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				To the sick, sordid, and imaginatively gruesome minds who have spun horror and fear: Clive Barker, Wes Craven, Lucio Fulci, Stephen King, Edgar Allan Poe, Bram Stoker (just the tip of the gates of hell, so to speak). Thank you for igniting the fire of my imagination. Because of you, there are monsters.
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			Introduction

			Behind every man now alive stand thirty ghosts, for that is the ratio by which the dead outnumber the living.

			—Arthur C. Clarke, 2001: A Space Odyssey

			Beantown. The Hub. (Why thank you, Oliver Wendell Holmes!) The Walking City. The Cradle of Liberty (although Philadelphia also jostles for that dignified moniker).

			Cultured, iconic, educated, diverse, fast-paced, a nerve center of ideas, architecturally rich, historically gilded.

			Boston (or, to mimic the local colloquialism, “Baahstin”) has many names, even more attributes: It’s home to nearly three dozen colleges, an incubator for innovation, and its residents are headstrong and proud (especially when it comes to their sports teams); the numerous events that occurred over its 385 years of existence are pivotal not only to its own history, but to that of the country, and, ultimately, the world.

			And with history, come ghosts. Centuries’ worth of them.

			Much like artifacts, they linger—serving as mysteries, reminders, cautionary tales; readily revealing themselves, coyly being coaxed out over time, or content to remain abstruse and unseen for hundreds of years. Boston and its surroundings are plentiful with specters, apparitions, and ghouls both benign and spiteful, along with other legends and lore of the unexplained, the unidentified, the eerie, and the outright terrifying.

			Founded in 1630 just a decade after the momentous Mayflower landing, Boston has long been a city of secrets and firsts—it was where patriotism was fomented with such events as the 1770 Boston Massacre and the Boston Tea Party in 1773, literally igniting with the first volley of shots and ensuing initial casualties of the American Revolution in adjacent Lexington and Concord. It was the location of the first regularly issued newspaper, the first state constitution, the first subway, the first telephone, the first schools for African Americans and for the blind. It also bred the likes of Whitey Bulger and the still (positively) unidentified “Boston Strangler” (or “stranglers”); played unfortunate host to the tragic 2013 Boston Marathon bombing and the infamously accident-prone and money-devouring Big Dig.

			Much like other turbulent historic cities, generations of Bostonians have lived through times of corruption and success, plenty and pain, revolution and reinvention.

			As Mark Twain once remarked of their experience and studiousness, “In New York, they ask, ‘How much money does he have?’ In Philadelphia, they ask, ‘Who were his parents?’ In Boston they ask, ‘How much does he know?’”

			It is a city (and an area at large) where the bygone and the present are infused—and indeed, where the past is so prevalent that it can’t possibly be left behind or forgotten.

			Nor can its ghosts—rebellious and persistent, a trait they share with both their ancestors and their descendants, they endure.

		

	
		
			
			Part 1

			An Eerie Investigation

			Now I know what a ghost is. Unfinished business, that’s what.

			—Salman Rushdie

			As long as we have been able to walk upright and form thoughts, humans have striven to make contact with the things we have no words for, that which we have been so long unable to comprehend.

			 Come along, explore the unknown, in the cold and dark far beyond twilight.

		

	
		
			
			Chapter 1

			A Chilly (and Chilling) Evening at the Veasey Estate in Groveland

			It’s 9:05 p.m. A January night.

			A penetrating chill bites even gloved fingers raw and stiffens joints to rusty hinges; Venus lingers in the sky as the moon tarries in its arrival.

			Cresting a hill in the small north-of-Boston town of Groveland, a rambling building—its main structure a little over a century old but with a hodgepodge of newer sections tacked on here and there over the decades—sits hulking and dark against the cold.

			But not empty.

			Navigating its dim passageways, empty and echoing halls, and various rooms where antique furniture stands in bulky silhouette, a team of researchers outfitted with a cadre of cameras, recorders, and meters is here hoping to bridge the chasm between our tangible world and the spectral one.

			Members of the Massachusetts paranormal group the New England Ghost Project, they begin their investigation in the estate’s living room—giant fireplace at center set with stones carved and stippled by the nearby Merrimack River; decor of Oriental rugs and colorful glass lamps—that serves as the centerpiece of the forty-seven-and-a-half acre town-owned Veasey Memorial Park.

			The flag outside slaps in protest against the frigid wind; the boiler below hums in a constant and conscientious battle against nature’s pervasive draft. The team members hold their equipment aloft, sweeping it across the darkened space. The floorboards grouse as the visitors walk around like moving shadows; their voices are disembodied and reverberating in the dark; the lights from their equipment shine like tiny red eyes.

			“Do you feel anything?” Ron Kolek, founder of the New England Ghost Project, asks the gathered assembly.

			“As I’m sitting here, I feel dizzy,” replies self-described medium Lesley Marden.

			“Spinny dizzy?” Kolek volleys.

			“Like when you’ve had too much to drink dizzy,” Marden clarifies.

			This bit of information is copied back to the control room by walkie-talkie. A click and a hiss and the reply, “Got it.”

			Recorder running, Jim Stonier, a self-identified specialist in electronic voice phenomena (EVP), asks of unseen attendants, “Anyone in here who would like to communicate?”

			After a moment or two, he continues. “We just want to make contact with you. We mean you no harm. We come with the utmost respect.”

			Pause. “What is your name?”

			Another beat. This time, Kolek: “Are you a male?”

			After a few more simple questions, they rewind the recording, play it back. The deliberate halts between their questions are filled in: a rhythmic sound, low and deep and grating, like the thrumming of tired-out machinery.

			Not a name or a positive answer to the gender question—but clearly, inexplicably, something.

			Warmhearted Wraiths

			 The Veasey estate, named for the early twentieth-century mill owner who built it, is indicative of the nature of the ghosts of the Boston area. From illustrious historical sites to spots ever so obscure (even encompassing just mere square feet of land), specters and apparitions, whether malevolent or harmless, don’t discriminate. They are ubiquitous throughout the region—only fitting for an area so resonant with history.

			Veasey, although one of greater Boston’s lesser-known haunted locales, remains one of its most active and enigmatic.

			Full-bodied apparitions have been sighted there, and various images and sounds have been captured in encounters both sought after and chance. Kolek, a doubter-­transformed-believer after experiencing a close brush with death, has explored Veasey on numerous occasions, and describes each and every time as different, unpredictable.

			“You have no idea what to expect,” says the resident of the town of Dracut during a recent, on-site investigation, who has also written books about his various expeditions plumbing the ghostly realm, hosts radio shows about the metaphysical, and teaches Ghost Hunting 101 classes. “You just go in being open, and whatever happens, you react to it.”

			Erected between 1909 and 1910, the estate—initially a bungalow but now encompassing a chapel, hall, suite, mill, and green room—served as a summer home for wealthy industrialist Arthur D. Veasey. Built on a hill overlooking a pond, it was constructed in the Arts and Crafts style, which succeeded the embellished Victorian era of architecture, and embraced simplicity, practicality, unobtrusiveness, and locally sourced materials and labor.

			A quintessential self-made man and fervent outdoorsman, Veasey started out driving carriages for successful businessman Benjamin Hale around 1873 at age nineteen; intelligent and ambitious, he worked his way up through Hale’s company and eventually bought out his boss. His three-building operation, erased with time, was the once thriving Groveland Mills. Workers there produced fabric and wool, initially for blankets for the Union Army, later for seats for newfangled machines known as automobiles being manufactured by Henry Ford.

			But by the 1930s, the mill equipment became outdated, and the buildings were dismantled. After Veasey passed, his family sold the property, which changed hands several times before it came into the possession of an order of Italian Catholic nuns, the Little Missionary Sisters of Charity, in the 1950s. Their initial mission was to establish a novitiate on the property, a proving ground for prospective nuns. But with the tempestuousness of the 1960s and the defunding of state asylums in the latter half of the twentieth century, they turned their attention to the care of the mentally ill. That began with women displaced by Danvers State Hospital, who were set up in dorm rooms the nuns built in the bungalow’s larger rooms. Over the years, they also added an east wing that encompassed a large and small chapel, a dining hall and function hall, as well as a swimming pool and a cottage that hosted visiting priests and, later, hospice patients.

			Finally, in 1996, eighty-five-plus years after it was erected, the town of Groveland purchased the property.

			Given the estate’s altruistic history, the phantoms that are said to inhabit it are believed to be mostly benign. “The nuns did so much care and worshipful loving here for so many years, I really feel that they infused the place,” Kolek says while standing in the group’s makeshift command center on a harshly cold Saturday night in mid-January. “I get such a feeling of well-being when here. I don’t think there’s anything scary here.”

			Still, that’s not to say that run-ins with the supposed local spirits aren’t shocking.

			In particular, many visitors to the property have witnessed two nunnish-looking” women—one big, one little. Kolek came upon them—or, rather, they upon him—one night when he was house-sitting the property when it was on the real estate market. As he was watching TV, they abruptly entered the room, startling him, and walked right through a wall. The same ethereal duo has been seen hovering in the kitchen area.

			Then there have been less palpable presences—for instance, when park event manager Dorna Caskie stayed over one night with her two children, they were all startled awake at 3 a.m. “I felt like I was in a room full of very excited and very happy children,” she says from a spot in the kitchen, a set of property keys jangling from her elbow. It was “absolutely electric and very profound.”

			Ethereal Inspection

			Kolek and his team hope for something similarly intense on this winter night.

			A little after 7 p.m., they show up in the dark parking lot, a caravan of cars and SUVs, the building a stark contour against the white slope of snow.

			Bustling with a rhythm of routine, the crew of a half dozen lugs in large black cases of equipment, unreels and runs long strings of electrical cords along hardwood and linoleum, positions cameras (four in total) in various rooms, and sets up a temporary control station of several monitors, all the while communicating via walkie-talkie.

			As Kolek explains, they always run without lights, and always at night, because the atmosphere is much quieter and there are fewer (human) bodies around. Also, “some people believe that the veil between the two realms is thinner at night,” he explains.

			Ultimately, as he describes, ghost hunting—whether you’re an earnest believer, a cynic, or agnostic—has a unique methodology involving an array of technology, measured calculations, deduction, analysis, and a keen ability to discern between what are believed to be “real” encounters or just mere flukes.

			With a degree in environmental science and a background working for the space program and Raytheon, he was an unlikely convert to paranormal research—he was, as he describes, “the ultimate skeptic” for most of his life. That all changed nearly twenty years ago, when he accidentally maimed his left hand with a table saw, severing his middle finger and the tip of his thumb. They were reattached in a six-hour operation—but during the process, he suffered a pulmonary embolism and was taken to the intensive care unit. After that near-death experience, he became intrigued with the celestial world.

			Now, “I call myself a dumb psychic,” he says of his various brushes with the “body impaired,” as he jokingly refers to ghosts. “I don’t really try; things just come to me.”

			With a shrug: “We’re all our own instruments.”

			Scattered around the building, members of the team make use of theirs to take “baseline” scans. Some employ handheld temperature gauges and meters that pick up on electromagnetic fields; others record markedly different impressions.

			Marden, of Laconia, New Hampshire—a small city tucked along the shore of Lake Winnipesaukee—uses her perceptions to feel out the varying intensities of power across the rooms. With her is Karin Ruck of the nearby town of Boxford (who doesn’t call herself a medium, per se, but claims to have “sensitivities”).

			“As a whole, this place has a nice energy. It’s kind of inviting,” reflects Marden, documenting her responses on a digital device. Describing herself as “aware of the things that people couldn’t see for as far back as I can remember,” she reports “a lot of different energies” in the turn-of-the-twentieth-century building.

			Inside the great room: a sense of the 1940s. Within the kitchen: something having to do with head trauma. Elsewhere: a grazing touch of the walls yields an aura of “sickness,” or corroded arteries.

			In the basement, meanwhile, both she and Ruck identify a male energy and an unmistakable path, trodden over the decades, passing from the entry door to the kitchen.

			“It’s just this tunnel of energy,” Marden considers. She takes a few steps and pauses. “Then it kind of ends here.”

			Back upstairs, in a small room raised a few steps and now used by the local chapter of the Veterans of Foreign Wars (VFW), Marden stops, looking around, one hand on her hip.

			“Nervous energy,” Ruck whispers, as much to herself as to her spirit-seeking partner.

			“I feel like I have to pace,” Marden says. She begins to do so, then blurts, “Male.”

			Back down in the control room, Kolek ensures everything is ready, scanning the four-way, split-screen monitor, securing cables, testing meters and walkie-talkies.

			All is prepped. Soon, the lights go off, one by one. The examination begins.

			In the one-time living room, the half dozen or so gathered make note of various energies. Gravitating to one of the corners near the fireplace, Marden says she senses a man with a mustache and dark hair, then announces “flash!” as she takes a photo. The space is illuminated in a quick burst of light, its visitors and their surroundings suspended behind temporarily strained eyes as a sort of real-life photographic negative when the dark descends once more.

			“I feel someone watching us, male,” Kolek says, striding to and fro.

			Marden muses as she walks in her own pendulous way, “I get a sensation in my legs.”

			She starts, “Ooh! The corner’s kind of funky.”

			“Isn’t it?”

			“That’s more than residual.”

			They move along to the adjacent room, a clock dustily ticking the seconds along, rocking chairs creaking back and forth as the spectral detectives take their seats. Marden reports a “female energy”; Ruck a headache on the left side of her head.

			The radio squeals with static. Apparently, as they are informed, the monitors show the distinctive image of a woman. Stonier addresses one member of the group: “Well—there’s someone sitting next to you.”

			Later, while on a lone vigil in the kitchen, Kolek sees what he describes as light anomalies (or unexplained, but clearly discernible, moving beams of light). He also captures what he believes is a ghost trying to make contact.

			In a recording, he poses a question: “There have been reports of a female spirit here—are you here?”

			The response occurs in just a split second—it could be a guttural, breathy “No!” A whoosh of clothing. A gruff brush against the sensitive microphone.

			For hours, the group continues in its exploration, pausing in each room for anywhere from a minute to several, all the while taking pictures, capturing sound and video—then moving on to the next.

			By 12:30 a.m., the moon finally having made its appearance, rays glancing off the bright snowy hill leading down from the bungalow, the team repacks their equipment, hauls it back out, loads up their cars.

			As they go, the building sits silent and brooding atop its hill, clinging to its secrets.

		

	
		
			
			Part 2

			The Center of It All

			It’s not called “the Hub” for nothing.

			Since the nickname was co-opted and abbreviated from an initially satirical characterization made by Oliver Wendell Holmes Sr. in 1858—the poet-doctor compared the city’s egocentricity to that of “all other considerable, and inconsiderable places”—Boston has been a center of intellectualism, ingenuity, and ideas.

			And, also, spirits. As with their non-cadaverous counterparts who work, live, study, innovate, and create here, ghosts of all types are particularly active in the thrumming heart of the city.

		

	
		
			
			Chapter 2

			The Boston Common

			It’s April 1895. The cusp of a new and vibrant century. Advancements all across the spectrum—from medicine, to transportation, to manufacturing, to technology—are fundamentally revolutionizing day-to-day life.

			Down on the historic Boston Common, a massive project is underway to construct the country’s first subway—ultimately culminating in nearly two miles of tunnels cutting seventeen feet underground, and costing an estimated five million dollars, as reported by the Boston Globe. It is an exciting and anticipated development, and spectators from all across the city gather in crowds to catch glimpses of the massive undertaking.

			But as the earth is excavated to make way for what will eventually be the Boylston Green Line T stop—workers tackling trenches in sections, horses continuously hauling away cartful by cartful of fill, dust clogging the spring air—more than dirt and rocks are revealed.

			Inexplicably, human remains are mixed in among the detritus: skulls in various states of completeness, a variety of bones—some as frail and dry as twigs—fragments of rotted clothing, clumps of hair that unforgiving time diminished to the consistency of hay.

			It is a grisly and disturbing find, and one that ultimately hints at a dark past lingering—quite literally—just beneath the surface of this centuries-old historic, pastoral landscape.

			With progress, come casualties. Every civilization is built upon the pain of the suffering. In Boston, one of the country’s oldest and most historic cities, the story is no different.

			Take a walk today along Boston Common—the United States’ first city park—and you’ll find it teeming with a riot of life: sunbathers, picnickers, shade-seekers reading or lounging beneath stately maples and oaks that silently have watched this city transform with the passing centuries; historical reenactors, musicians; flying Frisbees, the enticing aroma of sweet and salty indulgences wafting from push carts.

			But this conviviality conceals a macabre history of persecution, intolerance, pain, and untimely death. And, as a result, the fifty-acre green space that attracts both tourists and locals of the living variety is said to be a roaming ground for a number of aggrieved, mistreated, listless—and also a couple of decidedly benign—spirits.

			Common Haunts

			Imagine this space as it was roughly 450 years ago—relatively unperturbed, wild, referred to by the natives as “Shawmut.” Civilization begins to encroach in the late 1620s: Anglican clergyman William Blaxton—often spelled “Blackstone” in more contemporary times—lays claim to it after emigrating from Europe in the late 1500s on a religious mission. He settles in the area that is now the tony Beacon Hill neighborhood, effectively becoming Boston’s first known permanent European resident. He builds a cabin, plants the first apple orchard, and uses the land that is today’s Common as a grazing area for his livestock.

			Time brings more European settlers, and the Puritans soon dominate the area, which they establish as the Massachusetts Bay Colony in the mid-1600s. As their burgeoning population begins to swell the borders of their settlement, they turn to Blaxton, purchasing fifty acres for communal purposes.

			Thus, the Boston Common is established in 1634.

			As the years pass, its use changes with the times; it is a public grazing land at first, then a camp for soldiers during the English occupation and the bloody Revolutionary War, and, most notoriously, as the Puritans enact their strict and inflexible rule, the setting for innumerable public hangings and the site of a massive, unmarked burial ground.

			For nearly two hundred years, the large green space serves as a prolific and bloody execution site. The Puritans, particularly, do not discriminate with the noose—anyone from lesser criminals to murderers, pirates, Native Americans, Quakers, and accused witches were strung up by the neck. Initially, the thick branches of an enormous elm with an umbrella-like canopy serves as the fateful end for many a traitor, malcontent, or would-be revolutionary—as well as many of the falsely accused or those simply born to the wrong city or the wrong era. Later, hangmen make use of traditional gallows.

			The deathly setup is finally disassembled in 1817, as prevailing opinion begins to view public execution as cruel and unusual. In 1876, as if for further confirmation of the changing times, the infamous hanging tree is toppled in a storm—perhaps no longer able to bear the burden of the countless souls it has taken?—and its former location is today commemorated by a simple weathered plaque set in the ground.

			But until then, as neck by neck is slung up, the gruesome—and decidedly unsanitary—practice is to leave the dead bodies dangling on display for an indefinite amount of time, one reason being to serve as a deterrent for those contemplating malicious deeds. If family or friends—or perhaps just an empathetic stranger—did not come by the cloak of night to cut the corpse down and bury it in an unidentified grave on the common, it was eventually removed and dumped unceremoniously in the Charles River.

			But some believe they linger still. Visitors have reported seeing ghostly apparitions swaying in the Common’s trees—accompanied in some cases by the eerie creak of rope rubbing against wood.

			One of the most famous victims of the gallows—whose story also serves as a testimony to the double standard of the “religious freedom” sought by European immigrants to the new land—was Quaker Mary Dyer.

			In the mid-1600s, Puritans denounced Quakers as heretics in the Massachusetts Bay Colony. But Dyer, openly violating the Puritans’ rigid laws, freely interpreted the Bible and preached to fellow Quakers and others on the Boston Common and elsewhere in New England’s early settlements. For her brash actions, she was banished from the Colony on at least three occasions—relocating to Quaker-tolerant Rhode Island—but she unflaggingly continued to return to Boston to spread her beliefs. The Puritans responded by threatening her with the noose, and one well-circulated story tells how she was quite literally given a last-minute reprieve—purportedly when she was on the Common’s gallows with a rope cinched tight around her neck.

			Still, the Puritans didn’t stop with mere intimidation; their tactic was pure vilification. Governor John Winthrop, upon hearing that Dyer had given birth to a deformed, stillborn baby girl, ordered the infant body exhumed and brought it forth as “evidence” of the pious Quaker’s purported heresy. Famously calling it a “monster,” he described the infant, as recounted by Nicholas Goodwin in Spooky Creepy Boston, as having a face but no head or forehead; two mouths, each with “a piece of red flesh sticking out”; four horns, “hard and sharp” over its eyes; “sharp pricks and scales” covering its breast and back; its navel and belly reversed with its back and hips; apelike ears on its shoulders; and, instead of toes, “on each foot three claws, like a young fowl, with sharp talons.” The unfortunate malformation of an innocent child—but for superstitious and devil-fearing Puritans, a terrifying prospect indeed.

			Exasperated by her relentless persistence—blasphemy, as they would portray it—the Puritans ultimately came through on their threats, hanging Dyer on June 1, 1660. With her well-recounted refusal to repent at the gallows, she secured a status in history as a religious martyr.

			Today, she is commemorated with a statue in front of the State House; seated on a bench in a conservative dress and bonnet, hands clasped in her lap, she bears a contemplative countenance.

			But it’s said that her convictions are carried on in more than her bronze likeness. Over the years, there have been varied reports of a mysterious woman in colonial dress wandering around the Common, in some cases weeping. For the harsh and unrelenting treatment of her people? For her malformed unborn child? Only the supposed specter, if she should chose to tell her tale, could say for sure.

			The Discarded Ones

			All of us would like to be remembered in some way or another after our deaths—whether through our children, our work, or an enduring legacy we helped to build. Many, though, have never been given that chance.

			The Common, in addition to claiming the lives of untold guilty and innocent at its gallows, has served another ghastly purpose: a mass, catchall grave for society’s nameless unfortunates, including criminals, the homeless, destitute, and infirm, as well as felled patriot and British soldiers. And what should serve ultimately as a site of enduring respite, its abutting cemetery, Central Burying Ground, also has an inordinate share of displaced, disturbed, anonymous, and hidden dead.

			Many of them might have stayed at peace—in unmarked graves or otherwise—had it not been for the slow advance of civilization.

			In 1836, during a project to connect Boylston and Tremont Streets in downtown Boston, workers cut off a portion of the perimeter of Central Burying Ground, effectively eliminating several graves. It’s said that some of those original inhabitants were left where they were and keep their final rest beneath the ensuing walkway and mall that runs alongside the cemetery. Others, according to the city, were relocated to a tomb on the western edge of the burial ground.

			Meanwhile, in 1895, as workers made their laborious progress beneath Boston’s streets for the pioneering subway system—known to today’s travelers simply as the T—they began to hit upon gruesome artifacts. Work was halted; the eminent Samuel Abbott Green, a doctor and one-time Boston mayor, was brought in for analysis. “This incident was but the beginning of the discovery of other remains which continued daily in considerable numbers for several weeks,” Green wrote in a July 1895 letter to the Boston Transit Commission.

			Acknowledging that the discovery was not altogether unanticipated due to the previous disruption during the excavation of the Boylston mall, he noted that various pieces of the dug-up skeletons were “so incomplete” that it was “impossible now to say with any exactness how many different persons they represented.” In some cases, the fragments were so small that “if found elsewhere would not have been recognized as belonging to the human frame,” he reported. All were diligently collected—and, where possible, corresponding parts of the same body amassed in a box together. In just two instances, remains from tombs of the Tuttle and Lowell families were identified and taken away by representatives, according to Green.

			Meanwhile, a line of buried tombs that he extrapolated were used for the reception of bones unearthed during the Boylston mall project sixty years earlier were found in a range of conditions, from “fair and good” to “almost entirely destroyed.” Coffins were decayed, brick arches caved in, and bones “much decomposed.” “So confused were the contents that it was impossible to find out the number of original internments,” Green wrote.

			All told, he estimated that all the remains—previously disturbed, not previously disturbed, and “lying in confusion”—totaled 1,000 unidentified bodies from various burials over the years.

			But the interruption of their last sleep didn’t stop there; beyond their disinterment, looting spectators purportedly further disturbed the bodies by confiscating macabre souvenirs of bones, hair, and other artifacts abandoned to time.

			The gruesome find—coupled with accidental deaths, gas line leaks, and frequent flooding—ultimately prompted the pastor of Park Street Church adjacent to the Common to deem the subway an “infernal hole” and an “un-Christian outrage,” according to the Boston Globe. It also fueled fears that subterranean digging would release long-abolished diseases. Following the horrifying discovery, the Boston Post fanned public angst with the sensational headline “Hideous Germs Lurk in the Underground Air,” accompanied by a grotesque illustration of a hairless, fanged, two-headed parasite with a globular, featureless body and numerous grasping pincers. It was dubbed the “subway microbe.”

			The discovered remains were eventually buried in a mass grave in the northwest corner of Central Burying Ground and marked fittingly with a large, featureless stone with a simple, concise inscription: “Here were re-interred the remains of persons found under the Boylston Street mall during the digging of the subway, 1895.” As Green noted, a spot was discovered in the cemetery where the remains could be re-interred without, in turn, disturbing even more adjoining graves.

			Boston’s fourth cemetery, established in 1756, Central is the ultimate resting place of an estimated 1,600 men, women, and children—although that number would be difficult to corroborate based on the disparate amount of tombs. Scattered, lichen-covered, and tilted askew by time, they do not betray each and every one of their eternal occupants.

			Among the notables resting within the burial ground’s depths are William Billings (considered the architect of American choral music) and Gilbert Stuart (painter of iconic presidential portraits, although he, buried in an unmarked grave, remains forever anonymous). They lie alongside numerous patriot and British soldiers, foreigners who died while in Boston, and Irish Catholic immigrants whose graves, reflecting their long-repressed status, are simply identified with the word “stranger.”

			Restless for their multitude of reasons, many of the Common’s known and unknown dead are said to make their presence known—and some are not at all shy about it. Similarly, it should be noted that flowers—which serve as a harbinger of sorts to final rest—are not plentiful upon the common proper (although they do, however, flourish in the adjacent public garden).

			Visitors to Central Burying Ground have described a prevailing feeling of being watched, or a general sense of unease and discomfort (not altogether uncommon for those walking among the domains set aside for the dead). Others have reported seeing shadowy figures sidling alongside trees—perhaps disquieted victims of the gallows? Some witnesses have gone so far as to claim sensory contact: a poke to the back, a brush against the shoulder, the groping of a hand in the pocket rattling change and keys. On one or two occasions, others have even sworn they were harshly grabbed from behind—with no one there to confront when they whirled around to identify their brusque attacker.

			In the 1970s, retired dentist Jim McCabe had an even more intimate, oft-described run-in. As he was passing by, he recalled encountering a curious girl; with stringy red hair and an ashy and unhealthy complexion, she was dressed in a filthy, out-of-style garment. Unsettled, he turned away from her—but the mischievous, omnipresent apparition appeared immediately in front of him again and again, no matter which way he faced. As he hurried on, the ghoulish girl supposedly further taunted him by stealthily removing his car keys from his pocket—then returning them and abruptly disappearing.

			Meanwhile, down below in the bowels of the city, the subway tunnels are said to have at least one of their own roving specters. A British soldier, dressed in full redcoat attire and holding a musket, has been seen on several occasions standing on the tracks. A phenomenon experienced in the deep hush of the morning, it is purportedly an initiation of sorts for new T drivers.

			Elsewhere on the Common, less menacing spirits haven’t been hesitant to show themselves. Particularly, two women in Victorian-era dress—strolling pleasantly, chatting inaudibly, seemingly enjoying the day—have materialized among the masses, then suddenly disappear as soon as addressed or acknowledged by the living.

			So ultimately it should be emphasized that, just as history doesn’t come blemish-free, not all those who linger are lost.

		

	
		
			
			Chapter 3

			You Can Check Out Any Time You Like. . . .

			The Omni Parker Hotel

			Just the hurly-burly nature of their business makes hotels a haven for paranormal happenings—the constant influx and departure of people with a diverse array of backgrounds from all over the world; of different ages; at different stages of life and success; coming, going, starting out, washing up, in love, in lust, seeking revenge, asking forgiveness, closing deals, losing them, preparing for the future with a streak of hope or stubbornly stuck in the past.

			For more than 150 years, Boston’s historic Omni Parker House, just a short distance from the Common at the base of Beacon Hill on School Street, has catered to a panoply of clientele, both living and not, merely passing through or settling in for a permanent stay.
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