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What People Are Saying About


Phantoms of Christmas Past


A superb collection of festive ghost tales! A must-read for those who enjoy a traditional Christmas ghost story or for those who enjoy paranormal accounts.


GL Davies, author of Haunted: Horror of Haverfordwest


An extraordinary potpourri of ghostly hoaxes and panics which are sure to entertain, surprise and spook.


Dr John Jacob Woolf, author of The Wonders: Lifting the Curtain on the Freak Show, Circus and Victorian Age


True tales of fake ghosts, along with their motives and consequences. Essential reading for historians, psychologists, folklorists and ghost hunters.


Andy Owens, paranormal author and blogger


With Weatherhead’s ghosts, you can generally see right through them … His collection of transparent tales offers a refreshing take on a familiar — but still happily weird — genre.
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I don’t believe in ghosts. I’ve seen far too many myself!


Samuel Taylor Coleridge









Introduction


The bleak midwinter is a border between the old year and the new, and borders have always had a mysterious, exotic, or magical quality. Whether it’s the border between land and sea, sleeping and waking, or life and death, this is where one world meets another. Folklorists use the word ‘liminal’ to denote this threshold, and many of the true stories in this book have a liminal quality. This is because they exist in the border between reality and imagination, tradition and progress, village and city, truth and delusion, life and death, the past and the present. It’s these liminal spaces that are haunted by the phantoms in this book.


These are true stories of Christmas and New Year phantoms from the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. The word phantom was chosen deliberately for its ambiguity. On the one hand, it’s a synonym for ghost, but it also has the further meaning of something that is an illusion. This book isn’t about whether ghosts exist or not. It’s about what happens when ghostly legends, ghost hunters, and ghost hoaxers collide. The results are sometimes tragic, sometimes comic, sometimes scary, and often bizarre.


Ghost Hoaxes


The ghost hoaxes in this book generally fall into three categories: playing the ghost, poltergeist jinx, and journalistic jokes. The first of these, playing the ghost, is the deliberate act of dressing up in a ghostly costume and scaring people in a public place. This might sound like an odd thing to do, but the activity was rife throughout the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, and could cause considerable disruption, disorder, fear, and panic in the community. At its simplest, a man (it almost invariably was a man) would don a white sheet or tablecloth and prance around in a moonlit graveyard or other atmospheric location, often causing a local sensation. Should anyone give chase, he could whip the sheet off and vanish into the darkness. Some costumes, as we shall see in this book, were more inventive and elaborate. The Hammersmith Monster of 1824 (chapter two), for example, was said to breathe fire and have metallic claws attached to his hands. The Lochee Ghost (chapter five) that prowled the street of west Dundee in the winter of 1900 had an unearthly luminous hat. These ‘ghosts’ were frequently reported to jump out on lone women, often shocking them into fits.


The second category of ghost hoax is poltergeist jinx. The word poltergeist originates from the German words for ‘noisy ghost’, and as such poltergeists tend to be heard and not seen. However, poltergeist phenomena are some of the easiest to hoax simply by throwing things when nobody is looking, using threads to pull ornaments off shelves and other ingenious methods which we will encounter presently. Outbreaks of supposed poltergeist activity were frequently reported in the press in the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries and generated a lot of interest. As we shall see, sometimes these episodes generated too much interest, as in the cases of the Peterborough Poltergeist (chapter three) and the Violet Farm Poltergeist (chapter six) where ghost hunters were almost as much of a nuisance as the supposed hauntings themselves.


The third category is the journalistic joke. It was quite common for newspapers to invent comic ghost stories, especially at Christmas, to fill a few column inches and sell a few extra papers. So much the better if the newspaper’s rivals took the story seriously and reprinted it, as in the case of the Ghost of King Richard III on New Year’s Eve in 1921 (chapter nine).


Ghost Hunts


Where there are reports of ghosts, you also find various ghost hunters, and these feature throughout the stories in this book. The most respectable of these investigators were from the Society for Psychical Research (SPR), established in 1882 to further the scientific study of supposedly supernatural phenomena.1 The Society had many eminent scientists among its members, including Sir Oliver Lodge and Sir William Crooke as well as other luminaries such as psychologist William James and author Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Conan Doyle was not happy with the Society’s sceptical approach and went on to lead a mass defection from the SPR after it had exposed the shenanigans of several fraudulent Spiritualist mediums. The Sherlock Holmes author was, of course, a Spiritualist himself, and it’s no surprise that reports of ghostly activity attracted mediums and Spiritualists anxious to try and contact the restless spirit through seances. Spiritualism was huge in the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, and friends in high places such as prominent newspaper editor W.T. Stead gave them sympathetic column inches. The rivalry between the SPR with its attempts at scientific rigour and the Spiritualist mediums (whose seances always seemed to pluck a ghost from the ether) is part of the background to our stories, and some of the august gentlemen mentioned above make brief appearances in the true stories collected here.


The SPR and the Spiritualists were not the only ones chasing ghosts. When the local community suspected a prankster was dressing as a ghost in order to scare people after dark, a very different ghost hunt was likely to ensue. These involved volunteer vigilantes that would roam the streets after dark hoping to catch the hoaxer in the act of playing the ghost. Some would be armed with sticks, clubs, or worse and anyone caught larking around with a sheet over his head was likely to receive little sympathy. It’s fair to say that these unofficial patrols were probably not particularly sober – perhaps especially if it was Christmas – and would sometimes turn carnivalesque as the burly young men would dress up in women’s clothes hoping to act as a honey trap for the ghost prankster. Although this sounds rather comic, and it surely was seen as a great laugh by the participants, these ghost hunts could also end in tragedy, as we shall see in the story of the Hammersmith Ghost in chapter one. We shall come across these ghost hunting vigilantes a number of times in the course of the book.


However, the most riotous ghost hunts were carried out by ghost flash mobs. When reports of ghost sightings appeared in newspapers, it was very common for people to gather at the scene of the haunting. Here they could exchange stories and rumours about the ghost, and perhaps even catch a glimpse of it. Crowds could grow to hundreds and even thousands, in which case police struggled to control the situation. These impromptu hunts could be drunken riots with friends jumping out on each other for a lark, wild goose chases in and among the gravestones, drunks screaming and shrieking as if they were ghosts, all the while canny pickpockets picked their way through the distracted crowds plying their trade. Christmas time would increase the merriment of these boisterous spontaneous parties, which in the strange story of the Clanking Ghost of East Barnet (chapter twelve) became an annual event every Christmas for years. Ghost flash mobs were common in the nineteenth and early twentieth century and are a fascinating piece of a forgotten history.


Ghost Panics


People don’t have ideas. Ideas have people. Although this bon mot is usually attributed to psychologist Carl Jung, it’s more likely to be folk wisdom, perhaps inspired by the psychologist. Nevertheless, there is truth in it – panic and hysteria can seize populations and blow through communities causing havoc and widespread fear. Rumours of ghosts sometimes caused these kinds of panics, and when this happened people would be afraid to go out at night, members of the community would eye each other with suspicion if their paths crossed after dark, each suspecting the other was a ‘ghost’ about to prank them. False alarms and wild goose chases would ensue and sometimes people (or the press) would make up or imagine ghostly encounters, all adding to the chaos. Throw in some sensational newspaper coverage and perhaps a reward offered for the capture of the ‘ghost’, some armed and angry vigilantes and you have a recipe for a ghost panic. Sometimes these ghost scares resemble what we might call phantom attacker panics, when a community under stress becomes convinced that an imaginary malevolent assailant is stalking their streets or meaning to do them harm.


A classic example of a phantom attacker panic is the case of the Halifax Slasher.2 In the November of 1938, reports began to emerge of a razor blade wielding maniac roaming the streets of Halifax and mounting violent and terrifying slashing attacks on his mostly female victims. The fear of this attacker led to vigilante mobs roaming the streets, businesses staying closed, and widespread fear and panic. The attacks escalated beyond police control and then, strangely, the horrible assaults spread across the country. Finally, Scotland Yard arrived in Halifax and began to re-interview the victims. One by one, the victims (in Halifax and around the country) admitted they had slashed themselves and made up the story of the mystery attacker. It was a classic case of mass social panic, a kind of collective delusion. Something similar may be happening in some of the ghost panics we will examine in this book, for example in the case of the Lochee Ghost (chapter five) that sent the people of west Dundee into a frenzy over Christmas 1900.


Why Christmas?


The kinds of ghost hoaxes, hunts and panics related in this book happened all year round, though they frequently occurred over the Christmas and New Year period, and it is these I’ve selected for inclusion. There are several possibilities as to why these episodes so often happened at this time of year. Obviously, if one is going to dress as a ghost and scare people, darkness is an advantage that makes winter nights ideal. Longer hours of darkness may lead to an increase in nervousness and anxiety in people, making them more susceptible to fear, panic and hysteria. Lonely places like graveyards or empty streets look spooky on a winter’s night, so this is understandable. Furthermore, would-be ghost hoaxers and vigilante ghost hunters may be more likely to fortify themselves with some Christmas spirit at the festive time of year, leading to more unrestrained and mischievous behaviour. However, it’s also a distinct possibility that newspapers were simply more likely to devote space to such episodes around Christmas due to its traditional association with ghost stories.


The stories I’ve unearthed for this book all took place around Christmas and New Year between the early nineteenth and the early twentieth centuries. However, many of these ghost hunts, hoaxes and panics echo ghostly folklore or horrific events from previous centuries, as can be seen with the Calverley Ghost of Yorkshire and the horrendous murders associated with it (chapter eight), or the Lochee Ghost and the legend of the Indian Princess (chapter five). These episodes show what happens when legend, rumour, hoaxes, imagination, and particular social conditions combine.


In any case, I hope you enjoy these strange and mostly forgotten little episodes from history.


Wishing you a spooky Christmas and a scary New Year.


Author website: www.paulweatherhead.com









Chapter One


The Hammersmith Ghost


‘Damn you, who are you? And what are you? Speak, or I’ll shoot…’


(Francis Smith, 1804)


Some said the Hammersmith Ghost of the winter of 1803–04 was the spirit of a suicide victim who appeared as a sinister white figure with glowing eyes and who could sink into the earth without trace. Others said it had horns upon its head and breathed fire and smoke. However, many suspected a prankster was at work and although some brave souls gave chase to the Hammersmith Ghost, none could catch it. But when exciseman turned vigilante, Francis Smith decided to lie in wait for the spirit armed with a musket, there were tragic consequences…


The Suicide’s Tale


Thomas Flynn was a dissolute and violent man. The Irishman, who worked as a clerk in a London cotton warehouse, was so cruel to his wife that in August 1800, complaining of ill-treatment, she left him and ‘swore the peace’ against him. This meant that she had a court order recognising her fear of physical violence from her husband, and furthermore that Flynn was forbidden from seeing her. Mrs Flynn moved in with her mother in Hammersmith, and Flynn fell into depressed spirits.


On Friday 8 August 1800 Flynn left his home in Brook Green and went to Hammersmith to see his wife, whom he believed was going to move in with another man. When Mrs Flynn answered the door, Flynn asked her to come back with him. She refused. He then asked if he could come in for a cup of tea, which she again refused. Finally, he asked if she would just shake his hand before he left. Again, she declined. Flynn said that if he could not have her then ‘no other should’ and grasping a poker plunged it into his wife’s head before beating her violently with it and leaving her for dead.


Flynn ran to the Mall where he took a knife and cut his own throat and then stabbed himself in several places, aiming for his heart. He was taken to hospital where he spent some time walking up and down the wards in a state of delirium and writing letters before dying from his injuries in the early hours of Tuesday 12 August. His wife, though grievously injured, survived the attack.1 Because Flynn had committed suicide, or ‘self-murder’ as it was generally referred to at the time, magistrates ordered that his body be buried under a crossroad. This caused outrage among the Irish community and crowds gathered around the hospital in which Flynn’s body was being held. There was a fear that the body might be stolen to prevent such an ignominious and shameful burial. On the sixteenth of August soldiers had to be brought in to form a protective ring around the burial site, where three roads crossed at Hyde Park Corner.2


The burial of suicides under crossroads appears to have been standard practice from the late sixteenth century until the end of the eighteenth century. By 1800 there were around thirty reported suicides a year in London and digging up crossroads to bury them was causing too much disruption, so most bodies of people who had taken their own lives were given over to family to inter quietly.3 Burial under a crossroad was now only reserved for cases where the authorities wished to set an example, and Thomas Flynn’s was one of these. The practice was outlawed in 1823.


A number of explanations have been put forward to explain why suicides were buried under crossroads. One possibility is that crossroads symbolise the Christian cross, and this prevents the restless spirit from haunting the earth.4 Another possibility is that the crossroads would confuse the ghost as it would not know which path to take to haunt the living.5 Both of these explanations reflect the concern that, like the spirits of murderers, the spirits of suicides would likely be restless. The practice was perhaps also a kind of exorcism from the community, as if the suicide was a kind of vampire. Indeed, people who were buried at crossroads were often staked through the heart before being tumbled into the grave without a coffin and buried under cover of darkness.6 It’s not recorded whether Flynn’s corpse was staked before he was dropped into his grave, but the controversy over his burial and the shock of his attempted murder of his wife would surely have been fresh in the minds of the people of Hammersmith, still a relatively small and rural community.


Crossroads are a liminal location, where worlds meet. In folklore they are associated with ghosts, witches, black magic rituals and, of course, are the place to go if one wants to sell one’s soul to the devil. It’s little wonder that when ghostly forms were seen around Hammersmith in the winter of 1803, the thoughts of many of Hammersmith’s residents would turn to Thomas Flynn and the awful events of 1800. Had his restless spirit come back to haunt them?


The Hammersmith Ghost


At the start of the nineteenth century, Hammersmith was still an area of farms, plant nurseries and orchards, though it would soon be swallowed up by London, the fast-growing city it had been feeding.7 But in October 1803, rumours of strange goings on began circulating among the locals and causing a great deal of unease. First, there were stories of what was assumed to be a mad woman wearing ‘strange and uncouth dresses’ cavorting in the churchyard at night and haunting the surrounding lanes. The unsettling behaviour of this woman and its nocturnal graveyard setting was disturbing to the locals, and no doubt stories and gossip as to who she was were exchanged. However, Mr Moody, the landlord of the Six Bells pub, had seen the figure and recognised the face – it belonged to a young lad, apprentice to a local butcher. The boy had been trying to scare, annoy or get the attention of a fellow servant by putting on her dresses and other clothes and frolicking in the churchyard and its surroundings. We are told the boy was reprimanded for his foolish behaviour and desisted from such escapades in the future.8


As winter drew in, other uncanny figures started to haunt Hammersmith. One ghostly apparition was draped in a white shroud, or perhaps, more likely a white sheet or tablecloth, but coming across it on a dark lane was certainly enough to give someone a fright. This ‘ghost’ was chased by angry locals a few times but was so fast and agile that he could escape his pursuers and vanish into the night.9


In one instance, chimney sweep, Mr Brazier, was walking home along Church Lane on a particularly dark night when he came face to face with a pale shrouded spectre in white. For a moment he froze at the sight, but then he held his walking stick out in front of him and approached the ghost, addressing it as he inched towards it: ‘Ghost! Or whatever you may be, pray be civil.’ However, when the chimney sweep got within touching distance, his stick did not pass through an ethereal or ghostly form. It prodded something much more solid – a young woman. Miss G________, as she was named, had been having a lark with a male companion and dressing up as a ghost.10


As Christmas approached, the ghost (or ghosts) became more audacious. On 15 December, Thomas Groom, a brewer’s servant was returning home with a friend at 10pm along a dark Hammersmith Lane when he encountered something strange. Unlike the previous ghostly sightings, this apparition was reported as being dressed in a calfskin with large horns and cloven feet. Groom, who was described as a ‘stout and able man’, was accosted by the uncanny figure and almost choked. Subsequent newspaper reports say that he was afterwards confined to his bed from the shock.11 Strangely, other press accounts of the attack on Groom tell a slightly different story. According to the Saint James’s Chronicle, the servant saw something white flitting between the tombs of the churchyard and then felt someone chuck him under the chin. He stretched out his hand and felt something soft rather like a sheet or tablecloth, but couldn’t see anything. Soon afterwards Groom saw something white turn the corner and he and his companion chased it only for it to disappear into the darkness.12


Over the Christmas period, the beleaguered residents of Hammersmith were seeing all kinds of visions, at least according to later newspaper reports. At Christmas, a coach driver travelling along a dark lane heard an unusual rustling noise. There in the moonlight, he saw a strange figure in white gliding over the meadow. As the phantom approached, the driver could see that it had bladders attached to its shoulders, arms, body and head, and these bladders appeared to be filled with dried peas causing them to rattle. Inflated pig bladders filled with dried peas were a grisly but common toy at the time.13 In any case the driver leapt down from his coach and ran into town and returned to the scene with some brave men to investigate, but all they found was that the horses had apparently been unharnessed by the figure and were grazing in the meadow.14


Women and children were too scared to go out alone for fear of encountering the Hammersmith Ghost. Most sightings were of a figure in white, though as we have seen, some described the ghost as having horns and dressed in a calf skin or covered in rattling bladders. Rumours also spread about the ghost having eyes that had the appearance of glow worms or that he could breathe out fire and smoke and sink down into the earth to vanish without a trace.15 Even stranger, some said the ghost appeared as Napoleon or sometimes as a headless horse.16 Many of the locals, though, assumed the ghost was the restless spirit of Thomas Flynn. Flynn’s violent death by his own hand, his guilty conscience, and his lack of a Christian burial all made him a perfect candidate for the ghost. However, more sceptical Hammersmith residents believed that the ‘ghosts’ were hoaxers larking about and deliberately scaring people as a callous prank, though press reports pointed out the serious consequences this could lead to. Several women and children had apparently nearly lost their minds with terror after encountering the ghost, and a superstitious old lady had gone mad with fright never to recover.17


Worst of all, a pregnant woman was reportedly scared to death. She had been crossing through Hammersmith churchyard returning home at around 10pm when she saw a tall, white ghostly figure rise from the tombstones. The woman tried to run but the ghost was too swift, caught her and pressed her in its arms. The woman fainted and was found unconscious by some neighbours and taken to her bed where she died two days later.18


In the days between Christmas and New Year, the atmosphere in Hammersmith was increasingly febrile as the community was gripped by a hysterical ghost panic.


The Tale of the Shoemaker’s Apprentice


Ghost sightings continued over the Christmas period of 1803 and beyond, yet no one was fast enough to catch the culprit who was adept at disappearing into dark country lanes and avoiding his pursuers. One of the most important sightings for later tragic events was that of the shoemaker’s apprentice. The shoemaker was John Graham of Dorvell’s Row, Hammersmith. The job of escorting his servant Sarah Francis home at night – and with the ghost at large, it was certainly felt necessary for a woman to have an escort after dark – usually fell to the one-armed postman who lodged with Graham. However, on Thursday 29 December, the postman had retired to bed early, and the shoemaker’s apprentice was tasked with walking the young woman to her house through the dark winter lanes. On his way back home after completing his duty, he came face to face with the ghost by the public water pump.


The boy was terrified out of his mind and fled across the road where he met watchman William Girdler doing his rounds on Beaver Street. The boy told the watchman that he had seen the ghost and, looking across the road, Girdler was shocked to see that the boy was telling the truth. The Hammersmith Ghost – or at least a man in a white sheet – was standing on the opposite side of the road. The watchman gave chase, but the figure whipped off the sheet or tablecloth, tucked it under his arm and vanished into the darkness. Despite searches and enquiries at the White Hart pub as to whether anyone had seen a suspicious person, Girdler could find nothing. No doubt the watchman took this opportunity to steady his nerves with a festive tipple. At the same time, the ghostly figure was seen by Mrs Steward and her servant from their nearby terrace, causing them much alarm.19


With many people scared to go out at night for fear of encountering the ghost, and with colourful rumours of Devil horns, fire breathing and glowing eyes spreading through the community, something had to be done. Nighttime patrols by various young men had failed to catch the ghost. Even watchman William Girdler, who was paid to protect the locals, had failed to apprehend the culprit. It’s easy to see why some might want to take the law into their own hands.


The Killer’s Tale


Watchman William Girdler certainly had a motive to catch the ghost to make up for it eluding him on 29 December. Strangely, John Graham (the master of the terrified apprentice who had alerted Girdler to the ghost) had jeered at the watchman a few days later when he passed him in the street. ‘Were not you very much frightened the other night?’ he taunted the watchman. Girdler replied that he wasn’t afraid and that whoever the ghost was, he would go to hell.20 Surely, Girder would have seen Graham’s comment as suspicious. Could he be the ghost? But to be sure, Girder needed to catch the ghost red-handed. To do this, he agreed to work with Hammersmith exciseman, Francis Smith.21


Smith and Girdler met in the White Hart pub on the night of Tuesday 3 January to make plans. They would go to Black Lion Lane, where the ghost had made his escape a number of times, and Smith would lie in wait, armed with a musket loaded with powder and a ball. Girdler would do his rounds keeping a lookout for the ghost, and if their paths crossed, they had decided on a password between them. One would say ‘Friend! Who comes there?’ and the other was to reply ‘Advance friend’.22


The two men fortified themselves with some New Year spirit before setting out in search of the ghost. With Girdler on his rounds, Francis Smith, loaded gun in hand, settled in to wait for the appearance of the ghost in a state of some trepidation. It was a very dark night and a very dark lane. Close to midnight, Smith saw a figure in white emerging from the gloom. He challenged it but received no answer. Again, he shouted to the figure ‘Damn you, who are you? And what are you? Speak, or I’ll shoot.’ When no reply came, and the white figure continued to approach, Smith took aim with his musket and fired.23


The Bricklayer’s Tale


On the evening of 3 January, the last day of his life, Thomas Millwood (22) was dozing in front of the fire at his father’s home where he lived. He was a bricklayer and plasterer and was still dressed in his work clothes – a white shirt, white flannel jacket and white trousers, the traditional dress for those in his profession. Millwood was woken by his sister Anne around 10pm and told to go and meet his wife and escort her home. He took some persuading but, because it was a dark night and his pregnant wife would be walking home alone, he relented.24 Perhaps the strange stories and rumours of ghostly antics in the lanes of Hammersmith played a role in Millwood’s decision.


In any case, in his all-white working clothes, Millwood set off down the dark Hammersmith Lane. This was against the advice of his mother-in-law Phebe Colbrooke, who had warned him to wear a coat over his work clothes in case someone should mistake him for the Hammersmith Ghost. This had indeed happened on one occasion. Two ladies and a gentleman had been frightened after passing him on the street after dark. One of them had cried, ‘There is the Ghost,’ to which Millwood had replied testily that he was no more a ghost than they were and asked if they wanted a punch in the head.25
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Francis Smith confronts the ‘Ghost’ as illustrated in the Newgate Calendar 1841





After her brother had left, Anne had a strange presentiment that something terrible was going to happen to him. She went outside the front door and stood on a pile of bricks and peered into the gloom but could not see him. She did, however, hear a voice cry: ‘Damn you, who are you? And what are you? Speak, or I’ll shoot.’ Then she saw a bright flash followed by the sound of a gun firing. She ran inside and woke her parents, telling them she was sure that Thomas had been shot, but they told her that was impossible. Still feeling that a catastrophe had befallen her brother, she set out on her own along the lane that Thomas had taken and thirty yards from her home, saw a figure lying on his back with his arms stretched out at the crossroads where Beaver Lane met Black Lion Lane. She called out ‘Brother!’ and stooped to look at him. His face was bloody and burnt black with gunpowder. The musket ball had smashed through his left jaw and ‘perforated every part of his head.’ Anne ran screaming to a nearby house and the police were called.26


The watchman William Girdler had also heard the gunshot but had decided to ignore it and head to the pub. Gunshots were fairly common and he didn’t give it much thought until a young woman accosted him and said he was needed. As Girdler headed in the direction of the gunshot, he met Francis Smith who said that he had shot the ghost. Smith didn’t seem aware of the enormity of his actions until Girdler explained the situation he was in. Girdler told Smith to go home where he later surrendered himself to the police. Millwood’s body was removed to the Black Lion pub to await the inquest. News of poor Millwood’s death caused uproar in Hammersmith and over the next few days crowds of people pushed and jostled into the Black Lion pub hoping to catch a glimpse of the body.27


Thomas Millwood was buried on 8 January 1804 in the grounds of Hammersmith Chapel. The throng of people from far and near was so great that not even half of them could cram into the chapel for the service. The subject of the Hammersmith Ghost was on everyone’s lips as they shared stories, rumours, and gossip about the events of the last few weeks and gave their considered opinions as to the existence or non-existence of ghosts.


Millwood’s widow had recently lost a child and was due to give birth to another in a few months.28


The Shoemaker’s Tale


While Francis Smith languished in Newgate prison awaiting his trial for the murder of Thomas Millwood, a man he mistakenly thought was the Hammersmith Ghost, it was widely reported that the real Hammersmith Ghost had been caught. The ghost was named as shoemaker John Graham.29 No doubt watchman William Girdler had suspected this on hearing Graham’s barbed jibe at him after Graham’s young apprentice had been scared by a figure in white back on 29 December of the previous year.
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