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INTRODUCTION

I chose Connecticut when my publisher asked me which state I would like to write the next haunted book about. It did not take long to decide on the Constitution State. After all, I have only ever lived in two states, and Connecticut was one of them. We lived two houses down from the haunted Nathan Hale Homestead in Coventry, but I was just a baby. My mother describes as a beautiful, picturesque area—a small bedroom community in 1963, with big pine trees surrounding the houses. She said it was the kind of place that gives you a warm, fuzzy feeling to go home to. When I found out that Connecticut was an option, I had a sudden urge to reconnect with this place of my past that my parents describe so fondly. So, Connecticut it was.

Connecticut was first settled by English Puritans from Massachusetts in 1633. By 1639, it had devised a democratic form of government called the Fundamental Orders, which were the basis for the United States Constitution; hence, its nickname, the Constitution State. The second-smallest state in New England, Connecticut is bordered by New York State to the west, Rhode Island to the east, Massachusetts to the north, and, of course, the Atlantic Ocean and Long Island Sound to the south. The Connecticut River virtually divides the state in half. The northwestern region has forested hills and mountains, but most of the state consists of open, relatively flat land. The state, with its eight counties, can be broken down further into five regions: Northwestern Connecticut, or the Litchfield Hills; Southwestern Connecticut, or Fairfield County (also known as the Gold Coast); Central Connecticut, or the River Valley; South Central Connecticut, or the Greater New Haven region; and Eastern Connecticut, or Mystic Country, which includes Connecticut’s “Quiet Corner” in its northeastern section. Every region has its stories to tell, so the tales in this book have been listed by region accordingly.

Qui Transtulit Sustinet, or “He who transplanted still sustains,” is a suitable state motto for Connecticut, because it is a state of immigrants who settled there long ago. A similar motto would be appropriate for a book about ghosts: “He who came still remains.” That certainly seems to be the case, for many haunted places exist throughout Connecticut where former residents appear to have remained lingered long after they passed away, such as in Dudleytown with its famous “Village of Ghostly Voices” in Pomfret. Connecticut has so many well-known ghost tales, in fact, that I was not able to include all of them in a book of this size. However, some that I did include are Elisabeth, or the Green Lady of Burlington; Hanna Cranna, the witch-turned-ghost of Monroe; the Stratford poltergeists at Phelps Mansion; Union Cemetery’s White Lady of Easton; Abigail, a ghost with good reason to haunt Abigail’s Grille & Wine Bar; Midnight Mary, who lingers near her tombstone, which warns people to stay away at midnight; and the ghosts of the Old State House, Benton Homestead, Old Union Trust Building, Nathan Hale Homestead, Lighthouse Inn, and Ledge Light Lighthouse.

Connecticut is also known for haunted islands; possessed dolls, phantom ships, trains, and planes; sightings of UFOs, aliens, and real men in black (MIB); and encounters with Bigfoot and evil black dogs. There have been plenty of strange atmospheric anomalies, such as Connecticut’s Dark Day; solid clouds that came crashing down from the sky in the Litchfield Hills in 1758; the Moodus Noises, which have yet to be fully understood; and Notch Hollow near Bolton, where car windows fog over for no apparent reason while passing an abandoned railroad track.

Connecticut, like the rest of seventeenth-century New England, had its witch hunts and executions, but the state did not earn the notoriety that Salem, Massachusetts, suffered three decades later. But Connecticut also has its heroes, such as Nathan Hale, Abraham Davenport, and the jurors in the Stamford witch trials, as well as eccentrics: the Leatherman, who walked a 365-mile loop wearing sixty pounds of leather for twenty-six years nonstop, except to sleep in caves or under the stars each night; Sarah Pardee Winchester, who moved from Connecticut to California, where she designed the “most mysterious house ever built”; and two men who allegedly followed instructions from God and the Devil, respectively. One was told to build Holy Land USA, a miniature village of famous biblical scenes depicting the life of Jesus, which is now abandoned; the other was told by little demons to build a village of tiny houses just right for their size. They called it the Little People’s Village. If all of that is not enough, you can read about the Jewett City vampires and the amazing D. D. Home, said to be the greatest medium ever to walk the earth.


I will say this for Connecticut: It is more diversified than I ever imagined. As former Governor M. Jodi Rell once said on CTvisit.com: “Connecticut is all about . . . fun! In just about every form, you can imagine.” Indeed, the stories in this book, covering the whole spectrum of the supernatural, were fun to research and will hopefully be fun to read . . . in a satisfyingly spooky kind of way.
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Northwestern Connecticut is synonymous with the Litchfield Hills region. This area has the quintessential New England scenery, with rocky peaks, waterfalls, fertile valleys and farmland, covered bridges, forested hills, plains, vineyards, and small towns. Couple its geographic features with the man-made creations, like the countless museums, antique shops, craft centers, and Connecticut’s largest water park, and you can see why the region attracts the rich and famous from nearby New York City to what is often considered the “Hamptons of Connecticut.” The forty-nine towns making up this region have also attracted a number of interesting folks over the years, in the form of eccentrics, entrepreneurs, and egotistical fanatics—and we have them to thank for their legacy of lurid legends, many of which you’ll read about in greater detail in the pages that follow.

The Dudleytown Curse of Cornwall brought misfortune to the lives of Dudleytown’s residents, including a onetime editor of the New York Post and a famous cancer doctor from New York City. Waterbury’s Holy Land USA once drew thousands of believers to the site, which is now in ruins. The miniature biblical world was the brainchild of evangelist John Greco, who claimed to be following God’s direct orders to construct the theme park. By contrast, also lying in ruins is the Little People’s Village in Middlebury, which was built for the little demons who “spoke” to an gullible husband and wife who then followed their orders. There was also the famous Leatherman, who walked an endless 365-mile circle between the Connecticut and Hudson Rivers, sleeping at the same locations outdoors every thirty-four days for twenty-six years straight! And of course, there are ghosts. Are you kidding me? The Green Lady and Guntown Cemeteries have some of the best ghost stories to share. Throw in a few Bigfoot sightings, a couple of impressive UFO flaps in history, and a handful of the mysterious Men in Black telling you not to speak of the UFO you saw and call it just another day in New England.


Albert Bender and the Men in Black

You have probably seen the “Men in Black” movies featuring men sharply dressed in expertly tailored black suits and dark glasses, with no-nonsense attitudes, on a mission to save the world from aliens plotting to blow it up. Well, did you know that those movies have their origins in reported incidents involving real men dressed all in black who apparently are deeply knowledgeable about extraterrestrial encounters and unidentified flying objects? And for some reason, they attempt to silence people who claim to have seen a UFO or had an encounter with aliens.

One of the earliest reported run-ins with these real-life Men in Black was made known, albeit hesitantly, by Albert K. Bender of Bridgeport, Connecticut, in 1957. An avid flying saucer believer and amateur investigator, Bender founded the International Flying Saucer Bureau (IFSB) and produced a quarterly publication called the Space Review. He attempted to contact aliens through experimental group mental telepathy. In his book Flying Saucers and the Three Men, Bender described the experiment:

On March 15, 1953, in my den at Bridgeport at exactly 6:00 p.m., I proceeded to take part in the experiment as planned. I put out the lights in my room and then quietly lay down on my bed. After studying the saucers for eleven years, I felt that I would try anything that might help solve the mystery. Saucer investigation had become the biggest part of my life, and I had worked diligently to reach a solution. As soon as I was comfortably situated on the bed, I closed my eyes and began to repeat the message over and over—three times, to be exact.

It was after the third attempt that I felt a terrible, cold chill hit my whole body. Then my head began to ache as if several headaches had saved up their anguish and heaped it upon me at one time. A strange odour reached my nostrils—like that of burning sulfur or badly decomposed eggs. Then I partly lost consciousness as the room around me began to fade away.

Then small blue lights seemed to swim through my brain, and they seemed to blink like the flashing light of an ambulance. I seemed to be floating on a cloud in the middle of space, with a strange feeling of weightlessness controlling my entire anatomy. A throbbing pain developed in my temples and they felt as if they might burst. The parts of my forehead directly over my eyes seemed to be puffed up. I felt cold, very cold, as if I were lying naked on a floating piece of ice in the Antarctic Ocean.

I opened my eyes, and to my amazement I seemed to be floating above my bed but looking down upon it where I imagined I could see my own body lying there! It was as if my soul had left my body and I was hovering above it about three feet in mid-air. Suddenly I could hear a voice which permeated me but, in some way, did not seem to be an audible sound. The voice seemed to come from the room in front of me, which remained pitch dark.\

Bender was then given the following very stern warning via mental telepathy: “We have been watching you and your activities. Please be advised to discontinue delving into the mysteries of the universe. We will make an appearance if you disobey.”

The entire incident was very unsettling. He worried whether to divulge this occurrence to his fellow IFSB members or publish the event in the Space Review. Discounting both options, he wrote down his account of the night and locked the report in a lockbox at the IFSB office while he contemplated whom to send it to. When he went to retrieve it some days later, it had vanished. Bender admitted that one of the IFSB officers may have removed it, but no one ever confessed to the theft.

Several weeks later, Bender said, he was “visited” by three shadowy figures dressed in black, who strongly urged him to reconsider his plan to report the nighttime incident. They even had a copy of his missing report! This second “conversation” unnerved him so badly that he issued two shocking statements in the October 1953 edition of Space Review. The first said: “LATE BULLETIN. A source which the IFSB considers reliable has informed us that the investigation of the flying saucer mystery and the solution is approaching its final stages.”

The second was even more extreme: “STATEMENT OF IMPORTANCE: The mystery of the flying saucers is no longer a mystery. The source is already known, but any information about this is being withheld by order from a higher source. We would like to print the full story in Space Review, but because of the nature of the information, we are very sorry that we have been advised in the negative.” The statement ended with a clear warning that reverberated throughout the UFO community: “We advise those engaged in saucer work to please be very cautious.”

With that, Bender temporarily halted publication of the Space Review and disbanded the IFSB. Lem M’Collum stated in the December 1953 edition of The Saucerian, “The International Flying Saucer Bureau, a worldwide fact-seeking organization with headquarters at 784 Broad St., Bridgeport, has been ordered, apparently by the government, to cease its activities.” Members and subscribers of Bender’s Space Review insisted on more of an explanation, but Bender did not reply, or replied only cryptically at best.

Albert Bender initially thought that the Men in Black he had encountered were government agents who were sent to quiet him because he had stumbled onto something he was not supposed to know. But his suspicion gave way to apprehension as he gravitated toward believing that they were extraterrestrials.

The Men in Black usually are reported as appearing in groups of three but also have been seen singly, in pairs, and in as many as four in one group. They seem to arrive without warning, just showing up as if out of nowhere. They are dressed in black suits and shoes with bright white shirts. Pretty spiffy. Usually, they wear hats and have no facial hair, including eyebrows. Some have been described as wearing lipstick. Their skin is either well-tanned or appears Asian in origin. Their eyes are dark and almond-shaped with an eerie glossiness to them. Their movements are either very robotic and mechanical or very fluid and graceful. In general, their demeanor ranges from ominous to downright chilling. Bender’s description of his visitors generally fits this characterization.

The Men in Black typically visit witnesses of UFOs or the investigators of the cases soon after the sightings . . . too soon for information about the incidents to have been widely disseminated. Yet these odd men have details they could not have known without having witnessed the same events themselves. They ask numerous, specific questions related to the UFO observation and almost always deliver a warning before they leave. The warnings, which occur in many forms, sternly caution people not to reveal any more information about their sightings or encounters to anyone. Such visits naturally leave people feeling fearful and apprehensive. The experience of meeting the Men in Black has been described as sinister, menacing, and intimidating. Many people are reluctant to repeat the stories of their UFO sightings or their meetings with the Men in Black after such encounters.

From the late 1950s to the present, there have been hundreds of similar reports of UFO sightings that were followed by disturbing visits by supposed Men in Black. Most of these accounts have originated in the United States, but Britain, Mexico, Sweden, and Italy have also reported Men in Black interactions. Claims of such visits were also reported from Australia and New Zealand in the late 1950s and early 1960s. At least one report arose from mainland China, a nation in which such supernatural discussions are taboo; the witness in that case was a six-year-old boy, hardly an age at which he could have been aware of the phenomenon. Even adult Chinese citizens would not have a cultural reference from which to concoct stories of Men in Black, so that child’s case was especially believable, given there was no reason to not believe it. The boy, in Yangguan, Shanxi province, had an encounter with a UFO in May 1963. The day after he saw the silvery object hanging in the sky, he was stopped by “a very tall man dressed entirely in black” in the street. The man pointed to the exact spot where the boy had seen the disk and asked him if he had seen anything unusual in the sky recently. The child said that he had, and the strange man responded with a warning “never to tell anyone else” what he had seen. In this case, several others saw the Man in Black, reporting his unusual mechanical movements, robotic voice, and unmoving lips even as he spoke.

It may be more plausible to blame the federal government for Men in Black visitations. But identical encounters have been reported in several other countries, and it is unlikely that all of their respective governments conspired or responded to UFO witnesses by men in dark suits. Why would so many report such similar experiences from such far reaches of our planet?

Albert Bender put Bridgeport, Connecticut, on the map, not for its well-known history, but for history in the making. Flying Saucers and the Three Men can still be found in some used or through out-of-print booksellers online. Bender was born in 1921, served during World War II with the Air Force, and was a supervisor at the Acme Shear Factory in Bridgeport at the time he formed the IFSB and had his encounters. After the threats he received from the Men in Black and ridicule from the public and press, he dropped out of the UFO business and moved to the West Coast, where he lives an inconspicuous life today.

Dudleytown Curse

Death, dementia, disappearances—Dudleytown. The small, deserted hamlet of Cornwall is located about a thousand feet above the village of Dudleytown. You may feel somewhat disoriented and insignificant beneath the towering trees of the dense forest, where darkness reigns more often than light in the shadows of three surrounding mountains. The terrain is rock-laden and difficult to traverse, much less cultivate or occupy. The land is hostile, and not just geologically speaking. At least that is what the legends would have you believe. And if that is not reason enough to stay away, perhaps the fine for trespassing or parking on the property is. The Dark Entry Forest Association (DEF) has every right to try to preserve the area deemed “forever wild” on the organization’s original charter in 1924. They bought it for the peace and tranquility they hoped it would afford them. But Dudleytown is considered one of America’s most haunted places and has become legendary for its famous “Dudleytown Curse,” drawing the curious to the mysterious settlement like moths to an open flame, before the Connecticut State Police started strictly enforcing the no-trespassing rule, due to escalating vandalism at the site. Police will now seek out and destroy—ahem, prosecute—shameless trespassers. So, you have been warned. For the time being, reading about the strange happenings in Dudleytown will have to suffice.

It all began with the beheading of Edmund Dudley, who plotted to overthrow King Henry VIII in England in 1510. But decapitation seemed hardly sufficient for the crime of treason, in the king’s mind, so the king ordered the entire lineage of Edmund Dudley cursed (though no source seems to say by whom) so all of his descendants from that point on would be surrounded by horror and death. And so, began four hundred years of bad luck for the Dudleys, including those who settled in Dudleytown beginning in 1748. There is some controversy as to whether the three brothers for whom Dudleytown was named—Gideon, Barzillai, and Abiel—were even from the original Edmund Dudley lineage, but there is no doubt about the misfortune that befell them once they settled there. Cursed or not, something bizarre and negative happened to the residents of Dudleytown.

It began with a mysterious epidemic that killed the entire Adoniram Carter family in 1774. Their relatives, the Nathaniel Carter family, were so saddened by the tragedy that they packed up and moved to Binghamton, New York. But shortly after their move, Nathaniel and his wife and infant child were killed by Indians, who then took the remaining three children as captives to Canada, where two of them were ransomed; the third, a son, married an Indian girl. In 1804, another Dudleytown resident, Sarah Fye, was struck by lightning on her front porch and killed instantly. Her husband, General Herman Swift, was said to have gone insane at the news of his wife’s unexpected passing.


Mary Cheney was born in Dudleytown and married Horace Greeley, the founder of the New York Tribune, who was most famous for his phrase “Go West, young man.” In 1872, she committed suicide a week before her husband lost his bid for presidency. Then in the late 1800s, John Patrick Brophy’s family was struck by the curse. Mrs. Brophy died of consumption, and shortly afterward, their two children vanished in the woods, never to be found. The Brophy home burned to the ground, though some believe Brophy may have set the fire himself. Regardless, Brophy left Dudleytown and was never seen again.

Dudleytown sat vacant for about twenty years, when Dr. William Clark, a cancer specialist from New York City, came upon the site in 1920. He fell in love with its serenity and seclusion and purchased the tract of land along with several friends and colleagues, who formed the Dark Entry Forest Association. In the mid-1920s, Dr. Clark was away on an emergency call in New York City and returned several days later to find that his wife had gone completely insane, allegedly following an attack of something terrifying that came out of the forest. She was subsequently institutionalized for the rest of her life.

Since that incident, no other such tragedies have been reported by anyone living near Dudleytown; however, many individuals have had what they believed were paranormal experiences while visiting the site, when it was still permitted to visit. Unexplainable anomalies appeared in many photographs, the eerie sound of complete silence occasionally got disturbed by incoherent voices that seemed to start from afar and work their way closer, and strange shapes took form before people’s eyes, including black moving masses that seemed to follow individuals and a wolflike shadow that two people saw watching them from the woods. One had seen it five times over the course of twenty-five years. The same woman lost her brakes fleeing the site the last time she visited. Turned out the caliper was snapped completely off. No wonder Dudleytown is often considered the most haunted place in New England. And no wonder people are warned not to go there. They may be disturbing more than just the peace.

Fairfield County UFO Flap

During the 1980s, the Hudson Valley was the site of several high-profile UFO flaps that were witnessed by thousands of people. The wave of sightings became known as the Hudson Valley Boomerang Sightings, and the entire region quickly attained UFO hot-spot status. While much of the ado focused on New York State’s nearby Pine Bush area an hour and a half west, Fairfield County was not to be outdone. Mark Packo thoroughly investigated and documented the sightings for the Mutual UFO Network (MUFON) of Connecticut. His investigations of two highly active dates in 1985 and 1989 provided detailed accounts of the typical boomerang sightings by most who were fortunate enough to witness the phenomenon.

According to Packo, on March 21, 1985, reports of huge UFOs were phoned in to authorities from New Fairfield, Bethel, Danbury, Trumbull, Bridgeport, Milford, Orange, Derby, Ansonia, Naugatuck, and Middlefield. Most accounts of the sighting in Fairfield County are similar, describing a large round or oval saucer outlined by red and white lights, a “flattened football,” a large blimp, or an object with red and white lights on its underside. It was said to be slower than a plane, exceptionally large (like a football field), and either silent or making a low humming noise. The UFO was not at all intimidated by populated areas, often hovering or moving slowly over the major highways (I-95 and I-84), Housatonic Parkway and shopping centers. Because of the sheer number of witnesses over such a widespread area, many regional newspapers reported on the sightings in the days following that light show, including the Danbury News-Times, Bethel Homes News, Bridgeport Post, Milford Citizen, Ansonia Evening Sentinel, Middletown Press, and Waterbury Republic, to name a few.

The August 31, 1989, sightings differed from the 1985 sightings in that the object in question was more often boomerang shaped, although this one also had red and either white or yellow lights around its circumference. The cities of Stratford, Trumbull, Shelton, and Bridgeport played host to this UFO, and as with the 1985 sightings, scores of eyewitnesses described the object similarly. Again, the object was unconcerned with high visibility. All witnesses to the aerial anomaly in the skies of Northwestern Connecticut that night agreed that the object was remarkably large and angular, and it had flashing and steady lights. It was described as V-shaped, L-shaped, or triangular; like the hull of a submarine; and as “a floating triangle of lights.” It moved very slowly and at a dangerously low altitude, hovering just above treetops or for a moment, before moving on unhurriedly.

These UFOs were sighted by thousands of witnesses, many of whom were policemen, scientists, and researchers. Though the shape differed from one UFO to the other four years later, in both cases everyone agreed that the objects were extremely large, quiet, and slow moving—and the objects were certainly something unidentified that they had never seen before.

Green Lady and Gunntown Cemeteries

Every region has its haunted cemeteries, and two of Northwestern Connecticut’s most active ones are the Seventh Day Baptist Cemetery (aka Green Lady Cemetery) in Burlington and Gunntown Cemetery in Naugatuck. The Green Lady Cemetery is located on a dirt road called Upson Street in the Litchfield Hills of Burlington. Its presumed ghost, Elisabeth, drowned in a nearby swamp after her husband was unable, for whatever reason, to save her. She is believed to have taken the form of a female apparition surrounded in a green mist that drifts down the dirt road and lingers at her grave, which one source said is the only grave left that hasn’t been affected by vandals. A couple taking photographs of the fall foliage were astonished to find a yellowish green haze in front of Elisabeth’s grave in one photograph, while no other photographs from the entire shoot revealed similar anomalies. They felt a strange presence around them while they were taking the photograph. Near the cemetery, mysterious lights have been reported on the road that look like a flashlight or lantern being carried by an unseen person or headlights unattached to any actual car. Maybe Elisabeth’s husband is still searching for her in the swamp from another dimension.
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