historians argue, probably destroyed the real house Ross lived in because street numbers have changed. Charles died in the attic in 1931. The attic is now the director’s office and remains a primary location of ghostly experiences.




  But the hauntings are not limited to the attic. Almost every room in the house has reported ghostly activity. On the second floor, a visiting psychic claimed to have seen Betsy Ross sitting on the end of the bed weeping. While in the parlor, where supposedly the famous meeting between Ross and George Washington took place, visitors have reported seeing disembodied shadows moving around as well as voices.




  Disembodied voices are often heard in the basement. Although they rarely speak loud enough to be heard, a curator distinctly heard a man’s voice say, “Pardon me.” Perhaps it was Charles H. Weisgerber making apologies to his predecessor? On another occasion, an admission staff member, Elaine, was sitting in the basement by herself when she heard voices and movement coming from another part of the room, although she was alone. The feeling of being watched is also reported here.




  

    Should Be Haunted:


    The Betsy Ross Bridge




    The house is not the only creepy thing named after Betsy Ross. The Betsy Ross Bridge looks like any ordinary bridge. It stretches 8,485 feet across the Delaware River to connect Philadelphia with New Jersey. So what, other than suspending you over the watery depths of the Delaware, makes it so disturbing? The answer lies below the bridge itself.




    The bridge connects to Philadelphia near the intersection of Delaware and Castor Avenue in the Bridesburg section. Under the bridge is an active industrial complex (except for the abandoned power plant) that is fenced off.




    But if you make your way through a gap in the fence to the edge of the Delaware River when the tide is low, stones poke out of the water and litter the shore. What is so special about stones on the riverbank? These are not ordinary stones. These stones are made of marble and granite and have names carved on them: Mary H. Irons, James Stark, Mary Leeman Platt, Harrison C. Wright, to name a few. That’s right: The beach is scattered with gravestones.




    What sort of tragedy befell that would cause so many gravestones to end in the river? A flood? A shipwreck? No, the stones are not here by accident. They were dumped intentionally during bridge construction. But to understand why or how, one must learn what happened to Monument Cemetery.




    Monument Cemetery opened in 1837, the second rural cemetery built for Philadelphia. Laurel Hill was the first. Monument Cemetery encompassed four square blocks between Broad Street and Seventeenth Street and between Norris and Montgomery. Unfortunately, the cemetery ran out of space by 1929. With no new revenue, the cemetery fell on hard times. In 1956, Temple University purchased Monument Cemetery. Temple had no desire to own a cemetery but planned to build several sports fields on the location.




    But before they could do that, they had to move the 28,000-plus bodies. Ironically, the founder of Temple University Russell Conwell and his wife were two of the residents they had to evict. Temple attempted to notify all the next of kin, but only a small portion of them responded. They transferred the rest of the bodies to a mass grave at Lawnview Cemetery. But only the bodies.




    As a sort of reversal to Poltergeist, Temple moved the bodies but not the markers. The stones were sold to developers to use as foundation material (also known as “rip rap” with an emphasis on the RIP) for the Betsy Ross Bridge. Although many are submerged below the waterline, some can be seen around the support columns and near the river’s edge during low tide. No ghosts have been reported on the Betsy Ross Bridge, but you can’t help but look for them whenever you travel over the bridge once you know it was built on top of monuments to the dead.


  




  Even the gift shop has not escaped paranormal activity, although technically it’s next door to the house. In 1980, two security guards got into a clash in the basement of the gift shop. One security guard shot the other guard three times and then left him in the gift shop basement overnight to die. Since then, staff members have heard footsteps and voices coming from here. In 2008, several staff members heard boxes being moved around in the loft above the gift shop, although no one was nearby.




  In December 2008, The Atlantic Paranormal Society (TAPS) conducted an investigation for their TV show Ghost Hunters. While at the site, Grant Wilson and Jason Hawes heard voices in the attic as well as footsteps walking above them while they were in the basement.




  BISHOP WHITE HOUSE




  309 WALNUT STREET




  Don’t judge a book by its cover or a house by its exterior. On the outside, the Bishop White House looks almost cheery with its red brick and antique white shutters. But inside this Georgian-style row house is a different story, which earned it the title as the creepiest and most haunted house in Independence Park by park rangers and visitors. Few people journey into the house alone, especially at night, because of an overwhelming feeling of uneasiness commonly experienced in the house.




  Rev. Dr. William White built the house in 1787. He chose a location midway between the two churches he served, Christ Church and St. Peter’s Church. Bishop White is known as the spiritual advisor for our nation’s founders and became the first bishop of the Protestant Episcopal Church of America. He was so committed to his ministry that he refused to flee the city during the Yellow Fever outbreaks in 1790 as most other people of his wealth and status did. Bishop White never contracted the deadly disease, thought in part due to his heavy cigar smoking, which kept away the mosquitos that carried the disease. (One of the first times smoking saved someone’s life.) Some of his staff were not as lucky.




  A coachman known only as John lived behind the house and died of the disease. John and Bishop White were friends and companions, despite their difference in class, status, and race—John was a free African American. Benjamin Rush, a doctor and neighbor, wrote in a letter to his wife that Mrs. Boggs was knocking on the door and he needed to tend a patient next door. That patient was John.




  Mrs. Boggs was the main cook in the house in the late 1700s. Although the Whites had a number of staff, she and John are the only two servants mentioned by name in letters written by the White family, showing that she was important to the family. She lived directly above the kitchen with several other servants. Exactly when or how she died is unclear.




  John may be one of the “shadowy shapes” that people report seeing moving through the house. No one has mentioned seeing John in the house, but there have been sightings of Mrs. Boggs in the kitchen and first floor of the house.




  When standing outside the building, take particular note of the windows on the third floor. People often see a tall, thin, grimfaced man peering out the window of the library. Some believe the ghost is Bishop White because he died in that room. White’s bedroom, however, was located on the second floor of the house. Since White died at age eightfive after a lengthy illness, he probably died in his own bedroom.




  Still, White’s death affected the house and caused the dark mood currently associated with the house. According to his obituary, which appeared in various newspapers in July 1836, Bishop White “passed away from life as he passed through it—calm and serene, and full of edification. . . . It was strange that . . . at his death there should have been a general gloom [because] a great and good man had been taken away, and it was seemly that the people should take it to heart.” The gloomy feeling caused by White’s death never left the house.




  White’s death wasn’t the first death here. Five of Bishop White’s children died before reaching adulthood. His wife, Mary, also died in the house in 1797. Many speculate that the house itself may have caused these deaths, or rather a feature in the house: an indoor bathroom.




  Plumbing didn’t exist then. Toilet waste was removed and disposed into an open gully in the basement, next to where the household drinking water came from. This proximity could have contaminated the drinking water and caused some of the deaths in the house.




  The gully emptied out into Dock Creek, which ran through the backyards of several houses, including Bishop White’s. The creek was polluted by human waste, along with remains from a nearby slaughterhouse, and was likely a breeding ground for many of the mosquitos that spread yellow fever in the 1790s.




  One strange sighting at the house is a cat lounging in the windows of the house—a strange ghost since no cat currently lives here, nor is there a record of a cat ever living in the house. People report hearing a cat meowing, but after searching, can’t find any feline. Where did this ghostly cat come from? Many believe it belonged to Benjamin Rush. A ghost cat haunted the Rush house. When the house was demolished, rather than haunt the garden as Rush does, the cat decided to move next door to more comfortable surroundings. Apparently cats are as mysterious after death as they are during life.




  BENJAMIN RUSH HOUSE




  One of the Founding Fathers, Benjamin Rush was a notable physician and neighbor to Bishop White. He signed the Declaration of Independence and became the first Surgeon General of the United States. He is also considered the “Father of American Psychiatry.” When many fled the city during the yellow fever outbreaks, he stayed in his house once located on the corner of 3rd and Walnut Streets. And he might still be here, although his house was demolished. A colonial figure believed to be Dr. Rush has been seen walking through the eighteenthcenturystyle evergreen and holly garden.




  Chapter 3




  Revolutionary Buildings




  Ghostly footsteps, foul odors, cold spots, and fullbodied apparitions are just a few of the things people have experienced around Independence Park. Timid park rangers assigned here don’t last long, since they seem to be a favorite target of the ghosts.




  CARPENTERS’ HALL




  320 CHESTNUT STREET




  James and Hazelle O’Conner had barely fallen asleep when the sound of someone walking on the floor above woke them up. Since they were supposed to be alone in the building, they thought someone had broken in. However, this burglar sucked at his job—his heavy footsteps echoed through the old building.




  James picked up the phone and called the police. “I am the resident caretaker for Carpenters’ Hall,” he explained. “Someone has broken in and is walking around the attic.”




  The couple put on their robes and watched out the window for the two dispatched officers to arrive. Rather than leave their rooms and risk confronting the intruder, they opened their window and tossed the front door key down to the officer.




  The two officers unlocked the door and climbed the stairway, past the second floor where the O’Conners waited nervously, to the attic where they had heard the noises. They searched the entire floor but found nothing but dust.




  “But we both heard them,” James insisted. “Someone was up there.”




  “Maybe it was a raccoon or possum,” one of the officers said. “From the smell, at least one animal must have gotten in and died up there. It’s really foul.”




  “It wasn’t an animal. We heard footsteps,” Hazelle said.




  “Look, you’re not the first caretaker to call us,” the other officer explained. “I’ve been out here before on similar complaints but it is always the same. No one is up there. These old buildings settle at night, you know. Causes them to make all sorts of sounds.”




  The couple thanked the officers for coming out and James walked them out, locking the door behind them. But when he returned to the second floor, neither he nor Hazelle could relax enough to go back to bed. Knowing what they heard wasn’t the sound of the building settling, they decided to investigate themselves. Slowly they ascended the stairs to the attic, but they stopped as soon as the horrible odor reached them. They tried to endure it enough to continue their search, but it was too strong. Retching, the couple retreated back to their apartment for the night.




  [image: image]




  The Carpenters’ Company of the City and County of Philadelphia built Carpenters’ Hall in 1770 as a headquarters and meeting house for the 200 members of the craft guild. It housed the First Continental Congress, which met for seven weeks in 1774. During the Revolutionary War, both sides used it as a hospital. In 1791, it was used as the First Bank of the United States.




  Other organizations rented the building as well through the years, until 1856 when the Carpenters’ Company renovated the building and restored it back to its original glory. After renovations, the Carpenters’ Company employed resident caretakers for the building. The O’Conners were hired in this capacity in 1960.
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  The following morning, the O’Conners returned to the attic to find the source of the smell. They had to get rid of whatever stank before the smell polluted the entire building. But to their surprise (and relief) the odor was gone. Not even a lingering whiff of a stench remained.




  A few nights later, the footsteps returned. Hazelle glanced at the clock: 2:10 a.m. Not wanting to call the police and look like fools a second time, the couple waited it out. For twenty minutes, heavy footsteps clomped around. When it stopped, James threw on his robe and decided to investigate. But the smell hit him when he opened the door, and he changed his mind.




  When it happened a third time, Hazelle wanted to leave. No job was worth being woken up in the middle of the night. James convinced her that they just needed to adapt. Every night, they turned on the TV in their living room before closing their bedroom door. The TV drowned out any other noises in the building and allowed the couple to get their sleep.
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  According to Elizabeth Hoffman’s In Search of Ghosts, the third floor wasn’t the only area of the building that caused the couple problems. The basement, where Hazelle did the laundry, also caused problems for the couple.




  To get to the basement, Hazelle had to walk down a narrow, winding staircase—a difficult task made even harder when she had to carry a load of laundry. So Hazelle brought a chair down where she could wait for the laundry to finish. The first day she did the laundry, nothing unusual happened.




  The second time, as she passed by the chair, laundry basket in hand, the chair toppled over. Hazelle paused, righted the chair, and then set her basket on top of it. The chair fell over again, spilling her laundry all over the floor.




  Hazelle rushed up the stairs, leaving the laundry behind. She called James at his office, but she couldn’t reach him. As she waited for him to call her back, she thought about what she would say to him and realized how silly she would sound. She was frightened by a chair? Crazy! She couldn’t tell him that. She decided to face her fears and headed back to the basement to finish the laundry.
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