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  SPOOKY SITES . . . AND WHERE TO FIND THEM




  1 Irondequoit




  2 Ellis Island




  3 Richmond Town, Staten Island




  4 West Seneca




  5 Manhattan




  6 Liberty Island




  7 Long Island Sound




  8 Empire State Building, Manhattan




  9 Morrisiana, The Bronx




  10 Halfmoon




  11 Herkimer County




  12 Lowville




  13 Sleepy Hollow




  14 Flushing, Queens




  15 New York City




  16 Speigletown




  17 Poughkeepsie




  18 Manhattan




  19 Manhattan




  20 Albany




  21 Copake




  22 Brooklyn




  23 Albany




  24 Sag Harbor, Long Island




  25 Catskill Mountains




  26 Niagara Falls




  27 Adirondack Mountains




  28 Mooers




  29 Brookhaven, Long Island




  30 Brooklyn




  31 Allegheny Region




  32 Rockland County




  33 Lake George




  34 Wall Street, Manhattan




  35 Albany




  36 Cohoes




  37 Manhattan




  38 Leeds
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  Introduction




  I love New York. I know that sounds trite, but it’s the truth. This is the land of Washington Irving, the land of the Baker’s Dozen, the place where spending the night in a hermit’s cabin can be very bad for your health, and the place where a willow tree withered because Benedict Arnold touched it after he betrayed his country to the British. Ghosts ice-skate in Central Park, werewolves roam the north woods, gnomes play ninepins in the Catskill Mountains, and a Hessian gallops through Sleepy Hollow. There is a plethora of folklore in this wonderful state, and this collection is just the tip of the iceberg. I wish I had room to relate all the tales I know about New York!




  I grew up in the shadow of New York City, and this, perhaps, explains my fascination with New York folktales, especially those of the spooky sort. As a small child, I remember taking class trips to famous spots in New York City. My legs still feel sore when I recall the climb to the crown of Lady Liberty—an exciting adventure, or so I thought at the time. Looking back now, I am disappointed that my teacher did not mention that Captain Kidd had buried his treasure on that selfsame Liberty Island. I am certain that my father would have let me borrow a shovel to take with me on our class trip, and I could probably have dug up all the treasure and still made it back to the ferry in time.




  Another teacher on another trip took my class to the observation deck of the Empire State Building. Little did I know that I should have been watching for a ghost instead of gaping at the view. I blame the education system. My teachers kept insisting that I learn the multiplication tables instead of reading spooky folktales. Just think of all the opportunities I have missed due to a lack of spooky information!




  In summer, I would attend sleepaway camp in the Adirondacks, where I learned to make lanyards, paddle a canoe, and scare the dickens out of younger campers by telling them the creepiest ghost stories I could make up. After a few nights of this, even my counselor went a little green when she had to walk down a certain spooky path after dark. Of course, she got back at me by relating some of the scary folktales that have floated around the Adirondacks since the very first settlers moved into the mountains. After that, I was the one who turned green at the thought of sleeping in the dark.




  My love affair with New York continued when I attended college in the Western Tier, earning my Bachelor of Music Education from Houghton College, which is just an hour southeast of Buffalo. It was during my college years that I encountered the tale of the Maid of the Mist when visiting Niagara Falls, and, of course, I heard many spooky stories about ghosts, ghoulies, and other dark creatures that haunt the Western Tier. Coincidentally, one of my favorite ghosts (“Redemption”) used to be a resident of West Seneca, the town in which I lived while I was doing my student teaching.




  Later I would spend time in the Catskills, where I attended music festivals and kept a lookout for Henry Hudson and his crew, since I thought it would be splendid fun to play a game of ninepins with them. (But don’t drink the wine, folks, unless you want to sleep for twenty years.)




  For sixteen years, I made my home in New York State. I drove through the Ramapo Mountains (I must confess that I have never encountered the Ramapo Salamander), crossed the Hudson River at Tappan Zee, passed the Tarrytown and Sleepy Hollow exit on the thruway (no sign of the Headless Horseman), and made my way down to Yonkers.




  I would have welcomed a view of the Ghost Ship of the Hudson (which warns people of the coming of storms) on the afternoon I drove right into a giant thunderstorm as it was sweeping its way across the Hudson River. If I had seen the ghost ship, I might have pulled off the road before I got to the Tappan Zee, rather than sweating out the storm on a windswept, rain-lashed, slippery bridge. That was the only time I was ever happy to be surrounded by tractor trailers, since they bore the brunt of the wind.




  If none of the above statements are enough to explain my infatuation with New York, surely the fact that eight generations of my family have resided in the state is all the reason I need. My many-times great-grandfather was a captain of a ship that worked the Erie Canal. My twice great-grandfather and his son farmed the land south of Syracuse. My grandmother went to school in Horseheads (I refuse to tell you how that town got its name!) before marrying my grandfather, who lived in Cortland and worked for Western Union. His brother, my great-uncle Gib, spent World War II interpreting top-secret intelligence telegraphs for the White House and later was part of the press corps surrounding FDR before settling once more in Cortland, where he and his wife helped my widowed grandmother raise my mother. To cap it all off, my parents met in New York, sweethearting in Syracuse while my father was attending law school.




  So, really, is it any wonder that I love New York? My roots are buried deep in this land, and I may claim a piece of its rich, spooky heritage, because it is my own.




  —Sandy Schlosser




  
PART ONE Ghost Stories
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  The White Lady of the Lake




  IRONDEQUOIT




  I must have tried on ten outfits before I finally decided what I was going to wear on my very first date with Jeff. I had been on the phone all afternoon with one friend after the other, discussing colors, accessories, nail polish, and all the other style essentials that I normally don’t think about, since I consider myself an intellectual rather than a fashion plate. But that was before I was asked out by the most popular boy in school.




  I went out on the front porch to polish my toenails. I was a third of the way through when a familiar shadow blocked the warm spring sunshine for a moment. I didn’t even look up.




  “What is it now, Stan?” I asked wearily. My neighbor since birth shuffled his way into the wicker chair next to mine.




  “Listen, Jamie, is it true Jeff is taking you on a picnic to Durand-Eastman Park?”




  Good grief, I thought. Jeff had just made the final arrangements with me half an hour ago. I had, of course, immediately phoned my best friend, Diane, and told her the news. Assuming it took Diane at least ten minutes to call all our other friends, and then another ten minutes for them to call their friends, that would mean that the news must have reached Stan within twenty-five minutes after I hung up with Jeff. That had to be some kind of gossiping record, I concluded, looking over at Stan.




  Stan looks a bit like a sandy-haired scarecrow. He’s 6 feet 2 inches and naturally plays basketball, but outside the court he appears a bit awkward, as if he has two left feet. Stan is also an intellectual, like me. I consider him a good friend, except for his irritating habit of asking me to go out with him at least once a month. I mean, I like Stan, but just as a friend.




  “We are going to the park,” I answered his question. “Why?”




  “I think you should ask Jeff to take you to the movies,” said Stan. “The park is a bad idea.”




  “What do you mean, a bad idea?” I asked suspiciously. Now what was Stan up to? Was he trying to break my date with Jeff?




  “Come on, Jamie, even you must have heard about the White Lady,” Stan said.




  I stared at Stan incredulously for a moment, and then started to laugh. “For a second there, I thought you were serious,” I gasped. “The White Lady! For goodness sake, Stan, no one believes that old story!”




  Stan frowned and I stopped laughing. He couldn’t be serious! But apparently he was.




  The White Lady was the most famous ghost around Rochester (she haunts the Rochester suburb Irondequoit, just to the north). In the early 1800s, the White Lady and her daughter were supposed to have lived on the land where Durand-Eastman Park now stands. Then one day, the daughter disappeared. Convinced that the girl had been harmed and killed by a local farmer, the mother, accompanied by her two German shepherds, searched the marshy lands day after day for her child’s body. She never found a trace of her daughter and finally, in her grief, committed suicide. Her faithful dogs pined for their mistress after her death, and soon followed her to the grave. The mother’s spirit returned to continue the search for her child. People say that on foggy nights, the White Lady and her dogs rise from Durand Lake. Together, they roam through the park, looking for the missing daughter and seeking vengeance against men. Any man who catches the ghost’s eye had best beware, for the White Lady and her dogs are killers. Or at least that’s the version of the story I heard at school.




  “Come on, Stan. You don’t really believe there is a White Lady,” I said. “I mean, ghosts? Please!”




  “I would still feel much better about the whole thing if you and Jeff went to the movies,” Stan said stubbornly.




  “I’m touched by your concern,” I said sarcastically. “But I am sure we will be just fine. Now, I have to go change. Jeff is picking me up at 6:30.”




  I left Stan sitting morosely on my porch and went to prepare for my date.




  Jeff pulled into my driveway promptly at 6:30 p.m. in his yellow convertible. He was polite and polished with my parents, assuring them he would have me home by curfew, and then he tucked me into the front seat next to him. I could smell fried chicken coming from the picnic basket.




  Stan was sitting in a rocker on his porch, watching us as we drove off. Jeff nodded stiffly to him; Stan nodded back.




  “I didn’t know you lived next door to Stan,” Jeff said.




  “All my life,” I said. Just then my cell phone rang. I answered it, and Stan said, “Tell Jeff that you want to go to the movies.”




  “Give me a break, Stan,” I said, and hung up.




  Jeff glanced over at me. “What did Stan want?” he asked.




  “Stan thinks we should go to the movies instead of to the park,” I explained. “He thinks the White Lady will come and get us if we go there.”




  Jeff laughed. “I didn’t think Stan was so superstitious!” he said. “Or is he jealous?” he asked, glancing at me again.




  “I don’t know!” I said impishly. “Maybe!”




  We laughed and talked all the way to the park. Jeff parked the car in the lot next to Lake Ontario, and we crossed the street to what he called “the White Lady’s castle,” which overlooks both Lake Ontario and the smaller Lake Durand, a lovely, tree-shrouded lake directly across the street from Lake Ontario. We climbed up the stairs and spread the blanket out on the grassy spot at the top, behind the cobblestone wall. I unpacked the picnic basket, and we sat munching fried chicken and comparing notes about our teachers. Then Jeff started making some sly, rather uncomplimentary remarks about Stan, which I didn’t appreciate. I guess he didn’t like Stan calling me and telling me not to go to the park. When I didn’t respond to his witticism, Jeff changed the subject, embarking upon a monologue of his athletic exploits, which, frankly, bored me to tears. Jeff was really cute, but I prefer my guys to have a bit more modesty than Jeff was currently displaying.




  It was dusk when I heard a crashing noise and a familiar muffled cursing coming from the trees behind us. I knew at once that it was Stan. Jeff looked around.




  “What was that?” he asked lazily.




  “Just some kids fooling around,” I said, glaring at Stan, who retreated behind a tree. Go home, I mouthed at him and turned to smile at Jeff.




  “Fooling around, eh?” Jeff said, giving me a wicked grin. “Sounds like fun!”




  Jeff leaned toward me, and I jumped up and walked over to the right side of the wall to look out at Durand Lake. I wasn’t going to kiss that vain bore, even to get back at Stan.




  To my right, the mist was rising off Durand Lake and the light was growing dim. I could see Stan scrambling down the hill toward the lake as silently as he could. He looked upset, but it served him right for following me on my date. Then I heard a step behind me and Jeff slid his arms around my waist.




  “What’s the matter, Jamie? Are you playing hard to get?” he asked, nuzzling my neck.




  I was watching the mist over the lake, which was swirling strangely. I blinked a few times and suddenly realized that I was seeing a beautiful woman solidifying before my eyes. Two smaller swirls beside her became German shepherds. The White Lady was watching Stan, who had just reached the road at the bottom of the hill. She did not look happy to see him. Stan did not look happy to see her either. For a moment, my neighbor and the ghost stared at one another. The dogs at her side bristled, baring their teeth at him. Then the ghost gestured to the dogs and they ran toward Stan. Stan hightailed it back up the slope as fast as he could go, the ghost dogs snapping at his heels. The White Lady’s face transformed from that of a beautiful woman to that of a haggard witch. She started rising up from the surface of the lake, following the crashing sounds Stan was making as he ran up the hill.




  “Don’t be so shy,” Jeff said, nuzzling my hair.




  Just then, the White Lady caught a glimpse of me and Jeff cuddled up next to the wall. Stan was forgotten in an instant. I stiffened as the ghost, accompanied by her two dogs, started rushing toward us! Feeling me tense, Jeff looked up and saw the White Lady for the first time. He let go of me so fast that I fell against the wall. Jeff didn’t even notice. He was too busy stumbling backward, gasping swear words, and falling over the picnic basket. I was frozen to the spot, praying that the stories about the White Lady were true, and that she protected females rather than killing them. The White Lady ignored me completely. I ducked as she sailed right over my head in a rush of freezing cold air. She was aiming for Jeff with a look of murder on her face, and Jeff didn’t wait around. He flew around the wall and half-ran half-stumbled down the stairs, the White Lady on his heels.




  I grabbed my cell phone and ran to the top of the steps just as two enormous, semitransparent German shepherds flew across the wall in pursuit of their mistress. I jumped out of their way and watched Jeff running across the road and down the hill towards Lake Ontario, the White Lady and her dogs in hot pursuit. I flipped open my cell phone, started to dial 9-1-1, then paused. The emergency staff would think I was a kook if I reported a malicious ectoplasm chasing my date into the lake. Who do you call when a ghost gets out of hand?




  Jeff plunged into the lake and submerged. The White Lady floated over the place he disappeared, looking very upset and very determined.




  Just then, I heard someone call my name. I turned around. Stan was at the edge of the woods, looking nervously at the ghosts hovering over the water. I was relieved to see him in one piece.




  “Are you okay?” he called.




  I nodded and waved him into the woods, afraid of what the White Lady might do if she saw him. Then I turned back to see what was happening to Jeff.




  The White Lady was floating back and forth over the water discontentedly. There was no sign of Jeff. He has to be making some kind of world record for holding his breath, I mused. The White Lady turned slowly toward shore and started floating up, up, up to the overlook until she drew even with me. The ghost and I looked at each other for a moment. Finally, she nodded to me, her face once again beautiful. Then she beckoned to the dogs, and together they floated out over Durand Lake, growing dimmer and dimmer until they had faded away completely.




  I turned back toward Lake Ontario and saw Jeff’s head come bursting out of the water. He gasped desperately for air, looking around for the White Lady.




  “Jeff!” I shouted. “She’s gone!”




  I started running down the stairs as Jeff raced from the lake. He looked neither right nor left. He just ran straight up the bank and into the parking lot, leaped into his car, and roared away. I stopped halfway down the steps, my mouth hanging open. He left me, I thought blankly. That no-good rotter left me alone with the ghost and her two dogs.




  It was almost completely dark now. I walked slowly back up the stairs, wondering what to do. Mechanically, I gathered up the remains of the picnic and folded up the blanket. Then I flipped open my cell phone and dialed a familiar number.




  “Yes?” Stan answered on the first ring.




  “Did you see that?” I demanded into my phone.




  “I saw that,” Stan said, keeping his voice neutral.
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  “He left me! He didn’t even try to find out if I was all right,” I said indignantly. “Would you give me a ride home?”




  “I’d be happy to,” said Stan. He hesitated a moment and then said, “You know, there’s still time to catch a late movie.”




  I thought about it. On the one hand, there was handsome, popular Jeff who had left me to the mercy of the White Lady. On the other hand, there was my faithful Stan, who had been chased by the White Lady’s dogs and had come back to make sure I was all right. Of course, this whole scene might have been an elaborate plot by Stan to get a date with me. Still, the ghosts had seemed real.




  “Okay,” I said into the phone.




  There was a stunned pause, and then Stan said, “I’ll bring the car to the bottom of the stairs.” He hung up.




  I could hear his whoop of utter happiness all the way across the park. A moment later, I heard a car engine start, and I knew he was on his way to pick me up. I grabbed the picnic basket and started down the stairs, grinning from ear to ear, to meet Stan.




  2




  The Party at Wild Goose Tavern




  ELLIS ISLAND




  Way back before the great immigrant station dominated its shores, Ellis Island was known as Gibbet Island because it was the favored spot for hanging pirates, mutineers, and other evildoers. The British authorities intended to discourage lawless behavior with such dramatic displays, and for a time it worked. The good Dutch folk living in Communipaw, on the western side of the Hudson, were dissuaded from openly behaving in a less-than-moral way, and the community prospered.




  The sole exception was a rogue named Yan Yost Vanderscamp, who seemed destined to rebel against authority whenever possible. Vanderscamp was the nephew of the landlord of the Wild Goose Tavern, and true to his name, he was as mischievous and twisted a scamp as ever set foot in Communipaw. The sleepy Dutch burghers who gathered together to smoke and drink Hollands during the long winter evenings viewed the lad with alarm whenever he set foot in the bar, having experienced his practical jokes more than once. No one was surprised when Vanderscamp became a pirate as soon as he was old enough to leave home.




  Yan took his friend Pluto to sea with him, and soon they had gathered together a boisterous band of pirates, who preyed upon honest folk up and down the shores of the Atlantic. Periodically, Yan would come home to Communipaw to visit the Wild Goose Tavern and plague the honest, God-fearing folks in the community.




  When his uncle died, Vanderscamp inherited the Wild Goose Tavern. Such was the drinking, gaming, swearing, and general uproar caused by Vanderscamp’s men when they took over the tavern that the good Dutch burghers abandoned the Wild Goose completely. The people of Communipaw petitioned the British authorities to help them end the disgraceful goings-on in their quiet community. In response, the authorities laid a trap for the swashbuckling buccaneers late one night. They managed to catch three of the pirates before the others escaped. The British strung Vanderscamp’s men up on Gibbet Island and left their bodies hanging there in chains as a warning to their fellow pirates. The boisterous behavior stopped after that night, though the Dutch burghers still did not feel comfortable enough to visit the tavern. Vanderscamp and his men came and went in secret, and mysterious lights would appear late at night when good folk should be in bed and asleep.




  About a month following the British raid on the Wild Goose Tavern, Vanderscamp and Pluto paid a late night visit to their pirate ship. As they were sailing back to Communipaw, a squall broke, forcing them to shelter in the lee of Gibbet Island, where their comrades had been executed. The lightning flashed, the rain beat down, and the thunder roared overhead as Yan Yost Vanderscamp and Pluto huddled miserably aboard their skiff, the bodies of their hung companions swaying above them in the brutal wind, rags fluttering and chains grinding.




  Yan shrank away from the grisly sight, drinking deeply from his bottle of rum. Pluto jeered at him, scorn filling his eyes and creasing his face. He said, “You claim that you fear no man, living or dead. Why do you shrink away from your friends?”




  “I do not fear them,” Yan said sharply. He took another swig from his bottle and then raised it toward the bodies of his dead companions and cried, “Here’s to you lads! If you should care to go walking tonight, make sure you visit the Wild Goose Tavern for supper!”




  The wind roared about the corpses, rattling the chains and creaking the bones of the dead pirates. For a moment, it sounded as if the dead men were laughing in response to Yan’s words. Vanderscamp sat down quickly. “Let us leave here,” he said to Pluto. His friend nodded, speechless for once.




  It was midnight before they reached Communipaw, and the storm continued to lash at them as Vanderscamp and Pluto ran to the Wild Goose Tavern. As Yan entered the building, the sound of boisterous singing and the clanking of bottles reached his ears. Yan was furious. A party was being held upstairs in his absence!




  Yan took the stairs two at a time and threw open the door. Seated at the table inside the room were three twisted, withered corpses. Yan gasped as he recognized the dead comrades he had toasted on Gibbet Island. The table was set for a meal, and each corpse held a tankard of ale. The candles lighting the room were burning with a strange blue color that seemed to highlight the ropes around the necks of the dead pirates and the chains binding hands and feet. They were clinking their tankards together and singing their favorite drinking song. When they saw Yan, the corpses gave a roar of greeting and beckoned for him to join them at their grisly feast.
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  Yan gave a shout of pure terror and threw himself backward, away from the sinister scene. His foot slipped on the top step, and he plunged down the stairs, landing with a terrible clatter, his head hitting the floor with a very final-sounding thump.




  The neighbors found him at the foot of the stairs the next morning and had him buried in the churchyard for the sake of his sainted uncle. The tavern had been deserted by the buccaneers, and all the ill-gotten plunder was gone. At first, the people of Communipaw assumed that Pluto had killed Yan and escaped with the loot. Then Pluto’s drowned body was found on the following day, lodged among the rocks just below the swaying bodies of his fellow pirates. So Yan’s death remained an unsolved mystery.




  For many years afterward, no honest person would set foot upon Gibbet Island. Several times, holy folk tried to purge the island with bell, book, and candle, for it was said to be haunted by dark shadows and strange lights. But their efforts never completely rid the island of its ghosts. To this day, boatmen passing the island at night will sometimes hear the creak and groan of chains swaying in the wind as they near the site of the pirates’ execution, and some have even caught glimpses of Vanderscamp and his pirates wandering its shores.




  3




  The Gray Lady




  RICHMOND TOWN, STATEN ISLAND




  My grandkids find it hard to believe that their all-American, Yankee grandfather actually fought for the wrong side in the Revolutionary War. But it’s true. I came to America as part of the British Army sent to quell the uprising in the Colonies. It wasn’t until after the war that I decided this was the place for me and settled permanently in the newly formed United States of America, taking me a Yankee bride.




  I was with a Scottish regiment and we were stationed in Richmond Town. There were a number of Tories on the island, and their pretty daughters flirted and danced with the officers, which caused a ruckus at times. There were at least two men—boyhood chums of mine serving in the same Highland regiment—who got themselves in a bad way over a Tory girl. To this day their fate angers me.




  She was a pretty girl with fair hair, large blue eyes, and pink cheeks. The men all called her “Rosie,” though I do not believe that was her real name. Her father was a Tory and a volunteer officer with General Howe, so she was often seen about headquarters. She was the most determined flirt on the island, and never a day passed when she wasn’t seen sweethearting with one man or another. My friends, David and Ian, were both smitten with her. The serious, dark-haired David was the one she favored, I think, but I had seen her walking about with merry, fair-haired Ian, too.




  David, Ian, and I had grown up in the same Highland village, and we had always been the best of friends. We were foolish rascals in those days, hotheaded and ready to take a dare. Our mothers despaired of us growing to manhood, but somehow we survived our tomfoolery and entered the regiment as soon as we were of an eligible age.




  At first, I didn’t think Rosie would be a problem. It was obvious to everyone that she was a terrible flirt. Surely David and Ian would not let such a creature destroy a lifelong friendship! But I was wrong. Shortly after I saw Ian and Rosie walking together, David and Ian got into a fight. They made it up the next morning, but later that day I saw Rosie talking with David in the street. I watched as Ian passed the couple, and he refused to answer when Rosie called out to him. The look on his face sent a chill up my spine.




  From that moment on, Ian and David were enemies. They each tried to outdo the other in their wooing of Rosie. Flowers, gifts they could ill afford, love poetry, and music were all part of the arsenal they used to win the fair maiden. To no avail. Rosie encouraged each of them, smiling first upon David and then upon Ian with equal favor. But she also smiled on several other men in the regiment. After many futile efforts at reconciliation, I stayed aloof from their feud. I refused to side with either of them and to their credit, each remained my friend.




  There was a particularly trying day when Rosie decided to try her tricks on me. She caught me walking down the road and very prettily asked me to escort her to a local entertainment. I refused as politely as I could, but when she pressed the matter, I told her exactly what I thought of her flirtatious ways and refused to have anything to do with her. Rosie hated me for my frankness. She tried to turn David and Ian against me, but I was the one topic on which she could not sway them. They knew I could be trusted and would not betray them.




  There finally came a night when David and Ian could stand it no more. David issued a formal challenge to Ian to meet him the next day in the dueling hollow just southwest of the town of New Dorf. I tried to talk them out of the duel, but they were as hotheaded as they ever had been and would not listen to me. I refused to be a second to either of them, and once again they did not think ill of me for not supporting one or the other in the feud. This made me feel worse, if that was possible. I forced a doctor to accompany me to the dueling hollow, fearing for the lives of my friends.




  They were just pacing off when we arrived. They took their pistols in hand and fired when the command was given. Ian and David both dropped to the ground, blood staining the red coats of their military uniforms. The doctor and I sprinted over to them. David was closest. I knelt beside him for a moment and saw that he was mortally wounded—shot through the heart. He smiled weakly up at me, murmured Rosie’s name, and died before I could say a word to him. I stared in shock at his dead face and then ran over to where Ian lay. The men moved aside so the doctor and I could reach him. I saw at once that Ian was dead. He must have died instantly.




  With the help of the men in my regiment, we carried my friends’ bodies back to Richmond Town. I caught a glimpse of Rosie, watching from the side of the road as we carried their bodies through the town. Her pretty face was blank. Did she feel any remorse at the death of her two suitors? I wondered angrily. If I were not a Christian man, I would have shot her right then and there for destroying two lives with her flirtatious ways.




  We buried David and Ian at the church in unmarked graves, since none of us had the money for a monument. After a small service, we rejoined our regiment and life went on.




  I watched Rosie from afar, trying to see some sign of remorse or grief in her. Surely she could not be so cold-blooded as to ignore the deaths of two of her suitors. Yet she continued to flirt with the officers and make merry with their hearts as if nothing had happened. It sickened me.




  One evening, a week after the duel, I slipped away to the cemetery to visit my friends’ graves. As I approached in the twilight, I saw a slender figure, dressed in gray, planting flowers over the two unmarked mounds. It was Rosie. She was crying as she dug into the earth, silent tears rolling down her cheeks. I stood silently, watching her as she completed her work. She brushed away the tears at last, leaving a smudge on her cheek, and walked away into the gathering twilight, her shoulders slumped.




  At that moment I realized how very young she was. It must be terrible to be so young and know you are responsible for the deaths of two good men. Not that I excused her in any way, but for the first time, I pitied her.




  The war continued, and more mounds joined those of David and Ian in the cemetery. Rosie was still the belle of Richmond Town, but she had lost the pink bloom in her cheeks that had given her the nickname “Rosie.” Almost a year to the day of the duel, she succumbed to pneumonia, and her body was interred in the cemetery, not far from David and Ian.
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  Shortly after her death, the figure of a gray lady began to appear each evening in the graveyard. She would walk among the soldiers’ graves before standing over the mounds that covered the bodies of David and Ian. Then she would kneel beside the graves, silver tears coursing down her face, each tear shining brightly in the twilight. The townsfolk claimed the ghost looked just like Rosie, but I never went to see for myself.




  4




  Redemption




  WEST SENECA




  I watched them from the upper window as they played games in the yard. They never seemed to see me, the mother or the father. They were young, caught up in their own lives and concerns, and did not have time for an old German man who did not speak English as well as he should. But their little boy saw me. He looked up and waved cheerfully to me, and his mother asked who he was waving to. “My friend,” he said, pointing at me. She looked up at the window and her gaze went straight through me. She turned away and I sighed. Only children seem to notice what is really there. Adults are too busy to see.
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