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INTRODUCTION





  PEOPLE OFTEN ASK ME IF I BELIEVE IN GHOSTS. My initial response is an immediate, automatic, and truthful “Yes!” But I quickly add that my “Yes” is qualified by the following: “Yes! Because I believe there are some rather strange things happening out there.” These unusual, paranormal, mysterious, and unexplainable events might be caused by ghosts, spirits, demons, aliens, trolls, snallygasters, angels, or a combination of the yet-to-be-discovered creatures waiting for their own special identifying word to be listed in a future dictionary.




  After all, since biblical times and through all the centuries of recorded history, references have been made regarding events, sightings, and circumstances generally referred to as “unexplained.” I’ll admit that some eerie happenings are simply coincidences, incorrectly identified incidents, products of overactive and overeager imaginations, and even downright lies told to gain attention. But not all.




  There are things that go bump in the night. There are occurrences that highly credentialed scientists cannot explain. There are government cover-ups. There are certain people who have a psychic “gift” or a “sixth sense.” And I truly believe that some people have had near-death experiences, have been visited by aliens, or have been contacted by messengers or departed loved ones from the other side.




  This is my seventeenth book about the paranormal. It features incidents and unusual happenings throughout the entire state of Maryland; however, please keep in mind that not every story, legend, ghost tale, or unusual event is included between these covers. This is only an overview of Maryland’s numerous ghost tales. A comprehensive collection would fill many volumes, and there would still be items overlooked—plus additional incidents that would have occurred while the latest “complete” collection was being printed and bound.




  And, for sure, readers will remark that some of their local “favorites” have been omitted. Without argument, I agree. The stories in this book are the best I could find—within the publisher’s deadline—after searching old records, interviewing folks, and tracking down leads that went somewhere (and a fair number that went nowhere). So if your special haunted site is omitted, feel free to contact me, and I will do my best to include it in my future volumes.




  While conducting my research, I came across an interesting article, “On the Hunt for Haunts,” published in the Washington Post on October 28, 1993.Reporter David Montgomery made two noteworthy observations: “The State of Maryland is the single largest local owner of haunted real estate” and “the greatest threat to ghosts and demons is neither ghostbusters nor exorcists: it is suburban sprawl, which has killed at least two local ghost stories by turning once-lonely, haunted roads into safe and sterile subdivisions.”




  In the years since Montgomery’s article appeared, too many rural forested acres, spooky lanes, abandoned buildings, and historic sites have been replaced with cookie-cutter developments, modern offices, strip malls, and wider roads. With this acceptance of progress and convenience, we trade away more links with our mysterious past. During this ghost-searching and ghost-writing adventure, I have learned that history shares a solid, ever-present link with folklore and legend—and that there is an ageless human need for a good scary story.




  That’s what this process is all about: finding the unusual tale and delivering it to you, the reader. Your decision to buy this book probably was based on the title and cover. Now, as you move into the written work, I hope you find the stories to be worth your time and money. I hope that within these pages, along with some fascinating tales and legends, you’ll discover the wealth of significant history that occurred in the Old Line State and how important those events were to the founding, development, and decision making in our country.




  These stories have grown out of experiences that occurred when settlers arrived in 1634 on Maryland’s uncharted shores, when young men fought in several wars to defend and establish our nation’s freedom, and when families pulled up stakes and followed their dreams, heading west to explore uncharted lands.




  While Maryland is not the nation’s largest state, many major players in America’s founding and growth lived and visited here. Three noted examples include Francis Scott Key, who wrote the words to our national anthem during the bombardment of Fort McHenry; author Edgar Allan Poe, who created the horror genre in fiction; and John Wilkes Booth, a native son of Maryland, who became America’s most infamous assassin.




  Because of the colony’s central location—between New York and Philadelphia to the north and Washington and Richmond to the south—explorers, murderers, and politicians, as well as businessmen, slave traders, soldiers, and Indians, passed along Maryland’s waterways and early highways. As a result, Maryland’s past is filled with adventures of the famous, the infamous, and the forgotten that are waiting to be shared. These are some of the stories that I think are worth your time.




  Happy reading.
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EASTERN SHORE












EVERY STATE HAS NAMES FOR ITS REGIONS, and in Maryland the most famous is the Eastern Shore. For centuries, these nine counties east of the Chesapeake Bay—Cecil, Kent, Queen Anne’s, Talbot, Caroline, Dorchester, Somerset, Wicomico, and Worcester—have maintained their unique regional culture, and on several occasions, this distinctively independent region (which makes up the largest section of this book) has even considered seceding from the rest of the state. In fact, this significant portion of Maryland—along with the state of Delaware and two counties of the eastern shore of Virginia—makes up a fourteen-county region known as the Delmarva Peninsula.




  With hundreds of waterways, streams, and hidden coves, the names of pirates, watermen, sea monsters, and swamp ghosts are an accepted and natural part of Eastern Shore residents’ vocabulary.




  Among the area legends in this section, you’ll meet a trio of horrifying female spirits—namely, Screaming Polly, Patty Cannon, and Bigg Lizz. Each has her own chilling tale to share, and each is believed to still roam the guts and coves of Maryland’s Eastern Shore.







  
BLEEDING STONE OF WHITE HOUSE FARM





  There’s a single rock, resting on a knoll behind a farmhouse. Occasionally, strangers stop along MD Route 213, a well-traveled Kent County roadway. They want to sneak a peek or take a picture of “the bleeding stone.”




  Mention the rock to the locals and they’ll tell you “it bleeds.” Some will add they saw blood seeping out from the rock. Others admit that they’ve only heard the story but never actually saw anything unusual firsthand. But whether they saw the blood flow or not, the rock reminds visitors of the tale of a restless young girl with hopes and dreams, who died hundreds of years ago.




  Most likely, the fatal accident took place during early morning when the young indentured-servant girl rode off, intending to escape with her lover from the daily boredom associated with her chores and life at White House Farm. But happily ever after was not to be, for within minutes after leaving the farmhouse—which still stands south of Kennedyville, about five miles north of Chestertown—her exciting new life did not begin. Instead, her miserable former one ended.




  The most universal version of the legend claims the young girl’s horse fell in the dark field. As her body left the saddle and slid across the damp surface, her head smashed against a rock—a solitary stone that should have been easier to avoid than to find—and there she bled to death. No one knows the young woman’s name or that of her lover, who had lured her away with promises of romance and independence, but her story remains firmly entrenched in Eastern Shore folklore.




  Originally called the Ridgely Estate, the oldest section of the home was built by the Isaac Perkins family in the early eighteenth century. The date “1721” is visible on the outside of one end of the long, white farmhouse.




  Colonel Isaac Perkins was described as a “Flaming Patriot.” Records indicate that the mill on his property supplied flour to Washington’s army while it was waiting out the winter at Valley Forge, Pennsylvania. According to additional documents in the state of Maryland archives, General Washington stopped at White House Farm occasionally while he was traveling on the old road that is now MD Route 213. In fact, some suggest that the nation’s first president may well be one of the ghosts who sometimes visit the house.




  During an interview in 1995 for the book Opening the Door, long-time owner Kathryn Pinder shared her experiences in White House Farm, which she and her late husband Arthur had bought in 1944. The legend of the “bleeding stone” was so well known, Mrs. Pinder said, that when the state highway department changed the course of Route 213 several years ago—widening it and placing the highway in the path of where the stone was situated—the stone was moved from its original site and placed at the top of the hill near the farmhouse.




  “The bloodstained stone is in the rear yard,” Mrs. Pinder said. “According to legend, a young girl eloping on horseback was thrown and killed when her head hit the large rock. It can be painted or whitewashed,” she added, “but the bloodstain will eventually reappear.”




  People stop by to see “the stone” often, she said. In 1992, her home was entered on the National Register of Historic Places, and its history and ghosts have been featured in books, in newspaper articles, and on Baltimore television programs.




  Not surprisingly, such an old house has its share of bumps and thuds in the night, and the former owner told about a few of her own encounters. Before moving into the French Colonial–style farmhouse, the Pinders were painting the kitchen and heard footsteps coming from one of the rooms upstairs. She also said they had heard sounds during their years in the home and one time saw an apparition of a lady wearing a blue nightgown. But there were other mysterious tales related to the home that attracted the owner’s attention.




  Perhaps the most interesting ghost associated with White House Farm is the spirit of Mary Perkins Stuart, who inherited the family farm in 1768 upon the death of her father when she was but a small child. She died at age thirty-nine, on January 8, 1803.




  Her grave rests beside that of her father, Thomas Perkins, in the family plot, located across the two-lane road and about a quarter mile beyond the fields from the historic farmhouse. The two leaning grave markers are worn, indicating their futile battle to hold back the effects of the elements. The over-growth of the advancing wood line and downed trees make the gravesites difficult to find.




  On Mary’s gravestone, a long epitaph that reaches from tip to base describes her as “. . . pious, friendly and humane, amiable in disposition and as a wife and mother most affectionate, soothing and endearing . . . perfectly sensible and resigned, the last breathings of her soul were ‘come Lord, let us come quickly.’ . . .” It is a well-known legend in Kent County that the ghost of Mary Stuart walks each year on the anniversary of her death. Some locals still visit the gravesite on that evening, run their fingers across the top of the curved stone marker, and make a wish, while others offer a toast in Mary’s honor.




  Reflecting on White House Farm and the longevity of its legends, one gets a feeling that Mary Perkins Stuart, George Washington, the unknown young girl on horseback, and the blue-nightgowned phantom might still be there, somewhere in that state between where they ought to be and where they want to stay.




  J. J. OF THE OLD SNOW HILL INN




  The old building known as the Snow Hill Inn still stands on East Market Street in the quaint Eastern Shore town of Snow Hill, Maryland. The original section of the building had been a home built in the 1790s, and it was enlarged to its present size by 1850. One portion in the rear had served as the Snow Hill Post Office, and for a time during the recent past, the building was a Mexican restaurant. Over the coming years the place will probably change hands several more times. Up until a few years ago, some visitors staying overnight at the historic inn reported unusual sightings, and eventually they learned the story of its resident ghost.




  The legend, which remains a favorite of long-time residents, was easy to discover: The former owners had mounted a framed article on the wall inside the entrance area of the building. The piece, entitled “The Ghost WithInn” by staff writer Jean Marbella with photos by Mike Lutzky, appeared in the Baltimore Sun on August 14, 1993, and spotlighted the exploits of a ghost affectionately referred to as “J. J.”






   During a visit in 1995, the innkeeper seemed not the least bit surprised when I approached with the often-asked question: “Do you really have a ghost?”




  “Oh, you mean J. J.,” she replied, as if talking about a relative or close friend. As she continued setting tables and cleaning the bar glasses, she casually recited a litany of events that have been attributed to the inn’s ghost. These include turning lights on and off, locking doors, disturbing table settings, and knocking on the walls of her bedroom. She also indicated that the spirit “very definitely is a male presence.”







  When the building was first being transformed into an inn, there was extensive remodeling. One story is told of two men who were working in the building, and they could not get the window open. They had tried everything possible to pry it loose, but absolutely nothing worked, and it was becoming an issue of both personal challenge and public humiliation. Eventually, they gave up and were doing other chores in the room when the window flew up on its own and the wind started blowing in. The men, who had been given free lodging in the building as part of the work arrangement, immediately demanded to be put up someplace else. They would not stay overnight in the Snow Hill Inn.




  A Towson, Maryland, attorney and her twelve-year-old son had an experience while staying in the Wicker Room in June 1993. According to the Baltimore Sun newspaper article, the boy was in the bathroom. When he turned around, he saw a young man, who appeared to be in his early twenties, standing across the room. And when he looked again, there was no one there. The boy knew nothing about any other unusual ghostly experiences in the inn. The woman contacted the Baltimore Sun, and the newspaper published the article that the owners displayed on the wall.




  Perhaps the oddest and funniest incident associated with the ghost was the locked restroom door in the Victorian Lounge, when for a time it served as the inn’s bar. One evening the small room was filled with regulars. Eventually, one of the customers went to the restroom door, turned and pulled on the doorknob, but it would not open. He apparently assumed that it was occupied. Time went by and others who tried were unable to gain access to the facilities, yet no one had exited from the restroom.




  After more than an hour’s wait and no response to several knocks on the door, the regulars got out their tools and took the locked door off its hinges. When they peered into the small room, which had no other exit door or window, it was empty. Also, the simple lock on the doorknob had not secured the door. The door had been locked by the sliding deadbolt; however, to make the deadbolt operate, one had to apply significant effort to forcefully lift the door so the bolt could be slid across to secure it properly. And someone, or something that was nowhere to be found, had secured the door.




  Some suggested that the phantom that prowls the restaurant and guest rooms is William J. Aydelotte. His father was the building’s primary owner, Dr. John S. Aydelotte, a prominent member of the town. According to Baltimore newspaper reports printed in December 1904, the twenty-two-year-old student at the Maryland School of Pharmacy in Baltimore was depressed over fear that he would fail an examination. In a note that was found in his rooming house, he wrote to his father stating that it is “useless to keep me at school. . . .” The young man was discovered the next day, groaning and bleeding profusely from several self-inflicted gashes across his throat. He died in the hospital, and his body was brought back to Snow Hill for burial.




  No one knows for what specific reasons the son might have returned. Some believe that certain spirits will make their presence known only when they feel most comfortable with their surroundings—in this case, in his family’s home. Perhaps he intends to remain with the new occupants for a very long time, staying on with each of the building’s new owners indefinitely.




  THE HEBRON LIGHT




  Sightings of a glowing and floating sphere, named the Hebron Light (but also referred to as a ghost light or spook light), have been reported for generations by Wicomico County residents in and around the small Maryland town of Hebron, located not too far from Salisbury.




  But the eerie glow made major news in July 1952, when an official Maryland State Police report stated that two officers in their vehicle chased after a ten-inch glowing ball of light along a dark country road. This, however, was nothing unusual to locals, who had discussed their glowing spheres long before that incident. Theories by Wicomico residents about the mystery had included UFOs and aliens, the ghost of a slave who was hanged nearby, the phantom of a murder victim, an old railroad worker waving his lantern, the spirit of a roadside accident victim, and (of course) the skeptics’ answer to nearly every unusual glow: marsh gas.




  However, a look at reports in the Salisbury Daily Times newspaper in the summer of 1952 shows a high level of local interest in the topic. Headlines include: “Police Chase Mysterious Glow, Spooky Light Haunts Shore Road” (July 10); “Crowds Try To See Mysterious Light” (July 11); “Curious Miss Mystery Light. It Fails To Dance Second Night in a Row” (July 12); and “Life Photographer Seeks ‘Ghost Light’” (July 14). On July 16, the Associated Press ran a story with the headline “Professor Believes Ghost Light Is Gas,” and the events also received space in the Baltimore Sun. In one local newspaper story, the light was described as “being about the size of a washbasin, about the height of an automobile light, and about the same color as a headlight. The phantom light dances around the wooded road, bounces into the woods on one side, and crosses into the nearby field.”




  After word spread, crowds of up to three hundred persons gathered, some with sandwiches and beer, all hoping to get a glimpse of the light. But one trooper wasn’t surprised when the light didn’t show, attributing the nonappearance to the size of the mob clogging the narrow back road.




  A half century has passed, and progress and development have consumed a fair portion of the woods and wetlands. Subsequently, reports began to taper off toward the end of the last century. But proving the Hebron Light can still spark some interest, Baltimore Sun reporter Fredrick N. Rasmussen featured the mystery in his 2005 Halloween column under the headline “The Ghostly Light that Spooked Hebron.” In his article, he reviewed the events of the 1952 sightings, offering details that probably have rekindled interest in the mysterious glow, and I would expect that additional reports of “spook light” sightings are bound to occur again.




  THE HEAVY BIBLE




  A well-known tale in Worcester County is the legend of the Heavy Bible. Apparently, it is impossible to remove the holy book from an old historic church, where the ancient text remains opened and rests on a stand in the front of the church building, near the center altar. Anyone who tries to take the Good Book from its proper place and move it out of its house of worship will find that they’ve set upon an impossible task. The tale is that the holy book gets heavier and heavier as it is moved farther away from its proper site. One tale tells of two young boys who broke into the church and could not move the book, even though they both tried to lift it off its stand.




  On another occasion, a group of men placed the book in a wheelbarrow. As they got farther from the front of the church, the contents of the wheelbarrow became so heavy that the wheeled cart broke. The perpetrators, with some initial difficulty, picked up the Bible and carried it back to its original position. As they did so, the book got lighter as it neared the altar.




  Identifying which old church is the site of this spell remains a bit of a mystery, depending on whom you ask and where they reside. Some swear the Bible is in the old brick church at Showell, near the town of Bishopville. Others say the church in question used to stand in a village that is now a ghost town, and that the abandoned church building was moved and is now part of the showcase village in historic Furnace Town, located near Snow Hill. Still others say that when the old church was moved, the spell was broken so there is no longer any truth to the tale.




  Another twist on this story places the Heavy Bible in a church somewhere near Cambridge in Wicomico County. However, this version is a bit more sinister, stating that the holy building was taken over by a secretive cult that conducted improper rituals. As a result, the one being that can remove the satanic Bible from this building is the coven’s leader—the Devil.




  SOLDIERS SIGHTED IN THE SKY




  “Visions in the Air” is the front-page headline of an article that appeared on October 6, 1881, in Wilmington, Delaware’s The Morning News. Just below, in smaller size letters, is the statement: “Soldiers and Angels Seen in the Sky.” The last section of the headline reads: “The Strange Appearances as Described by Eye Witnesses in Various Parts of the Peninsula.”




  The article announced:






   Peninsula People have been seeing ghosts and supernatural objects with alarming frequency during the last three weeks. . . . As usual, it is not the rich man, but the poor man and his children, who have seen these supernatural images and ghost-like goblins in the air.




  The first instance of things heavenly having been seen, comes from Royal Oak, Maryland, a small village. . . . A little girl, some three weeks ago, saw after nightfall, before the moon was fairly up over the horizon, whole platoons of angels slowly marching and counter-marching to and fro in the clouds, their white robes and helmets glistening with a weird light. At intervals the heavenly visitors would dance mournfully, as if to the sound of unseen music, and certainly unheard music. She rushed in to her parents and declared that the heavens had been spread. . . .




  Her father, to satisfy his doubting mind, went out and was rewarded with a sight of the unearthly spectacle. The news of the mystery quickly spread from mouth to mouth, house to house, and in an incredibly short space of time the inhabitants were out en masse gazing in open-mouthed astonishment, while the white robed hosts, seemingly offended at the immense amount of genuine astonishment and wonder they were unearthing, slowly faded from sight, leaving Royal Oak a firm believer, from the little girl who was first on the spot, to the squire in his little office behind the church, in ghosts and winged goblins. But the phenomena seems to have been especially manifest in Sussex County, Delaware.







  The article goes on to report that a farmer in a county southeast of Royal Oak “saw at a time almost identical with the appearance of the vision at Royal Oak, bands of soldiers of great size, equipped with dazzling uniforms, their musket steels quivering and shimmering in the pale weird light that seemed to be everywhere, marching with military precision. . . .




  “In Talbot County the illusion was seen by numbers. A farmer living near Clara’s Point, on going out into his yard after dark saw, as he related it afterwards to his neighbors, angels and soldiers marching side by side in the clouds, wheeling, and going through every evolution with military precision and absolutely life-like and natural.” Several other comments from other observers are included in the article. The newspaper was surprised to receive numerous reports from across the Delmarva Peninsula, and it described the situation as “very singular,” apparently its terminology for unusual or eerie.




  It verified that there were no organized military exercises within one hundred miles of the sightings. However, two possible solutions to the visual dilemma were suggested. The first was that the events were connected to the recent death during the previous month (September 19, 1881) of the martyred President Garfield. The other was that the sighting was a reflection of the reenactment of the Revolutionary War march toward Yorktown (originally one hundred years earlier, October 6–19, 1781) being conducted in connection with the event’s centennial celebration. However, the paper noted, “It [the reenactor unit] recently marched through lower Pennsylvania, and is now too far away to cast such a long shadow.” Despite these and other less noteworthy attempts at explanations, the paper concluded, “There has thus far, however, been no satisfactory solution given to the series of mysterious specters in the sky.”




  SERIAL KILLER AND GHOST




  When famous or infamous personalities reside along state borders, it’s quite common for both jurisdictions to claim the person as its own. Such is the case of the Delmarva Peninsula’s most notorious serial killer—an evil woman who lived along the Maryland-Delaware border of the Mason-Dixon Line in the early 1800s and who is said to have buried several dozen bodies in her basement and on her property. Patty Cannon was her name, and murder was her game.




  From her home headquarters at the three-way crossroads called Reliance, Maryland—still located where Delaware Route 20 meets the Maryland state line, west of Seaford—Patty ran an inn that took in travelers. Since there were no Holiday Inns, Days Inns, or Marriott Suites in those days, travelers were directed to whichever area home was willing to host strangers for the night. And Patty was more than willing. In fact, “eager” would be a better word to describe her inclination to host those passing through the region.




  It was well known that the Reliance hostess was generous with referral fees, so local ferrymen and merchants directed folks to Patty’s overnight lodging, and some knew the travelers would vanish after their hostess served them their last meal. Patty murdered her visitors and disposed of their bodies. Then after dividing up the victims’ belongings, horses, and money, she waited for the arrival of her next guests.




  Of course, people noticed that more people were going into Patty’s house than coming out. But they couldn’t do anything about it because of the Mason-Dixon Line. Patty’s home was in Maryland, but her barn (a very short walk across the dirt road) was located in Delaware. When the local Maryland county sheriff was heading toward Reliance to investigate a reported murder, Patty would walk across the road, lean against her barn in Delaware, and wave to the lawman. Likewise, when a deputy came down the road from Sussex County, Delaware, Patty would move over to her porch in Maryland and shout obscenities across the border road. Another version of the legend reports that Patty had a line of brass nails running along her living room floor that designated the state line division. She could sit in her Maryland or Delaware chair by strolling across the room, but most believe that to be a bit of an exaggeration. Patty benefited from the reluctance of lawmen to cross state lines to chase down a criminal, and there was no communication via radio or walkie-talkie. Also, with one or two constables to work crimes in an entire county on horseback, the respective state’s peace officers had plenty of work concentrating on other lawbreakers who couldn’t hopscotch state boundaries.




  Today the media frequently report serial killers, but in the early 1800s, reports like Patty’s crimes were rather uncommon. Being a woman, she was considered a “monster” and the “personification of evil.” Those descriptions were the result of documented reports that she also murdered children. In one instance it is said she cooked a live baby in her fireplace. (Patty found the infant’s constant crying annoying.)




  Eventually, Maryland and Delaware coordinated Patty’s capture, and she was held in the basement of the Georgetown, Delaware, courthouse for trial. In 1829, one can imagine the excitement and festivities associated with Patty’s capture and expected hanging. Vendors, selling food and Patty Cannon hanging dolls, set out their wares in the center of Georgetown. Hundreds of citizens lined up to get a seat in the courtroom, and many hundreds more prepared to travel from surrounding counties of nearby states to witness the public execution. But Patty ruined the party.




  On the night before her trial was to begin, Patty swallowed arsenic that she kept in the hem of her dress (having already used the fine powder as a method to dispose of two husbands) and committed suicide. No trial, no hanging, no fair, and no buyers for the food and crafts. The disappointed crowd left cursing the serial killer, and no one claimed the body. Patty was placed in the town’s paupers’ field behind the Sussex County Courthouse, and immediately locals began spreading tales that her ghost roamed Reliance and Federalsburg in Maryland or, at times, along the Nanticoke River and in the cells of the Georgetown jail. Most thought that was the end of the Patty Cannon story.




  Not quite.




  In the early 1900s, town officials decided to enlarge the courthouse. They hired locals to unearth the decomposed bodies from behind the building and move the paupers’ field and its weathered coffins and remains to another site. A boy, who had been hired to work the excavation, pulled up Patty’s remains, reached inside her coffin, and stole the murderess’s skull. At the end of the workday, he took the noggin home and handed it to his father. The enterprising youngster’s proud parent promptly placed the peculiar prize on a nail in his barn, and he showed it off for all to see—charging visitors two bits (25 cents) to rub it for good luck and make a wish. Over subsequent generations, Patty Cannon’s eerie skull was handed down through the family as a treasured heirloom, for a time resting on the mantel of a lawyer’s office. But in the 1960s, the skull’s owner, who was leaving the area and heading out west, donated this particular prized piece of Patty to the care of the Dover, Delaware, library. And there it remained for decades.




  In a red vinyl hatbox, Patty’s skull is tucked safely away, but available for anyone to see. I have held what’s left of Patty in my hands, and during two Halloween storytelling programs I had the honor to share the stage with the infamous murderess, who remained silent while resting on a black-velvet-covered table surrounded by flickering candles.




  There is much more to Patty’s tale of murder and hidden treasure, of nightriders and kidnappings. In the years before Harriet Tubman was guiding escaped slaves north through Delmarva’s marshes, forests, and rivers toward the Mason-Dixon Line and freedom, Patty Cannon and her nightriders were conducting a reverse Underground Railroad that headed south, instead of north. Since the slave trade was legally abolished in 1808, Patty and her gang were making big money by kidnapping freedmen—former slaves who had legally purchased their freedom—or escaped slaves and reselling them to slave traders from the Deep South when they visited Patty’s compound near the banks of the Nanticoke River. Essentially, the murderess was getting rich by sending these poor souls back into slavery and making thousands of dollars—in the 1820s—on each transaction.
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