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  INTRODUCTION




  All human endeavor, all the strife of living, the pains and temptations, the suffering to achieve, the enduring and prevailing, all that we seek and all that we abhor, boils down to one question: Is this all there is?




  We turn to religion to assure us—some 6 billion of us presently and countless billions from ages past—that there is an existence after this one; that once we shuffle off this mortal coil, there is something that abides, that death represents an opening—and not a closing—door.




  And while we are not sure exactly what awaits us personally—eternal paradise or eternal damnation—we feel comforted in the hope that something awaits us, not just the moist, wormy grave.




  Protohumans buried their dead some seventy thousand years ago with food, tools, clothes, and vehicles to assist in their passage through the next life. One must wonder how this unusual custom got started: Were our predecessors visited by one recently deceased who informed them of the needs of the dead?




  Of course, it is much more than just what happens to the corporeal body. It is personal. Though Christians believe in actual, physical, bodily resurrection, to many the details of what happens to us eventually, at “the end of the age,” does not matter as much as what happens to us immediately, in that very moment after death. Because it is at that moment when we will know for sure, one way or another, whether there is life after death.




  Or, some say, maybe not. In spite of the fact that all major religions of the world assure us that our personalities, our souls, our essences survive death, somehow that is not enough. For some reason, we need more assurance.




  And perhaps that is why we, as humans, are so fascinated with ghost stories.




  It is not so much the fright factor as it is the assurance factor. Ghost stories give us proof positive that something of us goes on after our physical death. So in spite of what has been taught to us by our priests, ministers, and imams, we still refuse to believe in anything we cannot hear, see, or touch. Even if it is just a wispy, indistinct wraith, swirling through a neighborhood field, or the sound of footsteps creaking down the stairs where no one visible descends.




  That is why, on those dark and stormy nights, in spite of the risk of having the living daylights scared out of us, we all still love a good ghost story.
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  It has been said that Philadelphia is a separate state and someone forgot to mention it to the mapmakers. Indeed, Philadelphia does seem like a world apart from the rest of Pennsylvania. It’s one of the oldest cities in the nation and certainly was one of the most influential ones in the world during the 1700s. Here men like Ben Franklin shaped not only a nation but a people. Here the nation was born.




  The first settlers to arrive here lived in the caves along the waterways, but today, Philadelphia has forgotten its more humble beginnings and is a world-class city whose residents are more cosmopolitan than those in most other parts of the state. Still, the past continues to play a big part.




  THE MANY SPIRITS OF THE GENERAL WAYNE INN




  The village of Merioneth, Pennsylvania, lies just outside Philadelphia. It was of importance in the Colonial period because it was conveniently placed for travelers westward. The General Wayne Inn was originally built in 1704 as an inn and tavern called the Wayside Inn. Robert Jones had purchased the land from Edward Rees, who in turn had bought it from William Penn but never used it.




  The Wayside Inn grew popular with those traveling westward, and Jones ran a very successful inn and tavern for forty-two years. Upon Jones’s death, the property was sold to Anthony Tunis, who changed the name of the establishment to the Ordinary Tunis. Tunis added a new concept that made his tavern and inn even more popular: He offered travelers a prix fixe meal, food that was already prepared and they could eat while the stagecoach drivers changed horses. The standard fare for travelers in a hurry was pork meat pies and grog (equal parts of water and rum). During this time, Tunis also allowed the building to be used as a mail stop. Benjamin Franklin was appointed by King George III of England as postmaster for the colonies, and Franklin set up a post office at the Ordinary Tunis.




  In May 1776, the Ordinary Tunis changed hands once more, when Abraham Streeper and his wife purchased the building. They changed the name to Streeper’s Inn and continued to run it as a tavern and inn. Soon a call was put out for men to join the Colonial Army, and Streeper enlisted. His wife struggled to run the business herself.




  Soon after her husband left, General “Mad Anthony” Wayne and the remainder of his men descended upon the inn, fresh from a terrible defeat at Brandywine. Wayne stayed there the first night while his men camped out in the fields around the building. The next day, the Marquis de Lafayette and George Washington rode in to speak with Wayne and spent the night there as well.




  The military left the following day, but soon a coach swept in with six members of the Continental Congress who were fleeing to York for fear that the British would take over Philadelphia and have them executed as traitors. Among them were James Smith, John Wilson, George Ross, and George Clymer (who would later be captured and hanged for treason by the British). The families of those men would soon follow them to the inn.




  Mrs. Streeper had decidedly Colonial sympathies, and it soon became evident that Streeper’s Inn was a good place for the Americans to spy. The place was frequented by British soldiers and Hessian (German) mercenaries who drank freely and sometimes talked too much. Chief among the spies was Captain Allen McLane, who gathered information as Mrs. Streeper supplied the enemy with liquor.




  But Streeper’s Inn soon was taken over by the British and Hessians, who commandeered the place for quarters. This made spying much more dangerous, and Colonial sympathizers could no longer travel freely in and out. Mrs. Streeper’s life also could be in danger. Captain McLane liberated the building from the possession of the Hessians through the use of a trick and the liberal flow of alcohol, but the patriots held the building for only a short time before Philadelphia and the surrounding area fell into British hands again. The patriots were driven out, but rumors began to make the rounds that they had dug a tunnel into the basement of the building.




  As the story goes, after a successful battle, a Hessian soldier was sent to the basement to fetch a cask of liquor. He never returned, and his body was not discovered. According to legend, the patriots were hiding in the tunnel and feared exposure, so they killed the young Hessian and buried his body in the tunnel. Perhaps this is how the very first ghost in the building was created.




  In 1848, that old legend would be remembered after a most unlikely event. For fifty years or more, the local polling site for Lower Merion Township was at the inn, which had by now been renamed for General Wayne. According to the official report filed by the supervisor of the polling site, a female polling agent went to the basement to fetch a new box of ballots. There she encountered a young soldier wearing a green coat, who seemed startled or frightened before he faded away. The poll worker felt that the young man was scared and trying to hide. Hessian soldiers wore green jackets trimmed with yellow. Could it have been the ghost of the soldier who was killed there so long ago?




  Over the years, more sightings of the Hessian soldier have been reported. In fact, more than one modern employee of the General Wayne Inn has insisted that he or she has seen the young man in green. They always say that he seems frightened and unsure and quickly fades away.




  There are other possible explanations for the Hessian soldier. Mrs. Streeper pretended to be a British sympathizer, allowing the Hessians to bring their wounded to the inn and housing them there. It is believed that a sick Hessian was housed in the basement at one time. He supposedly died down there of his injuries while being tended by Mrs. Streeper. Some people even believe that Mrs. Streeper murdered the young man and that’s why he still haunts the building. That poor fellow may still be down there, sick and alone, afraid that patriot sympathizers will find him.




  According to another story, at the end of the war, the Hessian soldiers who were left in America were abandoned by the British. Those men were terrified that they’d be found in uniform or recognized and executed by the patriots, so they took to hiding in spots where they had stayed while working for the British. Legend has it that a couple such Hessian soldiers sought refuge from the Americans in the basement of the inn. The men stayed there for some time during the winter, but one of them got ill and died of pneumonia. The poor fellow was too frightened to leave the cold, damp basement for better lodgings and medical help. Could he be the young Hessian who is still seen in the basement of the General Wayne Inn?




  Other ghosts of Revolutionary War soldiers have also been seen in the building. In the early 1990s, a hostess said she had such an encounter. She was setting one of the dining areas up for dinner when she heard someone call her name. The person was insistent, so she paused to turn around, much annoyed at the intrusion. She was startled to see a man in a uniform that may have been a general standing on the steps near her. He seemed surprised that she heard and saw him and quickly faded away. The hostess described the man as having been very solid and real looking.




  In the 1990s, a maître d’ claimed to have been given quite a fright by a Hessian soldier. Some stories say that a Hessian soldier was ambushed in the building and killed by the patriots, who cut off his head and then disposed of the dead body. According to the maître d’, he was walking by a cupboard in the kitchen one evening when he saw the head of a man materialize on a shelf. The man had a black mustache and was looking at him. The maître d’ walked on past the head and out of the kitchen, when suddenly he stopped and began to shout, “I saw a head! I saw a head!” It was as if it took a second for him to register the gristly sight. Later, the maître d’ insisted that the figure’s black hair and mustache looked like those of Hessian soldiers from the Revolutionary period that he saw in paintings.




  Yet another soldier is said to haunt the building, and his is a sad, romantic story. A young British officer was brought back to the General Wayne Inn after he was wounded in battle. Despite the best efforts of the physician, the man died. During his last hours, he constantly clutched a little gold locket. After his death, the locket was removed from his hand and opened up. Inside was a fine miniature painting of a young woman who was presumed to be his fiancée. The locket was taken away, and the young soldier was buried. Over the years, several people have reported that a young British officer has appeared to them and demanded that they return his locket. When the astonished person does not respond to his plea, the soldier simply vanishes.




  Another mysterious story was told by one of the former owners of the General Wayne Inn. During the 1970s and beyond, the building was owned by Barton Johnson. Each year at Christmas, the General Wayne Inn hosted a large Christmas gala. One year, at the end of the night, as the guests thanked him for his lovely party, several commented that they had enjoyed his little historical touch. Johnson was puzzled because he did not know what they were referring to. The guests explained that they had been much impressed with the young man he had hired to pass among the guests dressed in Colonial attire. The man seemed authentic in every respect, and they had enjoyed the show. Johnson, however, had not hired such a man, and he had not seen such a fellow at the party either.




  In one room, a scuffle seems to occur periodically. According to Johnson, one afternoon he and a staff member were on the first floor, below the British Barracks Dining Room area, when they heard what sounded like someone throwing furniture around. The two men hurried upstairs because no one should have been up there, and it sounded as though someone was obviously damaging things. Upstairs, they found that tables were upended and chairs were strewn around as if someone had knocked them over in a struggle. However, no one could be found on that floor.




  Perhaps one of the strangest and most compelling stories about the General Wayne Inn came from a former patron of the restaurant. The guest testified that he had been in the coat check room reaching for his jacket when a black entity grabbed his hand. A terrible fear gripped the man as the spirit twisted him around and tried to force him to the ground. He felt as if the entity would murder him if it could get him down. The attack stopped abruptly, but the man never forgot his wrestling match with a ghost. It’s the only report of anyone being touched or harmed by a spirit in the General Wayne Inn. The story would be easy to dismiss if not for the fact that the tale came from a very well-respected citizen.




  At least one of the spirits in the building seems to enjoy pranks and making messes. A waiter set up a room for a wedding, carefully folding and tenting the napkins at each table to create a grand effect. When he returned the next morning to finish his preparations, the napkins were tossed about the room and he had to start over again. The kitchen staff have reported similar incidents. A cook who was the last to leave the kitchen one afternoon left a stack of about twenty towels on a cabinet. The next morning, when he came in to open up for the day, he found the towels tossed all over the kitchen. No one had been in the building during the night because there had been a terrible snowstorm and the owner had closed up early. In fact, the cook and owner had left at the same time.




  The bar seems to be one of the most haunted areas, with dozens of stories reported by the staff and patrons. One night the bartender was hurrying down the stairs to the basement to restock the liquor when he stopped short. Before him at the bottom of the stairs was a man in a Hessian uniform. The fellow turned back toward the basement and faded away. The bartender refused to ever go into the basement again; he’d give a liquor list to someone else to bring it up for him.




  For months on end, between 3 and 4 p.m. each afternoon, the glasses hanging from the racks at the bar would tinkle and jingle as if someone were shaking them. The phenomenon stopped after a few months, but eventually, it started up again.




  Johnson came in one morning to find that the janitor had not completed his work. He was surprised because the man had always been very reliable, so he called to see if the man was okay. Had he gotten ill or been hurt? Why had he not completed his work? The janitor informed his boss that he had quit. It seems that while the janitor was working the night before, a Colonial soldier had appeared before him in the bar. The man had simply laid his broom down and left the building for the last time.




  One day Johnson came into the bar and found that the cash register drawer was full of water when he opened it. He looked up and saw nearly thirty carafes filled with water; the water glasses on the shelves also were filled, and so was a wine rack that stood nearby. It looked as if someone had taken great pleasure in filling every available vessel with water. At first he was puzzled by the strange event. How could water get into the drawer, the carafes, and the glasses but not on the floor or anywhere else? There were no pipes above the bar, no leaks in the ceiling, and no one else around to have done it. The mystery compounded when Johnson tried to get the insurance company to pay for repairs to the electric cash register, which apparently had been shorted out. The company sent out a representative, who tried to find a rational explanation. None could be found, and the representative recommended that the company not pay for the machine repairs, although it finally agreed to pay half the repair price. Interestingly enough, Johnson later realized that this event was discovered the morning after voting day. He noticed that other odd events happened on that date too.




  Perhaps one of the stranger phenomena at the bar is the neck blower. Johnson first noticed this. On busy nights when the bar was full, a woman at one end of the bar would suddenly react as if startled by something. She’d invariably turn to the man behind her and complain that he was blowing on her neck. As soon as the woman spoke, the next woman would have the same experience, and on up the bar it would go. Each lady would turn angrily to the man behind or beside her, and each man expressed ignorance of the events. This happened so often at one point that Johnson came to expect it on busy nights. Apparently one of the ghosts enjoyed teasing the ladies.




  Johnson often told a story that might explain the flirting spirit. He said that during the Colonial period, a man who often frequented the tavern would annoy the ladies who worked there while he drank. One day he got terribly obnoxious with one of the young women, and a chivalrous man came to her rescue. The drunk insulted the young lady again, and a fight began, during which the drunkard was struck and killed. It is believed that this man is still flirting with and harassing the ladies.




  In the early 1980s, a local television station came to Merion and filmed a segment about the ghosts of the General Wayne Inn. The owner and nearly fifty regular patrons gathered in the bar on the night of the broadcast to watch. As the segment started, the picture on the television began to slowly rotate clockwise until it had turned completely around. Again and again, the picture slowly turned while that segment was on. The television never acted that way before or after the event. The owner later checked with the television station and friends, but everyone else saw it properly. Had the version on the bar television been altered by the spirits?




  Not all of the spirits at the General Wayne Inn date from the Revolutionary War. Another famous entity thought to haunt the inn is none other than Edgar Allan Poe, who began visiting the General Wayne Inn in 1839. He made many of his trips with his dear friend and biographer, Henry Beck Hirst. It is known that Poe was an alcoholic and did some drugs. Some believe that Poe made his trips so that he could flee reality through drugs and drink in a place where he would not be well-known or disturbed.




  It is said that Poe had a favored seat near the window in the room where once Benjamin Franklin delivered the mail. Supposedly, Poe edited or wrote part of “The Raven” at that table and carved his initials into the glass window with a diamond ring that he borrowed for the purpose from Hirst. The window survived until the 1970s when it was shattered by a jackhammer chiseling something outside. According to some reports, Poe has been glimpsed sitting at his favorite table still. Curiously, he has been seen in the building dressed not only in his customary suit, but also in his cadet’s uniform. It is said that he seems tired, haggard, and worn. Other folks claim they have seen Poe standing near a painting of him in the room, laughing at the picture and making fun of it.




  Joseph Yoganski eventually purchased the General Wayne Inn from Johnson. When he first came to the building, he was well aware of the stories, but he did not really believe them. However, the spirits soon set about remedying that. One day Yoganski was changing light bulbs in one of the chandeliers upstairs. After he had screwed in several bulbs and moved on to the next, something nearby caught his attention. He looked at the bulbs he had just screwed in, and they were unscrewing themselves one by one.




  Yoganski had heard about the soldier in the basement, but he was not prepared to see the sight of a soldier walking through the basement visible only from his knees up. He later learned that some of the former staff had also seen this apparition that seems to be walking on the original floor of the basement, which has been raised about eighteen inches over time.




  Through the years, the General Wayne Inn has drawn its share of psychics, some of whom may have contacted the spirits who reside at the inn. During a séance in the building, two sets of doors slammed shut when the medium began, and throughout the process, one of Johnson’s adult sons claimed to see faces appearing briefly above the medium’s head before fading away. The building was closed and locked, and everyone was gathered together in the same room.




  Perhaps the most significant psychic event was when a man named Mr. Benio contacted Johnson. Benio said he had been having dreams in which a Hessian soldier kept begging him to come to the General Wayne Inn, telling him he wanted a proper burial. Intrigued, Johnson allowed Benio to visit the building. Benio came up with three names while there, saying that three different Hessians haunted the building. One was called Paul, another was Hans, but the third one would not give a name. Benio also reported seeing a young woman, who told him that as a maid there during the Revolution, she had been raped and killed in the building and was buried in the churchyard next door. Johnson was impressed because he knew of such a story. The young woman was seen in the churchyard next door and also hurrying through the hall or fighting with some unseen force.




  In recent years, the General Wayne Inn fell upon hard times. Then something happened that at first appeared to be a wonderful new start for the inn, but it quickly became a nightmare that might have spawned yet another ghost. In 1996, a successful pair of chefs, Guy Sileo and Jim Webb, took over the inn. The two were praised as great chefs with a creative and innovative way with American food. After successfully running a small restaurant that had received rave reviews, they had decided to move up to a much larger establishment, and they chose the General Wayne Inn. The inn had become shabby with time and lack of care, but the two thought they could restore the building and help it regain its reputation for good food, good drink, and good fun.




  The task was much larger than they had anticipated, however, and soon they realized that they were sinking. Their response to the failure ultimately led to tragedy. Chef Webb wanted them to roll up their sleeves and redouble their efforts, salvaging what they could. Chef Sileo decided it was time to bail out. The two became increasingly hostile toward each other, which led to physical fights and terrible verbal rows. Webb began sleeping in his office on the third floor because he was working so many hours that he barely got any sleep, while Sileo was putting in far fewer hours.




  On the morning of December 27, 1996, Sileo called the police. He had found his partner on the floor of his third-floor office dead. Webb had been shot in the back of the head.




  While questioning the employees, the police learned that Sileo had been having an affair with a young sous chef named Felicia Moyse. Moyse indicated that Webb was becoming increasingly upset about the affair and had been causing trouble between the couple. Soon the police learned of a large insurance policy that the two chefs had taken out on each other. Sileo stood to inherit $650,000. Webb had also borrowed $100,000 from Sileo’s father.




  Felicia Moyse committed suicide soon after, and that only spurred speculation that she might have known or even helped with Webb’s murder. It was obvious that this was a troubled young woman.




  The police arrested and convicted Sileo for perjury. He later was indicted for Webb’s murder.




  The General Wayne Inn was sold to a real estate developer. There are already stories that the chef has returned to his kitchen, but these are only rumors so far.




  The building has since been sold once again and is now slated to become a Jewish synagogue and restaurant. Will there be stories about the spirits in the future? The ghosts have been part of the building for a long time, and they likely will continue to be. It should only be a matter of time before new chapters are added to the long saga of the ghosts of the General Wayne Inn.




  EERIE BOLTON MANSION




  Bolton Mansion sits—solid, sensible, and mute—on a hill now known as Holly Hill. It has an incredible tale to tell, but the gray stones from which the oldest part of the mansion was built give no sign of the history, love, and passion that its rooms witnessed.




  Bolton Mansion was the second home in America built by Phineas Pemberton, a good friend of William Penn. The first home Pemberton built was on an estate of three hundred acres bordering Penn’s own estate. But the property was swampy bottom land, and Pemberton’s first wife, his parents, and several of his children died during the 1690s from illnesses that he blamed on the wet land and weather conditions.




  Pemberton decided to move his remaining family to a new home. He chose a site on a hill, calling it Holly Hill, and named his new home Bolton after his childhood home in England. He got married again, to a widow named Anne Harrison, and brought his new bride and her child to live with his family at Bolton. The couple had several children together and raised a large family at Bolton Mansion. As time and his finances permitted, he built onto his home.




  Pemberton continued to represent William Penn’s interests in the colony of Penns Woods. Upon Pemberton’s death, Penn lamented the loss of a real friend and trusted business associate.




  Through marriage, Bolton Mansion came into the hands of the politically and financially prominent Morris family, and the mansion’s future was secured. The Morris family added onto and improved the house, which eventually had twenty-two rooms.




  Before the Civil War, James Morris used the mansion as a stop on the Underground Railroad, building tunnels under the house that led to the river, where the slaves could board a boat and move onward to freedom. James was a socially prominent man who was appalled when his daughter Mary announced that she was in love with a man of low social status. He forbade Mary to see the young man again, but she was determined not to give up on her lover. She waited for the young man to return, but he never did. She grew more and more desperate and eventually hanged herself on the main staircase.




  No one ever really knew what happened to the young man. Did he join the Army and die in battle? Did he just move on, or did the Morris family pay him to leave Mary alone? Those questions would remain for all time.




  The tragic romance and death of Mary Morris spawned the main ghost stories at Bolton Mansion, but they were not the only ones. In fact, Mary’s death was not the only suicide that took place in the house. Years later, a servant supposedly hanged himself by tying off a rope and jumping from a second-story bedroom window. No one ever knew why this man committed suicide.
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