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  I have to be honest. At first I wasn’t sure about writing a book on haunted cemeteries. The idea intrigued me, but I was under the mistaken opinion that there wouldn’t be much to talk about. Everyone’s afraid to walk past a graveyard at night, but how many cemeteries could there be that actually have ghosts?




  After all, I reasoned, spirits would have no reason or desire to stay close to where their remains are buried. If they were able to return from the Other Side, wouldn’t their first instinct be to revisit places they frequented when they were alive?




  But, boy, was I surprised. As I did some preliminary research, it became more and more apparent that there are plenty of burial grounds where people come into contact with the dearly departed. Before long, my task changed from locating cemeteries that are haunted to finding ones that weren’t. Which immediately presented a different quandary: Of the hundreds upon hundreds of stories about haunted graveyards out there, which do I share?




  One of the ways I determined which legends to include in the first edition of Haunted Cemeteries was how pervasive they are in ghost folklore. They either had to be among the most popular stories, found in almost every source I checked, or have some unique facets that made them worth the retelling.




  In some cases, so much was known (or presumed) about the identity of the apparitions and the details of the hauntings that I decided to recount the myths as straightforwardly as possible. In other instances, I created fictional characters to give the reader an idea of what it would feel like to come across the phantoms for themselves. Along the way, I tried to authenticate as many of the historical facts surrounding the legends as possible.




  Which brings us to this second edition.




  It’s an inescapable truth that no matter how carefully a book has been written, rewritten, and edited—no matter how many eyes check the manuscript—there are almost always a few mistakes. Sometimes they are minor typos, such as misspellings or missing words, but now and then factual errors creep in. Normally they’re corrected in the next printing of the book. (Most people aren’t aware that, unless there are enormous presales, most publishers no longer print huge quantities of books at a time. Rather than warehousing them, it makes more sense to print a few thousand copies and then reprint when the quantities run low.)




  A reader contacted me last year regarding what I considered to be a particularly egregious mistake in the first edition. I immediately contacted my editor to find out when the next printing was due. To my delight, not only was it time for more copies to be printed, but Globe Pequot was also interested in an updated and expanded second edition. I jumped at the opportunity.




  In the first edition, I had recounted the ghost legends of about two dozen cemeteries. What if, I proposed, we add two chapters that would allow me to give capsule descriptions of more than a hundred additional cemeteries—including at least one from every state in the Union?




  And that’s what you’ll find in this book. There were already legends about nine Chicago cemeteries in the first edition. (In fact, they took up the entirety of part one.) But, believe it or not, that was just a fraction of the number of haunted graveyards in and around the Windy City. In a new chapter 6, I’ve included an astounding eighteen more ghost-inhabited burial grounds within fifty miles of the Loop.




  Except for renumbering the chapters, part two remains more or less the same as it was in the first edition. It contains thirteen chapters of some of America’s most haunted cemeteries, starting from the West Coast and heading east.




  The biggest difference between editions is the change to part three. By staying in the United States, I’ve been able to include thumbnail sketches of more than a hundred haunted graveyards, listed alphabetically, state by state, in directory format. In chapter 20 you’ll find plenty of ghost-filled graveyards within a reasonable driving distance of almost every reader in the United States. (Sorry, Alaska. You may have to fly to yours.) Chapters 6 and 20 also allowed me to include the cemetery stories from all my other books in the Globe Pequot “Haunted” series.




  Finally, in the back of this edition, you’ll find two appendices to continue your armchair ghost hunting. The first, “Funeral Notices,” is a descriptive bibliography containing several of the works I consulted while preparing Haunted Cemeteries. It also contains the URLs for well-trafficked web-sites that provide lists of haunted graveyards. If you want to see the burial grounds for yourself, the second appendix, “A Ghost Hunter’s Guide to Graveyards,” is for you! It’s filled with street addresses, URLs, and more. If you do visit any of these sites, though, remember that burial grounds have strict rules about going onto their property, even ones that seem to be abandoned. I’ll detail some of the “Dos and Don’ts” in the introduction to appendix B.




  Now, if you’re ready, it’s time to take a look at the country’s most fascinating haunted cemeteries.






  Part One




  
WRAITHS OF THE
WINDY CITY





  Chicago has been the nation’s crossroads for almost two centuries, a place where cultures naturally intermingle. Perhaps that’s why many of its cemeteries are portals to the Next World. And we’re not talking just one or two graveyards. There are more than half a dozen haunted cemeteries within screaming distance of the Loop, giving the Windy City perhaps the densest concentration of haunted burial grounds in the world.




  First we’ll visit Resurrection Cemetery, where late-night sightings of a spectre have prompted police calls. Then onto Bachelor’s Grove Cemetery, where a farmhouse appears out of nowhere. A statue may come to life in Graceland Cemetery, and the apparition of a bride guides lost children out of Mount Carmel Cemetery.




  As we travel, we’ll touch on ghosts at Bethania, Evergreen, and Waldheim Jewish Cemeteries as well. Next, we’ll detour 150 miles down the road to Decatur to visit one of the most haunted graveyards of the Midwest: Greenwood Cemetery. Finally, we’ll double back for short descriptions of eighteen more Chicago-area burial grounds said to be haunted. So turn the page: Your first group of ghoulish graveyards awaits.







  Chapter 1




  
The Resurrection
Apparition





  In 1976, police rushed to Resurrection Cemetery in Justice, Illinois, to see if reports were true that a pale woman in white was trapped inside after closing. By the time they arrived, she was gone, but her handprints remained—burned into the bars. The spectre may have been the elusive Resurrection Mary, the phantom hitchhiker who has appeared to motorists for more than seventy years along the road that passes the cemetery.




  “This is Homer, out at Resurrection.”




  “So what’s the deal, sergeant? Was anyone locked inside the cemetery?”




  “Not exactly.”




  “Is there anyone there at all?”




  “Not exactly.”




  “Well, what is it, exactly?”




  The story that police sergeant Pat Homer told people back at the station led to one of the most bizarre tales in Chicagoland ghost lore, and its aftermath resonates to this day.




  It started out simply enough—a nonemergency call to the Justice, Illinois, precinct the night of August 10, 1976. A man called from a pay phone, wishing to remain anonymous. Driving north on Archer Avenue on his way to Summit, he had glanced over as he passed the entrance to Resurrection Cemetery. To his surprise, a blond woman wearing a long white dress was standing inside the main gates, her hands clutching two of the bars. She was trying to get out!




  Or so it appeared. The motorist wasn’t sure. He told the police he’d been in a hurry, and it wasn’t until he had gotten several miles down the road that he began to worry about the stranger. The graveyard should have been locked at that hour, shouldn’t it? What if she was actually trapped inside . . . or in some kind of danger? He felt he had to let somebody know.




  What he didn’t admit to the patrolmen was that he was too scared to drive up to the front entrance. He’d heard too many stories about phantom hitchhikers haunting Archer Avenue. He didn’t want to run into any spirits!




  When Homer took the call, his first thought was that some kids had jumped the gate and were spotted after having vandalized the cemetery. But he had to admit it was possible that someone had gotten stuck inside after visiting hours. The iron bars around the graveyard, including those between the pillars at the front, were very high, and it would be difficult for anyone—especially a woman in an ankle-length dress—to shinny up and over them.




  Unless she was a ghost, Homer chuckled to himself.


  According to legend, sometime around 1939 the wraith of a blond-haired, blue-eyed lady began showing up at night outside Justice, thumbing on Archer Avenue. The earliest tales had the young woman asking to be taken to Oh Henry dance hall, which was three miles to the southwest in Willow Springs. (By the 1970s, the dance hall had been renamed the Willowbrook Ballroom.)




  If a driver wasn’t courteous enough to stop for her, the banshee was known to jump on the car’s running board. (Ah, running boards. Those were the days, thought Homer.) Or, more frighteningly, she might dash out into the street in front of an oncoming car to try to flag it down. Motorists have claimed their cars passed right through the girl, as if she were made of aether. Others admitted that they thought they’d run her over: They heard and felt the collision. But when they stopped to help the victim, she was gone.




  Sightings tapered off in the 1960s, but the most recent ones had the mysterious hitchhiker traveling in the other direction, away from Willowbrook. In most of those reports, the driver had seen the damsel in distress on the side of the road and stopped to pick her up. Others said they’d been dancing with the girl all night in the ballroom and offered her a ride home. Regardless of how she got in the car, she gave the Good Samaritan little information, except that her name was Mary and she was heading home, which was a little past Justice. For the rest of the trip, she didn’t say a word.




  As with many ghost stories, the tale has a dozen variations. Usually as the car passed Resurrection Cemetery, Mary would visibly dematerialize or instantly disappear. In others, she would become very agitated and insist that the car pull over. She would fling open her door and rush up the short driveway toward the graveyard. Just as she reached the entrance, she would evaporate into thin air. Sometimes after she vanished, the driver would see her one last time, walking noiselessly toward her grave on the other side of the gates.




  The other side of the gates?! Homer slammed on the brakes. That part of the old wives’ tale and the report he was currently investigating had too much in common for it to be a coincidence. He had been set up, sent on a wild goose chase!




  Well, he was less than a mile away from the cemetery. In case it wasn’t a prank, Homer knew he had to check the place out. One way or the other, he’d know soon enough. It was a slow Tuesday night, so the road was fairly empty. He’d be there in less than a minute.




  In many tellings of the Resurrection Mary legend, she became a spectre after being hit by a car as she walked home from the ballroom. She had set out on her own after being jilted by a lover. In other versions of the tale, the car she was riding in crashed and she was fatally injured. After the funeral, her parents buried her in Resurrection Cemetery wearing a long white gown and the very dancing shoes she had on when she died.




  Somewhere along the way, people began to think that the apparition Mary was a Mary Bregovy, whose grave could be found in Resurrection Cemetery. But Bregovy had died in an auto accident in downtown Chicago and looked nothing like the spectral hitchhiker. Nevertheless, many believers in the paranormal insist that the two women are one and the same.




  Well, people can convince themselves of anything, thought Homer as he pulled up in front of the graveyard. If they hear about this police call, the next thing you know they’ll say it was Resurrection Mary who was standing here at the gate.




  He stopped the engine, leaving his high beams on to illuminate the scene. As he suspected, there was no one around. In fact, the place was deathly quiet.




  He stepped out of the squad car to take a closer look. Although the midsummer heat had burned off for the night, it was quite humid, with barely a breeze moving in the evening air.




  As he walked to the fence, Homer slowly ran his flash-light from one side of the wide entrance to the other. The tall iron bars, a deterrent to anyone who wanted to break into the burial ground after hours, were standing there like silent sentries, completely undisturbed.




  Or were they?




  Homer focused his light on the centermost bars in the gate. It wasn’t possible! About four feet from the ground, at waist level, two of the bars were bent! One was only moved slightly out of whack, but the other had a definite curve to it.




  And more incredibly, both bars had a series of indentations, spaced a few inches apart, pressed into the weathered light bluish-green patina. They were fingerprints!




  It was as if some unknown person—or entity—had grabbed the bars with both hands and then, with incredible strength, separated them enough to be able to force himself (herself? itself?) between them!




  Shaken, Homer made his way back to the police car. He took a few moments to collect his thoughts, then called in to report. After a few more minutes staring at the mangled gate in stunned bewilderment, he started up the motor and headed back to the station. Nothing more could be done until morning.




  The next day Homer drove out to the graveyard and sought out the caretaker to find out what had happened to the gate. The explanation was simple, he was told: A maintenance truck had accidentally backed into the bars, causing them to bend. Exact duplicates couldn’t be found, so the cemetery had hired a welder to use an acetylene torch to straighten them out.




  For the first time, Homer noticed several black horizontal lines—scorch marks—on each of the bars. In the darkness the night before, they hadn’t been visible.




  But what caused the grooves that looked like fingers? Well, that’s exactly what they were, sort of, the grounds-keeper admitted. After the workman got the bars to the correct temperature, he used his own hands, safely covered with asbestos gloves, to try to move the bars back into place. Unfortunately, he wasn’t successful. But the iron had become soft enough to pick up the impression of the man’s fingers.




  Sergeant Homer and the rest of his staff were satisfied. But they didn’t count on the story taking on a life of its own.




  You see, the police weren’t the only ones to notice the gates. Word spread rapidly in the ghost hunter community, and soon curious spectators were coming to see the anomaly for themselves.




  Almost immediately, there were debunkers of the cemetery’s account. How could a truck have damaged two bars in the middle of a row without disturbing any of the others? Even with fire-retardant gloves, who could have withstood touching—much less grabbing hold of—a glowing, white-hot iron bar? The surface temperature would have been almost five hundred degrees!




  No, something very unusual had happened at Resurrection Cemetery: an honest-to-goodness supernatural occurrence.




  The debate went on for weeks. Then the cemetery association, anxious to get the controversy behind them, made the absolute worst decision possible: Without warning, they removed the mangled bars and put two new ones in their place.




  And so the conspiracy theories began. What was the cemetery board hiding? Why was it afraid to let people see the bars for themselves?




  The answer was obvious: Otherworldly hands had warped them, but the cemetery didn’t want anyone to know.




  After enough people protested, the bowed bars were reinstalled. Over the years, hundreds of photos of them have been taken. Many have been posted on the Internet, and a quick web search will turn up enough pictures to pique anyone’s interest.




  But were Resurrection Mary and the spirit who showed up inside the graveyard gates back in 1986 one and the same? Perhaps some night a solitary motorist will pick up a stranded traveler on that lonely stretch of Archer Avenue and ask.
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  Chicago folklore is filled with stories about ghosts on the roadways, and Resurrection Mary is not the only one to set up camp outside a cemetery. An unidentified, bloody apparition has startled motorists by rushing frantically out into traffic on the streets surrounding Bethania Cemetery. Three roads, one of which is Archer, border the graveyard; its eastern boundary is Resurrection Cemetery.




  Another spirit can be found inside Bethania Cemetery: an elderly maintenance man who’s usually spotted burning a pile of leaves. If the spectator turns away briefly, then looks back, both the groundskeeper and the fire are gone.




  The street that passes by Evergreen Cemetery, nine miles away in Evergreen Park, is also haunted by a ghost hitchhiker. Appearances by the young female phantom (who looks to be about fourteen years old) began in the 1980s. The weirdest part of the tale is that she doesn’t always wait for a car to offer her a ride. On at least one occasion she hopped aboard a Chicago Transit Authority (CTA) bus headed toward downtown. But she must not carry a lot of pocket change. When the driver asked for the fare, the girl evaporated right before his eyes.




  There’s yet another female hitchhiking ghost, and she predates Mary. The apparition manifests on Desplaines Avenue about seven miles outside the Windy City. She’s a young brunette with bobbed hair and 1920s flapper attire. She usually materializes between the 2400 block in North Riverside, where the Melody Mill Ballroom operated from 1930 to 1984, and the 1400 block in Forest Park, where the Waldheim Jewish Cemetery is located. If the spectre is given a lift, she vanishes from the car as it nears or passes the graveyard. In some versions of the story, the woman tells the driver that she lives at the cemetery caretaker’s house. When she’s dropped off, she walks toward the fence and then disappears as she reaches the locked gates.




  The Waldheim hitchhiker ghost story started in 1933 or 1934, but it really took off after Tiny Hall, the Melody Mill’s bandleader, told it on WGN radio in 1938. In his version, the spirit appeared as a woman dressed in white, and she was given a ride to a cemetery by three men she had danced with earlier that night. (Hall didn’t mention Waldheim by name, but listeners made the connection.) Once out of the vehicle, the woman ran into the cemetery, and two of the men chased after her. The next morning, one man was found dead at the wheel of the car. The two men who had pursued the woman were found inside the graveyard, alive but having gone insane overnight. There was no trace of the hitchhiker, but police found a pocketbook. They went to an address they found inside, and a different woman answered the door. She told the detectives the mysterious woman was her daughter but that she’d been dead for three years.




  Sightings of the Waldheim Cemetery ghost petered out in the 1940s, but for some reason they perked up again for a while in 1973. She hasn’t been reported recently, but it’s believed she’s still roaming Desplaines Avenue, waiting for someone to offer her a lift.




  Chapter 2




  The Ghosts of
Bachelor’s Grove




  Some graveyards are more haunted than others. If you count the sheer number of sightings at Bachelor’s Grove Cemetery, it is one of the busiest in the Heartland. It’s abandoned now, set back off the highway in a dense forest preserve. But that hasn’t stopped the spooks from returning to pay their respects.




  Ben didn’t think he’d ever get there. It was only about twenty miles from Chicago, but till he got past the traffic on Interstate 294 it seemed much farther. He got off on Cicero Avenue, turned onto the Midlothian Turnpike, passed through Midlothian itself, then kept a sharp lookout for the exit to the Rubio Woods Forest Preserve.




  The timbered park is one of more than a hundred such walking, biking, and picnicking areas set aside for public use by Cook County, and Ben had been hearing for years that the one known as Bachelor’s Grove was haunted.




  Within it, there was also a one-acre graveyard that dated back more than 170 years. And the place had been accumulating ghosts all that time.




  The first settlers to the area arrived in the 1820s and 1830s, with most of them coming from England, followed in the 1840s by a wave of immigrants from Germany and elsewhere in northern Europe. Many of the wooded parcels outside the Windy City became identified with people who lived near them, so it’s very likely the grove Ben sought got its name from the Batchelder clan, who were known to be in the area by 1845. Over time, the family name may have been simplified to “Batchelor” and, finally, “Bachelor.”




  But there was another possibility Ben found just as intriguing. According to a man named Stephen H. Rexford, he and three other men—bachelors all—were the first settlers to build their homesteads in the immediate vicinity. Some locals started calling the tract Bachelor’s Grove, and the nickname stuck.




  One explanation was as provable as another, Ben thought as he turned into the Rubio Woods parking lot. Likewise, the correct spellings for the name of the wayside and the cemetery were uncertain. They’ve been seen as Bachelor, Bachelors, Bachellor, Batchelor, Batchelder, Bachelder, Berzel, Batchel, and Petzel, along with all their various possessive forms. It was all the more confusing to Ben because the large sign at the entrance to the woods labeled it “Bachelors Grove,” but the placard over the gates of the graveyard itself read “Bachelor’s Grove.”




  It really didn’t matter, Ben mused. He didn’t think the ghosts cared one way or the other.




  The first legal record of the cemetery was on the deed when Edward M. Everden sold the property in 1864. The agreement specified that the new owner had to maintain one acre as a cemetery, an area in which burials had been taking place for a quarter of a century. The last regular interment was in 1965, although cremated ashes were added to an existing plot in 1989. The graveyard is no longer active, and the Cook County Forest Preserve District has handled its maintenance since around 1976.




  Through the middle of the twentieth century, Bachelor’s Grove was a popular weekend getaway. Families would picnic under the trees, relatives would visit their ancestors’ graves, and children would swim or fish in a small, deep pond located between the edge of the cemetery and the highway.




  In the 1960s and 1970s, however, the spot became a hangout for teenagers and, at night, a lovers’ lane. Vandals defaced many of the headstones, spray-painting or knocking them over. Looters took some of the markers home or threw them into the lake. In the process, many graves became unmarked and were lost and forgotten.




  In the late 1960s, parts of the Midlothian Turnpike were rerouted, and the stretch that passed by the entrance to the cemetery was closed to traffic. Cars on the new multi-lane highway now whiz by the hidden graveyard, completely unaware of its existence.




  But the burial ground’s seclusion doesn’t stop the place from being haunted. And that’s what Ben was there to see.




  Leaving his car in the Rubio Woods visitor parking, Ben walked the 350 feet along the former turnpike until it crossed the new highway. Soon he was ambling down the old thoroughfare toward Bachelor’s Grove, a tall row of trees pressing in from either side.




  A narrow path turned off to the right. As he stepped off the macadam, Ben paused to take a look at a lonely farmhouse sitting to one side. He thought it odd that anyone was allowed to live way back there on public land, but maybe it had been grandfathered in when the county took control of the property.




  The place was in good condition, all things considered. Its white exterior was newly painted, and a cozy swing hung on the front porch. It appeared to be deserted—it was so quiet in the woods Ben could have heard the proverbial pin drop— but a dim light was burning in one of the upstairs windows.




  Ah, well. That wasn’t what Ben had come to see. He passed by the residence without another thought and started down the gravel trail to the entrance of the graveyard.




  He came upon it sooner than he expected. He knew he was in the right place: A high wire fence had been erected all the way around its perimeter, and a large sign bearing the cemetery’s name hung over the front gates.




  Ben didn’t know whether the barrier had been put up to separate the graveyard from the rest of the grove or whether it was there so officials could close off the grounds if they needed to. But it was obvious that no one had done any maintenance on the plot for some time: Thick vines and ivy had worked their way through the loose mesh of the fence, completely covering it, and the gate was wide open, sagging on its hinges.




  He stepped inside. The grass and weeds were so high that it was impossible at first glance to see any of the tomb-stones. But soon Ben realized they were everywhere, some in rows, some by themselves off to one side, and all of them beneath the sheltering boughs of the towering trees that had been there for generations. Most of the headstones were low, flat granite blocks, about two by three feet, with names chiseled on top of the people resting below. But some of the markers were short columns, though the tops of almost all of them had been broken off years ago.




  Ben strolled to the far end of the cemetery. Trespassers had torn down a portion of the back fence, so he could walk right up to the edge of the foul, brackish pond. Nothing to see there.




  In fact, there was nothing unusual to be seen anywhere. Ben didn’t try to conceal his disappointment. He had heard that during Prohibition, the tiny lake had been a favorite place for Chicago mobsters to dump their murder victims. Supposedly people had seen some of the dead rise out of the murky depths, zombielike creatures from a green lagoon. Couldn’t one or two have waved at Ben from their watery graves?




  Of course it was daylight, and most of the phantoms in the cemetery had been seen at night—which was par for the course with spirits.




  There was the hooded monk and a woman wearing a white dress—possibly a wedding gown—carrying a baby in her arms. She usually appeared out on the trail and always seemed so peaceful that she acquired a sobriquet—the Madonna of Bachelor’s Grove.




  Two other apparitions had been recognized: George Harwell Federman and Janet Lorraine Logan. When people spotted them, they usually didn’t realize at first that they were seeing ghosts. The phantoms looked like normal, living, breathing human beings. But then the spectres would abruptly evaporate, without leaving a trace. At some point, the pair’s tombstones were deliberately removed in the hopes that the spirits couldn’t find their way back to the burial ground. It didn’t work.




  Even the modern turnpike on the other side of the pond was haunted. There have been claims that a phantom car slowly drives along that piece of highway, only to disappear if anyone gets too close.




  Ben had hoped that, at the very least, he might catch sight of one of the shimmering orbs of blue light that were supposed to appear in the treetops inside the cemetery. Or the bright red light that was said to dart among the leaves. They had both been known to occasionally manifest in the middle of the day.




  Ben knew from his reading about ghosts that paranormal experts think ignis fatuus (“foolish fire”), as such balls of light are known, may be the wandering souls of the dead. In Sweden and Finland, the glowing globes are believed to be the spirits of lost babies. In other cultures, the will-o’-the-wisps, as such lights are also called, are thought to be the ghosts of sinners who are doomed to walk the earth forever. Others believe that they’re mischievous spirits trying to lure unsuspecting people into the darkness. Regardless of who or what the peculiar phosphorescent lights are, superstition says their appearance foretells an impending death or other tragedy.




  Maybe, Ben considered, it’s just as well they don’t show up.


  It was getting late. Ben headed back toward the entrance, hoping upon hope that before he left he might catch the dulcet sound of the disembodied voice said to softly call “Minna, Minna,” always within five or six feet of the front gates.




  But no luck.




  Neither did he hear the agitated wail of the unseen baby, another one of the entities said to haunt the forest.




  Discouraged, Ben shuffled down the pathway back toward his car. As he neared the end of the trail, he started to wonder who lived in the clapboard farmhouse he had passed on the way in. He gazed off to the little clearing to the left where it sat, and—it was gone!




  Impossible! It had been there less than an hour before, as solid as could be. Ben was sure of it. Yet now, there was nothing there at all.




  Ben walked over to the empty patch of ground. As he stood there, suddenly shaking uncontrollably, he went over all the ghost stories he had ever heard about Bachelor’s Grove. But no one had ever mentioned the one he had just experienced: the tale of a phantom house that turns up, day or night, at different locations all over the woods. Sometimes witnesses also spy the spectre of a farmer along with his horse and plow. Perhaps the strangest part of the old wives’ tale was that no such farmhouse had ever been built on that particular piece of property.




  Sometimes it’s hard to believe in ghosts, even when you’ve seen them with your own eyes. But in that shaded cemetery outside Chicago, Ben had had proof positive. The spirits had come calling down that shady lane; as a result, for him, there would never again be such a thing as a simple walk in the woods.




  Chapter 3




  
The Legend of
Inez Clarke





  Does the statue of a little girl really escape from its glass case and roam the grounds of Graceland Cemetery? And how about that other monument, the one said to symbolize the figure of Death? Is it true that the mysterious figure won’t show up in photographs?




  Some job! He’d signed up with Pinkerton, the best in the business, so he could fight bad guys. He could see himself now: taking down some robber during a bank heist. Or infiltrating the mob. The “Pinks” were sent out to capture Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. And Jesse James. In the 1870s they spied on the Molly Maguires. Why couldn’t he have been assigned to something like that?




  But no. Here Joe was, protecting—can you believe it?—a graveyard! What kind of job was that? he wondered. Why do you even need a night watchman at a cemetery?




  Okay, sure. Now and then trespassers might sneak in after closing time and mark up one of the tombstones or topple over a statue. But you don’t need someone on the job all the time for that. You waited until the hooligans started acting up, then patrolled for a few months until the problem was taken care of.




  Besides the lack of adventure, tonight it was raining cats and dogs. Chicago had its share of nasty weather—cloudbursts in the summer and feet of snow in the winter—but this was one of the worst August thunderstorms he could remember. His clothing was soaked, and water had seeped into parts of his body he didn’t know he had. He just wanted the night to be over.




  Lightning lit up the cemetery in a series of continuous bursts, almost making Joe’s flashlight unnecessary. The sky barely had time to settle back into darkness before another crack illuminated everything within several hundred feet, brighter than the single small beam of his torch could ever manage. And as each electrical spark streaked across the sky, it was instantly followed by a massive boom of thunder. The storm had to be directly overhead.




  Joe wasn’t a superstitious man, but apocalyptic nights like this one made him wonder whether the rumors he had heard were true: Was this graveyard really haunted?




  Graceland Cemetery was founded by Thomas Bryan in 1860 on eight acres a few miles north of Chicago. Eventually the Windy City would expand and annex Lake View, the district in which the graveyard was located, and the burial grounds, dotted with magnificent tombs and monuments, would grow to encompass 119 acres. Among the luminaries who would be buried there were two Illinois governors, a chief justice of the Supreme Court, several Chicago mayors (including the city’s first, William Butler Ogden), other prominent civic leaders, and at least a dozen architects. Among the most famous entrepreneurs interred at Graceland were Marshall Field and the man who founded the company Joe now worked for: Allan Pinkerton.




  An astute businessman, Bryan had realized that as Chicago got bigger, it would need more space to bury its residents. Until the town’s Common Council opened two cemeteries in 1835, one on the south side of town, the other on the north, Chicago had no official city graveyard. Residents tended to bury relatives wherever there was open space along the Chicago River.




  Almost as soon as the Chicago City Cemetery was established “downtown” in 1843 at what is today Lincoln Park, people voiced public health concerns about the number of graves that were being concentrated in one small area. They were worried that the graveyard was too close to Lake Michigan and might be washed away; also, contamination might seep into the underground water supply, a fear that only increased after a major cholera outbreak in 1849.




  The graveyards quickly became overcrowded. By 1866, when the Common Council prohibited any more burials in graveyards within the city limits, more than eleven thousand people were interred at City Cemetery—four thousand bodies alone from the Civil War prisoner-of-war camp at Camp Douglas.




  Rural cemeteries located outside the city limits were an ideal solution. They were high above the water table, plus— especially in the case of Graceland Cemetery—their large acreage allowed them to be landscaped in the clean, open design then coming into vogue.




  In 1870, City Cemetery was closed, and the relocation of bodies to other sites began. Many of them were moved to Graceland.




  Moving their remains might have been enough to make the dead into restless spirits, Joe thought. But the grave said to be the most haunted, and the one he most dreaded passing by, was from one of the later arrivals: a six-year-old girl by the name of Inez Clarke.




  The youngster and her family were out on a picnic in 1880 when a horrendous storm suddenly whipped up—much like the one I’m caught in tonight, Joe noted. Before they were able to rush to shelter, a lightning bolt crashed to earth, hitting Inez and killing her instantly. Her parents were inconsolable. To commemorate their daughter, they had a poignant statue made to place over her grave. It was a remarkable likeness. She wears a frilly dress, sits content-edly on a rustic chair, and has a soft smile on her lips. To protect the sculpture from wind and rain, Inez’s parents sealed it in a glass box. It has stood over the girl’s resting place ever since.




  Joe was fully aware that there was a darker, sadder version of the story, however. According to some, Inez had been sent outdoors in the storm as punishment. When she was struck by lightning, her guilt-ridden parents told others she had died of tuberculosis.




  Regardless of what had actually happened, Inez’s spirit was never able to rest in peace. Within weeks of her burial, her spectre began to meander throughout the cemetery. Children in particular could see the pretty lass in an old- fashioned dress playing by herself near the glass-enclosed statue. Others would hear unusual noises close to the grave, including the disembodied sound of a small girl moaning or crying.




  As Joe approached Inez’s gravesite on his rounds, he knew he couldn’t let such nonsense get in the way of his responsibilities. It was his job to make sure every part of the property was secure.




  Up ahead he could make out the shimmer of a reflective surface in the glow of his flashlight. It was the glass enclosure around Inez’s statue. But something was wrong. The protective box, set up on a low, engraved pedestal, was empty!




  How could that be? Had someone gotten in and stolen the artwork? No, the transparent chest was unbroken, not a single crack in the glass. The only other explanation was unthinkable. The statue had escaped on its own! But how? Had the statue come to life?




  Joe didn’t wait to find out. Within minutes he had abandoned his post, fled the graveyard, and never returned.




  The man who came to relieve him the next morning was puzzled by the absence of the usually reliable Joe. Otherwise nothing seemed amiss, except for the debris scattered about from the previous night’s storm. As he gave the grounds a once-over, the guard noticed that even the unusual glass container over the little girl’s grave had escaped damage. And there inside was the bewitching statue, right where it had always been.




  [image: chpt_fig_001]




  The tale of Inez Clarke is one of the best-known legends in all ghostdom. Many people have stood in front of her stone portraiture and meditated on the marvels of life and death—and the thin veil that separates the two.




  Isn’t it sad to discover that none of this ghost story is true?




  No one is sure when and how the charming statue of a little girl came to be placed in Graceland Cemetery, but one thing is certain: The person buried underneath it is not Inez Clarke, or even an Inez. In fact, it’s not a girl at all. The grave belongs to an eight-year-old boy by the name of Amos Briggs.




  As for Inez Clarke, it’s not certain that she ever existed. There’s no record of anyone by that name having been interred at Graceland. Nor is there a listing of an Inez Clarke in the local US Census registers from the late nineteenth century.




  In 1910, cemetery officials contacted the family that most people associated with the myth. The Clarkes were aware of the old wives’ tale and had visited the gravesite to check it out for themselves. They thought it was “a lovely statue,” but they assured the investigators that they only had two daughters, neither was named Inez, and both were still very much alive. To this day, no one knows how the legend began.




  So why was the statue placed over Briggs’s grave? Current thought is that a Scottish sculptor named Andrew Gage may have carved it as a sample of his funereal work in 1881. The early architects of Graceland Cemetery strove to make the burial ground a place of splendor, and the figure is inarguably a thing of beauty. The artwork may have been accepted simply to enhance the atmosphere of the graveyard, with little thought as to where it should be placed.




  Stories of cemetery statues coming to life are very popular in ghost literature. Even the haunted sculpture of a girl in a glass coffin is far from unique. When twenty-six-year-old Grace Laverne Galloway was buried in Lake View Cemetery in Jamestown, New York, in 1898, her father commissioned an Italian artist to carve her in marble to decorate her tomb. To prevent wear from the harsh climate, the life-size image was encased in glass. As circumstances of the chaste young woman’s death from tuberculosis were forgotten, paranormal accounts rose in their place. Rumors started that she died as a bride, or on prom night, or after an affair with the family chauffeur. Her ghost supposedly floats through the graveyard at night, seeking her lost love. An interesting variation of the tale says the woman’s soul is trapped inside the marble.




  Interestingly, the “Inez Clarke” statue is not the only sculpture in Graceland Cemetery that’s said to be haunted. Eternal Silence, a stunning work by Lorado Taft that stands in front of the tomb of Dexter Graves, is perhaps the cemetery’s eeriest monument. The hooded, heavily shrouded male effigy is enigmatic, its stern visage peering out from under a flowing cowl. The fearsome representation of Death holds his right arm raised so that the cloak hides the lower half of his face. The brass statue was originally painted black, but almost all the covering has worn off, resulting in a dramatic blue-green patina. The shielded, unworn face remains dark, which adds to the artwork’s overall sinister effect.
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