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KENTUCKY’S HAUNTED GRAVEYARDS

The Frightening Floyds

INTRODUCTION

This book contains some previously released material—some of which we have added new information to (especially the Lexington Cemetery), and some that was in books currently out of print (but will return one day soon!). We know some folks may not want to read a book of haunts as large as Kentucky’s Strange and Unusual Haunts to find all the graveyards. Not to mention, some, like Cave Hill and Eastern Cemetery, we didn’t include in that book, as those were chapters in Louisville’s Strange and Unusual Haunts, so we decided to make a small book dedicated only to the cemeteries.

On top of rewritten and revised tales from previous books, we have a few that are new as well—such as Hebron Cemetery and the mausoleum at Evergreen. There are also some locations that aren’t haunted, but haunting, and a couple that are simply interesting tidbits of knowledge. Sometimes, when you’re a paranormal researcher, new information comes to light and you have to amend past works. Considering we had a fair amount of new and updated information, we figured a separate book for graveyards was in order.

So, if cemeteries are your thing, have a seat and enjoy our little tome—Kentucky’s Haunted Graveyards.

Jacob and Jenny Floyd
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LOUISVILLE'S NECROPOLIS

Louisville’s Strange and Unusual Haunts

One cannot talk about Louisville cemeteries without mentioning Cave Hill. As far as lands for resting places go, it is the city's premier haven for the dead. Not only is it a massive field of rolling hills, reaching trees, and magnificent artistic monuments, it is also a tourist attraction known for having interred a few prominent people and celebrities. Among them are Col. Harland Sanders, George Rogers Clark, the former Frito Lay magician Harry Collins, and the legendary boxing icon, Muhammad Ali. 

A plethora of former politicians, landowners, and past powerhouse millionaires whose names appear all over Louisville street signs, hospitals, parks, and other various forms of public architecture lay in peace beneath these grounds. It also hosts the American Union Monument of Louisville for unknown soldiers of the Civil War, as well as the 32nd Indiana Monument, which honors the Union soldiers of the 32nd Indiana Volunteer Infantry Regiment that gave their lives near Munfordville, Kentucky on December 17th, 1861 in the Battle of Rowlett's Station. Both of which, along with Cave Hill itself, have been placed on the National Historic Registry. 

This breathtaking Victorian cemetery and arboretum ties together the intersection at Baxter Avenue and Bardstown Road in the Highlands neighborhood, an area known for bars, restaurants, and local shops. Surrounded by a massive brick wall topped with no-nonsense razor wire, this nearly three-hundred-acre burial ground started as farm east of Louisville before being chartered in 1848. Now, with all the winding paths, opulent structures, hilltop gravesites, and various ponds and fountains, Cave Hill is more than just a graveyard, it's a veritable city of the dead. 

And, it's not without its share of haunts. 

Now, some investigators deride us for our affinity of graveyards and cemeteries in regards to our methods of investigations. But, we believe that many spirits would probably remain near their graves, watching over their former vessels. Even if that weren't the case, historically speaking, no one knows every event that has occurred on these grounds that may anchor a spirit in place. Jenny’s nickname is "Graveyard Girl" to some, and though meant as a snide remark, she embraces it with pride. Some of the strangest occurrences we've had ourselves have been in graveyards and cemeteries, and one of our first was right here in Cave Hill.

Now, when we investigate, Jenny and I are not a big production, and our equipment isn't as sophisticated and high-tech as the well-funded groups most often seen searching for spectral evidence via graphs and gauges. We will not tell you we are scientists though we firmly believe science can explain many phenomena, but also staunchly believe that answers can come from psychological, metaphysical, and parapsychological means, as well. Skepticism is healthy, but it must be open-minded since none of us really knows anything about the beyond and what rests there. 

But, no matter where the explanations come from, the ultimate reality is that you will never convince a hardcore skeptic, and if you do, it's going to require irrefutable visual evidence, which can only come in the form of video or photography. All the readings of lights, temperatures, and voices mean nothing to a skeptic. So, when we "ghost hunt," we simply bring two digital cameras, a video camera, a laptop as a stationary camera, a digital recorder, dowsing rods, a meter or two, and a spirit box—and that's when we are seriously planting ourselves in place for the evening. But, when we go into cemeteries, we bring only our cameras, spirit box, and maybe digital recorder and meter.

We had heard tales of green lights and orbs floating about Cave Hill at night, as well as strange noises and voices in the darkness. Reports of tombstones suddenly falling over, as if having been pushed, exist as well. The grounds are gated shut after five in the afternoon, but our opinion is that a ghost is a ghost and they'll be there day or night. An investigation does not require the shade of nighttime in order for one to catch a glimpse into the afterlife. We have captured quite a bit during the day. To us, waiting for nightfall is a dramatic effect, beyond the belief of the Devil's Hours, which occur in the middle of the night. While it might be easier to catch shadows, orbs, mists, and apparitions in the contrast that occurs between flashbulb and darkness, a manifestation can just as easily appear under the t glare of the sun. So, we packed up our stuff and went into Cave Hill in broad daylight several times to see what we could find.

One of Louisville’s soft spring drizzles marred our first drive. But, when we fired up the spirit box, passing backwards quickly through radio channels, we started to hear some clear statements made in the dead air between frequencies—statements much too long to be radio. Some of them were hard to make out, but we did hear, Hear comes the rain, mixed in. At one point, when I was trying to back up and drive back to a turn I had missed, we both heard, Watch out! ring out from the box. I hit the brakes and looked behind me, then saw that our bumper was mere inches away from someone's tombstone. Glad somebody was watching!

During the visit, we also came to a row of Charnel Houses dug into the side of one of the many small hills bubbling across the land. We snapped several photos of this area and didn't know until we reviewed the pictures that there was one that seemed to have a shape of a slender man's profile, arms out, with his mouth open, drawn across the facade. This took shape in the lichen, mold, and moss that had sprouted on the stone over the years. 

Now, many people would chalk this up to a psychological term used around the paranormal community a lot: pareidolia—a belief that people make shapes and patterns out of nothing—something we believe, no doubt, happens quite often. But, as we always try to remain both objective and open to all matters of explaining the mysterious, we also think that it is possible for spiritual energies to show themselves through the natural sources of the world, such as rain mists, sunlight, shadows, and even molds, and this could be a possible example of such an occurrence.

Over time, this shape has barely altered, though the "facial" area seems to be slowly fading. Maybe it is just coincidental shape forming, or maybe it is the man buried within claiming his territory.

Up towards the top of the cemetery's highest hill, near the war monuments, is a small, circular path beneath some overhanging trees that hover above some graves. This spot has been noisy a few times for us. Our first trip up there ended quickly after some angry voices spoke from the spirit box, followed by footsteps, and the tossing of a couple of rocks at our car. Other times we have gone there, we have heard the voices on the box again, and the crunching of nearby fallen branches, but never anymore flying rocks. 

We captured one of our earliest pictures on that aforementioned rainy day. Often times, we just randomly snap pictures of the areas we investigate, and many times Jenny will discover something strange in the background. There are a few occasions where I have, too, but mostly they come from her thorough research. On this day, I was performing my unorganized picture-taking display all around Cave Hill and, when Jenny later reviewed the pictures, she found something unusual far away in the background. It took the zoom option to its limit, but far away, against a tree, seemingly sitting on a stone—or possibly leaning against the tree—is the transparent apparition of a man who looks to have dark hair, looking towards the sky. Jokingly, we named him Charlie Chaplin for his appearance. The picture is grainy and blurry, but once you see him, you notice him every time.

While most haunts there are harmless, there may be a sinister spirit, and he hangs out by the grave of the Frito Lay Magician, Harry Collins. We do not believe it is the magician himself. 

Our first time visiting his monument and grave, Jenny and a friend of hers stood before the life-sized statue of Mr. Collins with the spirit box running. While there were some hard to tell responses and voices on the box, words such as "penny," "coins," "cards," and the names of the various suits in a playing card deck could be heard. Often times, visitors to the site will put cards in the statue's hands, or a penny in its ear, and even lay magic-related items at its feet. Perhaps, he was referring to the items all about him.

While reviewing a picture I took around the area, Jenny found a strange orange shape reflected on the backside of a nearby tombstone. Though very hard to define, it looked possibly like a red or orange-colored face. With nothing in that area to cast such a reflection, we both found it to be strange, especially when we applied it to something that happened on the spirit box not long before we left. 

As they were beginning to wrap up the session, Jenny ended the sweep on the radio, and the station it landed on blared out a long, loud, deep rumble that did not stop until they turned the spirit box off. 

Later on, the friend reported to us that while she was at home several days later, discussing the trip to the magician's grave, a family member became disturbed and had sought confirmation if she said it was a magician's grave they visited. When she told him it was, he became nervous and told her that a few nights before, while lying in bed, he felt the presence of something standing near him just before he heard someone whisper the word, "magic."

During another visit to the statue, with just the two of us, Jenny stood before the monument, staring into its eyes, holding the spirit box in her hand. She felt a presence upon her, and as she stepped up to stand right in front of the sculpture, she asked, "Where's your stuff?" This was in reference to the absence of all the cards, coins, and random items people had laid about the plot. From the spirit box, clear as day, came the response, "That's too close."

As if that wasn't chilling enough, later in the conversation, Jenny asked, "Do you want to talk to me?" The box then answered, "I already have." We recorded this session on video and uploaded it to our YouTube channel. It is quite a peculiar thing, and it definitely tests the skepticism that I keep in my mind.

Cave Hill is a gorgeous place, full of great sculptures, monuments, and greenery, but it also appears that some of the spirits of the dead population therein still like to wander about the place, occasionally making their presence known to the many visitors the place sees throughout the year. If you're a paranormal enthusiast, or just morbid like us and enjoy visiting cemeteries, or if you like to view structures erected to represent splendor, then we recommend you taking a nice little drive around this fine historical landmark. Just don't make a spectacle of yourself if you decide to try a little ghost hunting on the sly.

DW IS WATCHING

Haunts of Hollywood Stars and Starlets

Located in Oldham County, in the small town of Centerfield, KY, just outside of Louisville suburb Crestwood, Mt. Tabor Methodist Church has been a place of worship for the area since 1835. Centerfield is an ordinary American small town. But, there is one interesting fact about the unincorporated community: It is the final resting place of a once-famous Hollywood pioneer – DW Griffith. 

These days, the director’s name has faded from notoriety, accept among film aficionados and Hollywood historians. But, David Wark Griffith was one of the most significant figures in the early days of Hollywood, and is considered one of the most innovative and creative filmmakers of his era. Alongside prolific actress Mary Pickford, “King of Hollywood” Douglas Fairbanks, and legendary icon Charlie Chaplin, Griffith founded the production company United Artists in 1919, though his association with the studio was brief. The company’s growing success led to MGM buying it in 1981. Today, Amazon MGM Studios own it, which also owns Orion Pictures, American International Pictures, and many other smaller media businesses.

Griffith made more than 500 films during a career that spanned from 1908 to 1931. By today’s standards, that’s an impossible number for a filmmaker to hit. But in the Silent Film Era, film production moved much faster. Still, even by the standards of that era, it’s still a very prolific catalog. Among his most notable films are Broken Blossoms, Way Down East, and Orphans of the Storm. But, none of his works are more remembered than the controversial Birth of a Nation, released in 1915, which has been criticized for downplaying slavery, portraying the Ku Klux Klan as heroes, and for promoting an overall racist view of black people in America. There were riots in the north over the film’s content. Despite this, Birth of a Nation became Hollywood’s first blockbuster, as it was very popular. In response to the backlash, Griffith followed up with Intolerance, in which he meant to portray the dangers of intolerant thought. The film didn’t do well at the box office, but redeemed Griffith in the eyes of many critics.

Griffith’s legacy reduced to the creation of a racist film, earning him the label of a racist. Some argue the filmmaker was making a film representing the message of the source material (The Clansmen by Thomas Dixon, Jr.), aligned with some prevailing views of the time, as opposed to a personal political or social statement. Although his father was a Confederate Colonel during the Civil War, there’s no evidence to suggest Griffith had any opinion on racial politics. Of course, it’s justified that time would remember such a film as Birth of a Nation in a negative light, but upon further investigation and objective consideration, that does not necessarily mean it reflects the personal views of the man who made the movie. After all, one of
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