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1 
Heading Out 

 

 
 

I live in Frederick County, Virginia. It is a good place to live and a fine 
place to raise a family, which I have done. Actually, that is not true—my 
wife did all the work. I have a daughter attending James Madison 
University and a son enrolled at Virginia Tech; both are working hard 
and have bright futures ahead of them. At the time of this writing, my 
youngest is less than a month away from graduating high school and 
has sworn in as an enlistee in the United States Air Force. She leaves for 
boot camp shortly after she graduates. My heart is aching; but I digress. 
As good of a place as the Shenandoah Valley is to live, I leave every 
single chance I get. I have a restless soul; there is nothing I want to do 
more than travel and explore, even more so when it comes to 
paranormal destinations. This has its drawbacks, I must admit, as I often 
fail to appreciate the rich tradition of strange activity in my own 
backyard. 

Not far from my home is the historic town of Winchester, Virginia. 
Winchester, with its Colonial Era and Civil War history, has quite a few 
well-known haunts. The Picadilly Mansion is such a place. A steakhouse 
currently operates out of the mansion—several ghosts also occupy the 
building. In fact, during a paranormal event that I attended there, my 
wife took a picture of a ghost in the basement of the home. 

A stone's throw from the Picadilly Mansion lies Fort Loudoun. 
Designed and built by Colonel George Washington during the French & 
Indian War, skeletons measuring 7 feet in length were recovered by 
militiamen while excavating the fort's foundation. Coincidentally—or 
maybe not—the apparitions of giant Indians have been spotted walking 
around town late at night.1  

In nearby Middletown, Virginia, you will find the Belle Grove 
Plantation where I attend the “Of Ale and History” beer festival each 
spring. Belle Grove was built in the late-1700s by James Madison’s 
brother-in-law Major Isaac Hite, Jr. (1758–1836), a veteran of the 
Revolutionary War. The property later became the headquarters of 
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General Philip Sheridan (1833-1888), the commander of the Union 
Army of the Shenandoah, during the Battle of Cedar Creek.  

Today, there are reports of a woman in a black dress that haunts 
the manor. It is said she wears a veil over her face and can sometimes 
be seen looking out of a second-floor window. 

Two miles from Belle Groove Plantation is the Wayside Inn and the 
Wayside Theatre; both are said to be haunted. The Wayside Inn is a 
well-known haunt and offers paranormal investigations that are open 
to the public from time to time. 

More battles were fought in Virginia than any other state during 
the Civil War, particularly in the northern part of the state. So, naturally, 
there are quite a few battlefields close to home. With battlefields, you 
get hauntings. I mentioned one of those battlefields earlier, Cedar 
Creek. There is also the Kernstown Battlefield nearby, and a short drive 
from there is the Third Battle of Winchester Park. Thankfully, both 
battlefields have been preserved from runaway development and a 
goodly amount of acreage has been set aside for future generations to 
enjoy.  

Kernstown Battlefield is another well-known local haunt. Phantom 
gunfire, shouts, and drums are heard there, and the apparitions of 
departed soldiers sometimes show themselves. Confederate prisoners-
of-war captured at Kernstown were among the first to occupy the Union 
prison camp at Fort Delaware—also haunted—which will be discussed 
at length in Chapter 3.  

Much to my shame, I take many of these close-to-home historic 
haunts for granted. I have been to them all; I have even conducted my 
own amateurish investigations at some of them. But for some reason, I 
much prefer hitting the road to look for strange places. Why is that? Is 
it human nature, or is it just me? 

There are also quite a few cryptid sightings in my neck of the 
woods. To be so close to the booming metropolis comprised of 
Northern Virginia, Maryland, and Washington, D. C., there is still a great 
deal of unspoiled forested land—most is privately owned—near my 
home.  There are also public lands nearby; it is only a short drive to the 
George Washington National Forest and the Shenandoah National Park. 
I spend a lot of time in both; with any luck, someday I might get a 
glimpse of a cougar (I found dozens of cougar tracks on the Tibbet Knob 
Trail, located in the George Washington National Forest, in March 
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2018), or better yet, a black panther. Who knows, I might even lay eyes 
on the ever-elusive Bigfoot—others have.  

 
Figure 1: One of dozens of tracks the author found. 

At the foothills of the Shenandoah National Park, lies the small 
town of Front Royal. It was here that my sister—a skeptic with 
absolutely no interest in the paranormal—had a UFO sighting on a 
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steamy July morning. I was at work and my phone buzzed sometime 
after 10 o'clock. I picked it up and saw this picture from my sister: 

 
Figure 2: Unidentified Flying Object in Front Royal, Virginia. 

I don’t remember exactly what I texted back to her, but it was 
something along the lines of: “What the hell is that!?” To which she 
replied, “Right?” I went on to say, “That’s a freaking UFO!” The two of 
us texted back and forth most of the day, and I immediately sent the 
photos to my Canadian pal Chris George Zuger, host of the Den of Lore 
podcast. He said something along the lines of: “That's a f*****g cigar-
shaped UFO! They've been spotted in Ottawa recently!” To be honest, 
I probably didn’t do five minutes of work the rest of the day; all I could 
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think of was her sighting and trying to help make sense of it (and beg 
for permission the show the photos on the next Den of Lore episode).  

I urged her to submit a report to the Mutual UFO Network 
(MUFON), and she did. Her report can be viewed at the following web 
address: 

https://mufoncms.com/cgi-
bin/report_handler.pl?req=view_long_desc&id=85373&rnd=  

I should mention that my sister is a former police officer. She is not 
prone to exaggeration and has been trained to report her observations 
in detail. Our relationship aside, there is not a more credible witness 
that I know. But with all that said, it isn’t fair that my skeptic sister saw 
it! Why not me? Everyone in the family agrees: It should have been me 
that witnessed a UFO! 

Well, I suppose that is enough of my self-pity and railing against 
life's little way of being unfair. It’s time for a road trip. 
  

https://mufoncms.com/cgi-bin/report_handler.pl?req=view_long_desc&id=85373&rnd
https://mufoncms.com/cgi-bin/report_handler.pl?req=view_long_desc&id=85373&rnd
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The Trip 

The trip that you and I are taking starts at my home in northwestern 
Virginia. The once-popular route takes us through several states before 
reaching our final destination of Atlantic City, New Jersey. I have made 
this trip many times; however, a lot of folks have stopped taking the 
four-hour journey. Legalized gambling and the construction of casinos 
in West Virginia, Maryland, Washington, D. C., and other locations, have 
lured away many patrons that once made the semi-regular gambling 
trip. Though gaming in Atlantic City is still very big business, to the tune 
of billions of dollars, the negative impact of new casinos—closer to 
home—cannot be overstated. The casualties are clear to see in the form 
of casino closures along the famed Atlantic City boardwalk. With all that 
being said, I still go to Atlantic City occasionally; after all, unless there is 
a big event going on, my room is usually free. 

This trip will most likely end with my wallet being a few dollars 
lighter thanks to the “free” drinks, slot machines, and table games. But 
truthfully, it isn’t the adrenaline rush that gambling brings; it isn't the 
allure of easy money; it's not the bustling Atlantic City nightlife; it is not 
even the great restaurants—owned by celebrity chefs such as Bobby 
Flay, Michael Symon, and Gordon Ramsey—that make the trip so much 
fun. No, it is the paranormal pit stops along the way that I enjoy the 
most. You see, when I travel—anywhere—I always try my best to take 
a step off of the beaten path and find the hidden gems other people 
miss. This is especially true when it comes to paranormal attractions.  
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Figure 3: Celebrity Chef Michael Symon at an event at the Borgata in Atlantic City. Photo by 

author. 

I wouldn’t necessarily think of this book as a travel guide; you could 
use it for a reference, though, if you’d like. Of course, it is not an 
exhaustive list of strange places, either. It is not intended to be. Many 
of the towns along the way deserve a book all to themselves! Who 
knows, maybe you will be the one to write it. Really, this book just 
represents something light and fun for me, an enjoyable project that 
reminds me of why I have always had a fascination with the unexplained 
and have combined that love with my love of writing. 

In this book, I will cover some haunted locations, cryptids, and 
other strange things as we make our way east. I’ll share some personal 
experiences, explore the local history and folklore, and examine reports 
of odd encounters.  

Buckle in. 
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The First Leg 

After setting off from my house, it will take about 25 minutes to cross 
over into West Virginia. With all of Virginia’s history, particularly from 
the Colonial Era and Civil War, I’m driving right past some places of 
interest to the paranormal enthusiast. Carter Hall is such a place. 
Owned by the nonprofit group Project Hope, it is a colonial estate that 
is rich in history; it also has its share ghost stories. One of the spirits that 
haunts the premises is much more interesting than your “average” 
ghost; there are reports of a phantom coach that has been seen on the 
grounds. I have heard a number of ghostly tales from former Project 
Hope employees, including my wife, who used to work there, although 
I have never personally experienced anything strange on my visits the 
manor. The most eerie tale is that of eyes that move on a large portrait 
inside the home. Of course, there are also stories of strange sounds and 
the feel of an eerie presence in the main home and on the grounds. 

 
Figure 4: Carter Hall. Public Domain image. 

As I drive through this part of my home state, with its historic 
plantations, large horse farms, and miles of (expensive!) wooden fences 
and the beautifully-crafted stacked stone fences, I wonder: How many 
of the homes on these properties might be haunted? 
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I remember doing some renovation work in an old home in 
western Loudoun County—a house that was built decades before the 
Civil War—and being very creeped out by a narrow wall behind the 
master bedroom where I was working. Around the side, there was a 
door that opened to a rickety, dark staircase. The cramped stairway led 
to a dank basement that once housed slaves who lived in the main 
house during the Antebellum Period. The purpose of the stairway was 
to give access to the top level of the home, where the bedrooms and a 
small family sitting area were located, without the slaves having to walk 
through the main level. 

Having seen things like the hidden staircase makes me wonder 
how many other old houses—that I regularly drive right by—have, or 
had, similar set-ups. I can't help but ask myself: How many dark 
basements, narrow staircases, and former slave quarters have 
paranormal activity taking place at this very moment? 

At any rate, these plantations and old farmhouses, only minutes 
from my home—I have no interest in them—at least, not on this trip; 
I’ll save those for another day. West Virginia, on the other hand, which 
we will soon be crossing into, is going to get a great deal of my 
attention.  
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West Virginia 

My affinity for the paranormal in the Mountain State is clearly evident 
in the third book that I authored. I said that West Virginia is one of the—
if not the—premiere paranormal hotspots east of the Mississippi in the 
opening pages of Wild & Wonderful (and Paranormal) West Virginia. 
And, I stand by that. From Slenderman sightings to alien abductions; 
mysterious black cats to headless Confederate soldiers; Mothman to 
Sheepsquatch; Bigfoot to UFOs; West Virginia has it all.  

The portion of the trip that cuts through West Virginia's Eastern 
Panhandle only lasts about half an hour; we drive east on US 340 and 
cross the Potomac River into Maryland just past the town of Harpers 
Ferry. A little before reaching Harpers Ferry, we could, if we wanted, 
take a left turn onto Route 230, or Shepherdstown Pike, and head up to 
one of the most haunted towns in America—Shepherdstown, West 
Virginia. If the name sounds familiar, you may recognize it from 
Destination America’s Ghosts of Shepherdstown. Shepherdstown sits on 
the Potomac River directly across from Sharpsburg, Maryland. 
Sharpsburg is the site of the Battle of Antietam, the bloodiest single day 
in American history. This alone, in my opinion, would be enough to 
leave the entire region under some sort of haunting.  

During the 2017 season, the show expanded outside of 
Shepherdstown’s limits and visited other towns in the area such as 
Harpers Ferry. There has been some speculation that perhaps the 
Potomac River and the nearby Shenandoah River act as some sort of 
conduit for spiritual energy. I have heard this idea suggested many 
times before—water is thought by many to attract spirits and to be 
some sort of a travel route for them. I’m not sure if I totally buy this, but 
it is interesting that hauntings are often reported around bodies of 
water and cryptid sightings often occur near water, too. Of course, one 
could say that if cryptids are undiscovered animals, they would naturally 
be spotted along water, as they need to drink water to survive. 
However, there seems to be a disproportionate number of cryptid 
sightings near water bodies—much more so than other places when 
compared to known animals. Strange. 

Moving on to Harpers Ferry, the historic town sits at the 
confluence of the Potomac and Shenandoah rivers and borders both 
Maryland and Virginia. Continuing with the water as a spiritual energy 
conduit theme, maybe the major waterways have something to do with 
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it, or maybe not, but the small town seems to experience quite a few 
UFO sightings. The following reports occurred fairly recently in Harpers 
Ferry: 

Red to orange silent flying object…Craft was circular in shape…As the 
object approached it was silent, grew larger in diameter, until at closest 
approach, appeared grapefruit-sized at arm’s length perspective from me 
and continued floating along the river valley at relatively high speed—
then gained altitude over mountain range at the Potomac confluence and 
color began to shift to more of a red-yellow. It then continued to float/fly 
and gain altitude until it appeared to look like a star in the sky and 
eventually disappear…2 

Red and white lights flashing over Harpers Ferry, WV…It was a bright light 
that I first thought was a plane…However, it never moved across the sky. 
It just flashed white, red, off, white, red, off, for roughly 4 or 5 minutes. 
Then it seemed to shrink in size and abruptly disappeared.3 

Due to its strategic location, Harpers Ferry became a hotbed of 
activity during the War Between the States and control of the town 
changed hands eight times during the conflict. Harpers Ferry is best 
known, though, for an event leading up to the war—John Brown’s Raid. 

John Brown’s Raid 
On October 16, 1859, staunch abolitionist John Brown led a raid on the 
federal arsenal housed in Harpers Ferry. Brown believed that the raid 
would trigger a slave revolt—the revolt would then be armed with the 
weaponry confiscated during the raid. Brown’s raiding party consisted 
of 21 men; included in the party were five black men and three of 
Brown’s sons. 

Brown and his raiders captured the Federal arsenal held at Harpers 
Ferry. Ultimately, though, the raid was a failure. Brown believed that 
once the raid began, local slaves would rally to help. This was a 
miscalculation—few showed up to support the raiders’ efforts. 
Townspeople and local militiamen surrounded the armory while 
another group of militiamen captured the bridge over the Potomac—
Brown’s fate was sealed; escape was cut off and he had no 
reinforcements coming. Brown and his men, accompanied by hostages 
captured during the raid, relocated to a small engine house—this would 
become known as “John Brown’s Fort.” On October 18, Colonel Robert 
E. Lee ended the siege when he sent a detachment of marines to storm 
the engine house. 
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Fontaine Beckham, the town’s mayor, and several other townsfolk 
were killed in the raid. The marines who stormed the fort suffered two 
casualties, while ten raiders were killed—including two of Brown’s sons. 

 
Figure 5: The engine house, also known as “John Brown's Fort.” Photo by author. 

Colonel Lee painted Brown as fanatic and a madman in his notes. 
Lee did not believe that the black men in the group voluntarily assisted 
Brown; rather, they were forced by Brown to take up his cause. 

After his capture, Brown was tried and convicted of treason against 
the Commonwealth of Virginia. He was hanged on December 2, 1859 in 
nearby Charles Town. The man who would later assassinate President 
Abraham Lincoln, John Wilkes Booth, was in attendance and watched 
Brown’s execution. Two weeks later, the death sentence was carried 
out on four other men who participated in the raid. On March 16, 1860, 
two more of Brown’s men suffered the same fate. Several members of 
the raiding party escaped and were never found including Brown’s son 
Owen. 

Charles Town, the scene of Brown’s execution, is one of the towns 
with a relatively new casino that has contributed, at least in a small way, 
to Atlantic City’s decline. Charles Town is also, according to some, home 
to 100 or more restless spirits. Among the restless spirits is that of John 
Brown; his apparition has been spotted in and around town. Strangely, 
though, his spirit has a tendency to wander; the ghost of John Brown is 
often reported in Harpers Ferry as well. 
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Lingering in Harpers Ferry 
You’ll have to pardon me if I linger in Harpers Ferry for longer than I 
should. It is a unique place, one that holds good memories for me. As a 
kid, my parents would take my brother, sister, and I there occasionally 
to spend the day; I have caught quite a few nice-sized smallmouth bass 
in the rapids in the Potomac; and, my favorite memory from sixth grade 
was a field trip to Harpers Ferry. Really, I only remember two things 
from the field trip: the wax museum and reenacting the Civil War with 
my friends. Being new to the area, having recently moved from extreme 
southwestern Virginia, I had a heavy southern accent—so thick, that it 
was probably hard for my friends to understand me! So, with my accent 
and being from “way down in the country,” it was a no-brainer for me 
to be aligned with the Confederacy. A couple of buddies—big fans of 
the Clint Eastwood film The Outlaw Josey Wales—took up arms with me 
and we waged a vicious guerrilla campaign against those “stinkin’ blue 
bellies” led by a tall kid named Adam, a recent transplant from Albany, 
New York. We armed ourselves with toy muskets and pistols purchased 
as souvenirs from one of the gift shops in town. I also bought a gray 
“Johnny Reb” hat—I was quite the dashing southern gentleman. 
Obviously, I have gone a long way toward dating myself; kids these days 
certainly do not pretend to be Confederate soldiers—especially not on 
a school function! —and playing with toy guns at school has long been 
a thing of the past! In the early-1980s, though, it was a much different 
time. 

The other memory I have from the field trip was a visit to the wax 
museum in town. I have been to the museum a few times; my first visit 
occurred during the field trip. To say the museum is creepy does not do 
it justice. All wax figures and wax museums bother me a little, but there 
is just something about the John Brown Wax Museum. 

The museum resides in an old building that was standing when 
Brown launched his raid. Inside, very life-like wax figures, some of which 
are animated, tell John Brown’s story. Winding through the narrow 
hallways, various scenes from Brown’s life are depicted beginning with 
his boyhood in Kansas. The story moves on to Brown’s massacre of pro-
slavery farmers in 1856 during the “Bleeding Kansas” turmoil. Moving 
along, there is a disturbing diorama of Heyward Shepherd—a free black 
man who worked for the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad—lying on his back 
gasping for air. His chest actually moves up and down, powered by a 
pump. Ironically, Shepherd was the first casualty of Brown’s raid. 
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Employed as a baggage handler, he met his demise when Brown’s 
raiders seized a passing train. Shepherd was shot when he confronted 
the men.  

The disturbing scenes continue all the way to the gallows in Charles 
Town. Here, Brown is climbing the steps where a noose and his fate 
await him; “The Battle Hymn of the Republic” plays in the background. 

Of course, the displays packed into a narrow house over a century-
and-a-half old are disturbing. That’s only the half of it. The wax figures 
were constructed using real human teeth and hair! Furthermore, like 
many older buildings in town, the museum is said to be haunted. 
Strange sounds, knocking in the walls, and other spooky things are 
regularly reported. In fact, the television show Ghosts of 
Shepherdstown filmed an episode in the museum. 

I briefly mentioned John Brown’s ghost earlier, often seen in 
Charles Town. An apparition that resembles Brown has also been 
spotted in town of Harpers Ferry; at times, it is seen walking down the 
streets. The spirit has even smiled at passersby. In one of the best 
stories, Brown posed for a picture with a group of tourists. When they 
were home examining their photographs, a blank space stood in place 
of the friendly stranger.  

One of Brown’s raiders, Dangerfield Newby, is also spotted fairly 
regularly in Hog Alley—a small alleyway connecting Potomac Street and 
High Street. People have reported seeing a tall black man with blue eyes 
dressed in 19th century clothing peering through the darkness. The 
character Django, in the movie Django Unchained, is very loosely based 
on Newby who was born a slave in Virginia around 1815, but was later 
freed by his father, a white man named Henry Newby.  

Dangerfield Newby was the first member of Brown’s raiding party 
to be killed. He suffered inhumane treatment; he was shot in the neck, 
stabbed repeatedly, his limbs were cut off, and his corpse was left in an 
alley where pigs feasted on his flesh. Even his ears were cut off and 
taken as souvenirs. 

Standing in Hog Alley, looking up on top of the hill straight ahead, 
a towering Catholic church looms over the town. At night, a ghostly 
reverend has been spotted inside. The church, which sits along the 
Appalachian Trail, is a meeting point for a local ghost tour. 
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Figure 6: St. Peter's Roman Catholic Church. Photo by author. 

Just below the church, a building stands that is owned by the 
Federal government. Visiting employees who have stayed there have 
encountered a number of apparitions.  

These are but a few tales from Harpers Ferry, entire books could 
be written.  

It is always fun to stop at Harpers Ferry, especially when I get the 
chance to reminisce about my boyhood. But, we’ve been here long 
enough; it is time get back on the road.   
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Figure 7: Investigating the tunnel across the street from John Brown’s Fort with my daughter. 
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2 
Maryland 

 
 

The bulk of the time driving to Atlantic City is spent in the Old Line State. 
Crossing the Potomac into rural Washington County, with its mountains 
and rolling hills, it will take about two hours of driving before crossing 
the Susquehanna River, near the mouth of the Chesapeake Bay, and 
making it to the toll booth at the Delaware Line.  
 

 
Figure 8: The author at Weverton Cliffs on the Maryland side of the Potomac looking in the 

direction of the town of Harpers Ferry, West Virginia. 
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After spending so much time talking about him already, it might 
seem like overkill to mention John Brown again. But, as soon as we cross 
the Potomac River and enter Maryland, there is an immediate exit with 
a sign for the John Brown Raid Headquarters. Also known as the 
Kennedy Farmhouse, this restored and preserved log cabin—about five 
miles from Harpers Ferry—is where John Brown planned his daring raid 
on the federal arsenal. Brown arrived in Maryland in 1859 and rented 
the property for about three months under the name of Isaac Smith. He 
and his raiding party stayed at the home and slept in the attic while 
preparations were being made. 

 

 
Figure 9: The Kennedy Farmhouse, also known the John Brown Raid Headquarters. Photo taken 

by author. 

Remember when I told you that John Brown’s ghost gets around? 
I wasn’t kidding; folks have heard his spirit pacing the floor in the cabin. 
There are also reports of groups of people walking up the steps; sounds 
of talking, snoring, and breathing have also been reported. 

Honestly, I don’t believe John Brown’s ghost is wandering from 
place to place across 3 states and several counties. In the case of the 
Kennedy Farmhouse, at least, the strange activity is probably some 
form of “residual haunting.” To be clear, I do not consider myself to be 
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any type of authority on ghosts or hauntings. But, with that being said, 
I believe I understand the phenomenon—at least to a degree. I would 
define a residual haunting as an event that continues to repeat itself, 
almost like a movie playing over and over or a song on a loop. Residual 
hauntings can be unsettling; witnesses often hear footsteps, voices, and 
observe doors closing on their own. Unlike “intelligent hauntings,” 
though, the phenomenon involved in residual hauntings does not 
interact with the living; instead, it “sticks to the script,” so to speak. It 
almost reminds me of an actor performing right on cue. 

Imagine having around 20 people crammed into the tiny house for 
months; they were unable to leave during daylight hours to avoid 
drawing suspicion; all of this while planning a violent attack on the 
federal government—a plan considered suicide by Frederick Douglas, 
who Brown tried to recruit—perhaps all of the energy concentrated in 
the cabin preparing for the raid left some sort of signature that is still 
active to this day. Who knows? What is known, though, is that John 
Brown left an impression in the history books and in the very fabric of 
the tristate area. 

So, after visiting Harpers Ferry and the Kennedy Farmhouse, I 
believe for this trip, we’ve had enough of John Brown. Let’s put him in 
the rearview! Shall we? 

A short distance from the Kennedy Farmhouse lies the Antietam 
National Battlefield. Like most battlefields, Antietam is haunted; ghosts 
from both sides of the War Between the States continue their fight over 
150 years later. Apparitions have been spotted at Antietam; phantom 
rifle and cannon fire, shouts, drum beats, and war songs have also, been 
heard. Visitors have been fooled by ghosts who they thought were Civil 
War re-enactors. What were thought to be actors recreating a battle 
scene were actually phantoms that suddenly vanished. 

Beware the Snarly Yow! 
As we drive along, the possibility exists that we might encounter a 
phantom dog standing in the road—many motorists in this part of rural 
Maryland have had such an experience. Known as the Snarly Yow, this 
creature has frightened and perplexed travelers for more than a century 
and a half. 

What is the Snarly Yow? For lack of a better term, it is an apparition 
of some sort in the form of a large dog. It takes its name from a legend 
that originated in Wales centuries ago.  The spirit is jet black in color; it 
has a fierce red mouth, large paws, and glowing eyes.  
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Figure 10: Historical Marker along Old National Pike directly across the road from the Old South 

Mountain Inn. Photo taken by author.  

During the 1970s, Maryland drivers began reporting a strange dog 
that would suddenly appear in the road in front of their cars. In 1976, a 
Frederick County, Maryland couple reported hitting a large, bluish-black 
dog with glowing eyes. When they stopped to investigate, it had 
vanished without a trace. Other motorists have reportedly hit the 
creature after it materialized in front of their car only to have their 
vehicle pass through it and see the creature standing in the road behind 
them.  

The Snarly Yow’s domain is centered about the South Mountain 
area of Maryland. However, it has been known to roam the hillsides of 
West Virginia’s Eastern Panhandle and has been spotted as far south as 
Hillsboro, Virginia, particularly in the early-1900s.  

There are a number of reports where people have tried to kill the 
Snarly Yow. However, attacking the Snarly Yow is useless; bullets, rocks, 
and sticks pass right through the creature’s body. To cement the theory 
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that the Snarly Yow is a ghostly dog rather than a flesh-and-blood 
canine, it has been observed walking through solid objects such as 
fences. 

Spook Hill 
There is another interesting exit off of US 340 shortly after entering 
Maryland. The fourth exit after entering Maryland will take you to the 
town of Burkittsville. If the name of the town sounds familiar, you might 
remember it from the 1999 cult-classic, The Blair Witch Project. 
Unfortunately for Blair Witch enthusiasts, most of the movie was filmed 
about 25 miles away and the recognizable landmarks in the movie are 
not located in town or the area nearby. 

Shortly after passing through the town of Burkittsville, you will 
arrive at Gathland State Park. At the park’s entrance, there is a unique 
monument dedicated to war correspondents. The monument is worth 
seeing if you’re in the area, but that’s not why we are here. We drove 
out here to experience Spook Hill. 

 
Figure 11: War Correspondents Memorial at Gathland State Park. Photo by author. 
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Just before reaching the War Correspondents Memorial, we 
passed a famous “gravity hill.” Known locally as Spook Hill, the local 
rumor states that the spirits of disembodied Confederate soldiers haunt 
the area. It is these spirits—thinking they are pushing artillery uphill into 
position—that will push your car up the hill. For this to take place: bring 
your car to a complete stop at the bottom of the hill; put the vehicle in 
neutral; your car will then begin to move uphill and gain speed the 
further up the hill you go. I have personally reached speeds of 7–10 
miles per hour.  

If you are in the area, and would like to try it for yourself, after you 
cross the bridge and enter Maryland, take the fourth exit and then turn 
left off the exit ramp. It takes about five minutes to reach the small town 
of Burkittsville. Upon reaching town, take a left; Spook Hill is about half 
a mile outside of town limits. You’ll know you’re in the right place when 
you see a barn to your left on the top of a hill. At the bottom of the hill, 
stop your car, put it in neutral and allow the ghosts of the Confederacy 
push your vehicle up the hill—just as they moved artillery pieces over a 
century and a half ago. As a side note, be very careful if you are in the 
area and attempt this. For a two-lane country road, there is more traffic 
than you might expect. 

Of course, skeptics cannot accept cars moving uphill powered by 
disembodied Confederate soldiers. The riddle has been solved; 
Massimo Polidoro, writing for the Skeptical Inquirer, penned the 
following: 

The answer to this mystery is found using a simple tool. When the 
inclination of several such roads has been measured using spirit levels, 
the actual slope of the surface has consistently been found to be opposite 
to the apparent one. To answer the objection that gravitational 
anomalies would influence the level as well, my good friend and longtime 
colleague Luigi Garlaschelli, from the University of Pavia in Italy, also took 
measurements on an Italian spook hill in Montagnaga from a distance 
(i.e., away from the stretch of road in question) using a professional 
surveyor’s instrument called a theodolite. 

The parallelism between a plumb line hanging within the critical 
area and another outside of it was first checked by Garlaschelli, then 
height quotes were taken on graduated yardsticks. The real slope was 
calculated at about 1 percent of the apparent slope in the opposite 
direction. 

The simpler explanation for spook hills, then, is that they are visual 
illusions in a natural environment.1 
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Polidoro went on to describe in detail how researchers have been 
able to successfully recreate the gravity hills using a tabletop model. He 
said: 

“The visual (and psychological) effects obtained in our experiments were 
in all respects analogous to those experienced onsite,” the researchers 
concluded. “The more than twenty natural cases of antigravity hills 
reported to date are all variations on a single theme. Our study shows 
that the phenomenon can be recreated artificially, with no intervention 
whatsoever of magnetic, antigravitational, or otherwise mysterious 
forces. The spooky effects experienced at these sites are the outcome of 
a visual illusion due to the inclination of a surface being judged relative to 
an estimated eye level that is mistakenly regarded as normal to the 
direction of gravity. Using miniature or even life-size reproductions of our 
tabletop models, it should now be easy to re-create the fascination of this 
challenge to gravity in amusement parks and, for twice the benefit, 
science museums anywhere.2 

Bummer. That really sucks. Oh well, maybe Spook Hill is 
explainable, but I still prefer the local legend. I like thinking of ghostly 
soldiers pushing my vehicle rather than it being the product of an 
optical illusion. So, if you’ll pardon me, I’m going to stick to believing in 
the legend—it’s a lot more fun. 

It’s time now to move on; we still have a lot of ground to cover in 
the Free State. Just a short distance ahead and we will be driving 
through the most haunted city in Maryland. 
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Central Maryland Haunts 

We will be getting off of US 340 and catching the interstate in Frederick, 
right about the time we drive past Harry Grove Stadium—home of the 
Frederick Keys, a single A affiliate of the Baltimore Orioles. For the 
paranormal enthusiast, Frederick warrants taking a little detour. Some 
have nicknamed Frederick, “Maryland’s Most Haunted City,” and with 
good reason. 

Founded in 1745, Frederick is rich in history, particularly Colonial-
era history and Civil War history. It is not surprising, then, that one of 
Frederick’s most notable haunts is a Civil War Museum. 

The National Museum of Civil War Medicine 
In downtown Frederick, on East Patrick Street, sits the National 
Museum of Civil War Medicine. Civil War medicine, in and of itself, is 
about as eerie and creepy as it gets. Think about it—the threat of 
gangrene and other infections were as much a concern as wounds 
inflicted on the battlefield. Just look at some of the tools used—in 
unsanitary conditions—and tell me it doesn’t make your hair stand up.  

 
Figure 12: Tools of the Civil War surgeon. Photo taken by author at the National Museum of Civil 

War Medicine. 
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Figure 13: Photo taken by author. 

Now, imagine those tools on display in a haunted building and 
you’ll have a good idea of what the National Museum of Civil War 
Medicine is like. The museum resides in a building that was constructed 
in the 1830s. An embalming business once operated on the premises 
and it was used as a mortuary during the Civil War.  

Today, people report scratching sounds—almost like a cat clawing 
at a scratching post—coming from the director’s office on the top floor. 
Other strange sounds are frequently reported in the museum as well. 
There have also been accounts of objects that have moved one their 
own, and other reports of items that have mysteriously gone missing in 
the museum. Some believe it is the ghosts of Civil War soldiers moving 
the objects—some of which may have belonged to them when they 
were alive. 

The museum houses many exhibits using life-sized wax figures. I 
like to think that I am not alone in being a little uneasy around wax 
figures. The more detailed the figure, the more they creep me out. After 
a trip to the museum with my wife, I have become even more 
uncomfortable around wax figures. On a recent visit, she claimed that 
the eyes of two different figures moved. She also noticed one of the 
walls moving, almost as if it were breathing, while I was looking at an 
exhibit in a different room. I did not see what she did, but I believe her; 
she was a bit shaken up by the events and tightly held onto my arm for 
the remainder of our visit. 
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The last time I was there, I spoke with two museum employees and 
neither had experienced anything paranormal while working there. 
However, one of the workers spoke at length about people he has 
known who have had ghostly encounters and he did not dismiss my 
questions in the least. 

 
Figure 14: This is one of the figures with moving eyes. Photo by author. 

 

The Barbara Fritchie House 
A short walk from the National Museum of Civil War Medicine is 
another historic building said to be haunted—the Barbara Fritchie 
House. Here, people have said that lights turn themselves on and off 
and a rocking chair moves on its own. Articles of clothing have also 
moved on their own and a set of phantom feet have been spotted under 
a quilt.  

Barbara Fritchie (1766–1862) was Union loyalist and a friend of the 
man who penned the lyrics of our national anthem—Francis Scott Key. 
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She owes her fame to a poem called “The Ballad of Barbara Fritchie,” 
written by John Greenleaf Whittier. Fritchie is the heroine of the poem; 
she is said to have defiantly waved the Union flag at General Stonewall 
Jackson’s troops as they marched through Frederick on their way to 
Antietam—the bloodiest battle in American history in which over 
22,000 men were killed or wounded. In the poem, Fritchie says: “Shoot, 
if you must, this old gray head, but spare your country’s flag.”  

Unfortunately, the story isn’t true. Most say that Fritchie, who was 
95 years of age at the time, was sick in bed that day. The essence of the 
story is true; there was a flag waver that day, a lady named Mary 
Quantrell. It was Quantrell who defiantly taunted the Confederate 
soldiers with the Union flag and even got into a verbal altercation with 
a Confederate officer—most likely, General A. P. Hill. It seems that 
Greenleaf, through second, even third-hand information—and artistic 
liberties—immortalized the wrong woman in Maryland folklore.3 

Probably more disappointing than the legend of Barbara Fritchie 
being a fraud, is visiting the Fritchie house. It is under private ownership 
and unlike previous owners, who occasionally allowed weekend 
visitors, the current owners, at time of this writing, do not allow tours 
of the home. Currently, the only tour of the inside of the house is a 
“virtual tour” available through the following website:  

https://photos.google.com/share/AF1QipNQVZpJ08XTgZSUro8wuloSLi
IB6kZzZWS3Q3w_lqOHEiR3tmJNkME6zP7UXFEb6g?key=cFBPVmxPYXJ
RRXgxWU1iQzR3TndSdFNCYV9mT0RR 

So, do not go out of your way to see the Fritchie home. However, 
if you visit the National Museum of Civil War Medicine, it is worth a 
quick walk down West Patrick Street to the Fritchie home; visitors are 
welcome to walk around the exterior of the house. 

 

https://photos.google.com/share/AF1QipNQVZpJ08XTgZSUro8wuloSLiIB6kZzZWS3Q3w_lqOHEiR3tmJNkME6zP7UXFEb6g?key=cFBPVmxPYXJRRXgxWU1iQzR3TndSdFNCYV9mT0RR
https://photos.google.com/share/AF1QipNQVZpJ08XTgZSUro8wuloSLiIB6kZzZWS3Q3w_lqOHEiR3tmJNkME6zP7UXFEb6g?key=cFBPVmxPYXJRRXgxWU1iQzR3TndSdFNCYV9mT0RR
https://photos.google.com/share/AF1QipNQVZpJ08XTgZSUro8wuloSLiIB6kZzZWS3Q3w_lqOHEiR3tmJNkME6zP7UXFEb6g?key=cFBPVmxPYXJRRXgxWU1iQzR3TndSdFNCYV9mT0RR
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Figure 15: The Barbara Fritchie House. Photo taken by author. 

 

Schifferstadt 
Schifferstadt is a German colonial-era house, the oldest standing house 
in Frederick, built in 1758. Schifferstadt is only about five minutes away 
from The Barbara Fritchie home, and like the Fritchie house, 
Schifferstadt is also said to be haunted. 



Atlantic City Road Trip 
 

29 
 

 
Figure 16: Schifferstadt, photo taken by author. 

Schifferstadt was named after the hometown of German 
immigrant Josef Brunner who settled in the Frederick area with his wife 
on a 303-acre tract of land that he purchased. The house has had many 
different owners and residents since Brunner’s day, and today it is 
operated as a museum by the Frederick County Landmarks Foundation.  

By the 1970s, Schifferstadt had fallen into a state of disrepair and 
was nearly demolished to make way for a gas station. Fortunately, the 
house and remaining property were sold to the Frederick County 
Landmarks Foundation who undertook efforts to restore and preserve 
the historic property.  

Some believe that it was the restoration of the home that brought 
about ghostly manifestations on the property. Phantom construction 
sounds and hammering noises have been heard in Schifferstadt as well 
as the “typical” slamming of doors and the sound of footsteps—both 
are common to hauntings. A unique aspect to the Schifferstadt haunting 
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is that voices are heard conversing in Brunner’s native tongue—
German. 

Although the ghosts tend to give volunteers working at the 
museum the creeps, they do not seem to be malevolent. In fact, some 
believe Brunner’s spirit is very pleased with the care being shown to his 
former property and he likes to check in now and again.  

To learn more about Schifferstadt, consider reading Maryland 
Ghosts: Paranormal Encounters in the Free State by Amelia Cotter and 
visiting the following link: 

http://www.frederickcountylandmarksfoundation.org/fclf_schiffgen.h
tml 

The Landon House 
Another historical building known for being haunted resides just 
outside of Frederick, in the town of Urbana. Primarily known as the 
Landon House, the building was placed on the National Register of 
Historic Places in 1975 and listed as the Stancioff House.   

The Landon House’s history began about 85 miles away in 
Fredericksburg, Virginia. The house was built in 1754 near the 
Rappahannock River, but was moved to Maryland in 1846 at the 
direction of Reverend R. H. Phillips. The house was transported on a 
barge down the Rappahannock River to the Potomac River where it 
traveled upstream to Point of Rocks, Maryland. From there, the house 
was offloaded and reassembled in Urbana where Reverend Phillips 
established a seminary for women.4 

The Landon House became a focal point for both Confederate and 
Union forces during the Civil War as it sits on the Antietam Campaign 
Civil War Trail. On their march to Antietam, the 155th Pennsylvania 
Volunteers used the home as a resting place. A little over a week earlier, 
a ball was held for General J. E. B. “Jeb” Stuart’s men; local ladies from 
the Urbana area were invited to attend. The ball, held on September 8, 
1862, was called the “Sabers and Roses Ball.” 

More than 22,000 men were killed or wounded on September 17, 
1862, during the Battle of Antietam, or, the Battle of Sharpsburg if you 
are from the South. Southerners named battles after the nearest town, 
whereas Northerners named battles after the nearest body of water or 
other notable natural land formation. With the enormous number of 
casualties that occurred during the battle, the Landon House became 
an easy choice to serve as a hospital. Naturally, many men died in the 

http://www.frederickcountylandmarksfoundation.org/fclf_schiffgen.html
http://www.frederickcountylandmarksfoundation.org/fclf_schiffgen.html
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improvised hospital; this possibly left behind energy that manifests 
itself in the form of residual hauntings. Even the spirit of a dog that died 
in the house from a wound suffered at Antietam haunts the home. 

Apparitions of men dressed in Civil War uniforms have been 
reported in the house; soldiers have also been seen outside the home. 
A great story—my favorite from Landon House—is recounted by a 
former owner of the house, Kevin Dolan. Dolan said that construction 
workers building homes behind the property approached him one day 
and asked if a Civil war re-enactment was being held. Dolan informed 
the workers that nothing of the sort was going on at the time. The 
workers told Dolan that a man dressed in a Union uniform emerged 
from the woods and waved at them and then disappeared back into the 
trees.5  

A veteran of the Civil War, a Confederate Colonel named Luke 
Tiernan Brien, owned the Landon house until his death in 1912.6 There 
have been reports of the Colonel’s old rocking chair rocking on its own 
in the spot where he used to sit on the porch.  

Like many haunted homes, haunted hotels, or haunted anywhere, 
the Landon home is known for orbs that appear in photographs and also 
for strange moving lights. Cold spots—sudden, rapid drops in 
temperature in certain areas—is another commonality the Landon 
home shares with any number of other haunted locations. The cold 
spots are most often reported in the basement where slaves were once 
kept.  

The basement of the Landon House is also home to a pack of 
phantom canines. Former owners of the house kept packs of dogs in the 
basement—most of which died there. Reports of barking, howling, and 
scratching have been reported coming from the basement. In fact, 
former owner Kevin Dolan has vouched for the authenticity of phantom 
dog reports. “I’ve definitely heard them barking,” he said. Dolan even 
went as far as to ask tenants of the home if they had a dog in the 
house—the answer was no.7 

Unfortunately, the days are being able to do a weekend ghost tour 
of the house are over. I visited the home for a Friday night ghost tour in 
the 2000s, but today, the house is under new ownership with plans for 
renovation of the home to its original condition and development of 
retail space. The ambitious project has been named Landon Crossing. 
The project website refers to the development as: A historic colony of 
retail shops and offices (http://landoncrossing.com). Gross. Gag me. 
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Uh. Oh well, I know you can’t hold back the hands of time; at least the 
home is being preserved rather than facing the menacing blade of a 
bulldozer. 

Crybaby Bridge 
After leaving the Frederick and Urbana areas, and getting onto 
Interstate 70 East, which heads toward Baltimore, we will be driving 
through some country known for strange activity. Carrol County has had 
bigfoot sightings, reports of strange lights and UFOs, and, of course, 
there are haunted places. There is a bridge in Carrol County, near 
Westminster, called Crybaby Bridge that is said to be haunted by the 
spirits of murdered infants. 

According to legend, black infants were thrown off the bridge by 
hardened racists committing horrific hate crimes. Screams of those 
infants can be heard to this day. There is another bridge in Prince 
George’s County, Maryland, about 50 miles to the southeast, that has 
been known for similar hauntings. Here, hate crimes were carried out 
by Ku Klux Klansmen who tossed babies into the water below. 

Back to the bridge in Carrol County, there is a story in which a slave 
owner impregnated one of his slaves. Rather than see a child born from 
the illicit affair, he took the unwanted baby and threw it off the bridge. 
Today, the baby can still be heard crying.  

In another explanation for the eerie cries that emanate from the 
bridge, about 150 years ago, a young girl became pregnant but was 
afraid to tell her parents. She gave birth to the baby but threw it off the 
bridge shortly after it was born.8 

Just to be clear, I do not necessarily recommend anyone take a 
detour just to see this bridge—especially during the day. But, if you 
have the time, and want to swing by a creepy place, then by all means, 
take a detour! The bridge is about 30 minutes off the interstate; it is just 
a little bridge than runs over a small creek. I’ve been there twice, once 
during the day and once after dark. I did not observe any activity that I 
considered to be paranormal during my visits, although the trip after 
dark was a little eerie. That may have been, though, because the tales 
about the bridge are scary and probably had me on edge. Those stories 
can make your hair stand up when you think about them too hard. 
During the night visit, I did notice a couple of strange sounds, almost 
like whines, coming from the bridge. I would not describe the noises as 
cries from a baby, however. For lack of a better explanation, the noises 
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were just that—noises; they did not sound as if they were coming from 
a living thing (or something that once lived).  
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Central Maryland Monsters 

To this point, in our trek across Maryland, we have visited quite a few 
haunted locations; each of these spots had their own unique ghost 
story. Some of our more memorable apparitions include the wandering 
spirit of John Brown; the fierce phantom dog, the Snarly Yow; and those 
Confederate artillerymen, not knowing the war has long been over (and 
that they are dead), doomed to forever push heavy objects up a hill. It 
is time now, to move the discussion to flesh-and-blood creatures—
monsters, if you will—that have been reported in Maryland.  

The Sykesville Monster 
I briefly mentioned the Crybaby Bridge near Westminster in Carrol 
County. This entire area has been long been known for strange 
activity—cryptids, strange lights, UFOs, crop circles, and more. Another 
town in Carrol County, Sykesville, not far off our route (only about ten 
minutes), experienced a rash of (probable) bigfoot sightings in the 
1970s and early 1980s giving rise to the legend of the Sykesville 
Monster. The creature was featured in an episode of Destination 
America's Monsters and Mysteries in America which aired in 2014. 

 Beginning in the early 1970s, sightings of a hairy hominid, 7–8 feet 
in height, began to be reported in the small, rural town of Sykesville; it 
took the community by storm. Although official records do not exist 
today, local police were very involved, receiving and responding to a 
number of reports. Police involvement was well-documented by the 
local press. 

Anthony Dorsey reported seeing “2 glaring eyeballs;” in the 2 
weeks which followed, there were 3 sightings of a “tall furry beast.”9 
According to Dorsey, the creature was also spotted in the nearby towns 
of Woodstock and Marriotsville. His mother, Agnes, said, “I hope it’s 
caught!” In what had to have dismayed local authorities—already 
concerned about vigilante gangs hunting monsters—she claimed that 
more needed to be done: “They should have gangs of men out looking 
for it,” she said.10 

William C. Rozier claimed to see a 7-foot creature that resembled 
a “California Bigfoot” walking down the railroad tracks about 15–20 feet 
in front of him. Rozier was armed with a rifle, but his weapon became 
caught in some brush and he was unable to get a shot off at the 
monster. Another witness, Elston Howard Gassaway, spotted the 



Atlantic City Road Trip 
 

35 
 

creature the same day. It was hairy and “every bit of 8 feet tall” 
according to Gassaway.11 

Locals weren’t the only ones who caught a glimpse of the Sykesville 
Monster; out-of-towners got in on the act too. A truck driver, from out-
of-state, speaking on the condition of anonymity, said he saw 
something dark brown in color that stood 7–8 feet tall. It appeared to 
be covered in mud from the waist down. Additionally, there was an 
eyewitness who lived in Anne Arundel County who claimed to see the 
creature.12 

With a community in uproar— “the whole town was basically 
quarantined,” according to researcher Ivy Wells13—a team was 
commissioned to search for the creature. The search party consisted of 
police officers, a game warden, paranormal investigator John A. Lutz, 
and Baltimore Zoo assistant director Dr. Theodore Roth.  

During the course of the search for the creature, several new 
reports came in. Perhaps the most disturbing was an incident in which 
the door on a shed had been ripped off its hinges. 

The team failed to capture—or even spot—the Sykesville Monster. 
The monster did, however, leave tracks behind. A plaster cast was taken 
of a track and kept in Sykesville Police Chief Hebert’s office at Town Hall. 
The footprint was 13 inches long.14 Dr. Roth speculated that the print 
was left by a human with a large foot and fallen arches.15 

There were rumors that the creature was actually a prowler that 
had escaped from the nearby Springfield State Hospital. However, Dr. 
Fred Pokrass assured the community that no one had escaped the 
facility—certainly no one with such large feet.16 

Eventually, things began to calm down in Sykesville; the hysteria 
gripping the town waned. However, the Sykesville Monster was not 
finished yet. 

Arguably the best Sykesville Monster sighting took place in May 
1981. Lon Strickler, who runs the blog phantomsandmonsters.com, was 
fishing in the Patapsco River about a mile downstream from Sykesville. 
Strickler noticed a dog off in the woods but paid it no mind—not until it 
let out a yelp. He then saw a 7–8-foot-tall creature that had the 
appearance of a Neanderthal. 

“It was making a ticking sound,” said Strickler, which he assumed 
was the sound of its teeth clicking together. The creature emitted a 
strong musky odor that Strickler could smell from 25 yards away. He 
also observed: “He was definitely male. I could see his genitalia.”17  
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Stunned by the encounter, Strickler hurried to his automobile and 
drove to the first payphone he could find and dialed the police. Strickler 
returned to the scene but was immediately turned away by a state 
trooper. He came back an hour later to find the area cordoned off and 
swarming with police; there black government SUVs on the scene and 
helicopters flying over the area; a large number of what appeared to be 
federal agents were present.  

What happened here? Why was the area secured immediately 
following Strickler’s report to the police? Whatever the case may be, 
and whatever the reason, it appears that some sort of official cover-up 
took place. Why? Unfortunately, we will never know. 

Much has changed since the Sykesville Monster took the area by 
storm. There has been a great deal of residential development to 
accommodate the growth in the region. Still, though, there is more than 
enough land available to support something such as the Sykesville 
Monster, and I would not be surprised if another rash of sightings, 
similar to those in the 1970s and 1980s, didn’t take place at some point 
in the future.  

In some of the early Sykesville Monster newspaper reports, the 
creature was described as a “cross between a Dwayyo and 
Snallygaster.” Both the Snallygaster and the Dwayyo are firmly 
embedded in the folklore of central Maryland. 

The Dwayyo & The Snallygaster 
What is 6 feet tall, has feet like a dog, a big bushy tail, and is black? 
George May asked this question in an article he wrote for The News, a 
Frederick, Maryland newspaper, on November 29, 1965. The answer to 
May’s question: a Dwayyo.  

The first mention of the Dwayyo seems to have taken place in the 
1940s in Frederick County. The Dwayyo became a household name in 
November 1965 in what was more likely than not a hoax. John Becker 
contacted an area newspaper and claimed he was attacked by a Dwayyo 
in his backyard. Unfortunately, the story is full of holes. The paper sent 
the report to the police who tried to follow up with Becker. According 
to Sergeant Clyde B. Tucker, Becker could not be located for 
questioning. Furthermore, the address that he provided did not exist.18 

Though the Becker story had every indication of being a pure 
fabrication, that didn’t stop the Dwayyo from bursting onto the scene 
in Frederick County. Hunters were seeing it; people were hearing it; 
reports were rolling in.  
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A Jefferson area woman called state police on December 7, 1965 
and reported a dog-shaped animal chasing her cows.  The mysterious 
animal was brownish, about the size of a calf, and something she had 
never seen before. The officer who went to investigate found nothing.19 

A Frederick newspaper received a letter from four University of 
Maryland students who claimed that they had spotted four Dwayyos on 
campus. After conducting research on the Dwayyo, the students—
perhaps tongue-in-cheek—concluded it was a cross between a “Dway” 
and a “Yo.” According to the students, the Dway is a creature that 
inhabits the Upper Amazon. The Yo, they claimed, originated in China, 
but migrated to the West Coast of the United States in the remote past 
by way of the Bering Land Bridge. The students went further: Long ago, 
the Yo and the Dway intermarried and formed a new species, the 
Dwayosapientherapsida australopitecus rexus.20 

A hunt for the Dwayyo was scheduled for December 8, 1965, in 
which 50–100 students from Frederick Community College were 
signed-up to participate. The hunt was scheduled for 5:00pm at 
Frederick County High School, but it turned out to be “a complete flop.” 
Apparently, the hunters did not show up. Whether it was out of fear or 
because students had too many classes scheduled, as one student 
suggested, is unclear.21 What is certain, is that the proposed hunt failed 
to locate, capture, or kill a Dwayyo. 

The bulk of Dwayyo reports took place in the mid-1960s, but 
sporadic reports lingered. Near Cunningham Falls State Park, a Dwayyo 
was spotted in 1976. In 1978, park rangers saw a large hairy creature 
similar to Dwayyo reports near Cunningham Falls.  

Today, Dwayyo reports seem to have given way to “dogman” 
sightings—upright canines 6–8 feet tall. Maybe, that is really what the 
Dwayyo was—a dogman. But that is a topic for another day… 
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Figure 17: Sketch by News-Post artist Ed Mull. 

During the Dwayyo’s heyday, there were claims that it was a 
modern-day Snallygaster. Over the years, Snallygaster has become a 
catch-all term to describe nearly any monster. Originally, though, the 
Snallygaster was something entirely different. An old dictionary entry 
for Snallygaster reads: “mythical, nocturnal creature, half bird and half 
reptile, chiefly reported in rural Maryland which preys on children and 
poultry.”22 
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The Snallygaster legend seems to have originated in the 
Middletown area in the 1920s; it quickly spread throughout Frederick 
County and beyond. During the height of Snallygaster sightings in the 
1920s, the monster was so feared that children were required to be 
inside well before sundown and many adults refused to leave their 
homes at night.23 

Legend holds that the Snallygaster lays eggs that hatch in 20-year 
cycles. Wherever this belief came from, it has led some to speculate—
maybe flippantly—that the Dwayyo, and later on, the Sykesville 
Monster, were the Snallygaster’s hatchlings. 

It is now time to leave central Maryland—and its monsters—
behind and continue the journey to Atlantic City. We aren’t quite done 
with monsters just yet, though, as there is a famous sea monster that 
visits Baltimore from time to time. 
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Baltimore 

Our route takes through Baltimore, or if you prefer, Charm City. There 
are many notable haunts in the “Crab Cake Capital of the World,” a few 
of which we will discuss; but first, we will cover the Chesapeake Bay 
Monster. 

Chessie 
Dubbed the Chesapeake Bay Monster, and also affectionately referred 
to as “Chessie,” a sea monster of sorts has a long history of sightings in 
the Chesapeake Bay and its tributaries. The animal is serpent-like in 
appearance, and between 25 and 40 feet in length. Some reports state 
that Chessie has flippers attached to its body, while other accounts 
indicate that Chessie has a featureless body. Some have claimed that 
the movements of the animal in the water resembles a sine curve. 
Chessie has many of the similarities and descriptions of the typical 
serpentine sea/lake monster, both in appearance and in the way that it 
moves. 

Beginning in the 1930s, and continuing to the present day, Chessie 
sightings have been something of a regular occurrence. However, 
reports date back to at least 1846 when Captain Lawson spotted a 
creature with a small head and sharp protrusions jutting from its back 
off the coast of Virginia, between Cape Henry on the mainland, and 
Cape Charles on the Delmarva Peninsula.24  

In our current neck of the woods, Baltimore, a noteworthy report 
took place in 1934. Francis Klarrman and Edward J. Ward were fishing 
near Baltimore when they observed something in the water, about 75 
yards away, which appeared to be floating. Upon further examination, 
the pair realized that what they were seeing was some sort of an animal. 
The portion of the creature that was visible above the water was about 
12 feet long and black in color. The creature’s head was shaped like that 
of a horse and was about the size of a football.25  

Just north of Baltimore, in Hartford County, a helicopter pilot 
claimed to have spotted Chessie while flying over the Bush River in the 
1960s. This prompted the pilot to write a letter to Maryland State 
Senator George W. Della.26 

The late-1970s and early-1980s saw an uptick in the number of 
Chessie sightings. In fact, Chessie would become a household name 
around the Bay, and received attention from newspapers nationwide. 
In 1978, by the month of June, about 30 people had reportedly 
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witnessed some sort of long creature in the Chesapeake.27 One of the 
most often-cited reports occurred in 1978 when Donald Kyker and his 
neighbors reportedly saw four creatures that match Chessie 
descriptions about 75 yards from shore.28  

On Memorial Day, 1982, video evidence for the existence of 
Chessie was obtained by Robert Frew. Frew captured about five 
minutes of film, two of which show a snake-like creature approximately 
30 feet in length. At the request of Mike Frizzell of the Enigma Project, 
who had been engaged in the study and investigation of the Chessie 
phenomenon, scientists from the Smithsonian Institute viewed the 
tape. Unsurprisingly, they were intrigued, but very noncommittal in 
reaching conclusions. Later, the video was graphically enhanced by the 
Johns Hopkins Applied Physics Laboratory. Unfortunately, though, 
funding for the project dried up and work on the tape ceased.29 

In response to letters and communications from constituents for 
more than 20 years concerning Chessie, Maryland State Senator George 
W. Della drafted a resolution in 1984 to “encourage serious scientific 
inquiry by the state into Chessie and other unusual animals in the 
Chesapeake Bay.”30 Della was unsure about the existence of Chessie but 
believed in the possibility. Moreover, there were enough eyewitness 
reports and concern from the citizenry to warrant a serious 
investigation into the matter. 

Explaining Chessie 
What is Chessie, and how can the phenomenon be explained? Among 
the most popular, and perhaps most reasonable theories to explain 
sightings of mysterious creatures in the Chesapeake, is that Chessie is a 
wayward manatee. Although Florida is their home, manatees do 
frequent the Chesapeake fairly regularly during the summer months 
and feed on the bay's abundance of aquatic grasses. Manatees, also 
called sea cows, eat up to 10 percent of their body weight in a day. 

As recently as July 2015, a manatee was spotted in southern 
Maryland. The sighting occurred in St. Mary’s County, near St. George 
Island. Pictures of the manatee were posted online, and several local 
media outlets covered the story.31 

 A manatee that was given the name Chessie visited the 
Chesapeake Bay several times over two decades; the first recorded 
sighting took place in 1994. The manatee had a distinctive scar, over 12 
inches in length, which ran along its left side making it easy to identify. 
Chessie was captured and outfitted with a radio transmitter; the device 
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enabled biologists to track its movements. Chessie was feared dead 
after the last sighting occurred in Virginia waters in 2001. However, 
after a lengthy absence, Chessie reappeared in Calvert County, 
Maryland in 2011.32 

Manatees are large mammals that reach monstrous proportions—
not 25 feet in length as many Chessie eyewitnesses have reported, but 
they can easily reach 10 feet in length and weigh up to a ton. Manatees 
have gray skin with sparse, thick hair. They also have large tails shaped 
like a fan. Obviously, the characteristics of a manatee do not fit the 
serpentine descriptions of Chessie; still, manatees might explain some 
sightings. The 1934 sighting near Baltimore comes to mind; the creature 
appeared to float and was about 12 feet in length—this report could be 
reasonably explained by a manatee.  

Another theory has been proposed that explains the serpentine 
descriptions of Chessie; the creature is a giant snake—more specifically, 
an anaconda. In the early-1900s, ships from South America carrying 
cargo to Baltimore reportedly had anacondas living in the hulls to 
control rat populations. Could Chessie be a descendent of these snakes? 
When asked, John Marriner, head of the Virginia Institute of Marine 
Science ichthyology department said, “I would have to say that’s a valid 
possibility.”33 

I wonder: Is it possible that some of these giant serpents escaped 
old, decommissioned ships sitting in the harbor and established a small, 
breeding population? An intriguing thought, but one that leads to many 
questions. Not the least of which: How could anacondas survive the cold 
winters of the mid-Atlantic region? If there were anacondas strong 
enough to survive the winter months, could the process of natural 
selection yield cold-resistant offspring in subsequent generations? 
Unlikely? Yes! But, is it possible? The answer to the question is far above 
my pay grade. 

Dr. Joseph Cooney, who directed the University of Maryland’s 
marine biology laboratory on Solomon’s Island, was interviewed in 1978 
for a newspaper article about Chessie. Cooney said that he does not 
doubt that something is being spotted in the Chesapeake. However, the 
existence of a cryptid is highly unlikely. Instead, a mundane explanation 
is preferable—most sightings can be attributed to otters or porpoises.34 
In the same article, the director of the Calvert Marine Museum, Dr. 
Ralph Eshelman, had an interesting take on the Chessie phenomenon. 
He said that some sightings might actually be rays: “I’ve seen 50 rays 
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with their tails raised stirring up a boil in the water and it looks very 
strange.”35  

The Washington Post ran a light-hearted piece that suggested an 
ordinary eel, common to the Chesapeake Bay and its tributaries, 
underwent some sort of genetic mutation. The Calvert Cliffs Nuclear 
Power Plant, near Lusby, Maryland in Calvert County, is convenient to 
point to as a source for causing ghastly mutations on an eel, either 
through nuclear waste or radiation from the plant itself. 

Whatever Chessie is, whatever is behind the phenomenon, one 
thing is certain—Chessie has left its mark on the Chesapeake Bay and 
surrounding region. Maybe someday the riddle will be solved, but until 
then, the occasional sighting (another round of sightings took place in 
October 2017)—and the accompanying speculation, is sure to continue.  

Baltimore Haunts 
When a professional football team practices in a facility that is haunted, 
that has to get your attention. It might also give you goosebumps. The 
National Football League’s team from Baltimore, the Ravens—named 
after Baltimore resident Edgar Allan Poe’s poem published in 1845—
practice in such a facility.  

There are many who believe the Ravens’ Under Armour 
Performance Center is haunted, especially the security staff who work 
the nightshift. “I’m telling you, there’s something in that building. That 
place is spooked,” night watchman Ellison James said. James has spent 
over a decade working nights in the building. During his time, James has 
seen shadowy figures walking by his office; he has felt a hand brush 
across his face while sitting in his office; and he frequently hears noises, 
particularly between 3:30am and 4:00am.36 

Melvin Cross, a security guard at the facility and former police 
officer, has also had strange encounters on the job. While showering in 
the locker room, he felt a sudden drop in the temperature of the room. 
This odd phenomenon happens to be a staple of paranormal activity 
and ghostly encounters. Cross also overheard a group of ghosts 
conducting some sort of meeting: “It was like a conference, just talking, 
talking fast. You couldn’t understand it. You could hear them talking, 
like a lot of people talking,” he recalled.37 

Legendary Raven’s safety, the perennial Pro Bowler Ed Reed, who 
played for Baltimore from 2002–2012, has even encountered ghostly 
activity in the facility. In a video on the team’s website, Reed speaks into 
the camera saying that a ghost closed a door. And speaking of ghosts 
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that close doors, security footage captured a heavy door—far too heavy 
for the wind to blow open—being mysteriously opened at the facility. 
The video can also be viewed on the team’s website.38 

The USS Constellation 
Arguably the most interesting haunt in Baltimore is not a house, hotel, 
or even a haunted football practice facility—it is a ship, and it is docked 
in Baltimore's Inner Harbor. The craft is the USS Constellation, a former 
naval war vessel that was docked in Baltimore in 1955. When the 
decommissioned ship was brought to port, its ghosts—who were not 
decommissioned! —came with it.  

The Constellation was designated a National Historic Landmark in 
1963; she was placed on the National Register of Historic Places in 1966; 
the vessel has long served as a museum and does so today. It should be 
noted that there is controversy regarding the origin of the ship. The ship 
in port is a sloop-of-war built in 1854 (and repaired many times, since). 
However, many have traced the ship’s lineage back to the 1797 frigate 
USS Constellation. According to this belief, the sloop-of-war is a rebuild 
of the frigate; or, at least, the sloop was constructed using some of the 
materials that were salvaged from the frigate. As for me, to put it 
bluntly, I really don’t care. Whether the ship was a brand-new vessel 
built in 1854, or a rebuild from a 1797 model—there aren’t many things 
that I care less about. I do not take a stance on the age of the vessel. 
What I do know, is that there are supposed ghosts aboard the ship that 
predate 1854. So, take that for what it’s worth. 

I remember visiting Baltimore as a kid and taking a tour of the 
Constellation. What an experience! I was amazed and looked out onto 
the water in awe. I wondered what it was like to sail the seas, fire the 
cannons, and keep the waterways safe for the Red, White, and Blue. I 
did not see any ghosts or notice any strange phenomena when I was 
aboard the vessel. Knowing me, though, I was probably far too busy 
with my imaginary naval battles to take notice—after all, I had a country 
to defend from imaginary pirates and hostile navies. 

Shortly after the Constellation was docked in the Inner Harbor, 
ghostly encounters started being reported. According to Director of 
Operations Brian Auer, the 1960s and 1970s saw a large number of 
reports. However, sightings and strange phenomena are frequently 
reported to this day. “People walk by all hours of day and night and 
report seeing people walking around here on deck, people in the 
windows and gun ports,” Auer said. Auer recounted a horrific death that 
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occurred on the ship when a sailor was crushed to death by the top sail 
mast. Blood fell onto the deck “like rain.” Auer also mentioned that 
people who have stayed overnight on the ship have heard loud noises, 
similar to pots and pans banging together, and had trouble sleeping.39 

One of the Constellation’s most notable ghosts, and one of the 
most often seen, is that of Neil Harvey. Harvey was court-martialed 
after leaving his post during a battle with the French in 1799. 
Commodore Thomas Truxton, the ship’s captain, ordered one of his 
lieutenants to run his blade through Harvey’s abdomen. Truxton then 
had Harvey tied in front of a cannon and the sailor—convicted of 
cowardice—was blown to smithereens.  

Commodore Truxton is another ghost that has been spotted on the 
ship. Witnesses claim that Truxton sightings are often accompanied by 
the smell of gun smoke. Some believe Truxton’s spirit was 
photographed in 1955. After reports of ghostly activity were 
investigated, a picture was captured of an apparition wearing late 18th 
century attire with golden epaulets.  

The spirit of watchmen Carl Hansen, who watched over the 
Constellation until 1963, has also been seen aboard the ship. It is 
believed that Hansen loved the Constellation so much that he did not 
want to leave—even in death. A priest claimed to see Hansen sitting 
next to a girl during a Halloween event aboard the ship.  

There are other apparitions that haunt the Constellation: the spirit 
of a sailor who committed suicide lingers on; a surgeon’s assistant—a 
young boy—is said to have been murdered on the ship and his restless 
spirit stayed behind; some have witnessed a ghostly sailor running 
across the ship’s deck.  

If you would like to visit the USS Constellation yourself, it is open 
daily to the public; overnight stays can also be arranged. 

The Haunting Legacy of Edgar Allan Poe 
It is hard to say which American city has a rightful claim to Edgar Allan 
Poe (1809–1849), the dark poet and master of gothic tales. Born in 
Boston, his father left the family shortly after his birth; his mother died 
of tuberculous before his third birthday. Young Edgar Poe was taken in 
by a well-to-do Virginia couple, John and Frances Allan, and sent to live 
with them in Richmond. The Allans raised Poe, but never officially 
adopted him. John Allan and Poe had a difficult relationship; in fact, Poe 
was left out of Allan’s will.  
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Poe attended school in England; some time after he returned 
home, he enrolled at the University of Virginia where he spent a 
semester. Forced to leave college due to a lack of funds (John Allan 
refused to give Poe the money he needed), Poe would go on to become 
the University of Virginia’s most famous dropout. T-shirts bearing Poe’s 
likeness that refer to him as UVA’s most famous dropout can be 
purchased at many stores in downtown Charlottesville. 

 
Figure 18: Historical marker in Charlottesville, Virginia. Photo by author. 

Perhaps surprising to many, as he really doesn't fit the traditional 
military mold, Poe attended the United States Military Academy at 
West Point for a period of time. He was expelled, however, and decided 
to devote himself completely to his writing.  

Poe lived in several east Coast cities; they included Boston, 
Philadelphia, and New York. Though Poe spent time in several different 
cities, he is forever linked to Baltimore; he lived in the city for a time, 
moved away, and later returned—only to die a mysterious death. 

In 1833, Poe moved into his Aunt Maria Clemm’s home in 
Baltimore. Clemm rented a row house on Amity Street accompanied by 
her elderly mother, Elizabeth Cairnes Poe, and her 10-year-old 
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daughter, Virginia. Poe would end up marrying his cousin Virginia, when 
he was 26 and she was 13. 

Today, Maria Clemm’s home, where Poe spent 2 years of his life, 
serves as a museum. More to the point of this book, though, is the 
strange phenomena that has been observed in the house. In the 
bedroom where Elizabeth Cairnes Poe used to stay, people have 
reported feeling a tap on the shoulder. Doors and windows have been 
said to open on their own and witnesses on the street have spotted 
apparitions in the windows of the home.  

The general consensus among paranormal investigators is that a 
woman haunts the home—not Edgar Allan Poe. However, given the 
darkness of Poe’s writings, it doesn’t come as a shock that a house Poe 
lived in is haunted. 

If I were you, the Edgar Allan Poe House and Museum in Baltimore 
is not something I would go out of my way to visit—not unless you are 
a huge fan of the poet. The house is very small; there’s little to see; and 
there’s no parking to speak of. To me, it’s much more trouble than it’s 
worth.  

If you do visit the museum, not too far away is the Westminster 
Cemetery where Poe’s grave is located. His resting place is a very big 
attraction, especially during Halloween season. Some have claimed to 
see ghosts nears Poe’s gravesite. However, perhaps more intriguing 
than graveyard ghosts is a mysterious stranger dubbed the “Poe 
Toaster.” The peculiar man, or men—the toaster is thought to be a 
composite of a father and son—have visited Poe’s grave on his birthday 
and toasted the poet for 75 consecutive years. After the toast, an 
unfinished bottle of cognac is left by Poe’s grave along with three roses. 
The tradition ended in 2010 and the mysterious toaster has never been 
back.  

The establishment thought to be Edgar Allan Poe’s last stop—or at 
least, where he is said to have taken his last drink, is also haunted. A 
ghost has been spotted many times in the vicinity of The Horse You 
Rode in On Saloon. The cash registers in the bar frequently malfunction, 
opening on their own, and a chandelier unexplainably swings. Orbs 
have also been observed by patrons and employees. At closing time, 
the occasional glass of cognac is left for the poet. 
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Beyond Baltimore 

After leaving Charm City, and continuing along on Interstate 95, we will 
drive through Cecil County. Cecil is the last Maryland county that we 
pass through; it is tucked away in the northeastern part of the state 
bounded by Delaware and Pennsylvania. Cecil County has had its share 
of high strangeness over the years; UFOs and crop circles have been 
reported somewhat regularly. Maybe the best example of strangeness, 
though, is the legend of the Pig Woman. 

The Pig Woman 
The story of the Pig Woman has a very familiar ring to it. You’ve 
probably heard a similar plot: A person is horribly disfigured in an 
accident; the victim is terrible to look upon and becomes an outcast; 
enraged at the tragic injustice of being shunned by society, terrible 
vengeance is carried out. I’m not sure if you’re a fan of the band Black 
Sabbath (here I go dating myself again), but if you are, then you are 
familiar with their tale of tragedy and vengeance—that of Ironman: 

 

He was turned to steel 
In the great magnetic field 
Where he traveled time  
For the future of mankind 
 
Nobody wants him 
He just stares at the world 
Planning his vengeance 
That he will soon unfold 
 
Now the time is here  
For iron man to spread fear 
Vengeance from the grave 
Kills the people he once saved 
 
According to the tale of the Pig Woman, she was horribly disfigured 

in a house fire. She escaped the burning structure with her life but 
suffered awful burns in the process. A nearby person came to help, but 
when he laid eyes on her, he became so frightened by her burnt and 
disfigured face that he took off running. The poor woman had just lost 
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her home and now her face She was frightening and destined to be an 
outcast; she fled into the woods and became the Pig Woman. 

As with a lot of these urban legends, there are several variations of 
the tale. One version of the story places the Pig Woman in the forested 
areas around Elkton. Here, she hides in the woods and ambushes 
unsuspecting passersby—especially children—and kills and eats them. 

In another version of the story, she resides under a bridge at the 
south end of the town of North East. Known as the “Pig Lady Bridge,” 
squeals and noises can be heard in the vicinity. Cars have been said to 
stall when crossing, at which point the Pig Woman attacks the motorists 
with an axe. Cars have been scratched and dented—hoof-shaped dents, 
no less—while crossing the bridge. 

In a nod to the “Bloody Mary” urban legend, some say it is possible 
to summon the Pig Woman. Of course, if you do, she will kill you; I'm 
not sure what the upside is in trying to conjure to porcine murderer. 
But, if you are in the area, and if you would like to try to summon the 
Pig Woman, this is how you do it: Get out of your car and stomp on the 
bridge; blow your horn 3 times; call out her name. Oh, and please, let 
me know how this works out for you if you try it. 

In other parts of the county, the Pig Woman has allegedly been 
known to scare away young lovers in parked cars by banging on their 
vehicle.  

Author Matt Lake suggested the Pig Woman legends may have 
originated in London in his book Weird Maryland. In the early-1800s, 
the silhouette of a pig head was observed riding in a carriage. At times, 
a pig snout would be seen sticking out of the carriage window. With this 
in mind, it is reasonable to believe that the English who settled in the 
area brought an early Pig Woman legend with them which became 
greatly exaggerated and expanded upon.  

“A Giant-like People” 
While we are in Cecil County, it is worth discussing the giants that lived 
in the area long ago. It is presumably here, or nearby, that Captain John 
Smith (1580–1631) encountered a tribe of giants—the 
Susquehannocks. While this topic may fall outside the realm of the 
paranormal, it is strange enough to deserve some of our attention; the 
existence of giants in the past is one of my favorite subjects of all time. 

Not long after arriving in the New World, Captain John Smith 
explored and mapped the Chesapeake Bay and its tributaries. In 1608, 
at the mouth of the Chesapeake, he met a tribe known as 
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the Susquehannocks who were much larger than Europeans and the 
other indigenous tribes of the area. Smith recorded the following in his 
writings (I have taken the liberty of using modern-day spellings):  

Such great and well-proportioned men, are seldom seen, for they 
seemed like Giants to the English, yea and to the neighbors.  

These people were so large, they had booming voices. Smith 
wrote:  

…for their language it may well beseem their proportions, sounding from 
them, as it were a great voice in a vault, or cave, as an echo.  

Given Smith’s description of these mighty warriors’ voices, one 
might quickly recall the booming fee fi fo fum bellowed by the giant in 
the Jack and the Beanstalk tale.   

Smith described in detail the dress of the Susquehannocks. They 
wore bear and wolf skins and had decorative pieces of clothing made 
from teeth and claws. Smith was also impressed with the weaponry that 
they possessed:  

One had the head of a wolf hanging in a chain for a jewel; his tobacco 
pipe 3 quarters of a yard long, prettily carved with a bird, a bear, a deer, 
or some such devise at the great end, sufficient to beat out the brains of 
a man: with bows, and arrows, and clubs, suitable to their greatness and 
conditions.  

The mighty Susquehannocks are depicted on a map that Smith 
drew of the Chesapeake. Back in those days, maps were as much works 
of art as they were reference materials. Note the large man in the upper 
right corner:  
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Figure 19: John Smith's map. 
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Figure 20: A close-up of the warrior. The Susquehannocks were a “giant-like people” according to 

Captain John Smith. 

Smith said the following regarding the enormous man on his map:  
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The picture of the greatest of them is signified in the map. The calf of 
whose leg was 3 quarters of a yard about: and all the rest of his limbs so 
answerable to that proportion, that he seemed the goodliest man 
that ever we beheld. His hair, the one side was long, the other 
shore close with a ridge over his crown like a 
cock's comb. His arrows were five quarters of a yard long, headed with 
flints or splinters of stones, in form like a heart, an inch broad, and an inch 
and a half or more long. These he wore in a wolf’s skin at his back for his 
quiver, his bow in the one hand and his club in the other, as is described.  

A couple of things from Smith’s description are worth pointing out: 
the length of the warrior’s calf and the length of his arrows. I stand at 
5’10”. Measuring from the bottom of my foot to my knee, the length is 
about 19 inches. The man on the map had a calf which measured 27 
inches—a massive man indeed! The arrows that the man used were 45 
inches long. By comparison, many years ago, when I was an archery 
enthusiast, I shot an arrow that was 29 inches long. The man on the map 
was a big man! 

Forging Ahead 
Maryland, the longest portion of the drive, is now behind us. Signs are 
starting to appear indicating a toll booth lies ahead. In no way did I even 
scratch the surface of all of the strange creatures and paranormal 
activity that are found along the path we travelled. Hopefully, though, I 
introduced you to a few things you weren't aware of and have 
encouraged you to explore more of the Free State on your own. 
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3 
Delaware 

 
 
Very little time is spent in the First State on the way to Atlantic City—
probably less than 15 minutes. With that being said, there is still plenty 
of room to take a detour; there are a handful of spots worth swinging 
by that are only a few minutes out of the way. So, before heading across 
the Delaware Memorial Bridge into New Jersey, we will stay on I-95 
North and head up to Wilmington. 

Wilmington’s position along the Delaware River has made it a 
strategic location dating as far back as the 17th century. The first 
permanent European settlement in the Delaware Valley was located in 
present-day Wilmington. A colony known as New Sweden existed 
during the mid-1600s. The colony began when ships from Sweden 
reached Delaware in 1638; a fort was constructed in present-day 
Wilmington and named Fort Christina to honor the twelve-year-old 
Queen of Sweden. The fort was built along the Christina River near the 
confluence of the Brandywine River about two miles upstream from the 
Delaware. The site was chosen because it was easy to defend and was 
located along an important trade route with the Lenape tribe. 

The Swedish colony did not last long; the settlement was 
conquered by the Dutch in 1655 and incorporated into New Netherland. 
The British would eventually gain control and remain in charge of the 
area until America gained its independence.  

For the most part, Wilmington remained neutral during the Civil 
War and was an industrial hub for the manufacture of gunpowder. 
Several forts were in operation nearby to store weapons and to protect 
the ports of Wilmington and Philadelphia during the Spanish American 
War, World War I, and World War II. Today, Wilmington is home to a 
large banking sector.
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Wilmington Area Haunts 

Delaware, of course, was one of the original 13 colonies; it is rich in 
Colonial Era and Civil War history and, predictably, has the related 
hauntings that you might expect. There are a few large historic homes 
situated on considerable tracts of land in and around Wilmington and it 
is not surprising that some of those places are known for hauntings as 
well. We will discuss a couple of historic estates and a bar in the 
Wilmington area and two forts that are a short drive away that are well-
known for ghostly activity. 

Bellevue Hall 
On the outskirts of Wilmington lies Bellevue State Park, a 328-acre 
estate that was acquired by the state of Delaware in 1976. The highlight 
of the park is Bellevue Hall, a mansion haunted by spirits from the past.  

 
Figure 21: Bellevue Hall, photo by author. 

Bellevue Hall and the surrounding land was originally owned by a 
wealthy merchant named Hanson Robinson. Robinson built a Gothic 
Revival-styled castle on the property complete with towers that 
provided a view of the Delaware River. William du Pont (1855–1928) 
acquired the property in 1893; his son William du Pont, Jr. (1896–1965) 



Delaware 

 56  
 

inherited the estate after his death. William du Pont, Jr. remodeled the 
Gothic Revival castle into a replica of James Madison’s Orange, Virginia 
plantation, Montpelier. Du Pont named his masterpiece Bellevue Hall.  

Today, Bellevue Hall is thought to be haunted by several entities. 
The second and third floors of the home, both of which are closed to 
the public, are especially haunted. Staff have reported hearing screams 
and laughter in the home; the lights in the mansion flicker randomly; 
chairs and objects move on their own.  

The paranormal group, Delaware Ghost Hunters, have conducted 
three investigations on the property, one private and two open to the 
public. The Delaware Division of Parks and Recreation seem to have 
embraced the paranormal—at least during October. “Spirit Tours” of 
the home are offered and a candlelight follow-up tour is also available. 
A “Spirits of Bellevue Grand Tour” is also offered that takes place on the 
grounds outside of Bellevue Hall. Other areas of the estate and various 
buildings on the property are known for paranormal activity as well. 

Rockwood Mansion 
The Rockwood Mansion in Wilmington is thought by many to be the 
most haunted house museum in all of Delaware. A wealthy merchant 
banker named Joseph Shipley (1795–1867) built the mansion in the 
1850s. Shipley’s great nephew Edward Bringhurst Jr. acquired the 
estate in 1891. The property remained in the family until being gifted to 
New Castle County in 1973. The mansion underwent a major renovation 
project and was eventually opened to the public. Located within the 72-
acre Rockwood Park, the Gothic Revival mansion was placed on the 
National Register of Historic Places in 1976. 

Obviously, there is a long history behind Rockwood, and today it is 
haunted by several entities—entities who lived in the home while they 
were alive. One of the spirits haunting the home is that of Mary 
Bringhurst who is very particular about her room; she does not like for 
visitors to enter, and it is considered to be the most haunted room in 
the home. According to psychics who have visited the mansion, there is 
a strong presence that can be felt in Mary’s bedroom. There are 
instances of people falling ill and even passing out upon entry into the 
room. Mary’s presence can also be felt in a room on the main floor that 
she occupied after becoming too frail to navigate the stairs any longer.1 

Eddie, the son of Edward Bringhurst Jr., is thought to be another 
entity that haunts the home. Paranormal activity has been reported 
coming from Eddie’s bedroom. Laughter and giggling—from a child—
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has been reported around the stairs. The ruins of Eddie’s playhouse are 
still standing on the property; Eddie’s presence has been observed 
there as well. 

 
Figure 22: The ruins of Eddie's playhouse. Photo by author. 

The Director of Rockwood, Philip Nord, recounted an interesting 
story. He said that he saw a male figure seated in the Tea Room one 
evening. The sight gave him chills and he asked the apparition to leave. 
He turned away for a moment and when he looked back at the ghostly 
figure, it had departed the room.2 

There are other ghosts in Rockwood: a man in a red smoking jacket 
haunts the home; the man has a ghostly canine companion; a woman 
with a “halo” of cold air wanders around.3 Then there are the “typical” 
things that accompany hauntings: there are cold spots throughout the 
home; of course, there are strange sounds that cannot be explained; 
sudden smells from nowhere are reported—particularly the smell of 
lilac. This phenomenon—strange smells without a source—is 
something I observed firsthand at the Stanley Hotel in Estes Park, 
Colorado during a paranormal tour. The ballroom, located in a building 
adjacent to the hotel, inexplicably filled with the smell of perfume while 
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I was there. Thought by many to be the scent of Mrs. Stanley's perfume, 
the sudden, ghostly smell is a regular occurrence in the ballroom. 

Other phenomena take place at Rockwood that go above and 
beyond what is often associated with typical hauntings. The most eerie 
of which is the “Vortex of Souls.” The vortex is a mist that has been 
spotted above the home. At times, faces are observed inside of the 
mist.4 

As of this writing, the property is open from dawn to dusk and the 
home is open to tours from Wednesday through Sunday. Of course, 
what should interest readers of this book are the ghost tours that are 
available. “Family friendly” ghost tours are offered; a more adventurous 
tour of the attic and basement is also available. Overnight stays for 
paranormal investigation can also be arranged. 

 
Figure 23: Rockwood Mansion. Photo by author. 

 

Dead Presidents Pub & Restaurant 
A bar and eatery in Wilmington, called the Dead Presidents Pub & 
Restaurant, is known for the ghostly manifestations of a prankster. The 
restaurant opened in the late-1990s, but the building itself is over 200 
years old. During its time, the old building has housed a number of 
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residents and many different businesses. Ghostly manifestations, 
though, are something that seem to have originated in the recent past; 
the hauntings seem to have begun in the 1960s when another bar was 
in operation on the premises.  

A patron of the bar, an establishment favorite nicknamed 
“Lemonade” Mullery, had a tragic accident one night that claimed his 
life. Mullery’s time was cut short after he navigated the stairs—in an 
inebriated state—leading to the restroom. The stairs weren’t the issue; 
no, someone had missed the toilet and left a puddle of urine on the 
bathroom floor. Mullery slipped on the puddle and fell and broke his 
neck. He was killed instantly. 

It has been said that Lemonade Mullery was quite the prankster—
he may have even taken things a bit too far at times. One of his favorite 
jokes was throwing things at people—including the wait staff! It is 
Mullery’s reputation as a jokester that has led to the belief that his spirit 
is behind the ghostly activity in the building. Whatever, or whomever, 
is haunting the building is a practical joker as well: employees have 
reported dishes being thrown accompanied by laughter; pranks have 
been played on patrons; dominos have been seen levitating in the game 
room; Mullery’s laughter can be heard, especially around the 
bathroom. It is said that a “presence” can be felt in the building, even 
among those who are not particularly sensitive to that sort of thing. 
Then, of course, there are the standard signs of a haunting: glassware 
that rattles on its own and sudden drops in temperature—cold spots. 
Fortunately for business, the paranormal activity on the premises 
mostly takes place late at night after the establishment is closed. 

I stopped in the Dead Presidents Pub & Restaurant once while 
passing through Wilmington. I will say, I did feel some sort of presence, 
although nothing out of the ordinary happened during my visit. I was a 
little uneasy—maybe too uneasy—using the restroom there; I’ve never 
peed faster in all my days! 

Fort Delaware  
About half an hour to the south of Wilmington, in Delaware City, lies 
arguably the best haunt in the area. Actually, the haunted property is 
not in Delaware City; it is in Delaware City that you catch a ferry that 
traverses the Delaware River taking you to Fort Delaware located on 
Pea Patch Island. The 288-acre Fort Delaware State Park is home to Fort 
Delaware—a fort with a dark and haunted history. 
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In 1820, Pea Patch Island was acquired by the government of the 
United States to be used for military purposes. A large pentagonal fort 
was commissioned to be built on the island, and construction was 
complete in 1859. Features of the fort included: sections of walls that 
reached 32 feet in height; a moat that surrounded the fort, only 
passable by a single drawbridge; and the fort was outfitted with a 
dungeon5—a dungeon that would see its share of activity in the years 
that followed its construction. 

 
Figure 24: Fort Delaware and Pea Patch Island. Photo by author. 

During the Civil War, Fort Delaware was used to house 
Confederate prisoners-of-war, many of whom were captured in the 
Battle of Gettysburg. Of this group, a great many were from the 26th 
Georgia Regiment. Fort Delaware was used later as a storehouse for 
guns and ammunition during the Spanish American War. The strategic 
location of the fort on the Delaware River led to its use for coastal 
defense during the first and second World Wars protecting the ports of 
Wilmington and Philadelphia. In 1951, Fort Delaware became a state 
park. 

The fort is most famous for its use a Civil War prison; it was this 
very activity that has left it haunted by ghosts from the past. During its 
time as a prison, a cumulative total of nearly 33,000 POWs were 
incarcerated on the island; at one point, nearly 12,000 men were held 
at the same time, far outstripping the maximum capacity of the prison 
by 300%. Conditions were deplorable, and nearly 2,460 prisoners died 
along with 109 guards and 39 civilians.6 Despite the number of deaths 
that occurred, Fort Delaware was one of the more “survivable” Civil War 
prison camps with a mortality rate of “only” about 7.5%. Conditions 
were far worse in other prisons. Of the 28 prison camps operated by 
the Confederacy, the mortality rate among Union POWs was about 
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15.5%. Rebels imprisoned in the 24 Federal camps suffered mortality 
rates of about 12%.7   

Andersonville & Elmira 
The worst prison operated by Union forces was Elmira—known as 
“Hellmira” to its detainees—located in Elmira, New York. The existing 
Camp Rathbun had fallen into disuse and a portion was converted into 
a prison to house Confederate POWs. The prison was in operation from 
July 6, 1864 until July 11, 1865 in which time 2,973 of 12,147 inmates 
died—a mortality rate of 24.5%.  

J. Michael Horigan, an Elmira history teacher who spent much time 
in the late-1980s researching the records of Civil War prison camps said 
the following about Elmira: “Can one say that, by design, this was a 
death camp? I think one can say it, but you can’t document it. The 
records on this camp are very incomplete. But circumstantial evidence 
certainly makes it look that way.”8  

The three leading causes of death at Elmira were disease, 
exposure, and malnutrition. Poor management can be blamed for much 
of the problems. A pond that was located inside of the camp quickly 
became fouled and was ground zero for the spread of disease. In what 
could only be described as the “politics of delay,” it took months to 
receive approval for the construction of drainage canals. After approval, 
it took several more months for the prisoners to complete the project. 

Prisoner L. B. Jones wrote:  

The scurvy was among us, and as the cold weather advanced the death 
rate increased rapidly. Scurvy, typhoid, pneumonia, and finally smallpox 
broke out to an alarming extent, carrying off great numbers of the poor 
fellows.9 

Overcrowding played key role in the hellish conditions of Elmira. 
The barracks in the camp quickly filled to capacity and many men were 
housed in tents. The barracks, while better than tents, were in a state 
of disrepair and inadequate to withstand a terrible winter in which the 
mercury plunged to -18 degrees Fahrenheit on a couple of occasions. 
Even men from the northernmost Confederate state, Virginia, had not 
experienced this type of cold before. To make matters worse for the 
men in tents, a February snowstorm dumped two feet of snow. Warmer 
temperatures in the spring brought problems of their own; snowmelt 
caused heavy flooding inside the camp.10   
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There was also an element of vindictiveness that also came into 
play in many of the Northern prison camps. After learning of the extent 
of the atrocities being committed by the South in their prison camps—
particularly at Camp Sumpter and Libby Prison—Union prison officials 
retaliated by cutting the rations of their POWs. In Elmira, the daily food 
allowance for prisoners was small to begin with. Rations consisted of: 
two ounces of meat; a pint of soup—really nothing more than a watery 
broth that the meat was cooked in; and two slices of bread, about an 
inch thick.11 Many prisoners resorted to eating rats which were plentiful 
inside the prison. Rats actually became a valuable commodity inside the 
camp and were used as a barter item.      

As bad as conditions were inside the fences of “Hellmira,” nothing 
compared to the Hell on Earth that the Confederacy operated during 
the last 14 months of the war—Andersonville. Officially known as Camp 
Sumpter, located in Andersonville, Georgia, the death rate at this prison 
camp was 29%. A cumulative total of 45,000 Union POWs were 
incarnated with nearly 33,000 being housed there at its peak. 13,000 
men died in Andersonville.  

Sergeant Major Robert H. Kellogg, of the 16th Regiment 
Connecticut Volunteers, recounted his entrance into the hellish prison: 

As we entered the place, a spectacle met our eyes that almost froze our 
blood with horror, and made our hearts fail within us. Before us were 
forms that had once been active and erect; —stalwart men, now nothing 
but mere walking skeletons, covered with filth and vermin. Many of our 
men, in the heat and intensity of their feeling, exclaimed with 
earnestness. “Can this be hell?” “God protect us!” and all thought that he 
alone could bring them out alive from so terrible a place. In the center of 
the whole was a swamp, occupying about three or four acres of the 
narrowed limits, and a part of this marshy place had been used by the 
prisoners as a sink, and excrement covered the ground, the scent arising 
from which was suffocating. The ground allotted to our ninety was near 
the edge of this plague-spot, and how we were to live through the warm 
summer weather in the midst of such fearful surroundings, was more 
than we cared to think of just then.12 
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Figure 25: An Andersonville Survivor. Public Domain image. 

Like all of the Civil War prison camps, overcrowding was an issue 
that greatly exacerbated existing problems. At its peak, Andersonville 
was only meant to house about 10,000 prisoners. However, by August 
1864, 33,000 desperate men were crammed into the living hell. This 
occurred at the worst possible time: The Confederate States of America 
were on their last leg; economic conditions were rapidly deteriorating; 
supply shortages, due in large part to a Union blockade, stoked the 
Andersonville hellfire even hotter. John Ransom, a prisoner from 
Michigan recorded in his diary:  

There is so much filth about the camp that it is terrible trying to live here. 
With sunken eyes, blackened countenances from pitch pine smoke, rags, 
and disease, the men look sickening. The air reeks with nastiness.13 
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The commandant of Camp Sumpter was Swiss-born Heinrich 
Hartmann “Henry” Wirz (1823–1865). Wirz was a captain in the 
Confederate Army and holds the dubious distinction of being only one 
of two men who were tried and convicted of war crimes at the 
conclusion of the war—the other was Champ Ferguson (1821–1865), a 
Confederate guerilla. Both men were hanged after standing trial before 
a military tribunal. Wirz was hanged in Washington, D. C. on November 
10, 1865. His neck did not break from the fall and he slowly strangled to 
death. 

There is some debate as to whether or not Wirz received a fair trial. 
Military tribunals in those days were not known for their impartiality 
and it came to be known that a star witness against Wirz perjured 
himself. There is also some debate as to how much Wirz himself was to 
blame for the conditions in Andersonville. Whether Wirz was the 
“Demon of Andersonville” as many believed, or just a scapegoat 
matters not. The tribunal established an early precedent in American 
history regarding one’s conduct during wartime—following orders—or 
any number of other excuses—does not absolve one of the inhumane 
treatment of POWs and enemy combatants during a time of war.  

Today, Andersonville is a National Historic Site; Andersonville 
National Cemetery and the National Prisoner of War Museum are 
housed there. Not surprisingly, Andersonville is considered to be one of 
the most haunted places in all of Georgia. 

Back to Delaware 
Polish-born Brigadier General Albin Francisco Schoepf (1822–1886) 
assumed command of Fort Delaware in April 1863. Schoepf was a 
lifelong military man. He began his service in the Austrian Army and 
achieved the rank of captain. When the Hungarian Revolution broke out 
in 1848, Schoepf resigned and enlisted in the Hungarian Revolution 
Army. Schoepf was later exiled to Turkey where he became a major in 
the army of the Ottoman Empire. Schoepf emigrated to the United 
States in 1851 and held the rank of brigadier general in the Federal 
Army. Before assuming command at Fort Delaware, Schoepf played a 
pivotal role in several battles that were fought in Kentucky. Perhaps 
unfairly, Schoepf was given the nickname “General Terror” by inmates 
at the prison camp. With that being said, there are documented 
statements by Confederate prisoners—especially officers—extolling 
the kindness that Schoepf displayed toward them.  
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As mentioned earlier, the conditions at Fort Delaware did not 
compare to Andersonville or Elmira, and Fort Delaware was a far more 
survivable camp to be incarcerated in. Perhaps by Civil War standards, 
Fort Delaware was not all that bad; this is not the measuring stick we 
should use—after all, the Civil War was the darkest time in American 
history. Conditions at Fort Delaware, were, in fact, deplorable. 

Captain John S. Swann, a POW at Fort Delaware, said the following 
concerning food rations, or, lack thereof:  

We formed in line and marched to the mess hall, in which were several 
long rows of plank tables with pieces of bread and meat arranged along 
the sides at intervales (sic) of some two feet. When we were in place each 
prisoner took one ration. The bread was made of rye and wheat flour, 
well cooked, but the piece very small, about half enough for a well man. 
The meat a small chunk of beef. Occasionally all sinew or mostly bone. It 
was cut up very carelessly and very small, not half a ration. Some days the 
bread was substituted with crackers, and these were hard days on us. We 
were permitted to take these rations to our bunks. I ate mine but 
remained very hungry. When dinner came the same thing was repeated, 
except there was occasionally a tin cup of what was called corn soup very 
tasteless and insipid, with little or no grease.13   

As in Elmira, and most probably all Civil War prisons, rats were a 
sought-after food source at Fort Delaware. Concerning the eating of 
rats, Captain Swann said:  

Not long after my arrival I heard a cry “Rat call! Rat call!” I went out to 
see what this meant. A number of prisoners were moving and some 
running up near the partition, over which a sergeant was standing and 
presently he began throwing rats down. The prisoners scrambled for the 
rats like school boys for apples, none but some of the most-needy 
prisoners, and the needy were the large majority, would scramble for 
these rats. Of course, but few were lucky enough to get a rat. The rats 
were cleaned, put in salt water a while and fried. Their flesh was tender 
and not unpleasant to the taste.14  

A prisoner from Georgia wrote that the food in Fort Delaware was 
in such short supply—and of such bad quality—that he lost 60 pounds 
while in captivity. Randolph Shotwell, a prisoner, said: 

 The bacon was rusty and slimy, the soup was slop…filled with white 
worms a half inch long.15 

In July 1863, when speaking of the conditions at Fort Delaware, Dr. 
S. Weir Mitchell wrote:  
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The prisoners were afflicted with smallpox, measles, diarrhea, dysentery 
and scurvy as well as the ever-present louse. A thousand ill; twelve 
thousand on an island which should hold four; astronomical numbers of 
deaths a day of dysentery and the living having more life on them than in 
them. Lack of food and water and thus a Christian nation treats the 
captives of its sword!16 

Fort Delaware was also used to house political prisoners, 
privateers, and Union Army deserters in addition to the Confederate 
prisoners-of-war. Two British soldiers who were captured and 
imprisoned sent letters of protest to the British Consulate in 
Philadelphia. The consulate appealed to Secretary of State William H. 
Seward in a letter:  

The granite walls are wet with moisture, the stone floors are damp and 
cold, the air impure. The prisoners have no beds, they must sleep on the 
floor, they have no water to wash with and are surrounded by filth and 
vermin.17  

The horrors of the Civil War prison have left behind restless spirits, 
residual hauntings, and all manner of paranormal activity on Pea Patch 
Island. Ghostly Confederate soldiers have been spotted trying to flee 
the site; this could be the residual effects of a failed escape attempt. In 
the dungeon, people report hearing moans and screams along with the 
sound of clanging chains. Cold spots are reported throughout the fort 
and apparitions are seen, and photographed, regularly. Orbs are also 
regularly photographed on the island.  

Maybe the saddest tale from Fort Delaware is that of a drummer 
boy who met an untimely demise. The boy was nine years old and died 
while planning an escape. The boy hid in a coffin and ended up being 
buried alive. Some say he haunts the property with the chilling sounds 
of his drum. Another famous Fort Delaware ghost is a young chef who 
died and is said to haunt the kitchen.18 

There have also been reports of ghostly pirates being spotted on 
the island. In one account, a state employee claimed to see the 
apparition of a pirate wearing a silk shirt and silk pants. It is said that 
before the island became home to a Civil War prison camp, pirates that 
were captured were held there. 

I highly recommend a visit to Fort Delaware. From Delaware City, 
the ferry ride to the island is only about half a mile. Once you step onto 
the island, you will be greeted by people wearing 19th century costumes 
who seemingly never leave character in conversation. Don’t worry, 
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though, if this sort of thing isn’t for you; there is plenty of opportunity 
to explore the fort and island on your own. If you are really brave, after 
dark paranormal tours are available in October. 

Fort Mott  
From Fort Delaware, the ferry leaves every two hours to Fort Mott 
which is located on the New Jersey side of the river. If you are visiting 
Fort Delaware, it is worth your time to take the ride over to Fort Mott 
and spend some time there as well. Fort Mott was a part of the three-
fort defense system of the Delaware River that included Fort Delaware 
on Pea Patch Island and Fort DuPont in Delaware City. After becoming 
obsolete for defensive purposes, Fort Mott was acquired by the state of 
New Jersey and was opened to the public as a state park in 1951. 

About a 10-minute-walk from Fort Mott, is Finn’s Point National 
Cemetery. This is where Confederate POWs who died at Fort Delaware 
were buried; there is a monument at the cemetery to honor them. 
Prison guards who served in the Union Army who died at Fort Delaware 
are also buried here.  

Paranormal activity is said to occur at both Fort Mott and Finn’s 
Point National Cemetery, but not to the degree of Fort Delaware. An 
interesting story is told by Doug Hogate Jr., founder and director of 
Jersey Unique Minds Paranormal Society. According to Hogate, a 
prisoner, a young German man, tried to escape from Pea Patch Island 
by faking his death. Hogate said, “He ended up being buried alive and 
has been seen wandering around the cemetery.”19 
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Delaware Cryptids 

When it comes to cryptids, Delaware certainly isn't on anyone’s radar. 
There is not much land in Delaware; only Rhode Island is smaller. There 
aren’t a lot of people in Delaware, either; it comes in at number 45 in 
state population ranking. However, Delaware is densely populated; only 
New Jersey, Rhode Island, Massachusetts, Connecticut, and Maryland 
have more residents per square mile. The population of Delaware is 
especially dense in the northernmost county, New Castle County, which 
is heavily industrialized. So, with all that being said, Delaware definitely 
does not come to mind when thinking of cryptids. Maybe, though, 
Delaware offers the cryptid enthusiast a little more than meets the eye.  

A Merman? 
Delaware’s strangest creature isn't in the forest; it resides in a museum. 
Unfortunately, it is a 19th century hoax. Perhaps you’ve heard of the 
creature, the Zwaanendael Merman. Kept in a glass case on the second 
floor of the Zwaanendael Museum in the town of Lewes in southern 
Delaware, the merman is probably the most popular attraction in the 
museum.  

Experts believe the merman was constructed in the mid-1800s 
from a shrunken monkey head, fish, hair, oak, stain, varnish, and a host 
of other components. Novelties such as this were brought home by 
sailors who had been away and spent time in exotic locations such as 
Asia and the South Pacific. The Zwaanendael Merman is very similar in 
appearance to the “Fiji Mermaid” popularized by renowned showman 
P. T. Barnum. I have seen two Fiji Mermaids, both at Ripley’s Believe it 
or Not! museums; one in Gatlinburg, Tennessee, the other in Baltimore. 
I will say, the Zwaanendael Merman seems to be of much better quality.  

Swamp Monsters 
A little north of the town of Lewes lies the Prime Hook National Wildlife 
Refuge and the Prime Hook State Wildlife Management Area. Prime 
Hook features both saltwater and freshwater marshes, wooded 
swamps, forests, and grasslands. According to the U.S. Fish & Wildlife 
Service: Prime Hook is a 10,144-acre refuge officially established in 1963 
under the authority of the Migratory Bird Conservation Act “for use as 
an inviolate sanctuary, or for any other management purpose, for 
migratory birds.” The federal land dwarfs the state-managed area 
which is made up of about 700 acres of forest and wetlands habitat. 
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If a cryptid happens to be lurking around in Delaware, presumably 
wishing to avoid detection, a large tract of protected land would be a 
great location for it to dwell. Prime Hook offers such a habitat. 
Furthermore, if recent scuttlebutt can be believed, a cryptid may very 
well be there already. As of late, there have been rumblings of a 
“swamp creature” in Prime Hook. Details are scarce at this point; 
hopefully, in the not-so-distant future, more eyewitnesses will come 
forward and describe what they encountered.  

So far, little is known about the creature in Prime Hook; what we 
do know, is that it was first reported in the late-2000s. About the only 
description available of the creature is that it is dog-like in 
appearance—some kind of weird cross between a pug and a maned 
wolf. I have also heard of it being referred to as a gremlin. Fortunately 
for the cryptid enthusiast, southern Delaware has another swamp 
monster legend, and this one has a lot more detail. 

The Great Cypress Swamp—or Burnt Swamp—is located in 
southern Delaware and spills over into Maryland; it is the largest 
contiguous forest on the Delmarva Peninsula. In this forested swamp, 
tales of a legendary swamp monster were born.  

During the early part of the 20th century, stories of a monster 
began to circulate in and around at Great Cyrus Swamp. By the 1930s—
especially after an 8-month fire ravaged the landscape—swamp 
monster tales had gained wide acceptance throughout the community. 
Dubbed the Selbyville Swamp Monster and also the Burnt Swamp 
Monster, the creature was blamed for the deaths of livestock, missing 
pets, and even chasing away frightened hunters. Descriptions of the 
monster are not always consistent; sometimes it is said to be a bipedal 
and hairy creature, while other accounts make it seem more ghostlike. 
This is not surprising as there are a few ghost legends that come from 
the Burnt Swamp; really, though, ghost stories are a prominent feature 
of most large swamps. 

The Selbyville Swamp Monster legend reached its peak in the 
1960s when reports of the creature were being widely reported by 
newspaper outlets. The following excerpt from the article “Excited 
Teen-Agers Say Swamp Monster Moans,” which was published in the 
Salisbury Times (Salisbury, Maryland) on April 13, 1964, was common in 
its day: 

The monster stories started Friday night after a car load of five high school 
girls reported seeing a hairy, moaning creature; half-man or perhaps two-
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legged animal. Several others, and at least one adult have reported 
hearing the moaning sound and some claim to have seen the creature. 

But most of the adults of Selbyville seem to think it is a hoax 
dreamed up by the teenagers as a joke, or perhaps someone dressed in 
Halloween garb to scare people away from the area. Some say perhaps 
it’s a bootlegger trying to keep people away from his still. 

The monster hasn’t had that effect, however. The road through the 
area has been visited by hundreds of local people hoping to catch a 
glimpse of the wild and woolly whatsis. 

Unfortunately for cryptozoology enthusiasts, the story of the 
Selbyville Swamp Monster is marred by a hoax. The biggest problem 
with hoaxes, aside from the obvious, is that they give ammunition to 
skeptics and scoffers—once a hoax has been perpetrated, it is easy for 
them to dismiss the entire phenomenon. Once learning of a hoax, 
fence-sitters, those who are otherwise open to strange possibilities, 
tend to “throw the baby out with the bathwater,” to use an old cliché. 
In the case of the Selbyville Swamp Monster, we now know that two 
men took it upon themselves to pull a prank on their community—all in 
the name of newspaper sales. 

Fred Stevens, dressed in his aunt’s raccoon fur coat, would hide 
alongside Route 54, which traverses the swamp, and lie in wait for a 
passing car. When a car approached, he would leap from the woods 
wielding a baseball bat with a railroad spike protruding from the end. 
The terrified motorists would speed off and tell their stories—the 
legend quickly spread.20 The legend was helped along by Steven’s friend 
Ralph Grapperhaus who worked for the Delmarva News. Grapperhaus 
published stories of the swamp monster’s exploits; soon, the story 
spread like wildfire, and, like wildfire, things were going to get 
dangerous.  

Monster hunters began flooding into the area hoping to see the 
creature for themselves. People came from as far as Dover, Delaware 
and Salisbury, Maryland in search of the swamp monster. Stevens 
recalled: “Some people would come back, and they’d throw chickens 
toward me to feed me, I guess. There was a whole mess of blood and 
chickens and it was quite good.”21 

To drive the hoax along even more, Stevens himself participated in 
hunts and “tried” to help locate the creature.22 

Stevens and Grapperhaus kept the prank going for several months 
but eventually abandoned it out of safety concerns. Stevens said the 
following: “We just had to quit because so many people were coming 
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back in pickup trucks and they were all about half drunk and shooting 
their guns. Somebody will shoot you and they really didn’t mean it, so 
we just quit, you know.”23 

It wasn’t until 1987 that Fred Stevens admitted that he and his 
friend Ralph Grapperhaus had been behind the swamp monster hoax. 
With the admission, most folks were comfortable writing the monster 
off as a hoax. Case closed. The problem for those who dismiss the 
Selbyville Monster as the work of pranksters, is that the early sightings 
were taking place before Stevens was even born. How do we explain 
those? Furthermore, sightings continued to occur long after Stevens 
retired his costume. What do we make of those? 

The question I think we need to be asking is how did the monster 
legend start? What was behind the stories from almost 100 years ago? 
I think I may know the answer: Bigfoot. 

Bigfoot in Delaware 
As of this writing, every state in the Union, except for Hawaii, has a 
documented bigfoot sighing listed on the Bigfoot Field Researchers 
Organization’s (BFRO) searchable database on their website 
(http://www.bfro.net/GDB/#usa). However, it wasn’t until fairly 
recently that Delaware made the cut. Nowadays, the First State 
currently has five sightings logged in the database. 

The BFRO has very stringent guidelines for reporting; only about 
one in four reports are deemed credible enough to be included in its 
database. Moreover, according to BFRO, most individuals who have had 
a Sasquatch encounter never come forward out of fear of ridicule. Each 
report is assigned a classification: A, B, or C, with A being the most 
credible. Class A reports are first-hand accounts where misidentification 
of known animals can be ruled out and the potential for 
misinterpretation is low.24 

A Class A sighting occurred in near Georgetown, the seat of Sussex 
county, the southernmost county in the state. In January 2004, the 
witness was driving home from a night class when he saw a large figure 
standing near a utility pole alongside a backroad. The witness, John, said 
the following about his encounter: 

…I turned off my high beams, thinking it was a person because it was 
standing up. As I got closer to this being I was taken back by its size. I 
started to slow down not knowing it, I guess because I was puzzled and 
curious. As I stared I could make out its bottom side, broad shoulders, the 
fact that it was standing with its back to me looking into the woods, and 

http://www.bfro.net/GDB/
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hair that came to a point at the top of its head. This entire figure had a 
thick black cover of hair, with no hair on its hands. I could not see its feet. 
Standing next to the utility pole gave me some reference for height. I 
estimate it was around 7 to 8 ft tall. I was almost past this creature when 
it looked at me and then looked back to the woods as if it didn’t care I 
was there. Once I made eye contact the hair on my arms stood up and I 
peeled out of the location…25 

John later learned that a similar sighting had occurred a year earlier 
not far from the site of his own encounter.26 

Another sighting occurred in Sussex County in August 2011. This 
was a Class B sighting, defined through the BFRO classification system 
as: “Incidents where a possible sasquatch was observed at a great 
distance or in poor lighting conditions and incidents in any other 
circumstance that did not afford a clear view of the subject...”27 

The witness in this case, Betty, and her family were driving home 
from vacation when Betty spotted something unforgettable in a 
cornfield. She recounted her sighting: 

We were going through farm country at the time and as we drove past 
one corn field, something caught my eye. The thing that initially got my 
attention was the fact that the corn stalks were now dried and yellow and 
it appeared that something dark brown was standing there in the middle 
of the corn stalks. The roadway was slightly elevated above this particular 
field, so I was essentially looking down onto the tops of cornstalks rather 
than them being level with the van. 

Having an interest in the subject of Bigfoot, I immediately went into 
observation mode and noted the following: What I saw was medium to 
dark brown in color, it was taller than the cornstalks, it appeared to be 
about 3 feet wide and I may have been looking at a head and shoulders 
and it definitely wasn't a piece of farm equipment, a scarecrow or a 
human. In fact, I noted that there were no humans around on the farm at 
the time. I was able to observe this for roughly 5-10 seconds as our 
minivan drove past this large field. The brown "thing" was roughly 300 
feet in off the road in the cornfield by itself…28 

Betty mentioned that since she had been vacationing, she had a 
camcorder in her car. However, being so stunned by the encounter, and 
having observed it for such a brief period of time, the thought of 
recording the creature did not cross her mind.29 

In Betty’s report, the investigator who followed up noted that 
there were previous reports in the area and that there is a suitable 
habitat in the area to sustain such a creature. This is generally true of 
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southern Delaware and most of the state. There are large tracts of 
uninterrupted forest; many creeks and rivers that feed into protected 
land such as state parks; there is a fair amount of protected acreage in 
the state; farms are plentiful in Delaware; most importantly, there is an 
ample food supply. 

With the convenience of online reporting systems and easy access 
to the internet for most people, I would expect to see an uptick in 
reported sasquatch sightings in Delaware moving forward. 

Mhuwe 
The Lenni Lenape tribe, also known as the Delaware Indians, inhabited 
most of Delaware, New Jersey, eastern Pennsylvania, and New York. 
The tribe had a legend of a man-eating ice giant known as the Mhuwe.  

The Mhuwe is closely associated with starvation, extreme cold, 
and social taboos such as cannibalism. According to legend, the 
consumption of human flesh could turn a person into a Mhuwe; going 
insane from the cold could also change one into a Mhuwe. 

If the characteristics of the Mhuwe sound familiar, then you have 
probably heard of its counterpart from Cree, Ojibwe, and other 
Algonquin tribes: The Wendigo. For all intents and purposes, the 
Mhuwe and Wedigo are the same. As mentioned early, a person is 
turned into a Mhuwe (or a Wendigo), usually through the act of 
cannibalism. The Mhuwe is a described as an emaciated-looking giant, 
with a grayish complexion and sunken eyes. The malevolent creature 
stinks of death and decay; it grows in size proportionate to what it has 
eaten, yet, it can never be satiated. Thus, the Mhuwe, and its 
counterpart the Wendigo, are the incarnation of greed and excess. 

According to Lenni Lenape legend, a Mhuwe is not beyond 
redemption. Treated kindly, and fed normal food, a Mhume can be 
rehabilitated and can become human again. With this in mind, perhaps 
the Mhume legend fits with a phenomenon known as “Wendigo 
Psychosis.”   

Wendigo Psychosis is a phenomenon in which a person goes mad; 
the victim craves the taste of human flesh and fears turning into a 
Wendigo. It starts after a prolonged period of being inside—to escape 
the cold temperatures and deep snow—with little food. A feeling of 
melancholy takes over and the sufferer loses their appetite and begins 
having nightmares. Eventually, the victim goes insane and is consumed 
by the idea of eating human flesh.  
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Those who were unfortunate enough to fall victim to Wendigo 
Psychosis were often treated by their village shaman. Treatment for 
Wendigo Psychosis included isolation and the force-feeding of fats. The 
practice of force-feeding was an attempt to satiate the sufferer, and in 
some cases, to induce vomiting. Vomiting was induced in an effort to 
expel the Wendigo’s “heart of ice” which had to be melted to prevent 
its return. 

Of course, treatment for Wendigo Psychosis did not have a high 
rate of success. In a study of 70 cases of Wendigo Psychosis treatment, 
9 sufferers were ostracized from their communities; one committed 
suicide; strangely, 2 were themselves killed and eaten; the results of 15 
cases are unknown; 10 people actually recovered. The remaining 33 
were killed, some of whom consented to their own deaths rather than 
living out the remainder of their days as a Wendigo.30   

It is worth noting that the vast majority of those who were treated 
for Wendigo Psychosis had not yet engaged in cannibalism. They were, 
however, overwhelmed by the thought of eating human flesh. When 
treatment failed, and a suspected Wendigo was killed, it was an attempt 
to stop the Wendigo from eating people before it could get started. It is 
also worth mentioning, treatment was not always attempted. Death 
was often the first method employed against suspected Wendigos. The 
following sad account was written by Reverend Egerton R. Young, a 
Methodist minister, in 1871 and preserved in his personal scrapbook: 

Another dreadful event has occurred about a hundred miles from us. A 
boy about fifteen years old went crazy, and in his ravings kept asking for 
flesh to eat. At last he said, “I will surely kill somebody, and eat them if I 
can!” One day he attacked his father and tried to bite him. The father and 
elder brother of the crazy one then deliberately strangled him and burnt 
his body to ashes. They have a superstitious belief that unless the body 
of a crazy person is consumed by fire, it comes to life again, and ever after 
a great source of trouble and affliction to its friends…31 

Probably the best-known case of Wendigo Psychosis is that of Ka-
Ki-Si-Kutchin, better known as Swift Runner. During the winter of 1878–
1879, Swift Runner murdered his wife, mother, brother, and his five 
children and ate them. Swift Runner was arrested by Canadian 
authorities and after his arrest, he confessed to his crimes and claimed 
that he had been possessed by the spirit of a Wendigo. Perhaps he was. 
Nevertheless, it was Swift Runner, not the Wendigo, who was held 
accountable for his crimes; he paid the ultimate price. Swift Runner was 
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hanged on December 20, 1879 at Fort Saskatchewan. This was the 
area’s first legal hanging and perhaps the most memorable. 

 
Figure 26: Swift Runner before his execution. Royal Canadian Archives. 

A Dogman? 
A trend—an alarming trend—within the world of cryptozoology is that 
of a significant rise in the number of “dogman” sightings. Stories of 
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canines with human-like traits have always been with us, but these 
reports are definitely on the rise. Descriptions of dogmen are much as 
the name implies: upright canines, although sometimes they are seen 
on four legs. Most dogman reports state that the creatures are over 6 
feet in height; heights of 7 and even 8 feet are not uncommon. Often, 
eerie red or yellow eyes are reported by witnesses and a sense of evil 
seems to accompany the creature. Witnesses often recall a sense of 
dread and foreboding. 

With the rate at which dogman reports are spreading, it would not 
be surprising if a small state with few known cryptids—such as 
Delaware—began to start having dogman sightings within its borders. 
This is exactly what we see; and, it has been reported in New Castle 
County not far off our route to Atlantic City. 

The National Cryptid Society received a report from a woman who 
saw an unexplained creature lying in the woods at a park. The following 
is the witness statement to the NCS Case File #37: 

I heard a deer making huffing sounds & went to look for the deer, then I 
saw the dogman lying on the ground. Me being me, I wasn’t leaving 
without any proof of what I saw. I took a picture of it and a short video in 
case the picture was blurry, both with my phone. 

I’ve never been so scared to be in the woods as I was that day. I 
know people have had worse encounters with them, but that feeling of 
dread was potent. 

It definitely brings back memories of that scary moment. I had to 
take a break from it to stop the panic attacks. I chain smoked like crazy.32 

The witness took a video of the animal with her phone—a very 
shaky video. The poor quality of the video is understandable given the 
fear that overwhelmed her. The video is available for viewing on the 
National Cryptid Society’s website along with more information on the 
case.  

After watching the footage many times, I do not believe a dogman 
was spotted by the witness. Rather, I think it is a feline cryptid: a black 
panther. If my conclusion is correct, a black panther sighting in 
Delaware would be quite incredible as these cryptids are typically 
spotted in the Appalachian Mountains, particularly in West Virginia. 

Delaware Cryptids—A Final Thought 
In conclusion, Delaware is not exactly a hotbed of cryptid activity. But, 
as I said earlier, there is enough going on in the First State to warrant 
some attention. Delaware may be small, but there is enough land to 
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hold a few strange and unexplained creatures. Don’t overlook 
Delaware.   
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The Delaware Memorial Bridge 

The detour through Wilmington is over and we’ve discussed cryptids in 
Delaware. Now that we are back on the original route, we are quickly 
closing in on the Delaware River. New Jersey lies on the other side, and 
the enormous Delaware Memorial Bridge awaits. The colossal 
suspension bridge is dedicated to the men and women of Delaware and 
New Jersey that died serving in the Armed Forces during World War II 
and in the conflicts that followed. I am one of about 90,000 motorists 
that cross the river in an average day. Though I’ve crossed much longer 
bridges, it still seems massive; the towers are about 440 feet tall and at 
its center span, the deck sits about 200 feet above the Delaware River. 
On an overcast, gray day, the concrete and steel can feel like a cold 
welcome. 

My usual travel companion, my wife of over 10 years, has a phobia 
of crossing large bridges such as this. It’s not hard to see why. High 
above the water, feeling the sway and bounce of the deck from wind 
and traffic, I can’t help but wonder—what if? What if one of the 
suspension cables fails? What would it be like to helplessly plunge into 
the water below? My wife is a good sport and doesn’t let her fear keep 
her from doing what she wants. She tightly clenches her seat, nervously 
shakes her leg, and tightens her jaw; she knows we will be across the 
water soon, just not soon enough for her liking. 

Driving across the monstrous feat of modern engineering, my mind 
wanders; I think of the future—years, decades, even centuries into the 
future. I wonder, will this bridge someday be known as one of the most 
haunted spots in the Delaware/New Jersey area? I also can’t help but 
wonder if perhaps the bridge isn’t already haunted; maybe the tens of 
thousands of cars that cross the bridge each day keep us from noticing.  

Haunted Bridges 
Among the innumerable legends of haunted places, bridges play a 
prominent role. Horrible accidents occur on bridges; corpses are 
dumped off of bridges to conceal unspeakable crimes; countless 
desperate people have chosen to jump off of bridges to end their lives. 
Think of it, how many ghost stories have you heard centered on a bridge 
with a phantom jumper? There are categories of bridges known as 
crybaby bridges and suicide bridges. Crybaby bridges are usually 
attached to legends of a mother drowning her child or babies being 
thrown into the water below—the angry spirit of the baby stays behind 



Atlantic City Road Trip 
 

 
 

79 

to haunt passersby. It is obvious what the other category, suicide 
bridges, are all about. 

I would like to examine a bridge—that is no longer standing—that 
might serve as an example of what the Delaware Memorial Bridge may 
come to be many decades from now. 

 
Figure 27: The Indianapolis Star, November 30, 1919. 

In the early part of the 20th century, there was a bridge in Chicago 
that served as a perfect example of a suicide bridge. The bridge was 
simply known as the High Bridge or the Lincoln Park Arch—because of 
the large arch that allowed sailboats to pass underneath—it was also 
referred to as the “Bridge of Sighs.”  
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Figure 28: Courier-Journal (Louisville, KY) August 5, 1906. 

Built in 1892, in Lincoln Park, the bridge was the site of over 80 
suicides until being torn down in 1919. The rusty bridge fell into a state 
of disrepair and was condemned; when the needed funds were 
unavailable for repairs, the structure was demolished. 

A Zanesville, Ohio newspaper penned the following in 1919: 

 Meanwhile the ghosts of those restless souls who faltered at the guard 
rail, then leaped, continue to haunt the famous arch. Ever since it was 
built in 1892 the bridge has been a trysting place for those who had a 
rendezvous with death. Disappointed old men and girls who were crossed 
in love, despondent youths, and the lurid ladies from the streets—all have 
sought the mysteries of the beyond from its heights. One man hanged 
himself from its girders, but all the rest chose to jump.33 

The same article stated that according to the chief of park police, 
spring and fall were peak times for suicides. The bulk of the suicides, 
according to police, were carried out by the broken-hearted after a 
failed romantic relationship.34 

It seems that in at least a small number of cases, depression and 
hopelessness, and the desperate feeling they bring, was not behind the 
suicide attempts. Rather, the bridge had a way of drawing people to it; 
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there was a fascination and morbid curiosity. Consider the case of 21-
year-old Alice Witte. 

Witte jumped off the bridge on September 19, 1907; however, she 
survived the plunge. Witte claimed to have had a dreadful fascination 
and was overcome by a desire to leap from the bridge. Police charged 
her with disorderly conduct.35 

Another famous suicide bridge, this one still standing, stands in the 
Parc des Buttes-Chaumont, a park in Paris that opened in 1867. One of 
the bridges in the park became such a hub for suicides that it had to be 
covered with mesh material to keep would-be jumpers from leaping to 
their deaths.  

In the United States, renowned bridges, such as the Golden Gate 
Bridge, tend to serve as suicide bridges. The Golden Gate Bridge is 
among the world leaders in suicides; over 1,600 people have jumped to 
their deaths. After years of debate and fights for funding, construction 
of a suicide barrier system began in 2017. The New River Gorge Bridge, 
in West Virginia, is another popular spot for those seeking to end their 
lives; about 3–4 people take the life-ending plunge into the great 
unknown each year. Are these bridges haunted? Like my theory about 
the Delaware Memorial Bridge, I wonder if there are just too many 
motorists crossing the bridges for us to notice any sort of paranormal 
activity. 

Though the Delaware Memorial Bridge does not see the high 
number of suicides as the Golden Gate Bridge and others, and perhaps 
very few statistically speaking, there have been too many deaths—over 
130 from 1952–2003. It is not hard to find a story similar to this: 

A driver apparently jumped to his or her death from the Delaware 
Memorial Bridge early Friday, officials said. The incident took place on the 
westbound span that carries traffic from New Jersey to Delaware around 
5:30 a.m., according to Jim Salmon, spokesman for the Delaware River 
and Bay Authority, operator of the bridge.36 

Most will remember the Subprime Mortgage Crisis that occurred 
between 2007 and 2010. The banking crisis—triggered by a drop in real 
estate prices after an overinflated housing bubble burst—left more 
than financial turmoil in its wake. Livelihoods and even lives were lost. 

January 18, 2008 -- A high-ranking executive of a collapsed subprime 
mortgage lender jumped to his death from the Delaware Memorial Bridge 
on Friday, shortly after his wife's body was found inside their Burlington 
County home, authorities said. 
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The deaths of Walter Buczynski, 59, and his wife, Marci, 37 - the 
parents of two boys - were being investigated as a murder-suicide, 
according to the Burlington County Prosecutor's Office.37 

The following is another tragic story from the Delaware Memorial 
Bridge: 

At about 8 a.m. Sunday, the man had driven onto the New Jersey-bound 
span from the New Castle area before parking his Maryland-licensed 
vehicle in the right lane of the bridge and turning on his hazard lights, 
DRBA spokesman James Salmon said. He then left his vehicle and jumped 
over the side guardrail, falling 200 feet into the chilly water of the 
Delaware River. 

U.S. Coast Guard officials and area firefighters searched for the man, 
Salmon said, but “a body has not been recovered.” 

“There hasn't been a rescue or recovery,” he said. 
The average February temperature in the river, near the twin spans, 

is 38 degrees, according to the National Weather Service. 
The identity of the man is not known, Salmon said, but DRBA police 

are investigating. 
“The only thing we know is that the vehicle had Maryland tags,” he 

said. 
Very few people jump off the bridge annually, Salmon said, ranging 

from zero to “one or two a year.” A total of 133 had died after jumping 
off of the bridge between 1951 and 2003, according to a DRBA report 
from that year.38 

Another heart-breaking headline read: “Woman Desperate for 
Closure after Seeing Her Love Jump from Bridge.” I cannot imagine the 
trauma that she experienced witnessing such a thing. I also cannot 
comprehend the sadness and desperation felt by her boyfriend who 
committed the act—in front of her. The following is a snippet from the 
article: 

It was on Sept. 25 that Julio Pagan Jr. jumped from the Delaware 
Memorial Bridge despite the pleas from Vazquez-Pagan and family 
members for him to reconsider his decision to end his life, she says. 

“I'm hoping that he's alive, but I know he's probably not,” Vazquez-
Pagan said in an interview…Vazquez-Pagan believes Pagan's decision to 
jump from the bridge was the culmination a growing number of issues he 
faced stretching back to his childhood…39 

These are but a few dreadful tales of desperate jumpers seeking a 
way out of their painful lives. There have been other tragedies that 
occurred on the bridge as well; there have been quite a few automobile 
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accidents that have resulted in fatalities during the bridge’s operation. 
Moreover, when the bridge was being built, 6 construction personnel 
died working on the South Span: William Church, George Fisher, David 
Sarvetnick, Mack Smith, Owen P. Stuckey and James Austin White. 
During construction of the North Span, 3 men lost their lives: Paul Artis, 
Edward Clark, Jr., and Walter Fitzgerald.  

Someday, far into the future, when tens of thousands of cars no 
longer cross the bridge each day, could it become known as one of the 
premiere haunts in the Delaware/New Jersey area? It may seem silly to 
you, but these are the kind of things I think about as I’m driving along. 
And speaking of driving along, we’ve reached New Jersey. 
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4 
New Jersey 

 
 
Crossing into the Garden State, we will find ourselves in a hotbed of 
strange activity. From Bigfoot to the Jersey Devil; sea serpents to a 
“furious freak fish”; Casino ghosts to spooky wilderness areas; New 
Jersey has a lot to talk about!  

Do not be fooled by the dense population of the Garden State. 
Although New Jersey has a population of 8,899,339 according to 
numbers obtained in 2013—which makes it the most densely populated 
state in the Union—there is plenty of unspoiled land for cryptids to 
dwell in New Jersey and this becomes obvious shortly after entering its 
borders. It doesn’t take long after crossing into New Jersey to enter into 
the largest open space in the Mid-Atlantic between Richmond, Virginia 
and Boston, Massachusetts—the Pine Barrens. The Pine Barrens, a vast, 
sprawling, heavily-forested coastal plain, is home to the Jersey Devil 
and a host of other cryptid creatures. 

In 1978, Congress passed legislation, which was signed by 
President Jimmy Carter that established the first National Reserve— the 
Pinelands National Reserve. Carter penned the following statement 
when his signature passed the bill into law: 

It is with great pleasure that I sign the National Parks and Recreation Act 
of 1978. This bill is the most significant conservation legislation to pass 
the 95th Congress. This new law reaffirms our Nation's commitment to 
the preservation of our heritage, a commitment which strives to improve 
the quality of the present by our dedication to preserving the past and 
conserving our historical and natural resources for our children and 
grandchildren. It honors those who helped to shape and develop this 
Nation; it acknowledges our need to receive strength and sustenance 
from natural beauty; and it addresses the pressing need to improve 
recreational opportunities in our urban areas.1  

The creation of the Pinelands National Preserve carved out 1.1 
million acres of forested land to be protected for future generations. 
About 45% of the land, 493,000 acres, is publicly owned. Although the 
heavily-traveled Garden State Parkway and Atlantic City Expressway cut
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directly through the Pine Barrens, the area is very rural and is a largely 
undisturbed wilderness—quite the departure from what most people 
think of when New Jersey comes to mind. Dominant thoughts about 
New Jersey are that of densely populated urban areas and towns that 
are heavily industrialized. The fact of the matter is that northwestern 
New Jersey is quite rural and has stunningly beautiful mountains; 
southern New Jersey’s Pinelands cover a whopping 22% of the state’s 
landmass.  

What is meant by the term “Pine Barrens,” you may wonder. It is a 
reference, of course, to the dense pine forests of the area. It also refers 
to the sandy soil that is very acidic and devoid of nutrients. Early 
European settlers struggled to cultivate crops in the Pine Barrens, but 
various industries sprang up. The innumerable pine trees were a 
resource in and of themselves and sawmills and paper mills operated 
for a time. An iron industry also flourished in America’s early days as 
bog iron was collected from the swampy areas and sent to several 
furnaces in the area. Iron from Pines Barrens was key in providing 
weaponry to colonial forces during the American Revolution. 

Although some forms of industry were in place in the Pine Barrens 
during the early days of European colonization, life there was hard in 
the inhospitable land. Many early residents of the Pine Barrens were 
society’s outsiders: moonshiners and poachers plied their trades; army 
deserters and fugitives took refuge in the Barrens as did runaway slaves 
from the South. A derogatory term came into being to describe 
residents of the Pine Barrens—pineys. The negative stereotype was 
further reinforced during the Eugenics Movement of the early 20th 
century when residents were depicted as violent, prone to criminal 
behavior, backward, and unintelligent. In my experiences, pineys are 
much like the “rednecks” of Appalachia—they are people just like 
everyone else, everywhere else. Most are good folks, and of course, 
there are a few bad apples mixed in. There always are; this is true any 
people group. What you find when you get to know people, is that 
negative stereotypes rarely fit. Derogatory labels are nothing more than 
a lazy way to build one’s self up at the expense of others. 

Perhaps the demonization of Pine Barrens residents in the early 
days had more to do with the dark, quiet, spooky forests than anything 
else. And maybe the pineys themselves used the negativity to their 
advantage to keep outsiders away. Some say the Jersey Devil legend 
took hold for precisely that reason. Regardless of any of that, the Pine 
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Barrens are so vast and undisturbed, that in the mind of a cryptozoology 
and paranormal enthusiast such as myself, it would be more surprising 
if something strange weren’t lurking in the pines.  
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Garden State Cryptids 

New Jersey's monsters are very much like the water flowing from that 
hole-filled bucket. Of all the states in America, it appears this one has no 
neat little pigeonholes in which to conceptualize and organize the 
terrible creatures seen in the air above, the bizarre beasts encountered 
on the land below, and the mysterious monsters sighted in the waters 
off the Jersey shores. 

 —Loren Coleman and Bruce G. Hallenbeck, Monsters of New Jersey: 
Mysterious Creatures from the Garden State 

 
The Pine Barrens span 7 counties: Ocean, Burlington, Camden, Cape 
May, Cumberland, Gloucester, and Atlantic. Several of these counties 
lie along our route to Atlantic City. As discussed earlier, this area is 
home to the legendary monster, the Jersey Devil. Additionally, Bigfoot 
sightings occur in this area along with sightings of lesser-known 
cryptids. The Jersey Devil has been written about extensively, and 
there’s nothing I can really add to the discussion—yet, how can I write 
about the paranormal and cryptozoology without at least briefly 
touching on New Jersey’s most famous cryptid? So, I will. First things 
first, though, I want to talk about a strange fish that was caught in 1912. 

“Furious Freak Fish” 
The Delaware River was the scene of a whopper of a fish tale more than 
a century ago when two shad fishermen pulled in more than they 
bargained for. The story was featured in newspapers across the nation. 
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Figure 29: The Vinita Daily Chieftain (Vinita, Oklahoma), September 5, 1912. 

Daniel Miller and Harry Taylor, both from Gloucester, New Jersey, 
caught a “furious freak fish” in the Delaware River. The pair of shad 
fishermen set out early in the morning and before noon brought in their 
net. As they pulled it up, it became heavy and they felt a strong jerking 
motion. Unable to lift the net any higher, they tied it to the boat and 
Miller then opened it. Out jumped a creature with two rows of long, 
sharp teeth snapping furiously at him. The force of the creature lunging 
into the boat knocked Miller backwards.2 

Fortunately for Miller, the elder of the pair, his partner Harry 
Taylor came to his aid with a marlin spike and killed the monster.3 

The strange creature, netted and killed by the shad fishermen, 
measured 5 feet 4 inches head to tail. The tail was cone-shaped and 3 
feet long. The animal was covered in large overlapping scales, 1–2 
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inches long. It had 20 teeth; the front teeth were long and pointed, 
while the rest were short and jagged. The creature had 4 legs; standing, 
it was about a foot tall.4 

 
Figure 30: The Vinita Daily Chieftain (Vinita, Oklahoma), September 5, 1912. 

The monster in question certainly sounds like an alligator. 
However, witnesses did not believe that is what the animal was. It was 
described as a “cross between an alligator and a Jersey Devil.” Help in 
identifying the beast was sought from the Smithsonian Institute in 
Washington, D.C.  

I have not researched this case deeply enough to know if: 1) The 
Smithsonian analyzed the specimen; 2) If they did, what the results 
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were; 3) If the Smithsonian did not accept the task, did any other 
experts examine the creature?  

If I were a betting man, I would put my money on the creature 
being an out-of-place alligator. This answer, though it might be the 
simplest, still leaves us with a lot of unanswered questions.  

The Denton Journal (Denton, Maryland) ran a story titled, 
“Captured at Last,” which chronicled Miller and Taylor’s catch. 
According the article, the creature had a habit of roaming—it had been 
seen years earlier on the Delmarva Peninsula. The following is from the 
piece: 

It must have been an amphibious sort of an animal, for it was said to have 
roamed on land, on the Peninsula, much of the time some years ago, and 
there was much talk about it and real excitement at Greensboro; and 
even at Denton one man claimed to have seen it sitting placidly on the 
town water tank as the shades of night fell one winter evening. It has the 
marks of both an alligator and a cow; it has horns and feet, and the teeth 
of a dog, scales like a fish and a temper like that of a bull when he sees a 
red dress. 

Whatever this thing was, and as strange as it was, it pales in 
comparison to New Jersey’s most well-known monster—the Jersey 
Devil. 

The Jersey Devil 
The most famous of New Jersey’s cryptids—and one of the most well-
known cryptids of all—is the Jersey Devil. The legendary monster is 
described a bipedal creature that is capable of flight; it has leathery 
wings like a bat. Its appearance greatly resembles a kangaroo, but with 
variations. Some have claimed the creature has horns; it has a forked 
tail; it has a dog-like head and the face of a horse; the monster also 
sports cloven hooves. Like a kangaroo, it has short arms and menacing 
claws.  It is said that the Jersey Devil moves quickly and emits a blood-
curdling scream. 

Until a rash of sightings occurred in 1909, the Jersey Devil was 
known as the Leeds Devil. The legend began in 1735 at Leeds Point, a 
short distance from our destination of Atlantic City. The Leeds family 
had 12 children already, and when Deborah Leeds learned she was 
pregnant with another, she cursed the child saying something along the 
lines of “let it be the Devil.” On a stormy night, Deborah Leeds gave birth 
to her child, and in one version of the tale, the child was born normal 
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and metamorphosed into a monster. It turned into a winged creature 
with hooves and a tail; it growled and screamed; the monster killed the 
midwife and exited the house through the chimney, flying out into the 
Pine Barrens. With this, the Leeds Devil—who would come to be known 
as the Jersey Devil—was born. 
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Figure 31: This artist's depiction of the Jersey Devil appeared in the Philadelphia Bulletin in 1909. 

By the late-1700s and early-1800s the legend of the Leeds Devil 
was firmly established in southern New Jersey. Congressional Gold 
Medal recipient and hero of the Barbary Pirate Wars and the War of 
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1812, Commodore Stephen Decatur, Jr. (1779–1820), is said to have 
fired cannonballs at the winged monster to no effect.5  

Sometime after being forced to abdicate his throne in Spain, 
Napoleon Bonaparte’s brother, Joseph Bonaparte (1768–1844) came to 
America and purchased 800 acres in Bordentown, New Jersey. It was 
here that the dethroned monarch would allegedly have an encounter 
with the Leeds Devil. According to the story, Bonaparte was hunting 
alone on his property and happened upon some strange tracks in the 
snow. The tracks were similar to a donkey—if it were walking on only 
two of its legs! The tracks ended suddenly; the abrupt halt of the trail 
made it seem as if whatever left the tracks suddenly took to the air. 
Bonaparte heard a hissing sound and spotted a winged creature with a 
horse-like head. Paralyzed with fear, he did not think to shoot at the 
monster, and it continued to hiss and flew away. Later that day, 
Bonaparte informed a friend of what had occurred while he was hunting 
and was told that he had an encounter with the infamous Leeds Devil.6 

The following is from the Elkhart Sentinel (Elkhart, Indiana) in their 
October 15, 1887 edition: 

“Here is the Leeds Devil turned up again, sure!” exclaimed an old resident 
of Burlington County, N. J., looking up in great astonishment from a local 
paper he as reading. The following paragraph prompted the exclamation:  

Something new in the bird line was seen by F. B. Phelps of Mulberry, 
S. C. It had the head of the owl, with tremendous black eyes. Its face 
looked like a monkey’s with white cheeks and black streak over each eye, 
the rest of the head inclined to gray, with black dots near the end of each 
feather. The body was covered with a beautiful plumage. Whenever he 
went near it would give a most, unearthly yell that frightened the dogs. It 
whipped it every dog on the place.  

“That thing,’’ said the colonel, “is not a bird nor an animal, but it is 
the Leeds Devil, according to the description, and it was born over in 
Evasham, Burlington County, a hundred years ago. There is no mistake 
about it. I never saw the horrible critter myself, but I can remember well 
when it was roaming around in Evasham woods fifty years ago, and when 
it was hunted by men and dogs and shot at by the best marksmen there 
were in all South Jersey but could not be killed. There isn’t a family in 
Burlington or any of the adjoining counties that does not know of the 
Leeds Devil, and it was the bugaboo to frighten children with when I was 
a boy… 

Throughout the 1800s there were various livestock killings, strange 
tracks were found, and hideous screams were heard in the Pine Barrens. 
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These occurrences not only kept the legend alive but helped to fuel it. 
In 1909, though, the monster would step into the mainstream as 
encounters were being reported by the hundreds by various newspaper 
outlets throughout the nation.  

For about a week in January 1909, the Jersey Devil went on a 
rampage. The monster terrorized passengers aboard a trolley in 
Haddon Heights. Witnesses claimed the strange creature looked like a 
flying kangaroo. Spectators aboard a trolley car in Burlington saw the 
devil make its way across the tracks. In Camden, the Jersey Devil 
attacked a social club gathering late at night and was even fired on by 
police officers. During the monster’s week-long rampage, livestock, 
especially chickens, were being slaughtered by something.7 

Sightings of the Jersey Devil even spilled over into the neighboring 
states of Pennsylvania and Delaware. In fact, reports of the Jersey Devil 
spread as far as western Maryland. The Lewisburg Journal (Lewisburg, 
Pennsylvania) reported the following on January 29, 1909: 

Last Thursday evening, shortly after ten, o'clock, as County Treasurer 
Ammon J. Steese and Recorder Francis T. Baker were leaving the court 
house, their attention was attracted to a peculiar fluttering in the sky 
overhead, accompanied by a most unearthly guttural sound. Glancing 
upward, they noticed a dark object passing through the sky, its course 
being northward over the town, and It soon disappeared. The hour being 
late one and no moon, the two gentlemen were scarcely able to note its 
outline in the darkness. The appearance of the “devil” bird in Jersey being 
in their minds, these two county officials at once realized that is was the 
self-same mystery or a mate on its migrations. It is needless to say that 
the two officials were in somewhat an excited state of mind when they 
arrived down in the business portion and would not be convinced by their 
friends that they were ‘sein’ things. “The "devil” was evidently on its way 
up the river, for it was reported a day or two later to be in Williamsport. 

In much the same way that the Snallygaster of 1920s central 
Maryland lore forced residents indoors after dark, the Jersey Devil did 
the same. According to an article published by the Central New Jersey 
Home News on January 28, 1909, young women in the in township of 
Sayersville were afraid to travel the streets after dark fearing the 
monster might make an appearance there. Other reports stated that 
parents were refusing to send their children to school and workers were 
even afraid to leave their homes to report to their places of 
employment! 
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The Jersey Devil saga reached the point of hysteria in 1909, with 
armed posses being formed to kill or apprehend the creature. Of 
course, the Jersey Devil was not caught or killed.  

Predictably, there were the usual folks who capitalized on the 
hysteria and perpetrated hoaxes on the public. A showman claimed to 
have captured the Jersey Devil which he called an “Australian Vampire.” 
The vampire was actually a kangaroo that had fake wings attached. A 
farmer in Pennsylvania also claimed to have captured the creature. This 
story, too, was a hoax—there was no Jersey Devil in the farmer’s barn. 
Ridiculing the entire Jersey Devil saga was the Philadelphia Zoo who 
offered a $10,000 reward for the capture of the beast. The reward went 
unclaimed.  

Although there have not been reports of the Jersey Devil with the 
frequency and intensity of the 1909 sightings since the fateful week, 
encounters with the beast never stopped. In 1927, a taxi driver in Salem 
City told police that a winged creature was pounding on the roof of the 
cab as he was changing a tire.8 It should be noted that other cryptid 
researchers have placed this report in their Bigfoot files. There is a lot 
of crossover in the world of cryptozoology and a lot of guesswork takes 
place. Even creatures described as lizard men are sometimes 
categorized as mistaken bigfoots.  

 Another reward was offered for the Jersey Devil in 1960. After 
tracks were discovered and strange noises were heard around Mays 
Landing, a group of merchants offered the bounty. The UPI reported: 

The legendary Jersey Devil is now worth $10,000 cash. The Broadway 
Improvement Association, Association, a group of merchants here, said 
they will pay that much for a live Jersey Devil, a mysterious creature which 
has “haunted” different localities for years. The latest reported 
appearance of the “devil” was in the woods near Mays Landing. Residents 
of the area reported hearing strange screams and said they found widely-
spaced animal tracks in woods. Noises were hoots of owls and screeches 
of hawks, and the tracks were those of a leaping rabbit. But the 
merchants say they'll pay $10,000 for a live “devil” if there is one and may 
even build a zoo for it.9 

The money went unclaimed. 
There have been a number of reports over the years of park 

rangers and wildlife officials spotted something eerily reminiscent of 
the Jersey Devil and sightings continue into the present day. The 
question is, what is the Jersey Devil? 
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There are any number of explanations offered for the existence (or 
non-existence) of the Jersey Devil. Some of these include: boogeyman 
stories to scare children; out of place animals such as kangaroos, 
sandhill cranes, circus escapees, or some other type of exotic animal; 
urban legends; and maybe most popularly, local hatred for the Leeds 
family. 

The Leeds were hated British loyalists who clashed with the local 
Quaker community. Daniel Leeds (1651–1720) came to America in 1677 
and settled in Burlington. Leeds himself was a Quaker but was 
ostracized for his writings. Leeds published an almanac, which would 
later become a direct competitor to Benjamin Franklin’s Poor Richard’s 
Almanac. The astrology in his books were considered to be “too pagan” 
and the conservative Quaker community were unable to tolerate his 
work. Leeds doubled down and continued to enflame the Quakers with 
his writings and eventually converted to Anglicanism and published 
anti-Quaker tracts. To make matters worse, when Leed’s son, Titan, 
took over the family almanac business, he began printing the family’s 
crest on the masthead. The crest was a wyvern, a mythical two-legged 
dragon with a barbed tail that looked like a devil of sorts.  

According to many who have studied the subject, it was nothing 
more than good old Colonial-era feuding, exacerbated (naturally) by 
politics and religion that gave birth to the Jersey Devil. The Leeds family 
crest probably didn't help matters either. Maybe this is the most 
plausible explanation—except for one thing: how do you explain all of 
the eyewitness sightings including those into the present day? 

Wooo-Wooo 
While we are on the subject of winged cryptids, there is another 
creature that warrants our attention—the Wooo-Wooo. The creature 
in question is thought to be some sort of giant, yet-to-be-identified 
species of owl. This cryptid is a bit of a “one-off” as there are few reports 
and little to go on, although similar encounters have occurred in other 
parts of the country. The Wooo-Wooo is also a good distance from our 
path to Atlantic City. Reports of the creature come from northwestern 
New Jersey, but I reason that if some sort of flying cryptid has been 
reported there, it could easily make its way down to the pines of 
southern New Jersey.  

Being the smart reader that you are, I’m sure you have already 
deduced that the creature takes its name from its distinct call: WOOoo–
WOOoo–WOOoo. Famed zoologist and fortean researcher Ivan T. 
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Sanderson (1911–1973) and two colleagues had an unforgettable 
experience at his home in Columbia, New Jersey. The typical noises of 
the outdoors grew silent and suddenly WOOoo–WOOoo–WOOoo cries 
were heard by the three men. The sound got closer and grew louder—
almost painfully loud. The creature sounded as if it were flying along the 
Kittatinny Ridge. A second call was heard on the other side of the 
Delaware River in neighboring Pennsylvania.10  

This single report seems to be the only one (that I am aware of, but 
there could be more) regarding the Wooo-Wooo. Interestingly, across 
the river in Pennsylvania, there have long been reports of something 
similar dubbed “the Hooter” that has been heard by hikers and hunters 
making similar sounds. 

I find the Wooo-Wooo account(s) to be interesting especially in 
light of the long history of “Booger Owls” that were reported by settlers 
throughout America in the early days of the nation. There are also 
Iroquois legends of “flying heads” that could be interpreted as some 
sort of giant species of owl. Additionally, Apache legends speak of Big 
Owl, a villainous giant sometimes depicted in human form and other 
times represented as a large owl capable of carrying children away. This 
is interesting, particularly when taking the Booger Owl legends into 
account. Booger Owls were said to carry away both livestock and 
children.  

There is a theory that was proposed by the late cryptozoologist 
Mark A. Hall (1946–2016) that intrigues me; he believed an 
undiscovered species of giant owl might inhabit portions of North 
America. He pointed to a giant owl, Ornimegalonyx, now extinct, that 
measured close to four feet in height. Fossilized remains have been 
found in Cuba dating to the Late Pleistocene period (126,000 to 11,700 
years ago).  

Is it possible that there are surviving undiscovered remnants of this 
giant species of owl? If so, could Hall’s theory explain the Wooo-Wooo? 
Taking things, a step further, could this also explain other owl-like 
cryptids such as Britain’s Owlman of Cornwall or even the infamous 
Mothman of Point Pleasant, West Virginia? 

Bigfoot in the Pine Barrens 
We have discussed the Pine Barrens at length and their place in the 
world of cryptozoology, folklore, and the paranormal as the home of 
the Jersey Devil. The Jersey Devil isn’t the only large cryptid lurking in 
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the shadows of the pines; no, there is enough room in the Pine Barrens 
for more than one elusive creature. This is where Bigfoot comes in.  

The Bigfoot Field Research Organization (BFRO) has several bigfoot 
sightings listed in their database that occurred in the Pine Barrens. 
Report #13515 took place on December 27, 2005 and is classified as a 
Class A sighting. Recall, Class A reports are first-hand accounts where 
misidentification of known animals can be ruled out and the potential 
for misinterpretation is low. The following is from the report: 

This sighting had happened when me and my girlfriend were driving on 
one of the dirt trails off Route 72. We had just gotten on the trail and I 
wanted to stop for a second. After being stopped for a few minutes, I 
looked up and noticed my girlfriend looked like she had just seen a ghost. 
She said that she just saw something tall and light brown walk across the 
road we were on. So, I said it was probably just a deer or something.  

I got out and looked around, and I saw some bushes moving and 
heard some rustling. As soon as I turned my head I saw this face of an 
animal about 6 feet high looking straight at me through this big pile of 
brush. The face itself was black but the hair was a dark sandy to light 
brown color. It looked like the face of an ape. The hair on the top of its 
head was somewhat long. 

After looking at it for a few seconds I shook my head to see if I had 
seen what I thought I had, while I was doing so the animal had run away. 
I saw it running for a second but then I turned back to my car and got in. 
Once I was in I asked her what she thought she saw. She said that it was 
the same thing she had seen when we went camping six months prior to 
this.  

We went camping near Tuckerton, but we had taken a detour to 
Apple Pie Hill. There is a ranger lookout tower there, so went to the top 
and she looked down and said what the hell is that. I pointed my flashlight 
in the direction but didn't see anything. She said she saw something 
running in front of the tower and it looked like the same thing she had 
seen. But once I had gotten back into my car I looked around for it again 
but didn't see it. So, I put my window down and started driving, I could 
hear something running toward my car, so I stopped and turned off my 
car again. I still heard something coming my way, it sounded like a human 
or something running on two feet as opposed to an animal on 4 feet 
galloping through the woods. After a few minutes of listening she was 
getting nervous, so I had turned around and headed home.11 

BFRO investigator Mike Aragona spoke to both witnesses 
independently and further details from the conversations can be found 
in the full report in the BFRO database. He also visited the area twice 
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with two other investigators. On both occasions, signs of possible 
sasquatch activity were observed in the form of stick structures and 
broken tree limbs.12 

There is a long history in the Pine Barrens of strange encounters in 
which witnesses have heard terrible screams—the kind of screams 
often associated with bigfoot reports. These represent Class B 
encounters, and several have been documented in the BFRO database. 
The following encounters took place in the Pine Barrens and were 
reported to the BFRO: In 1997, campers heard loud terrible screams; 
hikers in 1991 heard high-pitched screams; in 1980, several bowhunters 
reported high-pitched screams.13  

In the spring of 2013, a camper in the Pine Barrens was intimidated 
by something in the woods to the point of shooting his gun at it. While 
walking through the woods in the middle of the night, something large 
and bipedal was following him. This continued until a large tree branch 
was thrown at him. With this, the frightened man fired his weapon in 
the direction of the creature, at which point it quickly ran away.14 

In the 1950s, a bigfoot, or group of bigfoots, may have terrorized a 
group of girl scouts, and later, a group of boy scouts. According to BFRO 
report #45647: 

We were a scout troop of about 20 girls ages 8-10 and 3 camp counselors. 
The camp counselors had prepared a huge pot of spaghetti and meat balls 
for our dinner the first night there… This was in the month of June I 
believe so it was hot and very dry, clear night, moon shine everywhere 
after it got dark. 

Well, it wasn't long after we made a camp fire and started unpacking 
our gear that the counselor came around very upset, saying the huge pot 
of spaghetti and meatballs was missing, no one had any idea where it was, 
she had placed it with other gear near the fire and it just disappeared. So, 
no dinner that night. She had us all come around the fire, so she could 
keep an eye on us, do head counts. Then, it started, the thrashing of the 
bushes just past the campsite in the woods around us, it circled around 
and around, then tree knocking over and over again, then loud whistling, 
not a bird, something with a large lung capacity, long eerie sounds. They 
were, first on one side of the campsite then on the other, like they were 
communicating with each other. The counselors decided we were all to 
stay right near the fire where they could do head counts, everyone was 
very afraid. We were told to stay in our sleeping bags all around the fire 
and not move or leave our sleeping bags. Across the lake there was a boy 
scout troop camping at the same time. The counselors called across the 
lake, not a big lake, for them to come across and help us. The boy scouts 
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and counselors did and sat with us at the fire and listened to the 
continuing knocking sounds and whistling and thrashing. It was not a 
prank. The boy scouts were afraid just like we were and decided we 
weren't to leave until daybreak because it would be too dangerous to hike 
back through the woods to the cars. There were no cell phones back then, 
so everyone had to wait until we could run through the woods to the cars 
and get to a phone to report this. The boy scout counselor did that and 
the State Police were arriving as we drove away and out of the park at 
about 5:30am. My mother told me first that I was never going camping 
again, and second that the police told the girl scout counselor that they 
found nothing anywhere around the campsites or in the woods, the 
spaghetti was never found. Back then, you would attribute such things 
happening to the jersey devil, but in this case, I would have to say after 
all the information today, that it was a bigfoot or a couple bigfoots who 
just did not want us there. It also made no sense to think that it was a 
human or humans who wanted us out of there, if a human had stolen the 
food, he would have gone far away so not to be caught, certainly not 
scare us so bad all night long so that we would call the police.15 

After a period of ongoing bigfoot activity around their home, a 
mother and daughter from Camden County had an actual sighting of a 
strange creature. BFRO report # 51500 states: 

Having heard knocks and whoops between now and last spring I know we 
heard a scream/howl/whoop at 2 in the morning last night. My adult 
daughter and myself have also seen a Bigfoot crossing the road going 
down the side of our home. The whoop/scream last night was in our 
backyard. Wharton State forest is at our property line.16 

Further details were supplied regarding the location of the 
sighting: 

We live in the woods with houses spattered down the street. Not very 
rural, there is a state forest in back yard, with a creek running thru about 
400 yards back. On a side note...we have NO skunks or rabbits now for 
about 5 years. None.17 

These are but a few reports from the Pine Barrens region, and only 
reports plucked from the BRFO database. There are other databases, 
other reporting sites, and word of mouth. The vast majority of cases are 
never reported, and many are never spoken of—even to family 
members or close friends.  
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Big Red Eye 
There is a Bigfoot variant native to New Jersey that warrants mention 
in this book—Big Red Eye. Like the Wooo-Wooo discussed earlier, 
reports of Big Red Eye are from northwestern New Jersey; however, it 
didn’t feel right to not include Big Red Eye in this book. If this were any 
other variety of Bigfoot—say a different color or difference in height—
I would not feel the need to include it. However, Big Red Eye takes its 
name, obviously, from its red eyes—glowing red eyes. That, I think, 
warrants its place within these pages. 

An eyewitness from 1991 had this to say about their Big Red Eye 
encounter: 

I knew it wasn’t a bear, it was too lean and upright; it was humanoid. It 
had been there the whole time, watching our approach. There was no 
noise, otherwise we would have heard something big crashing through all 
the underbrush. It was tall and shaggy with red eyes. The eyes were 
glowing red from reflected light, not glowing like LED lights. It just stood 
there motionless, arms hanging limply at its sides. It didn’t seem to have 
any bad intentions, it was just creepy. Then of course, we ran and did not 
look back. I don’t care what anybody says, I know what I saw. That is 
something you don’t forget, I definitely did not go back to that spot 
anytime soon.18 

Big Red Eye as we know today, seems to have gotten its start in the 
1970s along New Jersey’s Kittatinny Ridge. This is when former forest 
ranger Tom Card had his encounter. Card said: “I’ve spent my whole life 
in the woods and I’ve never heard anything like it. When I first heard it, 
I thought it was a siren in the distance but then I heard it again. I saw 
two guys running down the road. I was like, ‘This isn’t good.’”19 

During a 2-week span in 1977, an area in Sussex County 
experienced frightening sounds that began around 2:00am and lasted 
until about daybreak. Also, there were a rash of occurrences in which 
pet rabbits were inexplicably killed. Police blamed bears for the attacks, 
but the local newspaper pushed a “monster on the loose” narrative. 
Maybe the newspaper was right; perhaps Big Red Eye is still on the 
prowl. 

Hippety-hop 
What if I told you that a little north of our route to Atlantic City there 
are large rabbits? And, by large rabbits, I mean rabbits that reach 4 ½ 
feet in height? Sound crazy? Well, the National Cryptid Society's Case 
#39 states exactly that: 
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In 1954, I had just turned 14.  I was waiting for the school bus at 6:45 AM 
by our house in the country which was across the road from a holly farm. 
At that time before they planted hollies it was mostly weeds along the 
road but, sweet potatoes in the rest of the field. 

I glanced over at the 10+ acre field in front of me and there sat what 
appeared to be a huge “rabbit”. It was brown, and I was roughly 10 to 15 
feet from it. I had seen hares before this was not a hare; besides, hares 
hadn’t been seen in that part of New Jersey in 40 years. 

This creature was sitting on its haunches and stood nearly 4 and a 
half feet tall. It just watched me for several minutes and; then, it just 
disappeared! It did not hop away. 

I wasn’t frightened; I had a strange feeling of peace. I had such a 
calm, peaceful feeling. It was almost as if it was reassuring me it was not 
unreal, that is the only way I can explain it. 

No one else ever saw it and my family lived there for over 25 years… 
to this day I wonder what it really was and where it came from.20 

As crazy as the report might sound, the NCS noted several other 
instances of abnormally large rabbits in their report. For instance, in 
1976, a rabbit the size of a deer was reported in the United Kingdom; 
there have been several reports of rabbits reaching 4–5 feet in height 
in Ontario; a California man spotted rabbits 4 feet in height in Placer 
County in the 1960s.21  

Renowned cryptozoology and paranormal author Linda Godfrey 
commented on the NCS case and stated that she had received a similar 
report from Michigan’s Upper Peninsula. She also noted that in her 
book, Monsters of Wisconsin, she recounted several instances of 
kangaroos on the loose.22 This really takes us into a cryptid category that 
is a bit lesser known to the layman—Phantom Kangaroos. 

This cryptid category—Phantom Kangaroos—may be a very real 
phenomenon. There might be more to it than mere phantoms or 
apparitions hopping around—there could be an actual physical 
element—a flesh-and-blood animal could be behind the sightings. It is 
not outside the realm of possibility that a small, hidden population of 
kangaroos are alive and well thousands of miles from their native land—
you read that right; there may be a breeding population of kangaroos 
in North America! 

Kangaroos are able to survive throughout most of the United 
States—even in winter. If they have a fall season to adjust to the 
dropping temperatures and to grow a thick coat, kangaroos are able to 
thrive in cold weather as long as there are not prolonged periods of 
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deep snow. There are many ways for kangaroos to make their way into 
the wild and establish small colonies: some escape from private 
collections; others have bolted from circuses; some have left the 
confines of a zoo; I would imagine there are some that have been 
released into the wild—or escaped without being reported to the 
authorities—from collectors who were not properly licensed. There is 
enough evidence to believe that some of these kangaroos remain at 
large. Some may have even reproduced. Consider this account from the 
50th state: 

Kangaroo are roaming the hills back of Honolulu where none was ever 
seen before 1916. In that year a male and female kangaroo escaped from 
a private menagerie here and the other clay they were seen In the Oahu 
foothills with a family of three lit tie kangaroo in their train. So far, no 
effort has been made to capture the animals.23 

Even if you are hesitant to accept the idea that a secret population 
of kangaroos exist, there is no denying that the animals occasionally get 
loose from private collections, zoos, etc. and when they do, they create 
quite an uproar throughout the communities they go hopping through! 
These out of place animals can, at times, be mistaken for cryptids such 
as dogmen, devil monkeys, “phantom” kangaroos, strange creatures 
such as the Jersey Devil, and more. 

In the 1960s, a couple of noteworthy kangaroo incidents occurred. 
A kangaroo escaped from a circus in Hagerstown, Maryland in 1960. It 
was observed hoping through a shopping center parking lot. The 
kangaroo was captured in a nearby field after giving birth to a joey.24 
After a “six-day fling,” an escaped kangaroo was captured in Fort 
Wayne, Indiana in 1965.25  

One of the best examples of an out-of-place kangaroo took place 
in 1974 in Chicago. After discovering a loose kangaroo in the city, police 
officers corralled it in an alley. However, the animal escaped after 
becoming aggressive. The following month, a kangaroo, presumably the 
same one, was spotted in Indiana.26 A kangaroo was seen by a man in 
Illinois in 1976. Perhaps it was the mischievous escapee from Chicago 
that got loose more than a year earlier. At any rate, the witness called 
the police to report the incident, but they failed to locate the fugitive.27 

A little closer to our travel route, across the border from New 
Jersey in Staten Island, an illegally kept kangaroo escaped from a home 
and was seen bouncing down the streets. Videos of the event can be 
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viewed on YouTube. The story has a sad ending; the animal died 
recently in a New Jersey zoo. 

Police in New Jersey’s Raritan Township received a strange call in 
2009. A caller reported a dead kangaroo on the side of the road. Two 
wallabies, named Wally and Polly were killed when they tried to escape 
from their pens.28 

The following kangaroo report, also from New Jersey, tells us of 
some illegally kept kangaroos that freed themselves: 

One of the department's bear information coordinators, Lt. Karen Sullivan 
said at the Nov. 10 Chatham Borough Council meeting that the police had 
received a report that someone had seen a kangaroo. 

At 11:28 a.m. on Friday, Nov. 7, Chatham Borough Police officers 
responded to the area of Red Road and Hillside Avenue on the report of 
a young kangaroo. 

According to Police Chief John Drake, the six-month-old kangaroo 
was the pet of 16-year-old borough resident Kazuki Iizuka. 

“He has a younger sister who had opened the door at which time 
the kangaroo escaped,” said Drake. 

The State of New Jersey does not permit the housing of exotic 
animals in a residential area like the borough. Officers took the kangaroo, 
which Drake described as 22-24 inches high, to St. Hubert's Animal 
Hospital. 

“They grow rather large and they do have some aggressive 
tendencies,” said Drake. 

The chief said the family was cooperative. Last week they were 
examining permits to see which they might be able to obtain in order to 
keep the animal. 

St. Hubert's kept the animal for a little over a week. On Monday, 
animal hospital spokesman David Plaskow said the kangaroo was no 
longer staying at St. Hubert's. 

“The kangaroo has been transferred,” said Plaskow. “He's now in 
the hands of licensed rehabilitators who can take care of his needs. He's 
doing fine, and we're happy he's in good hands.”29 

There once was a theme park named Jungle Habitat located in 
West Milford, New Jersey. The park was in operation from 1972–1976. 
Before it closed, it is said that exotic animals, such as monkeys and 
kangaroos, were released into the wild. To this day, there are reports of 
creatures matching monkey and kangaroo descriptions being spotted in 
the surrounding forests. 
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Various Other Land-dwelling Cryptids 
There are places in New Jersey that are home to animals that “do not 
exist in New Jersey.” These are animals such as cougars and black 
panthers; they are particularly reported in the Pine Barrens and 
northwestern New Jersey.  

Cougar sightings are more common than most people think in New 
Jersey, and throughout the Mid-Atlantic, for that matter. Although the 
eastern puma was recently declared extinct, no one bothered to tell the 
pumas this—people continue seeing them. Wildlife officials are quick to 
dismiss such claims, and when a report does come forward that cannot 
be refuted, western pumas that have wandered far outside their range 
are blamed. And this may be. Maybe western pumas have expanded 
their range and established small breeding colonies throughout the 
eastern United States. I am not a wildlife biologist and I am not an 
expert or any type of authority when it comes to cougars. But, I do know 
this: there are too many eyewitness reports, too many photographs and 
videos, and too much physical evidence in the form of tracks to 
conclude that there is anything other than a small population of 
cougars—whether they are lingering remnants or newcomers from the 
west—in the eastern United States, including rural stretches of New 
Jersey. 

The black panther reports that come out of rural New Jersey are a 
little harder to explain, but, again, this phenomenon is more common 
and more widespread than you may think. Sightings of mysterious black 
cats are actually quite common in the Appalachians, especially in West 
Virginia, Pennsylvania, and the Great Smoky Mountains. History’s 
MonsterQuest did an episode in 2007 about the phenomenon and 
visited Franklin, West Virginia where black panther sightings were 
taking place; one of the encounters was captured on video. 

One of the most-often used tactics to dismiss black panther 
sightings is to claim that witnesses are misidentifying other known 
animals. Probably the favorite known animal that skeptics point to is 
the standard black housecat. I believe this is a ridiculous explanation 
that insults the intelligence of witnesses. Skeptics also claim that 
witnesses are misidentifying black Labrador retrievers. I only wish 
debunkers would use a little more imagination when refuting black 
panther reports. 

I have long believed that cougars are to blame for the large, black 
cat sightings in the Appalachians and beyond. Though cougars are tan 
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in color, I wonder if perhaps a melanistic gene has evolved in certain 
colonies of Appalachian cougars. Melanism is the development of dark-
colored pigment in the skin or hair; it is the opposite of albinism. It is 
important to note that melanism has not been observed in cougars. 
However, as far as I know, it is not outside the realm of possibility for 
melanism to occur in cougars. Though I cannot offer any support for my 
belief, it makes much more sense to me than the suggestion that people 
are mistaking domesticated dogs and cats for black panthers. 

There are many other land-dwelling cryptids in New Jersey that we 
could discuss if time allowed. However, before moving on, a quick 
mention of the New Jersey Vegetable Monster is in order. This creature, 
if it ever existed at all, has little evidence to support its existence. In 
fact, New Jersey Vegetable Monster is a term used within the 
cryptozoology community to describe a report that is so “out there” 
that no one could possibly believe it. The addition of the New Jersey 
Vegetable Monster to the lexicon comes from a sighting by an elderly 
gentleman who was severely intoxicated. The man claimed to see a 
large humanoid that resembled a stalk of broccoli. Unsurprisingly, the 
encounter occurred in the Pine Barrens.  

As ridiculous as a “broccoli man” sounds, there is another case that 
comes to mind from West Virginia that might be even more absurd—
and in this instance, the witness was sober. It is the case of the 
Vegetable Man and was reported by the UFO author and researcher 
Gray Barker (1925–1984) in his book, Men in Black: The Secret Terror 
Among Us. 

The story begins when Jennings H. Frederick of Rivesville, West 
Virginia was in the woods hunting. Jennings heard a high-pitched 
telepathic message asking for help which seemed to say: “You need not 
fear me, I wish to communicate. I come as friends. We know of you all…I 
wish medical assistance. I need your help.” From there, the story took 
an even weirder—and terrifying—turn. Frederick stuck his hand in his 
pocket to retrieve his handkerchief, but realized it was tangled in 
thorns. He removed his hand from his pocket to realize his arm was 
attached to a strange hand. The hand was green and had three long 
fingers with suction cups and needle-like tips. The hand tightened its 
grip on Frederick’s arm to the point of puncturing a blood vessel. 

 The creature, who had tricked Frederick into coming near with its 
telepathic message, had yellow eyes that it used to put Frederick into a 
trance and temporarily paralyze him. The paralysis lasted for about a 
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minute during which time the creature presumably received a blood 
transfusion. The creature then released Frederick and departed into the 
woods. 

As unusual as the “blood transfusion” seems to be, the description 
of the being is even more perplexing. It had a “stalk-like” appearance, 
as if it were a giant plant. It also had “semi-human facial features” and 
pointed ears. When the creature left Frederick and disappeared into the 
forest, it moved with 25-foot strides! 

Sea Serpents 
Being a coastal state, it is only natural that there are accounts of sea 
serpents swimming off the coast of New Jersey. Cape May, just to the 
south of Atlantic City, has a history of a sea serpent aptly dubbed the 
Cape May Sea Serpent. Some used to address the mysterious sea 
serpent in a much more formal manner, calling the monster “His 
Lordship.” The following dispatch, regarding His Lordship, the Cape May 
Sea Serpent, went out to various news outlets in April 1855: 

Philadelphia, April 19—A Sea Serpent— 

A dispatch received here from Cape May, says that a sea serpent, 100 feet 
long, was seen there yesterday. An expedition has gone out in pursuit of 
him. A reward of $1,000 has been offered for his capture.30 

Sightings of a sea monster near Cape May became so common in 
the late-1800s and into the early-1900s that its appearance became an 
annual event marking the end of winter. The Los Angeles Times said in 
their March 23, 1902 edition: 

It’s nearly time for the annual spring glimpse of the Cape May sea serpent. 

Strange carcasses have washed up on the beaches around Cape 
May over the years which fueled the sea serpent legends. In November 
1921, a decomposing carcass weighing 15 tons washed ashore leading 
some to think a sea monster had died. A smaller variety of sea serpent 
washed up on a beach at Sewell’s Point in 1937: 

A veritable sea serpent was washed ashore up on Swell’s Point yesterday. 
The discoverers thought it to be a log that had been stranded, but closer 
examination showed that they were wrong. It measured eleven and one-
half feet long and two feet thick. Course, thick hair covers its shark-like 
skin, and it has a large mouth with sharp, cutting teeth.31 
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Cape May does not have a monopoly on sea serpent sightings; they 
have occurred all along the coastline of the Garden State. Take this 
account from Ashbury Park, for instance: 

A dragon headed sea serpent has been reported as seen near Ashbury 
Park by several Newark visitors.32 

Reports of a sea serpent are also attributed to Henry Hudson’s 
ship, The Half Moon.33 Hudson and his crew were in present-day New 
Jersey when something strange was observed by sailors aboard a long 
boat while they were exploring Barnegat Bay. The incident, which 
occurred in September 1609, is recorded in the log of The Half Moon. 
According to the sailors, they saw a creature which had “three humps 
and a snake’s head.” As is common with modern-day sightings, the 
animal moved swiftly in the water. The witnesses claimed that the 
serpentine beast moved with the speed of a small boat.34 

This was not the only time that Henry Hudson’s crew saw 
something bizarre—something extraordinary. During Hudson’s second 
attempt at finding a northeastern passage, two members of his crew 
reported seeing a mermaid. Thomas Hilles and Robert Raynar saw the 
creature off the coast of Novaya Zemlya, an archipelago in the Arctic 
Ocean, bordered to the west by the Barents Sea and to the east by the 
Kara Sea. The two sailors described the mermaid as having long black 
hair and white skin. The creature was human-sized, with the back and 
breasts of a woman. When the mermaid dove into the water, the pair 
observed that it had a tail much like that of a porpoise.35 

Barnegat Bay has had its share of sea serpent sightings over the 
years including a hoax: 

Frank Freeman, the general manager of the Phipps Estate, was seated 
comfortably in his Island Beach home on a foggy Sunday afternoon. 
Suddenly a monstrous shape emerged from the water just outside the 
living room window. 

He yelled to his wife who entered the room ostensibly to calm him 
down. She screamed as she saw the monster writhing just a few yards 
away. She didn't faint as her husband sprinted from the house. He had 
suddenly remembered that he had given some officers from the 
Lakehurst Naval Air Station permission to have a picnic along the beach. 
He had ghastly visions of the serpent devouring part of the Navy while 
they were swimming 

He brought his car to a sudden stop near the picnic grounds and ran 
breathlessly toward the group of officers, their wives and children. 



Atlantic City Road Trip 
 

109 
 

He stopped horrified as he saw the ugly monster among them 
leering maliciously with shining eyes. Freeman thought he saw smoke 
coming from its nostrils. He turned slightly and saw Lt. Commander 
Reichelderfer fondling the monster, pulling playfully on its tongue. 

Leaning against a nearby tree was Commander CE Rosendahl, 
convulsed with laughter and Lt. Commander G.H. Mills was rolling in the 
dirt violently laughing. 

Manager Freeman's questions were soon answered when the 
serpent was dragged up on a shore. Members of the dirigible crew had 
made it from odd pieces of rubberized cloth discarded from blimps and 
balloons. Thus ended the tale of the Sea Serpent of Barnegat Bay.36 

An entire book could be written concerning the rich history of sea 
monster sightings in the waters of New Jersey. I believe you get the 
point—there have been a lot of reports! And, just from the brief amount 
of time I have spent discussing New Jersey’s cryptids, I think you can see 
that New Jersey has a lot to offer the cryptozoology buff.  
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New Jersey Haunts 

As if driving through the Pine Barrens, with its haunting presence and 
the tales of monsters that call it home isn’t chilling enough, we have 
some bonafide haunted locations along our route that warrant our 
attention. Once we reach our destination, Atlantic City, there are 
several haunts in the immediate vicinity.  

The Gloucester County Jail 
There is a haunted jail not far off our route that is one of the few places 
in this book that I haven’t visited in person. I have driven by it, but that’s 
as close as I have gotten. 

The Gloucester County Jail, in Woodbury, closed a few years ago 
but the spirits of some of its former inmates linger on. When I first 
became aware that the former jail was haunted, I was intrigued. It 
doesn’t fit the mold for what I think of when haunted jails come to 
mind. The four-story building opened in the 1980s and looks like the 
typical nondescript government building. Inside, the cells are equipped 
with solid doors rather than bars. The Gloucester County Jail is a far cry 
from my favorite haunted prison, the West Virginia State Penitentiary 
in Moundsville. The West Virginia State Penitentiary features gothic 
architecture and is a massive, sprawling complex complete with 
battlements and turrets. It just looks haunted, like something from a 
horror movie; it feels intimidating; it casts a gloom over the entire 
surrounding area. Not so with the Gloucester County Jail, it looks like 
any other boring, functional government building. Having spent my 
entire adult life working in Northern Virginia, believe me, I have seen 
my share of nondescript government buildings.   

Though the Gloucester County Jail does not project the same 
imposing presence as the prison in Moundville—in fact, today it 
functions as the Gloucester County Justice Center—jail is still jail. Like 
any other place where many people have been confined for long 
periods of time against their will, a sense of sadness permeates the 
walls and a heavy feeling of hopelessness lingers on. 

The jail operated for 30 years and housed about 300 inmates at 
any given time. During its three decades of operation, 12 suicides 
occurred in the jail along with a couple of accidental deaths. One of the 
accidental deaths happened when an inmate died of a drug overdose 
after a bag of narcotics burst that he was smuggling in his rectum. 
Another death occurred when a handcuffed prisoner asphyxiated after 
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he was placed in an awkward position in his cell and was unable to 
move. Much unexplained activity has been reported from his former 
cell.37   

Former employees and inmates have recounted strange activity in 
certain cells, the medical wing, and common areas. However, 
paranormal activity has been observed throughout the building. People 
have reported being touched; voices and other strange sounds have 
been heard; objects seem to move on their own; strange shadows and 
apparitions have also been spotted.38  

Shortly after the jail closed its doors and relocated its inmates to 
facilities elsewhere, a local paranormal team was allowed to conduct an 
investigation inside the facility. During the course of their investigation, 
they observed strange activity and captured several unexplainable 
voices on audio.39 

The Dr. Jonathan Pitney Home 
Dr. Jonathan Pitney (1797–1869) is known as the “Father of Atlantic 
City.” For good reason—perhaps no one else was as instrumental in the 
development of the area. Pitney brought the railroad to Absecon Island 
by promoting a medical retreat on the island. With the backing of 
investors from Philadelphia, the Camden and Atlantic Railroad opened 
in 1854 bringing a line to Atlantic City from Camden. 

Dr. Pitney lived in a home in Absecon from 1833 until his death in 
1869 and many believe that his spirit might linger on in the house. It is 
also believed that Pitney’s wife, Caroline, might also have stayed in the 
house after she died. Supposedly, as Pitney was dying, he said to his 
wife, “I want you to stay here forever.” Maybe she took his request to 
heart. Of course, there could be any number of spirits in the home; it 
was built in the 1700s and several families have passed through at one 
time or another. 

Today, the historic home operates as a bed and breakfast and 
many guests have experienced paranormal encounters during their 
stay. Caroline’s room is said to be the most haunted, with reports of 
doors slamming, orbs being captured in photographs, and the presence 
of a spirit floating in the room.40 One of the creepiest reports from 
Caroline’s room comes from a woman who was lying on the bed when 
she saw two men walk through the room and suddenly vanish.41   

Jonathan Pitney’s room is supposedly the second-most haunted 
room in the house. Other than the “typical” aspects of a haunting, the 
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shuffling of sheets has been reported in the room and guests have 
reported feeling as if they were being touched.42  

 Visitors have experienced strange activity in another room as well. 
In one report, a woman saw a strange light radiating from a drawer in 
the bureau. The light grew and then suddenly disappeared. A common 
occurrence on the property is sound of a fife coming from a cottage 
outside of the main home.43 

The good news for guests at the bed and breakfast is that the 
spirits that haunt the home are not malevolent; guests are seldom 
scared by their presence. Some think that maybe Pitney is just watching 
over the old property he owned and even keeping an eye on the 
community he loved.  

I have never spent the night in the Pitney home; perhaps someday 
I will. That is, of course, if I can convince my wife to stay in a haunted 
room. That will be a quite a job—I’m not sure that I’m up to the task. 

The Absecon Lighthouse 
Another one of Dr. Pitney’s achievements for the betterment of his 
community was the construction of the Absecon Lighthouse located on 
the north end of Atlantic City. 

As a doctor, Pitney had seen more than his share of dead bodies—
lives that had been claimed by the “Graveyard Inlet,” the nickname of 
the treacherous Absecon Inlet. About 18 years before Pitney was born, 
the British vessel Mermaid wrecked along the inlet killing 145 people. 
During the mid-1830s, Pitney began to petition the federal government 
to build a lighthouse. For many years his efforts failed, and many sailors 
paid the price. From 1847–1856 over 60 ships wrecked on Absecon 
Beach, better known today as Atlantic City. As is usually the case when 
the government deals with safety concerns, it took a disaster of epic 
proportions for it to finally heed Pitney’s call to action. In 1854, $35,000 
was appropriated for the construction of the lighthouse; as of this 
writing, its light still shines although it is no longer used as a navigational 
marker.44  

The disaster that prompted the government to fund the lighthouse 
was the Powhattan shipwreck. Casualty estimates range from 200–365; 
311 deaths are commonly attributed to the disaster. On April 15, 1854, 
a ship bound for New York carrying 200 German emigrants crashed into 
the shoals during a terrible storm. The following day, the ship burst into 
pieces. The following excerpt was printed in The Guardian, a London 
newspaper, from May 10, 1854: 
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The American papers contain accounts of a disastrous shipwreck on Long 
Beach, New Jersey. The American ship Powhatan, Captain Meyers, with 
200 passengers on board, bound from Havre to New York, was cast 
ashore about midway between Barnegat and Egg Harbour Inlet, on the 
night of Saturday, April 15. A correspondent of the New York Herald thus 
describes this dreadful calamity:  

“When first discovered by Captain Jennings, of Long Beach, which 
was on Sunday morning, the Powhatan lay with her head to the south, 
the decks were crowded with passengers, and the sea was making a clean 
breach over her. The wind blowing a perfect gale from the north-north-
east, the waves ran mountains high, twisting the ship about in the sand 
as if she were merely a cork boat. Seeing the condition of the vessel, 
Captain Jennings, who is stationed as a wreck master on the beach, sent 
all the men that were at his command, though a snow-storm was raging 
violently, to the Government House, in order to bring down the life-car, 
and other wrecking apparatus, and stood on shore himself watching the 
effects of the billows on the fated vessel. Hour after hour slipped by, but 
the men did not return with the life-car. The vessel became uneasier, and 
many unfortunate people were swept off by the heavy surf. About five 
o'clock p.m. one immense wave washed fully one hundred persons 
overboard, who were carried away down the beach by the undertow. 
Some of them came ashore, and were picked up lifeless by Mr. Jennings, 
who searched in vain amongst the number for a survivor; but all had 
breathed their last before they reached the beach, being awfully mangled 
by the force of the waves pushing them against the hull of the vessel and 
throwing them with violent force upon the beach. At this time, Captain 
Meyers, who was on the deck of the Powhatan all this while, called out in 
a loud voice to Mr. Jennings, entreating him to try to save some of those 
who might be washed ashore. Captain Jennings replied that all those who 
came ashore were dead, and that it was no use looking for them, as they 
were all killed before they got out of the water. About seven o'clock, the 
ship's masts went by the board, and almost immediately afterwards the 
hull burst in two, and every soul on board was launched into eternity. The 
sea presented a black moss of human heads and floating pieces of the 
wreck; but, in a few moments, all had sunk to rise alive no more. The 
beach was strewn with the dead bodies of women and children, pieces of 
the wreck, the baggage of the passengers, and empty casks… 

“The crying of the drowning men and the shrieking of the women 
and children was hushed: all lay in the deep, numbered with the dead, 
while the wind wailed loud and mournfully, adding still more horror to 
the awful catastrophe… 

“This party of men, under command of Captain Jennings, set 
immediately about finding and gathering together those bodies that had 
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been washed ashore. In the short apace of an hour nearly 20 women and 
children were found, almost naked, scattered along the beach, some of 
them dreadfully bruised and cut. One man was found about 50 yards from 
the beach, upon the sandhills, with a child in his arms; and from his 
condition it is sup- supposed that he alone reached the shore alive, and 
crawling out of reach of the waves, in order to save his own life and that 
of the infant in his arms, fell down exhausted on the sand, and was frozen 
to death during the night. The child was firmly locked in his arms, quite 
dead, and appeared as if it had also died ashore from exposure…  

“On Thursday 22 bodies were removed from the beach to the village 
of Manahawkin. These consisted of one man and 21 children, all, 
apparently, by their features, seeming to be Germans, the women who 
had any clothes on being dressed in coarse materials, with heavy shoes, 
some of them wooden ones. All the dead were conveyed to an outhouse 
of Squire Peckworth’s, where they remained until coffins could be made 
for them. This melancholy task of making reception for the dead occupied 
the attention of the men residing in the village, while the women were 
busily employed in washing the bodies and laying them out, preparatory 
to their being placed in the coffins. The whole evening was spent in 
making coffins and shrouds; and it was not until midnight that these kind-
hearted people desisted from their labours, which were trying in the 
extreme.” 

It is hard to imagine the horror of such an event, and it is even more 
heartbreaking to think that so many people in search of better lives in 
America died such horrible deaths trying to reach her shores. 

I can’t help but wonder if perhaps some restless spirits—the spirits 
of unfortunate victims of the Graveyard Inlet—might still be lingering 
along the waters or even the beaches where their lifeless bodies were 
found.  

Today, the Absecon Lighthouse is said to be haunted. I cannot 
personally vouch for its haunted reputation as I have never observed 
anything strange while visiting. However, I have never been to the 
lighthouse late at night; that might have something to do with it. Not 
seeing does not affect my ability to believe; there are enough reports 
of strange activity to indicate that something strange is going on there. 
The smell of both cigars and pipes have reportedly filled the lighthouse 
without a source for the odors. Creepy laughter is also heard at times. 
Footsteps are reported in the tower and the door opens and closes on 
its own. Some have even seen apparitions. The weirdest claim is that 
dimes inexplicably appear in strange places.  
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Trump Taj Mahal  
About a 5-minute drive from the Absecon Lighthouse is a casino 
formerly known as the Trump Taj Mahal. Built in 1990, the casino hit 
hard financial times and ended up closing its doors in October 2016 
after casino workers went on strike. In 2017, a Florida company, Hard 
Rock, announced that they had purchased the casino with plans to 
refurbish the facility and reopen in 2018. The Seminole tribe uses Hard 
Rock to manage its gambling operations. 

 
Figure 32: Photo by author. 

During its time, the Trump Taj Mahal had a reputation for being a 
seedy place. Several shootings occurred on the premises. Between 2008 
and 2011, four murders took place at the Trump Taj Mahal. During the 
same time, all of Atlantic City averaged 11 murders a year, and there 
were no homicides in any of the other casinos in Atlantic City. Records 
show that from 2006–2010 the security budget was slashed by almost 
$3,000,000. From 2006–2010, there were hundreds of burglaries and 
nearly 500 violent crimes.45 

For the paranormal enthusiast, the Trump Taj Mahal comes into 
the conversation because it is rumored to be haunted. According to 
some accounts, a patron of the casino jumped to his death from the 
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parking garage. A ghost is said to appear around midnight and many 
have reported feeling its presence. 

 
Figure 33: Photo by author. 

I visited the Trump Taj Mahal once. I did not feel the presence of a 
ghost or experience anything out of the ordinary—nothing other than 
losing money at an alarming rate on the slot machines. In fact, I have 
never experienced losing quite as badly as I did there. I didn’t stay long, 
and I never went back.  

It is easy to see how people get wrapped up in a gambling habit—
trying in vain to recoup their losses—only to have their lives spiral out 
of control. It seems you can’t walk more than a few feet anywhere in 
town, and especially inside the casinos, without seeing an 800-number 
advertising help for those with a gambling problem. This always serves 
as a grim reminder of the countless lives that have been destroyed in 
Atlantic City. I cannot help but wonder if this has left behind energy that 
manifests itself as paranormal activity. I also can’t help but wonder 
about the fate of Atlantic City. I think of the casino closures, including 
the Revel which opened in 2012 only to close in 2014, and I can’t help 
but wonder if the gaudy bright lights will give way to a desolate ghost 
town in the years to come. Will Atlantic City someday resemble the Rust 
Belt towns of the Northeast and Midwest and the coal towns of the 
Appalachians? Time will tell.
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Figure 34: The author at McAfee Knob on Catawba Mountain in Catawba, Virginia. 

 

 


