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Introduction

Washington gained statehood on November 11, 1889, making it one of the United States’ newer states, and yet the land that comprises the Evergreen State has been inhabited for centuries. Evidence shows that long before Europeans came to North America, native people were living here in present-day Washington’s dense, rich forests and coastal regions for at least four thousand years. That in itself gives rise to a lot of ghostly tales: from the headless ghost of Colonel Isaac Ebey, to the ghosts of the Andelana, which mysteriously sank at Tacoma while anchored in Commencement Bay, the spectral little boy in blue, who inhabits the governor’s mansion in Olympia, the haunted old Greenwood Memorial Cemetery, and the ghostly victims of the wicked Linda Burfield Hazzard, Washington has its share of ghosts.


Chief Seattle, for whom Seattle was named, gave warning when he told everyone his thoughts on ghosts and the afterlife in his famous 1854 speech, delivered in his native language, Lushootseed.



Your dead cease to love you and the land of their nativity as soon as they pass the portals of the tomb and wander away beyond the stars. They are soon forgotten and never return. Our dead never forget this beautiful world that gave them being. They still love its verdant valleys, its murmuring rivers, its magnificent mountains, sequestered vales and verdant lined lakes and bays, and ever yearn in tender fond affection over the lonely hearted living, and often return from the happy hunting ground to visit, guide, counsel and comfort them.





The foodies among us know that in addition to its lumber production, Washington is famous for its seafood—and here salmon and geoducks rule. A word on geoducks: the correct Northwestern pronunciation of geoduck is “gooey duck.” I know, I know. But if you don’t pronounce it correctly, you’ll out yourself as a tourist.


Washington is also famous for its coffee and its produce. In fact, the Evergreen State is the nation’s leading producer of apples, pears, cherries, and hops. And hops, for those who aren’t familiar, is a flower that’s used in the beer-making process. Where there is beer, there is wine. Oenophiles take note: Washington ranks second, only behind California, in US wine production. I’m thinking Chardonnay.


It’s all so tempting and tasty, but we are ghost aficionados, and it’s the ghost stories that we’ve come to the Evergreen State in search of. So let’s stop in at Seattle’s famous Biscuit Bitch in Belltown, grab a legendary egg-and-cheese bitchwich, and be on our way.









Seattle

We’ll begin our quest for the ghosts of the Evergreen State here in the Emerald City, aka Seattle. Washington’s largest city, Seattle, has a population of nearly 750,000 and is also the largest city in the Pacific Northwest.

An enchanting city that gave the music world many talented musicians, including Jimi Hendrix and Ray Charles, Seattle’s two most popular locations are the iconic Space Needle and Pike Place Market. Let’s go to the top of the six-hundred-foot Space Needle knowing there are no ghost stories here, but we will be afforded a different perspective of this beautiful city and Mount Rainier. Now that is the location of the first-ever reported UFO, and, yes, there are a couple of ghost stories. We’ll get there later. In the meantime it’s off to Pike Place Market, which is probably one of the most famous locations in all of Seattle.




Pike Place Market

No matter the time, day or night, Pike Place Market is usually swarming with people. Bargain hunters ogling the many offerings of the waterfront area’s hundreds of vendors, especially the rows of colorful bouquets and the fresh fish being tossed from here to there. Among the people are ghosts. Can you always tell the difference? I don’t think we can. The ghostly man who wanders Pike Place Market is said to be a handsome, young mustachioed man of about thirty. Of course he’s been dead longer than that, but the passage of time means nothing to ghosts, who remain ageless. And this ghost is said to appear as real as you or I. He is thought to be the victim of a shooting that took place nearby during Prohibition.

Unlike some ghosts, he doesn’t seem to mind if someone should spot him there among the crowds of people. He smiles and puffs on a cigarette that never burns out. A ghost-hunting tourist claimed that the only way she realized he was not of this world was the shivery cold that emanates from him. But that might not be all bad on one of those rare exceptionally warm Seattle days.

Pike Place Market opened in August 1907, and according to some, it is one of the city’s most haunted spots. Princess Angeline, who was known as Kikisoblu among her people, is our first ghost. The city pays homage to Princess Angeline with a street named for her and with Angeline’s Day Center for Women, a homeless women’s shelter in the Belltown neighborhood.

The oldest daughter of the Duwamish tribe’s Chief Seattle, Princess Angeline refused to leave her little cabin on the corner of Pike Street and Western Avenue, even as the city encroached and developers began eyeing this area and displacing the Duwamish tribe. She was fierce, and she would not leave. Princess Angeline earned a living by selling baskets and posing for tourist photos at $1 per photo.

She is the most famous ghost here at Pike Place Market—and rightfully so—but if you are imagining Princess Angeline as a beautiful and ghostly young woman, you can let that thought go. For some reason, she chooses to appear not as the young woman she once was but rather as the wizened old woman in red kerchief she became in later life. If you should want a photo of her, I suggest you offer money, even though we all know that ghosts have no use for cash or plastic.

Those who’ve encountered the ghostly Princess Angeline say that she is most often spotted by the wooden column on the lower level that is near the flower stall. She is a slow-moving ghost, and yet only those with the fastest of reflexes will catch a glimpse of the ghostly old woman who is always accompanied by a cold breeze.

A tall, elderly man is another of Pike Place Market’s ghosts. Well dressed, he is affable enough that he introduces himself to passersby before turning and vanishing into the nearest wall. And that’s the moment they realize they’ve just seen a ghost. Spectral children are not uncommon here. Ghostly stable boys have been seen in various locations of Pike Place Market. Creep-iest of all is the ghostly little boy who skips through the lower level. But how does he see where he is going? The little ghost has no eyes—only two cavernous black sockets.

Then there is the ghostly woman at the flower stall. Knowing I was preparing to set sail from Seattle, a friend told me the following story. Anna stopped in late at Pike Place Market one rainy afternoon to get a bouquet to take aboard her cruise ship, which was leaving early the next morning. After selecting a large and colorful bouquet of spring flowers, Anna turned to a woman standing nearby. Proud of her selection and thinking the woman was the flower stall attendant, Anna tried to hand her a twenty-dollar bill saying, “I love these colors together. It will make my stateroom look so festive.”

The woman scowled at Anna and quickly moved away from her. There was something unnerving about the way she moved that caused Anna to tremble. The woman was floating slightly above the floor level. Anna gasped as she realized she’d just encountered her first, and hopefully her last, ghost.

I thought of Anna and the ghost when I visited Pike Place Market with my husband Bill, my son Fred, and my daughter-in-law Peggy. An unusual Seattle day, we were told. The city was sweltering, and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky, which incidentally reminded me of the old Perry Como song “Seattle.” Being the serious ghost enthusiasts of the group, Peggy and I hoped to encounter at least one of the ghosts who are said to be here. We didn’t. But we did enjoy a quick meal at a narrow little Chinese restaurant.

We headed to the Gum Wall in Post Alley, where we left our chewing gum among all that other colorful gooey gum that clung to the wall. In daylight or darkness, Post Alley is an eerie place. It’s one of those places you just know is haunted. The Alibi Room here is home to a ghost known as Frank. And Frank lurks near the restrooms. Why on earth ghosts choose to hang out in, or near, bathrooms is beyond me.

But the dapper Frank does. Could it be that he was the victim of a long-ago murder and died near this spot? Whatever his reasons for being here, Frank is not shy. He likes to introduce himself to people entering or exiting the bathrooms. While that seems a most unusual thing to do, we must remind ourselves that ghosts are mysteries in and of themselves.




Kells Irish Pub

Ask anyone in Seattle. They will tell you that Kells is definitely haunted. Many claim that it is the most haunted spot in all of Seattle. And I am wondering how can Kells Irish Pub not be haunted? It is housed in the basement of the Butterworth Building, which was also Seattle’s first mortuary.

In an ad for the September 18, 1929, Seattle Star, Butterworth and Sons Mortuary stated that they offered superior funeral services. Indeed, the mortuary was well known throughout the city and claimed to be a citywide institution, with more than a half a million people living in the area of Seattle that it served.

It’s anybody’s guess just how many dead people passed through this building. But the real question is how many of them have decided to stick around. Apparently, some have. According to a long-told story, one is a piano player who enjoys tickling the ivories when the bar is empty. Those who’ve heard his playing say he isn’t half bad. I wonder if he takes requests.

In an October 30, 2015, article in the Seattle Gay News, Kells is thought to be one of the most haunted spots in Seattle, with people witnessing items that move without explanation and a ghostly little girl. She is but one of the ghostly children rumored to appear in different locations of Kells. Despite the paranormal activity, the Kells chicken salad is really good. And I know that the pub offers one of the largest selections of whiskey in Seattle. So I’ll try that—neat. It’s okay sharing space with ghosts, but what do you want to bet when it’s time to buy the next round, there won’t be one ghost in sight.




Hotel Andra

Built in 1926, the hotel opened as the Claremont Hotel. In 1937, prison escapee Robert Kemo, aka Vernon (Blackie) Campbell, held up the Claremont Hotel. His take was $8. In his getaway, Kemo engaged police in a shootout before leading them in a wild eighty-mile-per-hour car chase through Seattle streets. While making a turn, Kemo was thrown from his car and ran into a nearby cemetery. Here, police finally caught up with him.

“Well, I didn’t get much money, but I gave them a damn good scare,” Kemo said, as he was being taken away by police.

Robert Kemo is one of the ghosts thought to haunt the Hotel Andra. He appears in a daze, possibly trying to figure how his plans went awry. As quickly as you see him, he vanishes.

If you’re staying on the ninth floor of the Belltown boutique hotel and hear a loud party going on, don’t be disappointed that you weren’t invited. The party has been going on for nearly a century, and the music is not like the music of today; it sounds very much like something from the roaring twenties. Who plays that sort of music for a party? If you should take a walk down the hall to see what room it’s in, you will suddenly be surrounded by silence. The party is happening in the hereafter, and every one of the revelers is a party-going ghost.

There is also the ghostly woman who appears to guests at the foot of their bed. Once she is sure the sleeper is fully awake, the ghost walks toward the window and vanishes. It is believed that she is a woman who died from a fall out of a ninth-floor window.




Ghosts Are Where You Find Them

Early on in my ghost-hunting and writing quests, I learned that not everyone is as enthusiastic about ghostly matters as I am. And that is okay. My mother is always telling me what a dull world it would be if we all liked the same things. I see her point. After all, I would hate to see a worldwide shortage of coffee ice cream.

And that brings us here to the Smith Tower, which is Seattle’s first skyscraper. Built by L. C. Smith, who died four years before its completion, it opened on the Fourth of July in 1914 as the L. C. Smith Building. The 462-foot, thirty-four-story building was Seattle’s tallest.

Eight years later, on October 14, 1922, a one-armed parachutist by the name of Mink De Ronda was all set to leap off the tower (with a parachute of course). It was all for a good cause—De Ronda was to split the proceeds from the leap with a local children’s home. But Mayor E. J. Brown wasn’t having any of it. He stepped in and stopped the exhibition, claiming the street cleaners had enough to do without cleaning up after the large crowd that would certainly show up.

When investigating these figures, I was told the Smith Tower doesn’t like talking about its ghosts. Undeterred, I realized that others would gladly talk about the ghosts here. Before we get to the hauntings, let’s take a look at a unique chair on the thirty-fourth floor. Called the Wishing Chair, legend has it that if a single woman sits in the chair and wishes intensely for matrimony, she will be married within the year. Legend also has it that the chair was a gift to L. C. Smith from China’s last empress, Cixi.

Don’t take the elevator down just yet. A ghostly woman in a flowing white dress is said to walk the thirty-fourth floor. Some believe she is L. C. Smith’s daughter, Flora Bernice, and that she is wearing her wedding gown. The ghostly woman may well be Flora Bernice, but since she remained single all her life, it seems odd that she would appear in a wedding dress.

Seattle’s first woman mayor (from 1926 to 1928), Bertha Knight Landes, is also said to haunt Smith Tower. At least that’s the story a former employee told. One rainy day she was working at her desk when she felt someone looking over her shoulder. She turned to see an elderly woman, who smiled and nodded and then turned and slowly walked away, disappearing as she walked.

Rattled, she told another employee about her ghostly encounter. He laughed and said, “Oh, that’s Bertha.”

“Bertha?” she asked.

“Here, look,” he said, pulling an old photo from his desk. “Is that her?”

A cold chill rushed through her. “Yes.”

“Bertha Knight Landes, our city’s first woman mayor. She died in 1943,” he said, smugly placing the photo back in his desk.




Crying Woman at the Cadillac Hotel

Crying women are popular ghost story material. A few examples are Utah’s weeping woman of the Logan Cemetery and the Southwest’s La Llorona. Both ghosts cry for their lost children. And this, according to legend, is why the ghostly woman cries at the Cadillac Hotel. Her loud sobs, and occasionally those of her child as well, are the most often experienced paranormal activity at the Cadillac. But why were she and her child separated? There’s a story.

It’s said that the crying woman killed her child and herself at the Cadillac Hotel during a drunken bout of desperation. And like La Llorona, she regrets her cruel act. She continues to haunt the building in the hope that her child will return to her.

There is no need to worry about reservations or vacancies. The Cadillac Hotel is not the place to book a room. Today the building serves as the National Park Service’s Klondike Gold Rush National Historical Park—the smallest national park in the United States, by the way. This doesn’t bother the crying lady ghost in the least. She continues on as an ethereal guest here. While most people who’ve encountered her have reported only hearing her, some have seen her walking the halls and weeping as she searches for her lost child.

The Cadillac Hotel building was built in 1889, after Seattle’s devastating fire, and opened in 1890 as the Elliot House. Through several different owners and name changes, the hotel continued to take in guests. On February 28, 2001, the Nisqually earthquake severely damaged the building. As in most cases, the first thought was to demolish the old hotel.

Luckily, Historic Seattle stepped in to save the Cadillac Hotel building. Every city should have a group like Historic Seattle, which is a community-based organization that focuses on the reuse and reimagining of historic properties for new purposes. Thanks to Historic Seattle, the Cadillac Hotel building still stands, and this surely must make the crying lady ghost pause and smile—even if only for a brief moment.




The Green Lake Ghost

Twenty-two-year-old Sylvia Gaines’s death on June 16, 1926, was a tragedy. And as any ghost enthusiast can tell you, there is nothing that guarantees a haunting more than a tragic death or murder. It is unimaginable that the person who choked Sylvia, crushed her skull with a rock, and dragged her lifeless body to another location was her own father, Wallace Gaines.

Workmen discovered Sylvia Gaines’s nude body on a wooded trail the next day.

It all began the previous fall when Sylvia returned home to her father after having been abandoned by him sixteen years earlier. According to prosecutors, Sylvia and her father were soon involved in an incestuous relationship.

Shortly before he killed her, Sylvia told her father that she wanted out of their relationship. But Gaines didn’t want to let her go. And this, the prosecution argued, was the reason Sylvia was murdered.

The trial was one of the most famous murder trials Seattle has ever seen. Witnesses included a hotel employee who came forward and told police that he’d seen Gaines and Sylvia in the same bed in their hotel room.

Throughout his trial, Wallace Gaines maintained his innocence. The jury didn’t believe him and found him guilty of his daughter’s murder. He appealed but was denied. Wallace Gaines was hanged at Walla Walla on August 31, 1928.

Those who’ve been to Green Lake after dark can tell you that once the sun goes down, Sylvia Gaines’s pitiful ghost wanders that pastoral area known as Gaines Point. Her tear-stained face stares into the distance, as if trying to make sense of her death and why she is there.




Lou Graham

She certainly believed in the old business axiom “Find a need and fill it.” German immigrant Dorothea Georgine Emile Ohben, who took the stage name Lou Graham, arrived in Seattle in 1887. After a few menial jobs, the industrious and pretty Lou realized that prostitution was her best way to wealth. With her jet-black hair and big blue eyes, Lou was quickly a favorite with Seattle’s men. The women, on the other hand, were not so impressed; they disliked all the attention she was receiving from their men.

Lou couldn’t have cared less. She had found a need and was filling it and making money in the bargain. But she wanted more. After an arrest for keeping a house of prostitution, she realized she would need a different business model and approached prominent Seattle banker Jacob Furth for a loan. Lou wanted to open a fine brothel that would compare to any of Seattle’s classiest hotels. But she wasn’t about to hire just any prostitute off the streets. Her employees needed to possess both beauty and intelligence. Furth liked her idea and agreed to loan her the money to put it into operation.

With her money in hand, Lou purchased a building and began making the money she’d always dreamed of. On the afternoon of June 6, 1889, a glue pot was accidently overturned in a carpentry shop, starting the Great Seattle Fire. The fire, the most destructive in Seattle’s history, raged for less than a day, destroying Seattle’s entire central business district. Lou’s building was in ashes, but she’d saved enough to rebuild another, and she did.

In 1892 Lou was charged with licentious behavior. At her trial two powerful men spoke for her defense: King County Superior Court judge J. T. Ronald and Assistant District Attorney Samuel Piles, who went on to become a US senator. She was acquitted.

She purchased real estate, invested in the stock market and made loans to people who otherwise couldn’t have gotten one, and became one of Seattle’s wealthiest residents of her era. She was also civic minded; she donated to the city’s education efforts and its chamber of commerce. Lou Graham’s landholdings were left to the King County School District. She died at age forty-eight in San Francisco. However, in the hereafter, Lou apparently prefers Seattle.

Her ghost has been seen many times in her former brothel, known as the Washington Court Building in the Pioneer Square neighborhood at 221 S. Washington Street. This is the building that Lou had built in 1890 after the devastating fire. A plaque on the building tells of Lou’s first use of the building and how she contributed to the King County School District. No doubt her ghost is rightfully proud of that.

Not only does Lou’s ghost make appearances in her most colorful attire, but she’s also flirtatious. She is said to blow in the ears of men who come into the Washington Court Building. A man who claimed to have seen Lou’s ghost years ago said, “I saw her there on the sidewalk and thought she was a real person—maybe an actress or a street performer or something. She noticed me watching her and she smiled at me. But when she walked away, vanishing as she went, I knew she was a ghost.”




The Rendezvous Jewelbox Theater

If you’re a ghost enthusiast who leans toward the artsy, this is one of those not-to-be-missed places in Seattle. The exquisite Jewelbox Theater was opened in Belltown in 1927 with seating for seventy. This was in the middle of Prohibition, which outlawed the production and sale of alcohol. Conveniently, there was the Rendezvous Café with a basement speakeasy in the same building.

Rumor has it that there was some illegal gambling going on down in that basement as well. It’s also rumored that a young Jimmy Durante, the comedian with the big nose and boisterous voice, favored the gambling and drinking down in what is now called the Grotto. And while we’re talking rumors—Jimmy Durante, who is buried miles away in Culver City, California—is said to haunt the Grotto. It could be. Time and distance mean nothing to ghosts.

A long-ago projectionist, who loved movies and his job so much, is also haunting the Rendezvous. He has been seen many times outside the projection booth. And once you step through the door and spend an hour or so here, you will understand why Durante, the projectionist, and others might enjoy haunting the place.




Ghosts of the George Washington Memorial Bridge

If you should be driving on the bridge, anytime, day or night, stay alert and keep your eyes open. The bridge is known as one of Seattle’s most haunted spots. Death has come to this bridge so often that there are ghosts here. It is called the Aurora Bridge, although it is officially known as the George Washington Memorial Bridge and opened on the first president’s two-hundredth birthday on February 22, 1932.

Listed on the National Register of Historic Places since 1980, the bridge bears the sad statistic of being second only to San Francisco’s Golden Gate Bridge as a site for suicide, with 230 jumps. Hopefully this will end with the nine-foot-tall suicide barrier that has been put in place on the bridge.

On September 24, 2015, five people lost their lives when a duck tour (amphibious tour vehicle) and a charter bus collided on the bridge. More than fifty people were injured in the accident. On November 27, 1998, a bus driver was driving the south route when he was shot and killed by one of his passengers. The passenger then turned the gun on himself.

A ghostly woman in a green raincoat has been seen walking along the pedestrian walkway on stormy nights. She doesn’t seem to mind the weather, although she appears to be in a hurry.

A young man who stands forlornly in the pedestrian walkway, staring at passing cars, is seen in daylight hours as well as darkness. And then he vanishes as quickly as he is spotted. It’s believed that most of the ghosts are those of the men and women who leapt to their deaths from the bridge, and those who’ve seen the young man say he seems to regret the terrible decision he made. Other ghosts seem doomed to relive their final tragic choice again and again as they slip to the bridge’s edge and vanish.




Moore Theater

Theaters are haunted; that’s a given. There are varied and good reasons for this phenomenon. The Moore Theater has many reasons to be haunted. Built in 1907 atop a cemetery—or so the story goes—the Moore was a large and lavish theater. In fact, when it was completed, it was the third-largest theater in the United States, with seating for over twenty-four hundred patrons. Today the Moore is one of Seattle’s oldest remaining theaters.

Among the early-day notables who appeared at the Moore Theater are prima ballerina Anna Pavlova, lecturer Helen Keller, dancer Ruth St. Denis, and actress Sarah Bernhardt. According to some, Sarah Bernhardt has decided to stay at the theater. And this says something. Sarah Bernhardt was a celebrity. Her legion of fans was enough to make any social media influencer green with envy. She packed houses throughout the world when she appeared on stage.

Sarah went to California’s San Quentin Prison in the San Francisco Bay Area on February 22, 1913, and entertained the inmates with A Christmas Night During the Terror.

No inmate was barred from seeing Ms. Bernhardt perform in the open-air lower yard that morning.

Clearly, we can understand why she would not want to stay on indefinitely at San Quentin and would choose the Moore instead. If Sarah Bernhardt is at the Moore, she is not alone in her haunting activity.

The theater’s original owner, James Moore, also wanders through the theater. Legend has it that a secret Ouija board séance took place long ago here and was the impetus for the ghostly activity. The séance was cut short when management discovered it was being conducted. We all know what that means.

A séance that isn’t concluded properly leaves spirits hanging around in limbo. This may explain the chair in which a ghost is usually seated and the glowing woman said to be Sarah Bernhardt. Time has passed; she seems to be in a hurry. Is she late for her entrance? Or does her ghostly audience demand that she take another bow?




The Mysterious Death of Congressman Marion Zioncheck


My only hope in life was to improve the condition of an unfair economic system that held no promise to those that all the wealth of even a decent chance to survive, let alone live.

—Congressman Marion Zioncheck, from suicide note



Adisjointed letter to be sure—but the question remains: Was Congressman Marion Zioncheck’s death a suicide or a very clever murder?

It’s a mystery, and don’t we all love a mystery? When you add a ghost to the tale, you’ve got something even better. Washington’s colorful and oh-so-quirky congressman Marion Zioncheck died on the evening of August 7, 1936, shortly after visiting his bedridden mother.

It’s generally believed that he took his own life when he leapt to his death from his office on the fifth floor of the Arctic Building on 3rd Avenue and Cherry Street. As luck would have it, Zioncheck’s body landed in front of the car his wife of four months, Rubye, was sitting in. Elegantly dressed for an event the two were set to attend later that evening, Mrs. Zioncheck had patiently waited for her husband.

Zioncheck was a self-made man whose family immigrated to the United States from Czechoslovakia when he was a small child. Not happy in New York, the family relocated to Seattle, where Zioncheck worked his way through school and college. He was popular and well liked by constituents and colleagues.

During the last year of his life, the two-term congressman began to suffer bouts of depression and erratic behavior. When stopped for speeding at seventy miles an hour, Zioncheck said, “That couldn’t have been me. I’d have been doing eighty.”

He was arrested. This wouldn’t be the first, or the last time, he was put in jail on different charges.

Most people accepted the fact that the thirty-five-year-old Zioncheck had simply decided to jump out the window to his death. But there were those who saw a more sinister explanation. They believed Zioncheck was shoved from the window.

Although there were two witnesses who claimed to have seen Marion Zioncheck run and leap out the window, friends and relatives came forward to express their doubt about that death. No matter, the death was ruled a suicide, and the world moved on—except for Congressman Zioncheck’s ghost of course. But there could well be another ghost in residence at the Arctic Building.

Ten days after Marion Zioncheck’s death, George Thirsk, a sixty-two-year-old electrical engineer, opened a window on the seventh floor and accidently fell out of it. The building is well known for ghostly activity. The ghostly Marion Zioncheck prefers the fifth floor of the Arctic Building, where his office once was. The elevator will often stop without rhyme or reason on the fifth floor. Some say it is only Zioncheck hoping for attention.

There are also the ghostly footsteps that are heard throughout the Arctic Building, but most often you will hear them on the fifth and seventh floors. Many have reportedly seen Zioncheck jump from a fifth-floor window only to disappear in midair. Others have seen the ghostly image of his bloodied body appear on the sidewalk and vanish as quickly as it appears.

Could it be that George Thirsk is still in the building, not realizing time has passed, or is Zioncheck here and reliving that long-ago August night? Perhaps he is trying to tell us something about his mysterious death.




Lottie at Lake View

Seattle’s Lake View Cemetery in the Capitol Hill neighborhood is the final resting place of over forty thousand people. The forty-acre cemetery is an old one, established in 1872. Among those resting here are Mother Damnable and those who were moved here from the Old Seattle Cemetery, Chief Seattle’s oldest daughter Princess Angeline, and Bruce Lee and his son Brandon. Lee is without a doubt the most famous resident here. There is also Lottie Brace, and this is her story.

Lottie Brace was a pretty woman who easily captured the attention of every man she met. Unfortunately, one of those men was French Canadian James Champoux, known as Little Joe to his friends. And he fell deeply in love from the moment he first saw young Lottie in Dawson, Alaska.

Later, her family would say that Lottie had promised to marry Champoux only to appease him. But she had made the hasty promise to be his wife before she packed up and left Dawson for Seattle with her father and sister.

Once in Seattle, Lottie got a job as a dancer at one of the arcade theaters in Seattle’s Tenderloin district and forgot all about Champoux and her promise to marry him. All was going well for Lottie until Champoux showed up at the theater one evening in November. He was thrilled to have finally caught up with the woman he was madly in love with. He warmly greeted Lottie and her sister, Ella, as he followed them to a backroom.

Clearly, she didn’t share his enthusiasm for rekindling their romance. He didn’t notice the looks that passed between Lottie and her sister. Lottie needed to let Champoux down gently, so Ella left the two of them alone.

“Will you marry me now?” Champoux asked Lottie.

“No. I don’t want to marry you.”

“I love you, Lottie.”

“But I don’t love you,” she replied.

He angrily pulled out a pocketknife and thrust it into her temple up to the hilt. Lottie cried out in pain, and Ella came running into the room, but it was too late. As Champoux fled the scene, a man pulled the knife from her head.


Lingering between life and death with a ghastly knife wound in her skull, Lottie Brace, a dance hall girl, lies unconscious at Providence Hospital, the victim of her lover’s jealousy. The wound is fatal and there is hardly a chance that the woman will live through the day.

—Seattle Star, November 5, 1902




Walla Walla May 6. Zenon Champoux was hanged in the state penitentiary at 5:11 this morning for the murder of Lottie Brace in Seattle November 6, 1902.

The execution passed without a hitch.

—Tacoma Daily Ledger, May 7, 1904



It was later rumored by other prisoners that Champoux had bragged that although he couldn’t make Lottie love him in this life, he was going to force her to do so in the next life.

Lottie is one of the apparitions that make appearances at Lake View Cemetery. You can’t miss her. She is the ghostly woman in black with the terrible gash on her forehead. She prefers to be alone—if she realizes she’s been noticed, Lottie flees into the darkness.

Lottie is by no means the only ghost at Lake View Cemetery. The ghostly Princess Angeline doesn’t just haunt Pike Place Market. She’s also been seen at different locations here in the cemetery. Local lore is that martial arts actor Bruce Lee and his son Brandon are occasionally spotted in the cemetery. They are said to stay very close to their grave sites. They usually make appearances in the early-morning hours just before daylight sweeps away the darkness.




Plane Crash

As the sun rose across Seattle on Tuesday, July 19, 1949, there was no hint that this day would be different from any other, much like yesterday and surely like tomorrow. Before the day was over, death and destruction would come to 916 S. Harney Street in the Georgetown neighborhood.

At 8:58 in the morning the Curtis C-46 Commando, with twenty-eight passengers and four crew members on board, lifted from the runway; the unscheduled flight was en route to Chicago’s O’Hare International Airport. And then something went wrong—the left engine was losing power. In an attempt to land, the plane hit a power line—and another—and slammed onto the ground, wiping out houses and other buildings.

Everyone aboard the downed plane, with the exception of two passengers, was able to make it out to safety, before the plane exploded in a massive fire-ball. Remarkably the death toll of seven was far less than it might have been: two passengers and five people on the ground.

After a thorough investigation, it was concluded that pilot error and the wrong octane fuel being put into the plane’s fuel tank were responsible for the crash.

Today this area is made up mostly of retail businesses and offices. There is just something about it that doesn’t give you that warm and fuzzy feeling. Anniversary ghosts that reenact the last moments of their lives are common occurrences in the paranormal.

On July 19, the anniversary of the crash, it’s said that two ghostly men surrounded by flames walk this area, as the horrified cries of the victims are heard long into the night.




Burnley of Seattle Central Community College

Students call him Burnley, and he is thought to be the ghost of an eighteen-year-old student who was killed at the Broadway High School in 1913. The story most often told is that Burnley was arguing with a group of boys over a basketball game when they angrily flung him down the stairs from the third-floor gym. He was killed in the fall, and he has haunted the building ever since.
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