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			Introduction

			When I began writing about curses and cursed places, I was not a believer in such things. In fact, I thought that curses were something from long ago and far away. But through the series of stories that I have written, both in Cursed in Pennsylvania and in this book, Cursed in the Carolinas, I have gone through a sort of transformation. Yes, curses are stories from long ago and far away. People literally can be cursed by others, but I have come to realize that curses come in many forms and guises. We most often curse ourselves by our thoughts, our actions, or our intent. 

			In this book, I offer a series of stories from both North and South Carolina. The stories span three hundred years and describe a long and colorful history. The people in the stories come from many backgrounds. They are rich, poor, immigrants, Native Americans, and much more.

			What struck me as I collected and wrote the stories is the variety of ways in which curses fall upon people. Some are accidental, as though they were intended by God. Other people suffer the consequences that are triggered by their own words and actions. And still others seem to suffer because people truly did curse them.

			As you read through the stories, do not think of curses as something from long ago. In fact, there is a story in the book of a minister who, during the 1980s (not that long ago), stepped down from his pulpit because he believed himself to be cursed by someone from his past. Curses are alive and well today. Curses do exist in our minds and in our hearts. There is an old saying that you must be careful what you wish for, and some of these stories prove that to be true. Read on in trepidation. Read on in anticipation. Read on, remembering in the future that your thoughts, words, and deeds often bring about unintended consequences. Beware, dear reader, beware that a curse does not fall upon you.

			Remember the old Scottish prayer:

			From ghoulies and ghosties

			And long-leggedy beasties

			And things that go bump in the night,

			Good Lord, deliver us!

			And from curses, too, we should add.

			Patty A. Wilson

			October 2016

		

	
		
			
			

		

	
		
			North Carolina

			North Carolina was home to some of the earliest settlements of Europeans in the New World, but it was well-traveled by and home to many Native Americans as well. The passion, dedication, and dramas that have played out in North Carolina have shaped the people and the hauntings there. The beauty, diversity, and heart of the state have allowed it to grow, while still holding on to the traditions that make it unique. It is a place of contrasts. There are large modern cities and deep hollows and mountains rarely trod by mankind. There are secrets and whispers, too, that come from all over the state. Those are the voices of the dead calling out and telling their tales. Some of them haunt because they loved their homes and they feel that their business is not done. Others, though, haunt for darker reasons. They are the cursed of North Carolina, and they walk the mountaintops, the city streets, and the byways of this great state. Beware of their stories so that you don’t end up cursed, too.

		

	
		
			Blackbeard

			It is said that Blackbeard and other pirates would slay a man and pour his blood over a treasure before burying it. By doing this, they were able to curse the poor unfortunate to a lingering death. The murdered man’s spirit was said to be cursed to remain with the treasure and protect it. That’s the legend, and sadly it was not far from the truth.

			Edward Teach (or Thatch) would go down in history better known by the name Blackbeard. He was born in England prior to 1690 and took to the seas as a young man. He was a privateer during Queen Anne’s War. He was a British sailor who robbed ships and killed in the name of England. He would sail into history on the French slave ship La Concorde, which he captured off the island of Martinique in 1717. Blackbeard would pay homage to his origins by renaming the vessel the Queen Anne’s Revenge. 

			For the next few years, Blackbeard was the scourge of the seas. He and his ships ran down and took many a prize. They kept the Adventure, a ship he took off the Turneffe Islands in the Bay of Antigua. From there he headed toward the Dominican Republic. As was his practice, Blackbeard took with him men who willingly joined his force, and then he pressed into service others who had specialized skills he needed. From the Adventure he forced passenger David Herriot to join him. Herriot would stay with Blackbeard and serve him loyally for years. In the Cayman Islands, Blackbeard stole a Spanish sloop and added it to his force of ships. Now he had at least four vessels. At this point he and his men were the fiercest predators upon the waters.

			With forces now numbering nearly three hundred, Blackbeard headed for Charleston, South Carolina. There he did the unthinkable: He blockaded the port of Charleston for nearly a week. He took prisoners and plundered the ships. He refused to leave, and no one could dissuade him. Finally, Blackbeard set his terms: He wanted medicine for his men. When he received it, he pulled out.

			Up and down the Atlantic coast, Blackbeard’s name filled people with fear and awe. Shopkeepers and tradesmen knew that when he and his men came ashore, it could be lucrative. However, many more feared the captain. Stories of Blackbeard’s cruelty were legendary. It was said that if a woman could not or would not remove her rings when he demanded them, he would cut off her fingers to get them. He even shot one of his own lieutenants—a friend, it was reported—so that the man “wouldn’t forget who he was.” 

			Throughout the years, Blackbeard and his men left a bloody list of victims all along the Atlantic coast, and as he favored the Carolinas and spent much of his time there, that area was not spared. Did Blackbeard ever kill a man and pour his blood over a treasure? Well, that’s hard to say, but that is a legend that stands until this day.

			What is known is that Blackbeard is said to haunt many places. Perhaps the most well-known is Teach’s Hole or “The Point,” where Blackbeard reportedly preferred to stay between jaunts fully 250 years ago. Teach lost his head when it was hacked off after his death by Lieutenant Robert Maynard of the British Royal Navy, who killed him after a protracted battle. He tied Blackbeard’s head to his ship’s mast and carried it all along North Carolina’s coast as proof that Blackbeard was dead. There are those who say that Blackbeard paces the shore of The Point looking for his head.

			Hammock House in Beaufort, North Carolina, was said to be owned at one time by Blackbeard. Legend has it that, during one of his many parties, Blackbeard caught a crewman dancing with his mistress, and he thought that the man was being overly familiar. In a fit of anger, he lopped off the man’s head when he confronted him on the staircase. It was said that, even when the stairs were painted over, the blood stains seeped through, until finally the steps were carpeted to cover the stains. The beheaded man and, at times, Blackbeard have also been seen or heard on the stairs.

			The Isles of Shoals off Portsmouth, New Hampshire, have many ghostly tales. On White Island, it is said that one of Blackbeard’s many wives (the rumor was that he had wives or mistresses in many ports) haunts the island. She is said to be looking for her babe—possibly another victim of Blackbeard?

			In the Philadelphia area, there is the story of another mistress who supposedly haunts the little cottage she lived in. It was said that, when Blackbeard put up in Philadelphia’s port, he sought out this young woman. She is restless to this day—perhaps still waiting for Blackbeard to return?

			Place after place where Blackbeard landed has its haunting tale to tell. Some places are said to be haunted by Blackbeard; others are haunted by those he killed and even by those he was supposed to love. But there is little doubt that Blackbeard was both a curse to others and cursed himself. Many of those who knew him as both friend and foe were cursed to haunt this world by his actions. And Blackbeard himself seemed cursed to never find rest either. He is said to wander the earth, haunting and looking for peace that will never come.

		

	
		
			Bath: A Cursed Town

			Both Carolina coastlines are rife with tales of pirates, lost treasures, and seafaring men. There are cities such as Charleston, South Carolina, that were built along the sea and have become famous seaport towns. There are other towns that almost became famous for their ties to seafaring and all that pertains to it. Bath is such a place. The settlement of Bath was founded in 1747, and it is the oldest town in North Carolina. It sat on the ocean in an area that made it a natural place for ships to dock, and it quickly became a bustling port town.

			During the days when pirates sailed the seas, Bath was a favored site. Pirates, criminals, and illicit trade washed over the tiny town like the ocean at high tide. Not only was Bath out of the way and less likely to be frequented by military frigates, but the folks in Bath were fond of pirates and protected them from the authorities. Stolen goods, alcohol, and illegally obtained gold kept the little town rich. A good drink, a safe place to stay, and women of ill repute were to be had in Bath . . . if you had the funds.

			By far the most famous rapscallion who frequented the town was Edward Teach (also known as Edward Thatch and Edward Drummand), but history knows him better as Blackbeard. Blackbeard started his career as a cabin boy aboard a British privateer called the Queen Anne’s War during the time of the war between France and Great Britain. After the end of the war, many privateers became pirates to continue supporting themselves. Edward Teach partnered with another, older privateer, Captain Benjamin Horngold, who had a fleet of stolen ships plying the ocean and stealing goods and people to sell. Blackbeard’s ruthless nature and reputation soon surfaced when he turned on his colleague, and the partnership ended with Blackbeard retaining the fleet. He and his ships ran across a swift French vessel that they captured. Blackbeard named the ship the Queen Anne’s Revenge when he took it over. This was his flagship, and he prowled the Atlantic in it. He put in often to his favorite port of Bath, where he sought recreation and female companionship. In fact, there were rumors that he had a wife (or two) there as well. He sold stolen goods, ransomed the well-to-do, and sent others into slavery from there. 

			Word spread up and down the coast that there was safety and a good time to be had in Bath. The pirates all knew. The government turned a blind eye, because there was money to be made and no one was getting hurt, but soon the preachers heard of the town with the tarnished reputation.

			Bath’s tarnished reputation was what brought the Reverend Whitefield to the little seaside town. The religious revival known as the Great Awakening was in full swing, and a religious fervor swept up many folks. Reverend Whitefield was a leading light in that movement. He was a pugnacious, cross-eyed pastor who was determined to meet the devil upon his own ground. Reverend Whitefield thought that if he could drive the “evil” out of Bath, he could save the souls of the grateful citizens. And so, he set up shop. 

			Reverend Whitefield rode into town on his wagon. Tucked in the back was an ornate coffin that he told the curious was to be his at his very own demise. He fully believed that a man’s funeral needed a great deal of thought, and Reverend Whitefield had planned his down to the last detail. Stranger still, he also admitted that he slept in his coffin, because it was safer than public houses, which he called “dens of iniquity.”

			The reverend announced his presence and his intentions to the citizens, who received the news with lukewarm enthusiasm at best. Reverend Whitefield announced his intentions to preach against the evils of alcohol, cavorting with fallen women, cursing, gambling, and dancing, and to shut down all criminal enterprises. And Reverend Whitefield announced that the worst sin was that of dancing. He hated dancing and fully believed that people danced their way into hell. To the townsfolk this did not sound so promising. They liked a raucous good time. They were growing rich from fraternizing with pirates, criminals, and outlaws. Who was this minister to come into town and ruin a good thing?

			Certainly, there were folks who welcomed Reverend Whitefield, but there were many more who grumbled about him. He was putting a great many businesses at risk, and certainly he was trying to stop the fun. 

			Reverend Whitefield preached for several weeks throughout the area. Any pulpit that would have him was filled. He preached in tents, fields, and backyards. He discoursed, thumped his fist, and railed against strong drink, womanizing, and dancing. He shouted, shook, and threatened the folks of Bath with damnation for their wicked ways. They were not impressed or amused. 

			At last Reverend Whitefield finally had to give up in contempt. The people of Bath were simply evil! They did not want salvation, and they rebuked him at every turn. Townspeople jeered at him, and it was pointed out to him that he might be wise to tone down his rhetoric, because there were people out there who were willing to hurt him if he did not shut up.

			In disgust, Reverend Whitefield loaded his wagon up with his worldly goods and his coffin and drove to the edge of town. He got off the wagon and leaned over and took off his shoes. Standing in the dirt at the edge of the town of Bath, he swung his shoes and uttered a curse that is perhaps the reason that the town of Bath is not a bustling seaport even today. Shaking the dust of the accursed town off his shoes, he stated, “I say to the village of Bath, village you shall remain, now and forever, forgotten by men and nations until such time as it pleases God to turn the light of his countenance again upon you.” Those who witnessed the minister’s theatrical performance probably did not take it seriously at first. After all, what could words do to hurt a town?

			In the years that followed, however, the town of Bath would come to wonder if Reverend Whitefield might not have actually cursed them. The town of Bath was devastated by fires on three occasions. Its popularity with the pirates and outlaw set once made it a prosperous town; suddenly the pirates moved to another little town farther down the coast, and Bath lost its fortune as well. In time people began to talk about the reverend’s words and wonder if the town might not be suffering from a curse. It is hard to say, but perhaps Bath would have been more like Charleston, South Carolina, if the people had heeded the warnings of the evangelist. But then again, perhaps it might not have been. 

		

	
		
			The Flaming Ship of Ocracoke Island

			Dreams! Dreams of being allowed to practice your religion without any restrictions. Dreams of being treated equally. Dreams of being considered normal. Those are the things that drove the Palatines from Europe to the Outer Banks of North Carolina. This group of refugees suffered religious persecution in Germany throughout the 1600s, and by the late seventeenth century they had decided that they would risk everything to settle in the New World, where they would have freedom to practice their religion. That meant that they sold all their worldly goods and chartered a ship to set out for the New World. They brought with them all the wealth that they had amassed as gold and jewels. It was a vast amount of money, because they knew that they would require large funds to establish themselves again in North Carolina.

			Unfortunately for the Palatine refugees, the captain of the ship was an unscrupulous man who coveted their wealth. He and his sailors spent many nights talking about the Palatines and what was in the various caskets and trunks hidden in their rooms. He sent spies out to see what information they could get, and soon he realized that his old ship was filled with gold and jewels.

			The captain had a plan in mind—it was an evil plan, but it would make him and his men instantly wealthy. Piracy was a well-established tradition on the high seas, and so he comforted himself with the knowledge that he was only doing what many before him had also done. He was going to liberate the gold and jewels. On the night appointed, the captain and his men went about their duties as usual. 

			As the night wore on, the families settled in berths in the various cabins. They did not know that, as soon as it was quiet, the captain and his men planned to murder them.

			The captain and his sailors attacked the refugees in their rooms, killing the men first and going back for the women and children. When they were done, they had slit the throats of every man, woman, and child.

			After the slaughter was completed, the captain ordered the lifeboat lowered. They doused the ship with coal oil and set it afire. The captain and his men climbed into the lifeboat with their ill-gotten gains. As they shoved off, they heard the fire snapping as it caught. Wind fanned the fire, and the men rowed away from the flaming ship. From a distance, they watched as the flames licked through the rigging and burned cheerfully. When the sailors were sure that it was sufficiently engulfed in flames so that no one would be able to tell what they had done, they began rowing toward the port in the town of Bath. 

			The citizens of the little port town awoke in the middle of the night to an amazing sight: a large sailing vessel fully ablaze and heading toward their little port town. And in between was another amazing sight—a lifeboat full of frantically rowing men. No matter how hard the men tried to steer clear of the ship, it kept pace with them and seemed to be gaining on them. The men in the lifeboat turned, and the ship turned as if someone were at the wheel, guiding the flaming vessel. People rushed to the dock and watched in horror during the predawn hours as the ship bore down on the smaller boat. Rescue boats were freed of moorings and launched, but in vain. The flaming ship overtook the lifeboat and rammed into it full tilt. The boat broke apart and sank. Many of those aboard and the vast fortune they had taken went down into the inky, cold water. 

			The rescue boats were able to pick up a few stragglers, who were shocked and horrified by what had happened. Their friends, their captain, and their fortune were gone. Some of the survivors confessed to their part in the crime aboard the ship. The people of Bath were horrified. 

			Then, the following year on the anniversary of the massacre, the flaming ship appeared on the horizon and sailed closer and closer to the town of Bath. As the vessel drew near to where it had rammed the lifeboat, it suddenly disappeared. And those who had seen the ship the year before told the story once more to others. Was it possible that the people aboard the ship had been cursed? Or was it the hate and greed of the captain and his men that had cursed the people of the Palatinate to sail endlessly along, never reaching their longed-for shore?

			The Palatines had been driven from their homes and forced to risk a long and difficult journey to the Carolinas in hopes of a better life. But they had been murdered before they could ever fulfill that hopeful dream. Each September people on the Outer Banks say that the ghastly specter of a flaming ship appears late in the night, as the men and women of the ship relive the final moments of their existence. The dream of the Palatine people sails on forever, and they are cursed to never reach their destination.

		

	
		
			The Siren of the French Broad

			Are there places that are cursed? Places that draw people in just to destroy them? Perhaps there are, and if so, the French Broad is one of them. The natives called various parts of the river by different names—the Tahkeeoskee, the Poelico, or the Satica, but what these words mean is unclear. 

			The French Broad is a river that runs from Rosman, in Transylvania County, North Carolina, into Tennessee. The first white men to wander into the area were warned of the spirit that haunted the river there. The natives said that the spirit was angry and deadly. The river’s name, French Broad, refers back to the 1700s, when the French and British were vying for control over this new land. The French claimed many of the tributaries, and perhaps that is how the river got its name. It is known that, as early as 1777, official documents listed it by that name.

			Since that time a legend about the river has sprung up around the Asheville area. It is said that from time to time, a man walking or camping along the French Broad River has strange experiences.

			These experiences typically follow a pattern. At first, the man hears singing late at night. It is distant and seductive, almost like a whisper on the wind. He can’t tell where the sound comes from. It seems to be coming from all around him at once. Perhaps a thrill of fear goes through him, but then the whispered song rides the wind, and he is enchanted. 

			As quickly as the song came, it goes and leaves the man somehow tired. He rests and, in the morning, is almost able to convince himself that it was all a dream. That day he seems more tired than normal. Walking along the water seems more difficult, and he just wants to rest.

			That night, once again, the man is startled by the sound of a woman singing. This time she is closer. He is sure that he can find her. He begins to look. From the sound of her voice singing soft and low, she must be nearby. He walks out and looks up and down along the river. Where is she? Perhaps he sees a fleeting glimpse or hears the splash as she stops singing. But he is determined. The woman is following him, he’s sure of that. She must be.

			The next morning he feels weak, tired. He should have slept, but he spent half the night looking for the young woman. He can’t explain it, but he knows that he must find her. He knows that he must see the woman who has that seductive voice.

			By now he’s moving much more slowly. He’s struggling to make any headway walking along. It’s as if something has sapped his energy.

			As night falls, the man once again sets up camp. He feels tired and decides to go to bed early. As he lies under the stars, he hears the voice once more. This time it’s very loud. She’s close, very close. Despite his fatigue, he pushes back the bedding to rise. He must go toward the river and look. He hears splashing, a woman’s deep purling laugh. And there she is in the water, bathing naked. Her dark hair clings to her as she rises from the water. It is all like a dream, but the man knows that it’s very real. 

			The woman turns to see him, and he’s just standing there gaping. He has never seen such a lovely creature. Water glistens on her body as the moonlight illuminates her.

			He knows that she’s watching him, but there she stands naked, unashamed and defiant. She holds her hand out, and the man feels his feet moving almost against his will. He’s stepping into the water, and he feels the cold, but it does not break the spell.

			He reaches her and she takes his hand, but her hand is cold, rough. Now closer, he can see things that terrify him. She is dark and scaly. Her fingers end in long claws. The claws curl around his arm, dig into his flesh. He feels an inhuman strength in that hand. She pulls him into her embrace as he struggles and screams. She slips down in the water, and they are both gone. The Siren of the French Broad has claimed another victim, and the man’s body might be found downstream—but then again, it might not be found at all.

			The first written account of the Siren of the French Broad appeared in 1845 under the title of Tzelica, A Tradition of the French Broad. It was a poem written by William Gilmore Simms in Southern and Western Magazine. Simms detailed a water spirit or siren who lured men to their death in his poem. But the story would appear again and again, and the legend has been kept alive. But do not think that this is a singular legend. It is said that a similar spirit stalks the Salt River in neighboring Kentucky. And it is left to every individual to decide if some places are cursed by beings, creatures, or spirits that demand lives to pay for the curse.
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