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  Don’t you just love a good ghost story? From the time I was a child to the present day, I have never tired of hearing them. And I like to reciprocate by sharing ones I’ve discovered. Some of the tales found in this book are well known, some are long-time favorites of mine, and some I just learned while researching this book. I can promise you one thing—these ghosts aren’t boring!




  Take, for instance, the tale of the Bloodstained Barn. A shiver will run through your body as you read how this barn became saturated with blood. You’ll turn the page with anticipation to find out if Lizard Man still roams around deep in Scape Ore Swamp. I’m sure you’ll be amused by the ghost who likes an occasional glass of wine. I call him the Cool Spirit at Cool Springs Plantation. And everyone likes to hear about hitchhiking ghosts.




  As if these spirits weren’t fascinating enough, there is the Hound of Goshen. Many longtime residents of the Lowcountry believe spirits manifest themselves in many different forms, including animals. You’ll certainly pause and wonder after reading this tale. Find out what happens when a young woman uses trickery and deceit to get the man she wants in “Betrayal.” See if you can solve the mystery of the Land’s End Light. Is there a rational explanation or are supernatural forces at work?




  The strangest stories surely are “Dwarf Spirit” and “Lowcountry Voodoo.” Yes, “Dwarf Spirit” really is about an ornery dwarf who haunts a Beaufort residence. “Lowcountry Voodoo” provides a most incredible look into the beliefs and traditions of Gullahs, who are descendants of West African slaves. I remember one of my great aunts dabbled in black magic, and when I asked my grandmother about it, she told me that voodoo was nothing to mess around with, that powerful evil forces were behind it all. She told me she had seen what could happen and I wouldn’t want it happening to me. She made me promise that I would never mess around with it. After that, I was scared to even go near a Ouija board.




  What I find most intriguing is that some places are haunted by multiple ghosts. Charleston’s Dock Street Theatre has two specters, and so does Battery Carriage House Inn. In fact, one of the inn’s ghosts is a torso ghost. He lacks arms, legs, and a head! I’ve always been curious what kind of interaction these spirits have with each other. Is there any communication or recognition among those that haunt the same place?




  The book ends with ghostly definitions, resources, and some tidbits on conducting your own ghost hunt—if you feel brave enough.




  No matter whether you’re interested in pursuing an investigation of a particular haunted place or just like good ghost stories, I’m sure you’ll be entertained by these uncommon spirits.




  Well, what are you waiting for? Turn the page and read all about the Headless Sentry who died during an ambush and came back to haunt. . . .









  From ghoulies and ghosties and long-leggety beasties
And things that go bump in the night, Good Lord, deliver us!




  —Cornish prayer









  
THE HEADLESS SENTRY
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  The renegade leader remained still for a full two minutes, listening for extraordinary noises. When he heard none, Marion extended his hand behind the tombstone. . . .




  Frances “Swamp Fox” Marion had been in many difficult and downright dangerous situations, most especially after he became leader of the Patriots during the American Revolution. His exploits were nearly legendary.




  However, he had trouble getting his body to recognize the persistent commands his brain was sending it. Calm down! He told himself. Despite his best efforts, his pulse was racing wildly and his heart was beating fast and furious. He was experiencing the adrenaline rush that always accompanied these covert missions.




  General Marion rode his steed as far as he dared before pulling up sharply on the reins, signaling the animal to stop. While the horse was adhering to the command, Marion slid sound-lessly down and quickly tied the animal to a tree. He then made his way to the graveyard beside Georgetown’s Prince George Winyah Episcopal Church.




  As if a solitary, late night visit to a cemetery weren’t reason enough for a heart to beat erratically, certainly his current mission was sufficient reason. Many lives were at stake, including his own. The moonlight showed him the way to the tombstone he was searching for, and he dropped to the ground upon reaching it. The renegade leader remained still for a full two minutes, listening for extraordinary noises. When he heard none, Marion extended his hand behind the tombstone, which was inscribed:




  LYDIA




  Her youthful feet trod flowers that
 bloom in beauty o’er her early tomb.




  He pulled out a note that had been secured with a loose brick. Marion quickly hid the folded paper in his left boot and left the graveyard as stealthily as he had entered it. Once safely back at camp, he pulled the note from deep inside his boot and thoughtfully read:






   My dear Patriot,




  I trust you received my last communication in due time and that you desire to rescue the prisoner held in our house. In good truth, I perceive that no more appropriate time will present itself for you to free the prisoner than on Thursday next; we will attend a reception at Mansfield Plantation, in the evening. I must warn you that my father, whom I love although his loyalties remain with England, will leave a sentry on the verandah. From your reputation as a leader of your company of men, I rather expect the sentry will cause but little opposition for you. It is not worth my while to try to describe your means of retrieving this man who is being held, for I have not the language to do justice, and I am very much hurried now as I expect to send my letter by Mr. Delavillete, who is waiting for me to write.




  Adieu.




  Your friend in the name of succès d’estime in the disputes between Great Britain and her colonies.





  Hallelujah! The female spy had promised to help him save one of his captured men, and it appeared she was going to make good on her promise.




  On Thursday, Marion and several of his men rode into Wedgefield Plantation. The sentry greeted them with a “Who goes there?” His question hung in the air as one of the men quickly unsheathed a sword and beheaded the sentry. His head was still rolling down the plantation house steps as the group entered the dwelling to retrieve their comrade.




  A few weeks later, a headless ghost was seen on the grounds of Wedgefield Plantation. It has been seen numerous times over the years in the garden area and is popularly believed to be the spirit of the headless sentry, who was buried here.




  The original Wedgefield Plantation was destroyed in the 1930s, but another house was built on the site, which is currently a residential community and Wedgefield Country Club and Golf Course (semi-private). The headless sentry is still spotted occasionally. The house has been made into a restaurant, which is open to the public.




  From the Myrtle Beach area, take Hwy. 17 South towards Georgetown. The former rice plantation is five miles north of Georgetown, off 701. Follow the signs to Wedgefield Country Club and Golf Course.
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    Francis Marion (1732-1795) served in the state and federal forces during the American Revolution (1775–1783). He was appointed colonel in the Continental Army and a Brigadier General in the militia. He trained troops and performed garrison duty until 1780. He and his men were notorious for upsetting British supply lines and surprising their adversaries.




  General Marion earned his nickname “Swamp Fox” because he was highly competent with his war strategies and moved undetected through the Lowcountry like a swamp fox. Marion once returned from an unsuccessful attack on the British near Georgetown. The exhausted officer knocked on the door of Hampton Plantation and asked Mrs. Daniel Horry if he could rest for a bit before catching up to his men, who had crossed Wambaw Creek and escaped to Santee Swamp. The sympathizer invited him in and fixed him supper while he dozed. As she prepared to wake General Marion, she saw British troops approaching. Quickly, she woke Marion and led him to the back door. Jerking it open, she whispered him instructions to follow the garden path to the creek at its foot and then swim to the island that lay opposite it. Once again, the Swamp Fox eluded capture by Colonel Tarleton and his men by hiding in the marsh until daybreak.


  


  









  
JAILHOUSE SPECTER
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  It was a long, low gut-wrenching moan the likes of which he had never heard.




  It was well after midnight when dispatch got the call, and some of the guys had a good card game going, so McAllister figured that was why no one was anxious to pick up the fare. “I got it,” he announced as he grabbed the address from Dick Curton, the dispatcher.




  It was a cold, dark night and Bill McAllister couldn’t help but shiver a little as he headed to Bramlett Road. By the time he got to the area where the old slaughter yards used to be, the cabbie couldn’t shake his apprehension. McAllister pulled over in front of one of the small, brick houses and flicked his headlights. He got out of the car and rubbed his hands together before turning around to face the house.




  It was dark and there didn’t appear to be any sign of life. While he was contemplating whether to head up the walkway and knock on the door, he heard a moan. It was a long, low, gut-wrenching moan, the likes of which he had never heard. He swung around searching for the source of the noise because surely someone was in terrible pain. But he saw no one. The moaning got louder with every passing second. It was almost deafening by the time he heard the tortured voice shriek, “It wasn’t me! It wasn’t me!”




  McAllister’s grip on the car door handle slipped a few times in his haste to open it, and he fumbled for nearly a minute before successfully yanking the door open far enough to jump in. As he was starting the engine, he looked up to see a frightening sight that was beyond belief and description. He swerved around the figure, hearing all kinds of horrible sounds as he drove off as fast as the car would accelerate.




  Trembling from head to toe for the length of the ride, McAllister made his way back to the cab office. He took a few deep breaths, attempting to compose himself.A hand clamped down over his left shoulder and the cabbie nearly jumped out of his skin. “Are you okay, Bill?” Curton asked with a concerned look on his face. “Don’t tell me you had an encounter with the Jailhouse Specter?”




  “I don’t know what it was but I ain’t never going back to that area after dark again!” The terrified cab driver related the events to the dispatcher. “I know it don’t sound right but I swear on my life I’m telling the God’s honest truth!”




  “It’s all right. I believe you, Bill, because you aren’t one to lie and you aren’t the first to share this tale. I’ll tell you what I know and maybe that’ll help you understand things better.” Curton took a long drag on his cigarette and a swig of his coffee before continuing with the incredible story. “One of our cab drivers, a fellow by the name of Johnny Worthington, picked up a man in 1944. The fare was a black man and that’s where the trouble started.




  “Johnny didn’t like men of color and so made lots of remarks he shouldn’t have to this man. It was hard for Johnny to tell if his bigotry was bothering the passenger because the man ignored him. Johnny’s wisecracks got even more demeaning as he persisted in trying to get some response from the gentleman. When he pulled over to the drop-off address, the passenger got out of the car and walked off. Johnny jerked the car door open and yelled to him that he still hadn’t been paid. The black man turned around long enough to yell back that he wasn’t ever going to pay him and he should be thankful he didn’t beat the daylights out of him. Johnny ducked into the car and pulled a gun out from under the seat and shot him three times in the back. Next day Johnny told me the story, even sounded like he was bragging. Sure enough, I read in the newspaper that a black man had been found out on Laurens Road, shot dead three times in the back!”




  Curton put out his cigarette butt and took another couple of sips of coffee before resuming his story. “This got all kinds of folks more than a little upset. There was lots of bad talk and high emotions for a long time. And then that poor Willie Earle came to Liberty to see his mother. The kid got off the Greyhound Bus and walked over to Reid’s Restaurant, where she worked. His mother was so happy to see her oldest son. The next morning, she fixed a huge breakfast in honor of his visit. When she left for work, the twenty-three-year old was hanging out in the living room with a couple of friends. Two policemen came to the restaurant that afternoon, bringing bad news. They told her they had arrested Willie for robbing and stabbing a Greenville area cab driver.




  “‘Nooo. Not my boy. He wouldn’t, couldn’t do such a thing. Besides, he arrived by bus. He didn’t take no cab,’ Tessie Earle reasoned.




  “ ‘Sheriff Maulden arrested him after we took your son by the hospital and the cab driver came to long enough to identify him as the one who did it.’




  “No one ever had a chance to find out if Willie Earle actually committed the crime. The police arrested him at his mother’s house. The youth was very average-looking—medium build, muscular, no distinguishing marks. While Willie was awaiting trial in the Pickens Jail, some cab drivers assembled at the Rainbow Cafe. The more the men drank, the madder they got. That night they decided vigilante justice was the best course.




  “The men led a procession of cabs into Pickens. They arrived at the jailhouse in the wee hours of the morning on February 17, 1947. The pounding on the door brought the jailer, Ed Gilstrap. When he told them he couldn’t hand over the prisoner to them, one of the men raised a shotgun and aimed it at Gilstrap’s head. The reluctant jailer let the angry mob inside and back to the cells.




  “Despite the young man’s protests, they took him out to the old slaughter yard (Saluda dam area) and did unspeakable things to him before one of the men, I don’t know if it was Hurd or Worthington, shot Earle in the head twice. Johnny was the only one who came back in to work for a couple of hours that morning. He acted like nothing had happened!”




  Thirty-one men were charged with Willie Earle’s murder on February 21, 1947, but were acquitted on May 21 by a jury of their peers. One of the accused cab drivers later told his wife that he saw the ghost of that boy late one night when he was sent on a call to Bramlett Road. Mae never repeated what he had told her until her husband was deceased. Over the years, many others have reported seeing a ghost in that area. The old Pickens Jail is now the Pickens County Museum.
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    The Pickens County Museum of Art and History is housed in the old Pickens County Jail. The museum has two floors of exhibits, including antiques, historical photos, and art. The facility offers both temporary and permanent exhibits and is open to the public year round. Pickens is located in the northwest part of the state, between Greer and Easley. It is due south of the North Carolina state line, eighteen miles off I-85. 864-898-5963. www.co.pickens.sc.us/culturalcommission/
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