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PREFACE


IN SOME CASES I HAVE ALTERED STORIES slightly, changing names, locations, and specific circumstances, in order to protect the privacy of the individuals concerned. In every case I have based my presentations on information received firsthand from individuals I believed to have personal knowledge of the story being presented.


St. Augustine is old; it was one hundred twenty years old when Johann Sebastian Bach and George F. Handel, two of my favorite composers, were born. Its long and colorful history is rich with a unique oral tradition from which these stories were gathered. I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I have enjoyed collecting them into this little book.









THE GHOSTS OF ST. AUGUSTINE
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ST. AUGUSTINE IS BEST EXPERIENCED at night. In the daytime sights and sounds of a tourist town overwhelm the senses. Throngs of people, bumper-to-bumper traffic, endless rows of restaurants and shops, a constant flow of tour trolleys, raucous music of every variety from bars and stores, and a profusion of attractions all compete for attention. But at night everything is closed. Few people are about. The tour buses and trolleys have stopped running. The stores and restaurants have shut their doors. At night darkness and quiet descend; the sixth sense takes over. At night you can feel St. Augustine. The Ancient City wraps itself around you like a blanket.


Walking the streets of America's oldest city after dark is like stepping through a time warp. In the quiet and the dark, you can smell the sweat of Spanish horses, the aroma of garlic and olive oil wafting from the kitchens. You can hear laughter and soft voices speaking in foreign tongues. Walking these streets at night can be eerie, even spooky. Stopping in front of one of the old houses on Bridge or St. Francis Streets or anywhere in the city you can feel its age. Sometimes, you can feel something else, too. You may be enveloped by a sudden warmth which is replaced by bone-chilling cold. Or maybe you feel a presence standing next to you, even when you are alone.


Living less than two hours away, I had been in St. Augustine many times before. In fact, my wife and I sometimes drove over just for dinner. But then I had come as a tourist. Now I was here searching for ghosts. I walked slowly down St. George Street in the dark, soaking in the history. Like most of the streets south of the Plaza, St. George Street is not well lighted. The block I was now in was particularly dark. About halfway down the block I stopped in front of an old Victorian house. The house was obviously uninhabited. The bushes and plants in the front garden grew wild and reached out over the rusty wrought-iron fence that surrounded the place. Debris littered the walk—dead branches and leaves, small rocks, and dirt washed onto the concrete by the rain. The porch across the entire front of the house was also covered with leaves and branches. The two large windows on either side of the front door were not boarded up, and some of the panes were cracked and broken.


Rain had fallen earlier, and the dampness enhanced the smell of age and decay. The broken filigree along the eaves, the peeling paint, and the rose vines casting their tentacles across the front and sides completed the ghostly picture.


I stopped in front of the gate and stared up at the haunting structure. I stood on the walk for a long time, unable to move, mesmerized by the scene. I looked up at the second-story windows. There were three of them across the front above the porch. Shredded curtains hung from each one.


Suddenly, I saw movement in the far left window. Something or someone moved the curtains. A shiver ran down my spine. My heart leaped into my throat. I continued staring at the window, not thirty feet away. Then the curtains parted slightly. Yes, I saw movement. The curtains did move. I strained to see better. Was there someone there? Who moved the curtains? Was it a rat? I couldn't tell, but something had moved them. Then I had the strangest sensation. I was enveloped by a numbing cold. Suddenly, I knew that I was not alone. I stood in front of the gate for several minutes. I realized that I was sweating, even on this cold December night. Finally, I gained control of myself, took a few deep breaths, and hurried back up the street toward the Plaza and my hotel.


The next morning I called my friend, Sandy Craig of Tour St. Augustine, to make a reservation for her popular ghost tour, “A Ghostly Experience.” Sandy and Karen Harvey of the St. Augustine Record are the two foremost authorities on St. Augustine ghosts, and I planned to spend time with each of them. During my conversation with Sandy, I told her about my experience of the previous evening. I could almost see her smiling over the phone.


That evening I met Sandy and the rest of the group at the Old City Gates. After some preliminary conversation and introductions, Sandy led us over to the Huguenot Cemetery, the first stop on the tour. As we walked along, I found myself next to a woman. We introduced ourselves, and I told her I was a writer doing a book on the ghosts of St. Augustine. I discovered that she was a local psychic.


Finally, we arrived at the rear of the cemetery, and Sandy began her gruesome story. She held us spellbound. As she talked, the psychic tugged at my sleeve. When I looked over at her, she simply put a finger to her lips, signaling silence, then redirected her gaze to a tree off to our right in the cemetery. I followed her eyes, but I saw nothing. I looked at her questioningly. Again, she pointed with her eyes to the tree. Still, I could see nothing.


After we left the cemetery for our next stop, she asked, “Didn't you see him?”


“See who?”


“The man in the tree.”


“Man in the tree?” I asked with raised eyebrows. “No. No, I didn't.”


“Well, don't worry. I'm sure you'll get another chance.” Her look and her tone of voice were reassuring.


The tour continued without further incident, for which I was thankful. Sandy's stories were quite chilling in their own right.


After the tour, as the group was breaking up, I invited my newfound friend to go with me to pay a visit to the house on St. George Street. I wanted to find out if I had imagined the whole thing or if I really had seen something. She eagerly accepted, and we strode off into the night. As we walked, I related the events of the night before.


We both fell silent as we approached the house. It looked even more ghostly and terrifying than it had the previous evening. Standing in front of the gate, I searched the windows for a glimpse of whatever I had seen the night before. Now I saw nothing. I pushed open the gate, which squealed loudly as it swung inward. I didn't want to trespass on private property, even if the dwelling were unoccupied, but I at least wanted to get up on the porch. We moved forward.


Slowly we continued. Two paces. Three paces. Four. Five. Six. We reached the bottom step. Cautiously, we climbed one step at a time, feeling for rotten wood in the dark. The stairs creaked eerily with each footfall. Before we realized it, we stood at the front door. We stopped, and the psychic stood quietly for a few moments with her eyes closed. Then she looked at me. “Yes, there is a presence here. She is a young woman who lived here in the 1880s or ’90s and died in the house under mysterious circumstances.”


We stared at each other a moment, then looked back at the door. I took a deep breath and exhaled. My heart was pounding. I reached out slowly put my hand on the doorknob, and twisted it.


The door was locked.


We stood, still and silent, for several minutes. Then, once again, I was surrounded by a bone-chilling cold. Without saying anything, my friend wrapped her arms around herself, indicating she also could feel the cold. Finally, we turned and went back out to the street, closing the gate behind us. As we walked back up the street into the light of the Plaza, adrenaline quickly drained from my system. I laughed out loud.


That was the first such experience I'd ever had, and I hoped it wouldn't be my last.


“Don't worry,” my psychic friend said. “If you hang around here very long, I'm sure you'll have as many thrills as you can handle.”









THE GALLANT GOVERNOR
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ON A WARM FRIDAY EVENING in midsummer of 1981, Pat and Maggie Patterson drove up to 214 St. George Street and parked their car. They were both excited, since they had just “closed” on their dream house, one of the oldest—perhaps the oldest—and certainly one of the nicest homes in St. Augustine.


The house was built during the First Spanish Period (1565 – 1763), probably in the early 1630s, although records are incomplete and no one knows for sure. What is certain is that it was the home of Don Pedro Benedit de Horruytinér, the Spanish Governor of Florida from 1646 to 1648 and again from 1651 to 1654. It was built and occupied previously by his uncle, Don Luis de Horruytinér, who was appointed governor in 1633 and served for several years before returning to Spain.


Don Pedro had come to St. Augustine as a young man with his uncle, and had stayed to become a prominent and successful businessman, military commander, and community leader as well as the governor. He died here in 1684, leaving his wife, eleven children, and many grandchildren. Although his name has long since died out, his blood still runs thick in St. Augustine.


Now, after having passed through so many hands and after all these hundreds of years, his house belonged to the Pattersons. In the gathering darkness, Pat and Maggie stood at the front door absorbing the aura of this place, the thick coquina blocks with which the house had been built, the ancient tabby wall around the garden in back, the heavy wooden balcony above them put into place long before this country became a nation. They smiled at each other as they stood there. Maggie was a woman who knew what she wanted, and she had long wanted this house. Pat's great joy was to indulge her. The antiquity of the house almost overwhelmed them, and, of course, there were the ghosts. Pat and Maggie were well aware of the history of the place and knew about the ghosts. In fact, both looked forward to living with the nearly two hundred souls from the past that purportedly occupied the site.


“Well, if there are ghosts in here,” Maggie called out in her gentle, but matter-of-fact, voice (for she is also a lady with a presence), “I wish they'd give us a sign!” At that moment all the lights in the house mysteriously came on.


Pat unlocked the door, and the two went inside. There was no one in the empty hallway or living room. They walked through the other rooms downstairs. No one was there. Then they went upstairs. The second floor was completely empty. There was nothing and no one. Finally, they went up to the third floor, which was unfinished. It had been added probably sometime after 1763 and apparently had never been used very much, except by Dr. Horace Lindsley, who bought the house in 1896. Behind the house, next to the old tabby wall along the street, Dr. Lindsley had built a small structure, which he used for his office. Here on the third floor he stored coffins; one of them was still here. Funny, the Lindsley family had owned this house until 1977 and had left that coffin up here all these years. Perhaps it was just too bulky to remove, so no one had bothered. Now there was nothing else here but the coffin.


Pat and Maggie stood there for a few moments, spines tingling, savoring their own thoughts of what might have taken place up here. Then they started back downstairs, turning off lights as they went.


At the bottom of the stairs they turned to go into the kitchen and switch off the lights there. Then they went into the dining room. As they entered the room, Maggie happened to look out the window that faced into the back garden. She caught her breath. “Pat, look!” There in the window was a man, dressed in a soldier's blue uniform, a uniform from the seventeenth century. Was it a Spanish soldier assigned to guard the governor's house? Maggie smiled. The sentry smiled back, saluted, and disappeared into thin air. Pat and Maggie looked at each other and burst out laughing. In the coming years they would see this sentry many times, and his presence would be comforting. After all, who would attempt to rob a house guarded by a ghost?


The following week Pat and Maggie moved into the house. Until recent times the kitchen had been located in a separate building on the west side of the house. This arrangement was common throughout the South until the advent of air conditioning. It kept the unbearable heat of the cooking fires out of the house in the summer. It made the kitchen a little cooler with four outside walls, usually all with windows. And, in case of fire, only the kitchen burned down and not the whole house. On the west side near the kitchen there was a large pantry with an outside door. Food was prepared in the kitchen, brought to the pantry, then served in the dining room next to it. This pantry was Pat's office temporarily. Although the house had recently been restored, there was still some work to be done, and Pat, with his artist's eye, was sitting in his office sketching ideas.


He happened to look out into the dining room, and there sat a large, plump calico cat contentedly staring at him. Pat frowned. His first thought was to yell at Maggie to come get the cat and take it back to the kitchen where the other two Patterson cats stayed, for they were not allowed in any other part of the house. Then he realized that they didn't have a calico cat. “Damn,” he said to no one in particular, “I've left a door open,” but the outside door was closed. He got up from his chair and walked into the living room and hall. Both the loggia door off the living room and the front door were closed. “Where could it have gotten in?” he asked out loud as he went back into the dining room to get the cat, which still sat resting on the floor in a patch of sunlight. As he bent down to pick the cat up, it disappeared into thin air.


Like the Spanish sentry this cat has also reappeared often throughout the years the Pattersons have lived in the house. In fact, not so long ago, when their two youngest grandsons were visiting, the boys had an experience with the cat. They had been in the kitchen with their grandmother and wanted to go upstairs to watch television. “Don't let the cats out, boys,” Maggie yelled after them as they charged out of the kitchen and down the hall. Halfway up the stairs a calico cat suddenly appeared and started downstairs. Both boys felt it brush their legs as it passed. They looked at each other and frowned. “Oh, oh,” Zack said, “a cat got out. Gramma's gonna be mad.”


Josh thought for a moment. “Hey, wait a minute. Gramma doesn't have a calico cat.”


Both boys raced back to the kitchen. “Gramma! Gramma! There's a calico cat on the stairs.”


Maggie looked at them and smiled, “Never mind, boys. That's Grampa's Spanish cat.” The two shrugged and went back upstairs. The cat was gone.


One Friday evening, sometime later, the Pattersons were preparing to go out. Maggie went to her jewelry box to get a ring. She noticed that three of her nicest were not there. “Pat, have you seen my rings?”


“No, dear. I haven't been in your jewelry box,” Pat answered patiently.


This was exasperating, Maggie thought. Her jewelry was either on her person or in her jewelry box. She was very meticulous about that. She tried to think when she had worn any of the rings. It had been months. Rats! Then she thought of her purses. Very improbable. Maggie was as meticulous with her purses as with her jewelry. She had a routine that never changed.


Maggie had a mania for purses. She had hundreds of them, and she selected a purse with the same care and thought that she gave to her dress and jewelry. Maggie was very particular. She never, never carried the same purse twice in a row. When she returned from being out, she always emptied her purse, put the contents on her dresser, and put the purse away in her closet. Then, when she went out again, she chose a new purse.


No, she could not have left the rings in a purse. Still, it was worth checking. But after looking into thirty or forty purses that she might have used in the past few months, she realized the rings could not have been left in any of them. She was very upset, but she went on with the evening, choosing other jewelry, and the rings slipped to the back of her mind.


A year later Pat was gently chiding Maggie about her purses. “Maggie, do you suppose we could get rid of a few purses? The closet is getting crowded.”


Maggie took the hint and began sorting through them to pick out those she would keep. In the back of the closet were several boxes of purses she hadn't used in months, even years, and as she went through these, she opened one for no particular reason. There in the bottom of that purse were her three lost rings.


On another occasion Pat had been given an antique ring by the widow of a close friend. They had been friends for many years, so, besides the ring's value as an antique, it was sentimentally priceless to Pat. Pat never wore the ring but kept it in his jewelry box and took it out only occasionally just to look at it. One day he looked for it, only to find it wasn't there. “Maggie, have you seen my antique ring?” he called to his wife.


“Why, no, dear. I haven't been near your jewelry box.”


They searched the dresser, the rest of the bedroom, the bathroom, dressing room, and closet, then the whole second floor. The ring was gone. Pat was beside himself. For many weeks after, he was depressed about losing that ring, because it had meant so much to him.


Then one night about six months later, Maggie had a dream. In the dream a ghostly figure told her about a hidden compartment in the closet wall and told her how to get into it. “You will find something in there,” the figure had said.


In the morning she woke Pat up. “You're not going to believe this, dear, but I had a crazy dream last night.”


Pat opened his eyes and smiled. “Tell me. I can believe anything, my love.”


Then she related the dream. They got up and went into the closet. Following the instructions the ghost in the dream had given her, they found the compartment. It was too narrow and too deep to see into, so Maggie reached her hand down into it. As her fingers touched the bottom of the compartment they felt something. She grasped it and took it out. Pat's lost ring!


One Sunday morning Pat rose before Maggie to go to early service at the church across the street. He let her sleep because they had been out late the evening before having dinner with friends. He dressed quietly without waking her and left the house.


Sometime later Maggie awoke to a cacophonous racket. It sounded like someone sliding a heavy piece of furniture back and forth across the floor. It was coming from the third floor. “What is Pat doing up there?” she said aloud, angrily. Throwing off the covers, she put on a dressing gown and started for the door. Just then Pat came in.


“What's going on up there?” she barked at him.


Pat had a blank look on his face. “What are you talking about? I've just come in from church.”


“Listen,” Maggie said.


Pat could hear the noise, too. They went upstairs to the third floor, which was empty except for Dr. Lindsley's pine-wood coffin. The coffin was sliding back and forth slowly across the floor. No one was there. Maggie and Pat shrugged at each other and went downstairs for breakfast. Their ghosts were at work again.


On another Friday evening, the Pattersons invited friends in for coffee. Their guests were Mrs. Maguire, an elderly lady who lived down the street, their friend, Barbara, and her twelve-year old daughter, Sara. Everyone was sitting around the living room talking when Maggie stopped in mid-sentence and gazed intently into the hallway. They all turned to see what she was looking at. A tall figure dressed in a cape or raincoat had stepped into the room. His clothes were dark, colorless, and they couldn't quite make out the features of his face. He took two steps into the room, stopped, and looked around as though he had been surprised by their presence. Then he backed into the hall, walked into the living room again, stood for several seconds, and vanished.


The five sat speechless, until Pat broke the spell. “I guess he wasn't dressed for the occasion. At least, he could have excused himself.” They all laughed.


The months and years passed, and the Pattersons settled in. Glasses and jewelry and books disappeared, but they always turned up, eventually. The dishwasher in the kitchen had a habit of starting up at odd times, though an electrician and a repairman could find no reason, but the oral threat of pulling the plug always turned it off. At one point, their heavy statue of St. Francis on the loggia began walking toward the garden gate and had to be muscled back to his spot every day. Finally, they moved him into the dining room, and he quit his wandering. But these were minor inconveniences, and the Pattersons got along quite well with their guests. Or was it the other way around?


Still, Maggie longed for a really “significant” experience. She wanted to “meet” someone from the past. Finally, she got her chance. On yet another Friday evening she and her oldest grandson were sitting in the dining room; Pat was in his pantry office next to it. Their grandson was reading, and Maggie was absorbed in study. She and Pat have a passion for Mayan culture and history, and she was taking a course at nearby Flagler College.


Suddenly the boy looked up. “Grandma, I don't like what they're doing out there.”


Maggie was engrossed in her study and wasn't paying much attention. “It's just the cars passing by on the street,” she said, and went back to her book.


“No, Grandma, I don't like what they're doing.” And, much agitated, he jumped up and ran out of the room.


Maggie looked into the living room and caught her breath. There, walking into the dining room not three steps away was a tall, handsome gentleman dressed in European fashion from the mid-1600s and wearing high cavalier boots and a plumed hat. His clothes were dark shades of gray and black, and he looked like he had just stepped out of a black-and-white movie. There were no sounds of footsteps or rustling of clothes or breathing. The “gentleman” glided toward Maggie and stopped in front of her. Then he smiled, doffed his hat, and bowed gallantly in greeting. Maggie stood and turned toward the pantry to call Pat. When she turned back again, the “gentleman” had vanished.


Several weeks later Maggie received a box of things the previous owner had dropped off, memorabilia and historical items concerning the house. With her busy schedule she didn't get to it for months. Finally, she opened the box and slowly unpacked it. There were historical articles, some small items recovered from an old kitchen in the back, and a couple of French officer's shirt buttons, found in a hidden vault during restoration. But, in the bottom of the box was a picture of a man dressed exactly in 17th Century clothing. The picture was a modern photograph of an actor dressed as Don Pedro Horruytinér, the governor, but his clothes were exactly the same clothes her visitor had been wearing. Had she actually received a visit from the governor himself?
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