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    This book is dedicated to all those spirits who came to Las Vegas and found it a city far too intriguing to ever leave.
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    INTRODUCTION




    Ghosts in Las Vegas? How couldn’t there be? After all, it’s a town that was controlled by the Mob for close to thirty years. Who knows how many people were “persuaded” to cross over to the other side at the hands of a crooked-nose gangster with a nickname like “The Ant”? Not only that, but anyone who is anyone has played or performed in Las Vegas at one time or another. Opulence is king in this unique town, which was home for many years to the king of opulence himself, Liberace. When you arrive in Las Vegas, you are treated like you’re the only person in the world who matters. Is it any wonder that many of those who came here decided never to leave?




    Las Vegas is a one-of-a-kind place. Where else can you find a town haunted by both Elvis and an elephant (that’s right, an elephant)? It even has its own ghost town and haunted museum. Las Vegas is known for discarding its past like most people discard clothing, imploding buildings with little care for their historical value. Yet it is also a city rich in history—even though it’s only a little more than a hundred years old. The Rat Pack made Las Vegas its home, and the town is still closely associated with the glitz and glamour known only to the likes of Hollywood.




    Strange is another word often associated with this town, and what can be stranger than stories of ghosts? Haunted houses and schools, bathrooms with faucets that turn on by themselves, a showroom where the audience has never left, a gangster who remains at the resort he never got to see succeed, a museum with a box so evil it must be guarded by a sacred prayer, and a restaurant where the deceased owner still commands respect are just some of the strange and ghostly occurrences Las Vegas has to offer. And whether you believe these eerie tales or not, one thing is true: They are all very Vegas.




    One of the best things about writing a book like Haunted Las Vegas is that you get to see your town through a different set of eyes. In choosing which stories to tell, I have tried to give you a slice of Las Vegas that combines a little of the old with a taste of the new. Because so much of this town is lost to the present, only viewable in photos or secret videos found on the Internet, I have chosen stories that help link Las Vegas to its past.


 



    According to the History Channel, Las Vegas is a “hot zone of cold spots, unsettled spirits, and well-documented anomalous experiences.” The question, therefore, begs to be asked: Are these stories true? Do ghosts really haunt Las Vegas? I’ll leave that up to you to determine for yourself. So whether you read this book before your next trip to Las Vegas or wait until the “dead” of night during your stay, I hope these stories appease your creepy side, while at the same time giving you a taste of just how great this little town really is. Just a word of caution, however: After you have read these stories, you may want to follow a time-honored Las Vegas tradition and leave the “ghost light” on. Enjoy!




    



    

  




  

     

   FAMOUS PHANTOMS OF LAS VEGAS
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    WHILE LAS VEGAS IS KNOWN AS “SIN CITY,” it’s also known as the entertainment capital of the world. Many of the greatest entertainers in the industry have come to Las Vegas and made it their home, and when some of them died, they refused to leave. So many singers, dancers, and musicians found fame and fortune in Las Vegas—whether they were discovered here, or became a success the second time around—that even though they died somewhere else, it didn’t stop them from returning to the city they loved. Some returned to homes they once occupied in Las Vegas, while others chose places that meant something to them, like a restaurant, or the stage where the roar of the crowds greeted them every night.




    Las Vegas is known for entertainment, and what better place to start than with the people who made Las Vegas famous. In this first section we’ll visit the restaurant Liberace opened and frequently entertained friends in, cooking for them himself. We’ll travel to the suite in the Las Vegas Hilton where Elvis stayed during his record-breaking years of performing. We’ll also visit some spots where the pressures of entertainment proved too much and the results were . . . well, ghostly.




    So tip the maître d’ and get ready for the best seat in the house.




      

    




  

   

    “I’LL BE SEEING YOU”




    In a restaurant that once served Hollywood’s elite, side by side with Las Vegas’s most notorious crime element, the flamboyant previous owner still roams the halls. Diners and employees alike have all experienced the playfulness—or wrath—of Liberace.




    What did she say?




    It couldn’t have been what he thought he’d heard—could it? Could that bartender have just said that, about Liberace, in his own restaurant?




    Jacob Harding had walked into Carluccio’s Tivoli Gardens Restaurant only a few minutes ago, thinking he would have a drink to honor the famous musician on this, the anniversary of his death. After all, Liberace had opened the restaurant, which was then only called Tivoli Gardens, and what better way to honor the man who helped make Las Vegas famous?




    The bar where Jacob sat was over one hundred years old. Liberace had imported it from England, and frankly, it was gorgeous! It was gorgeous because it was ornate and it was made of wood. Not that fake wood they make things out of nowadays, but real hardwood, harvested from real trees. The wood was reddish-brown and it seemed to fill the space perfectly. Decorative panels made up the bottom section of the bar, the top of which was covered in granite.




    Twisted columns opened to flaring flowers that supported the top portion. It too was adorned with decorative panels. Wine glasses hung upside down at positions strategically placed to allow the bartender easy access as needed. Wine bottles sat in racks on the upper shelves. Small ledges allowed the wine to sit at an angle without the danger of falling. Bottles of hard liquor decorated glass shelves that were attached to a mirrored back. Liquor glasses rested on other shelves atop another granite counter.




    Jacob gave a quick thought to what Liberace would drink, but opted instead for a rum and Coke when the bartender looked his way; he was sure Liberace wouldn’t mind. “To you,” he said, more to himself than anyone, and raised his glass.




    The bartender was in her forties, and he could tell she was no stranger to the back of a bar. She washed glasses, poured drinks, and removed plates, all while attending each of her customers. The bar was full. Three men and two women all looked over when she spoke.






    “Who’re you toasting?” she asked him.




    “The late owner,” Jacob responded, “the man who made this all possible. Liberace. May he rest in peace,” he said, and took another sip.




    “On the anniversary of his death. Nice gesture.”




    “Did you know him?” Jacob asked.




    “Not really.”




    “Didn’t he die from AIDS?” one of the bar patrons asked.




    “Complications of AIDS,” the bartender confirmed, sitting back on a chair behind the bar. She continued talking about Las Vegas’s most flamboyant musician, explaining the rumors she had heard about his lifestyle, and his sexual preferences. She had the attention of the entire bar and took advantage of it to tell an off-color joke about those sexual preferences.




    While most of the bar patrons laughed, Jacob was shocked. He sat there, mouth agape. He had heard it right. That bartender had just slurred Liberace’s good name—in his own restaurant. Apparently, Jacob wasn’t the only one who hadn’t been impressed by the joke. As the bartender stood there, three wine bottles seemed to jump off the top shelf, hitting the chair where the bartender had just been sitting. She leapt backward and two of the patrons quickly scrambled off their stools. Someone screamed, but Jacob couldn’t tell who. How had those bottles fallen from the wine rack? How could they have fallen when the ledges had always kept them secure? And, more importantly, if they had fallen on their own, what were the chances they would have hit the chair the bartender had just been sitting in?




    Liberace was born Wladziu Valentino Liberace on May 16, 1919, to a Polish mother and an Italian father who immigrated to America. He was born in West Allis, a suburb of Milwaukee, Wisconsin. He was known as Walter to his family and Lee to his friends, but he was most widely known simply as Liberace.




    Like Elvis, Liberace was the sole survivor of a twin birth, weighing thirteen pounds, and, also like Elvis, he was born with an amazing musical gift. By the time Liberace was seven, he was already a talented musician, the piano his instrument of choice. He was able to play intricate pieces by age seven, and by age eight was studying with the famous Polish pianist and composer, Ignacy Jan Paderewski. However, most of his talent was developed under the tutelage of Florence Bettray Kelly, his music teacher for close to ten years. Kelly was the only music teacher who was able to stay with the young musician, who was so talented that he often surpassed his instructors, who would then have to be replaced.




    Liberace was a gifted pianist who received no less than seventeen scholarships, the first of which was to the Wisconsin Conservatory of Music, received through the help of Paderewski. Liberace loved to play and he was a quick study. He could play classical music in the style of many different composers, and by the time he was twenty years old, he had played as a soloist with the Chicago Symphony Orchestra.




    He obtained his musical talent from his father, Salvadore, who had played the French horn in John Philip Sousa’s marching band, and his mother, Frances, who played the piano. Salvadore Liberace had always dreamed of making it big as a musician, and while he did manage to achieve some small success, he often found himself working in factories. Still, he kept the dream alive through his children. Musical talent was a family trait, one which Liberace shared with his brother, George, and his sister, Angelina. Liberace and George played in trios, Liberace on the piano and George on the violin. In 1940 Liberace signed his first performing contract at the Plankinton Arcade (the Red Room) in Milwaukee. That same year he worked as an intermission pianist in the Persian Room of the Plaza Hotel in New York City.




    While he received much acclaim for his playing, Liberace knew that he would never achieve complete success until he expanded his repertoire to include more popular music, mixed, of course, with the classics. It was not uncommon for him to play “The Beer Barrel Polka” one minute and “Clair de Lune” the next. Having no publicist, Liberace promoted himself by mailing postcards to places where he wanted to work. The scheme worked, and in 1944 he was noticed by the Last Frontier in Las Vegas, where he was offered a contract to play in its showroom. He received $750 a week at a time when the average person made $30 a week.




    Liberace wasn’t only talented, he was a showman. He was flamboyant and knew how to please the crowd. He played on oversized pianos and added props, such as the candelabra that he would eventually become famous for. He would talk to the audience, taking requests and cracking jokes. He didn’t just play the piano; he made sure that attending his show was an experience, one that his fans would want to repeat again and again. To promote himself, Liberace took the advice of Paderewski’s stage manager and dropped his first two names, using only the name “Liberace” exclusively. He added a phonetic spelling of his name “Libb-er-ah-chee” to promotional materials to help cement it into the minds of his fans. It worked, and in one year the Last Frontier had doubled his salary. In 1945 he also returned to the Persian Room at the Plaza Hotel and was noticed by Variety magazine, which proclaimed him a cross between “Cary Grant and Robert Alda.”




    In 1952 Liberace sat in as a summer replacement for Dinah Shore on The Dinah Shore Show. He was a natural and received his own television show on NBC that same year. The Liberace Show ran on television from 1952 to 1969. He also appeared on many other television shows, including The Ed Sullivan Show, The Jack Benny Show, The Red Skelton Show, The Monkees, and The Tonight Show with Johnny Carson. In 1966 the twin theme emerged when Liberace played the dual roles of the villain Chandell, aka “Fingers,” and his evil twin Harry on the television series Batman. During lunch breaks, according to Adam West, Liberace entertained the cast and crew, playing the piano and taking requests.




    During the time Liberace had his television show, he worked extra hard to create the persona of “Liberace.” He began to wear elaborate costumes covered in sequins, jewels, and rhinestones. One of these costumes—the King Neptune—weighed more than two hundred pounds. He also sported feathered capes and furs, such as his full-length black diamond mink cape. Rhinestone-studded pianos and piano-shaped rings became standard. He even had a platinum candlestick with diamond flames. One of the cars in his elaborate collection was a Rolls-Royce he had specially covered in thousands of mirrored tiles.




    Liberace achieved huge success. His paycheck for the first two years of his popular television show was reportedly $7 million. He had a home in Las Vegas and one in Palm Springs. He was also named the “Pop Keyboard Artist of the Year” by Contemporary Keyboard Magazine. Yet throughout it all, he never forgot his family. His mother and sister Angelina were often in the front row of his TV show, and his brother George appeared frequently as the guest violinist and orchestra director. It was the television show that gave him his signature sign-off, the song “I’ll Be Seeing You,” which he softly sang at the close of every show.




    While Liberace’s passion for the piano and being “Mr. Showmanship” was well known, his passion for cooking was lesser known. In 1970 Liberace published his first book, Liberace Cooks, featuring a photo of the author in his piano-themed kitchen. The book would go on to have seven printings. Liberace was a great cook and he took to the kitchen just as he took to the piano. He loved to cook for his guests, so much so that in 1983 he decided to open his own restaurant in the plaza he had purchased back in 1970 to house his museum on Tropicana Boulevard in Las Vegas.




    He named the restaurant Tivoli Gardens, reportedly because it spelled “i-lov-iT” backward. “Garden” was the theme in almost every room. Each room had its own twist on that main theme, each designed to make the diner feel as if he or she was sitting in Liberace’s own garden area. Outdoor fountains, statues, and elaborate shrubbery adorned almost every room of the restaurant. Liberace himself chose the location of every piece of furniture and decoration included in the restaurant.




    The bar, imported from an English pub Liberace frequented, was next to a room designed to look like a performance showroom. Called the Piano Lounge, mirrors covered each wall of the small room, giving it the illusion of being much bigger than it actually was. The words to the song “I’ll Be Seeing You” were etched at the top of the mirrors, all around the room. Thousands of tiny lights decorated the ceiling, making it appear to twinkle. But the focus piece was a gigantic, mirrored, grand piano-shaped bar, complete with piano lid, nestled in the corner of the room.




    Liberace had an apartment built off the restaurant that had a separate entrance to the kitchen. He often stayed there when he cooked for his guests, holding private dinner parties. Of course, the restaurant also had a piano and many entertainers would perform there with Liberace. The restaurant soon became a Las Vegas staple and you never knew just who you might see there on any given night.




    The restaurant almost immediately became a hot spot for the Mob, often frequented by Anthony Spilotro and his brother Michael. One of the rooms was positioned toward the front of the restaurant. The room was covered with scalloped wallpaper and had only one stained-glass window. It could also be closed off from the rest of the restaurant. This made it the perfect meeting place for the Las Vegas branch of “The Chicago Outfit.”




    Liberace’s last stage performance took place on November 2, 1986, at the Radio City Music Hall. As with almost all of his performances, this too was a huge success. He performed eighteen shows in twenty-one days and was paid over $2 million. On December 25, 1986, he appeared on The Oprah Winfrey Show. It would be his final appearance. Wladziu Valentino Liberace died on February 4, 1987, at the age of sixty-seven, from cardiac arrest due to congestive heart failure, brought on by subacute encephalopathy, although Herman “Hank” Milton Greenspun, publisher of the Las Vegas Sun newspaper, reported that he died of complications from AIDS.




    The restaurant sat vacant for more than a year before the Carluccio family bought it and reopened it in 1988 as Carluccio’s Tivoli Gardens. While Liberace’s body was entombed at the Forest Lawn-Hollywood Hills Cemetery, it appears he may not have stayed there. From the moment the restaurant reopened, strange things began to occur. Waiters reported leaving tables set up for the next day, only to have the candles all grouped together on one table when they showed up to work the next day. On one occasion those candles were all hidden behind the bar. One night John Hosier, the general manager, was standing at the bar. He set his drink down while talking to a guest. When he turned back to get his drink, it had been moved to the other side of the bar—there was no one in sight. Another night a woman excused herself from her party to go to the restroom. When she didn’t come back for more than thirty minutes, the people at her table began to get worried and asked their waitress to check on her. The waitress went over to the women’s restroom and turned the knob on the door. The woman rushed out, running past the waitress, screaming that someone had locked her in the restroom. She had been trying to get out for more than half an hour, but had been unable to get the door open. None of the entrance doors to the bathrooms have locks.




    The restrooms seem to be a frequent location for hauntings. People and staff alike have seen the faucets suddenly turn on and the toilets flush on their own. Moaning has been heard at night, as has stomping that gets louder as it comes closer and then suddenly disappears. Knocks occur at the back door of the restaurant, but when checked, nobody is there.




    In the room frequented by the Spilotro gang, now called “The Mafia Room,” pictures cannot be hung on the walls. “They would just slide off the wall and sit there,” says manager Hosier. Renowned psychic Sylvia Browne stated on The Montel Williams Show that she believed two people died in the restaurant; that story has often been expanded to two people being killed by the Mob in the restaurant.




    Besides the women’s restroom, the Piano Lounge is the most frequent source of paranormal activity. Employees have reported seeing Liberace standing behind them as they cleaned. The fake trees in the room have been known to shake, and people have been sighted walking in after hours, yet when the room was checked, no one was there.




     

    Many paranormal investigators have visited Carluccio’s Tivoli Gardens and reported the same thing as the restaurant’s employees—that there is just something about the place. Longtime waiter Alfredo Rangel summed it up best when he said, “I think the place is haunted. Definitely, there is something there.” Every year on the anniversary of his death, a place is set at the bar for Liberace . . . just in case. Who knows—one day you may enter the restaurant and see Liberace “in all the old familiar places.”


    




  

       



    ELVIS HAS NOT LEFT THE BUILDING




    When the King first came to Las Vegas, he was less than stellar. When he returned, he would set records that to this day have never been broken. When he left, Vegas never forgot him—that is, assuming he has left.




    He had to admit, he was a little nervous. It was just another bright, sunny day in Las Vegas as he watched the crowd making their way into the little showroom inside the Greek Isles Hotel and Casino. He had chosen the place specifically because it was once owned by the deceased’s friend Debbie Reynolds. Now here it was the twenty-seventh anniversary of the man’s death and he, Dixie Dooley, was about to conduct a séance to get in touch with this dead spirit. And not just any spirit; Dooley was about to contact Elvis Presley.




    Dixie Dooley was an illusionist and escape artist who specialized in re-creating the tricks of Harry Houdini. He was no stranger to performing on the Las Vegas Strip, nor was he a stranger to holding séances. In fact, they were often part of his show.




    It was almost 2:00 p.m. on August 16, 2004, when the crowd, many of whom were new to the whole séance scene, walked into the packed room. They were made up of the usual people: devotees of the occult, mixed with dedicated fans of Elvis, and, of course, those who were simply curious. Each and every person who walked into the room eagerly anticipated the possibilities that awaited them. Would Dooley really be able to contact the long deceased King of Rock and Roll? Would the King actually make an appearance, and if he did, which version of Elvis would they see—the young heartthrob clad in leather, or the older, heavier, jump-suited version? Dooley planned on contacting Elvis at 2:01 p.m., because he knew the King was an avid believer in numerology, and 2, 0, and 1 were the King’s favorite numbers.




    The King’s tunes played hauntingly in the background as the chosen few spectators took their seats around the table set up for the event. Tricks of the trade—tambourines, bells, candles, and a crystal ball—lay atop the round table. The goateed Dooley took his place at the head in the ornate chair that set him apart from the rest of the participants. He welcomed everyone and delved into the many mysterious experiences that awaited them on this special day.


 



    “Let us all hold hands,” he said, speaking into the microphone in front of him and taking the hands of the person on either side. “We must all close our eyes and concentrate, not just those sitting here around the table, but all of us in the room.”




    The eager crowd did as they were told. With hands clutched and a crystal ball at the ready, Dooley channeled the ghost of Elvis while speaking into the microphone strategically placed in front of him.




    “Elvis, we know how much you loved Las Vegas,” he began. “You performed right across the street,” he said, referring to the Las Vegas Hilton. “Are you here today?”




    The crowd drew a collective breath and held it, waiting. A deep silence hung heavily over the room.




    “Elvis,” Dooley tried again. “If you’re here with us this afternoon, please give us a sign.”




    At the very moment Dooley called on the King, a lightning bolt came out of the sky, accompanied by a loud crack of thunder. Being on edge already, the participants jumped in their seats. One person even let out an involuntary scream.




    The Greek Isles Hotel and Casino was one of the smaller, older properties in Las Vegas and the roof was probably not in complete repair because the ceiling began dripping water and continued dripping throughout the remainder of the séance. Dooley tried several more times to contact Elvis, but had no luck.




    The séance ended and the participants left the casino, disappointed. That is, until they walked outside and found that it was once again a bright and sunny day. According to Dooley, “The Elvis fans and the occult fans determined the lightning bolt was Elvis’s symbol. He used to wear a necklace of a lightning bolt, and it said TCB—Taking Care of Business.”




    Elvis’s first visit to Las Vegas was much less spectacular. Almost fifty years earlier, on April 23, 1956, before he became “The King,” Elvis opened for comedian Shecky Greene at the New Frontier Casino. He was booked as the “Atomic Powered Singer” in an attempt to cash in on Las Vegas’s fascination with the nuclear testing that was filling its skies with mushroom clouds. As Elvis gyrated his hips, bent his knees, and lifted himself onto his toes, the audience was shocked. They were not ready for this young upstart who appealed more to the teenage element than he did to this older, more sophisticated crowd, and they let him know it. Elvis bombed.




     



    While Elvis may not have impressed the crowd, he did catch the attention of an up-and-coming piano player named Liberace who came to see him perform one night. When the show was over, Liberace went backstage with his brother George and took some publicity photos with Elvis. In one photo Liberace held a guitar while Elvis stroked the keys of a piano. Although the two entertainers enjoyed each other’s company, neither had any idea of the impact they would both have on the Las Vegas culture.




    Although Elvis may have bombed on his first visit to Las Vegas, he would eventually make up for it. Almost eight years later, in 1964, at the height of his movie career, he made a movie with starlet Ann-Margret called Viva Las Vegas. Elvis may have been more than a little apprehensive about returning to the town that rejected him. However, his good looks and singing combined with Ann-Margret’s tight pants and sweaters brought in hordes of moviegoers, both male and female. The movie was a huge success and started what would become Las Vegas’s lifelong fascination with the King of Rock and Roll.




    Elvis returned to the town a third time in 1967, but on this occasion it was not to perform. Instead, he was there to attend a wedding—his own wedding. On May 1, 1967, Elvis Presley and Priscilla Beaulieu were married at the Aladdin Hotel in Milton Prell’s suite. According to the Las Vegas Sun, “Presley wore a black brocade silk tuxedo and Western boots, while Priscilla wore a floor-length wedding gown of her own design: white silk chiffon, with beaded yoke, trimmed in seed pearls and topped with a three-foot tulle veil secured by a rhinestone crown.”




    Priscilla’s maid of honor was her sister Michelle. Two members of the “Memphis Mafia,” Marty Lacker and Joe Esposito, stood in as best men. The gangster-style name was given to the group of “friends,” associates, and employees because they never left Elvis’s side.




    Elvis first met Priscilla in Bad Nauheim, Germany, when she was only fourteen years old. Elvis was eleven years her senior. They would have an eight-year courtship before they married; in fact, the courtship would last longer than the actual marriage. The wedding, too, was short, lasting only eight minutes. It was followed by a press conference and a breakfast reception for their approximately one hundred guests. At the reception Elvis and Priscilla cut the six-tier wedding cake and reportedly danced to “Love Me Tender.” Brian Mills, an Elvis impersonator and manager of the Viva Las Vegas Wedding Chapel, once said that “Elvis made it hip to get married in Las Vegas.”


 



    Maybe Elvis would have actually appeared at the séance if Dooley had held it in the right place. In 1969, Elvis signed on for a four-week stint with the International (later called the Las Vegas Hilton). If the King was at all apprehensive about performing one more time in the town that so long ago rejected him, that apprehensiveness would prove to be unfounded.




    Elvis did two shows a night and set Las Vegas attendance records, selling out the 2,200-seat showroom for fifty-eight nights in a row. He also set a record for gross receipts, with more than $1.5 million in revenue. By 1970, Elvis had switched from leather pants to what would become his trademark—leather jumpsuits, open to his chest. His signature hairstyle now included long sideburns and he routinely wore thick, gold-rimmed sunglasses. He also began to perform the martial arts moves he had learned in private lessons. Elvis played Las Vegas every year for the next eight years, ending his run on December 12, 1976. He died a little more than eight months later, but he may have never left.




    Elvis sightings are common in the backstage area of the Las Vegas Hilton. One evening an employee was polishing the floor of the stage at about 3:00 a.m., on what is appropriately called the graveyard shift. As he was humming a tune to himself, something made him look up. He saw a man who looked remarkably like Elvis walking toward him.




    “At first I thought it was one of the impersonators. I have seen hundreds of Elvis impersonators, some good, some not so good. When I saw him I thought, Man, if this guy’s not a dead ringer for Elvis, I don’t know who is.”




    This Elvis, according to the employee, had the same mannerisms and the same way of walking. If this man was an Elvis impersonator, he was the best the employee had ever seen.




    “I was fixing to tell him so when he got up to me. We got within a foot of one another, and all of a sudden I felt so cold, like the heat had gone off or something.”




    The employee started to ask the man if he noticed the change in climate when Elvis just dissolved, right there in front of him. “I know it sounds crazy, but that’s the best way I can describe it.”




    Elvis had a close connection to the Las Vegas Hilton, most likely because it was the site of his greatest success. Several employees have reported seeing Elvis walking around the wings of the showroom and in the backstage freight elevator. When performing, Elvis would frequently take the freight elevator to the upper floors, hoping to avoid the screaming fans that were all too eager to molest him.




     

    On one occasion after the King’s death, a guest room attendant entered the elevator with her supply cart when she noticed a man standing in the elevator.




    “Oh, hello, Mr. Presley,” she said politely, having seen the King of Rock and Roll many times before.




    “Hello,” the ghost responded.




    It was at that moment she realized whom she was talking to—a deceased Elvis Presley. According to Las Vegas legend, the guest room attendant slammed the red button, bringing the elevator to a stop at the next floor. She ran out of the elevator and continued running until she had left the building entirely. She never returned.




    Elvis has also been seen running to the stage in his white jumpsuit, vanishing if anyone tries to talk to him. Others have reported seeing him driving his signature Cadillac out by the parking garage. Many have mistaken the ghost for an Elvis impersonator—that is, until Elvis drives the Caddy into a concrete retaining wall and vanishes.




    Another place where the King is frequently seen is in the penthouse suite he stayed in while performing at the Las Vegas Hilton. The suite, now called “The Elvis Suite,” is on the thirtieth floor. Rumor has it that the King used to ride around the suite in a golf cart so that he could get around faster. He is often seen there in the golf cart, or simply walking around the suite.




    Probably the most famous sighting of the King comes from another Las Vegas legend, “Mr. Las Vegas Wayne Newton.” Before Elvis Presley was a name known by anyone but his immediate family and friends, Wayne Newton had already released his first record and toured with a Grand Ole Opry road show. He arrived in Las Vegas his junior year in high school and has been performing in one capacity or another in the town ever since. Wayne Newton, along with Elvis and Liberace, make up the three names most closely associated with Las Vegas entertainment, outside of the Rat Pack. Newton was in first grade when he performed in a USO show for President Truman and just eight years old when he won a chance to compete along with his brother in the national talent show, Ted Mack’s The Original Amateur Hour. He would lose, as did Elvis when he entered the show.




    Another thing Newton had in common with Elvis was the Las Vegas Hilton. Newton had performed there on the very same stage as Elvis. One night Newton was on that stage, performing where Elvis had performed and singing a song Elvis had sung, when he looked up into the balcony and saw the King. Elvis was wearing the same outfit he had been immortalized in by a statue the Las Vegas Hilton had placed outside the showroom in his honor back in 1978. Newton was only ten years younger than the King and had known him well. When Newton saw the man in the balcony, he knew what he was looking at. He was looking at the King of Rock and Roll. He was looking at Elvis Presley.




    While Elvis has been dead for more than thirty years, the town that first rejected him has held firmly to its adopted son. In 2008, on the anniversary of his death, the Las Vegas Hilton placed another statue at the entrance of the hotel. Elvis poses in his famous jumpsuit, guitar strapped around his neck, microphone in hand, forever performing to the crowd.




    A Las Vegas psychic once confirmed that the King still walks the Earth, “because he has unfinished business to do.” The psychic also said that Elvis would eventually move on once that business was finished. Elvis died on August 16, 1977. According to the Las Vegas Sun, “About 150 mourners gathered outside a Las Vegas mortuary to pay their respects at a service that featured Presley’s music played through large speakers.”




    Las Vegas has never forgotten its King. His image is everywhere and impersonators are found in many stage shows and on the streets trying to lure people into businesses. But probably the best tribute to the King is the Cirque du Soleil tribute show, Viva Elvis. While his first effort in Las Vegas may have been less than stellar, the lasting impression Elvis left has never been equaled. In fact, in Las Vegas it can truly be said that Elvis has never left the building.




    Every year sightings of Elvis increase as the anniversary date of his death draws near. Records show that on the actual day Elvis died Las Vegas was struck by an uncommon rainfall. According to the Las Vegas Review-Journal, the rain fell for three hours, coming down so hard that it caused the roofs of “countless businesses and homes [to] collapse under the weight of constant rainfall.”




    Maybe that séance worked after all.


    




  

    

THE MAN WHO INVENTED LAS VEGAS




    Notorious crime mobster Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel was determined to live in a luxurious resort in the middle of the Las Vegas Strip. He envisioned himself as the center of attention in the most elegant hotel on Earth. Although his vision didn’t come true in his lifetime (in fact, his vision was instrumental in his death), he is said to still inhabit the halls of the Flamingo Hotel, making his dream come true . . . even from beyond the grave.




    Even though they weren’t crazy about going out that late at night, the two ladies boarded the bus in front of the Royal Resort. Virginia Ridgway, curator of the historic (and reportedly haunted) Goldfield Hotel in nearby Goldfield, Nevada, and her daughter were on one of their typical adventures. This adventure took them to Las Vegas, or “Sin City,” as it was called. While they were here more for business than for pleasure, there was no reason they couldn’t enjoy a few shows, some fine dining, and possibly a luxury spa treatment.




    It was 9:30 at night when the two stepped onto the tour bus. Virginia had talked her daughter into going on the Haunted Vegas Tour. She knew the owner, Robert Allen, and he had invited her to take the tour. As the ladies settled into their seats on the bus, they noticed a man just about to sit across the aisle.
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