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  For my sister, donna—for realizing early on that I was weird and then encouraging me to embrace my weirdness rather than deny it. She taught me that one day, certain people would come to embrace and love me for the strange and spooky person that I was. And those would be the only people who should matter to me. She was right.
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  About the Author


  Introduction


 I can still remember those immortal words someone said to me when I was thinking of moving to Ohio and wanted to know something about the Buckeye State: “I know a lot of people who drive through there.”


  It’s true, lots of people do drive through Ohio. They’ve been doing it since way back in the days of the old National Road. And when they do, they sometimes leave things behind. In the case of ghost stories, I think that’s exactly why Ohio has an incredibly eclectic mix of traditional and unique tales to share. Allow me to explain.


  Everybody loves a good scare, which is one of the reasons why ghost stories have endured for so long. So when groups of people get together, especially in October, the conversation often turns to ghosts. And what happens when someone tells a really great ghost story? It spreads as the people who heard it go on to share it with their friends.


  Among the most popular and enduring ghost stories of Ohio, you’ll find the standard legends about the usual ghostly suspects—Bloody Mary, Hookman, crybaby bridges—as well as plenty of spooky tales that are specific to the Buckeye State. With the state’s varied terrain—landlocked to the east and west, water to the north and south, and a swath of plains in the middle—Ohio’s ghosts range from alcohol-smuggling gangsters to pirates to Civil War soldiers to American Indians and even ghostly buffalo.


  Over the decade and a half that I have spent researching and exploring Ohio ghost stories, the question I am asked most often is whether these stories are true. Concerning the specific stories in this book, I have made every attempt to validate the names, places, and events discussed. But allow me to be frank for a moment: we’re talking about ghost stories here. This means that, try as one may to stick to the facts, eventually one is sliding down a slippery slope into rumors, hearsay, and statements that can’t be corroborated. All I can tell you is that I have looked into the eyes of the people who have shared their ghost stories with me, and these people seem to earnestly believe they have seen or experienced something. Whether or not they have encountered ghosts is up to you to decide.


  But the validity of the stories was not the deciding factor as to which ones went into this book. I wanted to include the ones that I hoped might give you a chill or two . . . and maybe cause you to rethink whether that noise you heard in the next room was just the house settling or might be something otherworldly.


  So with that in mind, on the next dark and stormy night, pull out this book and read a few stories. Reflect on them a moment before turning out the lights; and then, in the darkness, with the wind howling outside and the house creaking oh so slightly, ask yourself, “Are these stories true?”


  You may find yourself unable to give a definitive answer.


  

  

  

  Northwest Ohio




  

  Trouble at Weidler’s Passing


  Between the towns of Arcadia and Findlay is an unassuming set of railroad tracks that hundreds of cars driving on County Road 236 pass over on a daily basis. Many of those motorists might be surprised to find out that they are crossing over the spot where one of the oldest reported Ohio ghosts once roamed.


  In November 1889, the late-night passenger train from Sandusky to Lima was traveling along these tracks, following the route it had taken many times before. As he often did, conductor Jimmie Welsh was walking from car to car. As the train reached the area known as Weidler’s Passing, several of the passenger cars became detached from the locomotive with a violent jerking motion, which caused Welsh to fall from the train onto the tracks below. He probably barely had time to realize what had happened before the second part of the train rolled over him, decapitating him in the process.


  Several months after the fatal accident, conductors on the late-night Sandusky-to-Lima train began reporting a disturbing sight. When they were rumbling through Weidler’s Passing, they would see a darkened shape emerge from the nearby woods. As the train passed closer to the shape, it took the form of a man, minus his head. The ghostly figure carried a lantern in one arm, swinging it wildly from side to side. Once the train had passed the figure, the headless ghost would simply turn around, walk back into the woods, and then vanish in a bluish mist.


  The first time the figure was sighted, most who saw it were willing to dismiss it as nothing more than moonlight through the trees causing their imagination to run wild. But night after night, whenever a train went through Weidler’s Pass, almost like clockwork, the headless figure would appear with his lantern. Finally, those who saw it had to acknowledge that they were sure it was none other than the ghost of Jimmie Welsh.


  

  



  But why was he carrying a lantern? Some people say that Jimmie’s ghost was waving the lantern to try to warn other conductors to be careful, lest they meet the same fate that he did. But a more morbid reason given for the lantern is that Jimmie’s ghost was using it while looking for his missing head.


  Since it didn’t seem to matter whether people were near the front or rear of the train to be able to see Jimmie’s headless ghost, a few locals apparently got the idea that maybe they didn’t need to be on the train at all. As the story goes, the men hid out near the woods where the ghost was said to appear and waited for the midnight Sandusky-to-Lima train to appear. Sure enough, as the train whizzed through Weidler’s Passing, they saw the shape of a headless man, eerily lit by what appeared to be a lantern in his hand, come wandering out of the woods. Seeing the specter, the men leaped from their hiding spot and ran toward it. Before they could reach the ghostly figure, however, it shot up into the sky and disappeared. Then and there, the men decided they would never go chasing after ghosts again.


  It’s been over a hundred years since Jimmie Welsh’s headless ghost was said to have wandered through Weidler’s Passing. A lot has changed over the years too. For one thing, there’s no late-night Sandusky-to-Lima passenger train anymore. And the terrain has changed considerably. Perhaps that’s why there haven’t been any reports of ghostly activity in the area in a long time. But who knows? One night, you just might be driving down County Road 236 when you catch a glimpse of a shadowy shape stumbling out of the woods. And if you do, don’t be surprised to see that the man is missing his head.


  The Theater Ghosts of Bowling Green State University


  Originally designed simply as a training facility for teachers, what would become Bowling Green State University was founded in 1910. Today some twenty thousand students attend school here. It is no wonder ghosts have also chosen to take up residence on the Bowling Green campus—the university has, throughout its history, embraced the strange and mysterious.


  

  

  

  

  Case in point: sometime in late September 1946, six Bowling Green students—Gilbert Fox, Richard Harig, Max Hofmeisier, James Limbacher, Earl Mott, and Erwin Potts—each received a mysterious letter instructing him to go to the office of the university’s president at precisely 12:45 A.M. on October 5 for a meeting. No additional information was given, but they were instructed to burn the letters as soon as they had finished reading them.


  Unsure exactly what they were walking into, all six students made their way to the president’s office at the appointed time. They learned that the purpose of the meeting, spearheaded by President Frank Prout, was to create a mysterious group that could help raise the level of school spirit at Bowling Green. These six students were appointed as the first members of a secret society called SIC SIC. SIC SIC is still in existence today, and it still consists of six members who spread school spirit throughout the campus and at sporting events, always while wearing a mask. In fact, the members’ identities are revealed only when they are set to graduate . . . and with new masked SIC SIC members ready to take their places. So I guess you could say that people associated with Bowling Green State University sometimes have a flair for the dramatic. The same might be said for the ghosts believed to haunt the campus, which might be why one of them chooses to haunt the theater located in the basement of one of the university’s most recognizable buildings.


  Over the years, since it first opened in 1915, University Hall has been home to everything from classrooms to the school bookstore to a gymnasium. In 1960, the recreation hall in the basement was completely gutted and turned into a theater. The following year, the theater was opened to the public and named the Joe E. Brown Theatre, after the Ohio-born actor who, though he never attended any college or university, had adopted Bowling Green as his alma mater. But it’s not the ghost of Joe Brown who is said to haunt the theater. The resident ghost here is said to be that of a former actress named Alice.


  Alice’s last name is unknown, but it said that she was at one time a talented actress attending the university. Popular legend has Alice meeting her tragic end on stage while portraying the role of Desde-mona, one of the central characters in Shakespeare’s play Othello. As Alice stood in the spotlight, part of the rigging high above the stage came loose, crashing down and killing her. Another variation of this story has Alice dying not on stage, but in a car accident while she was on her way to the theater to collect her “actress of the year” award.


  However Alice met her untimely end, her ghost appears to have made the Joe E. Brown Theatre her home. Good luck trying to see her, though. Alice’s ghost seems to have developed a bit of stage fright since moving into the theater, so she is rarely seen. On occasion, people have reported feeling cold chills and breezes moving through the theater. But more often than not, Alice only makes her presence known if someone does something she doesn’t approve of. That’s why it has become a tradition at Bowling Green that before every opening night, Alice’s ghost is officially invited to the performance. If this is not done, legend has it, Alice’s ghost is not going to be happy about being slighted and will go out of her way to make sure that the performances don’t go off without a hitch. Over the years, Alice’s ghost has been blamed for power failures, stage sets not working as planned, and even actors and actresses forgetting their lines.


  When things were going well at the Joe E. Brown Theatre, Alice’s ghost would sometimes go for a little stroll. For many years, there was a second theater in University Hall—the Eva Marie Saint Theatre, named after the award-winning actress and Bowling Green alum. It was believed that on occasion, Alice’s ghost would wander over to the other theater to check in on things. For the most part, Alice’s arrival at the Eva Marie Saint Theatre was signaled by some of the seats being moved from the up to the down position, as if someone were preparing to sit in them and watch what was happening up on the stage. In 2012, the Eva Marie Saint Theatre was relocated to the Wolfe Center for the Arts. As of this writing, there’s no word yet as to whether Alice’s ghost decided to make the trip across campus to check out the new digs. But perhaps she’s just letting the university thespians get in some practice before she goes over to critique them.


  Euler Road’s Crybaby Lane


  Ghost stories and violent deaths tend to go hand in hand. And with good reason. Many paranormal researchers believe that when a violent death occurs, it can sometimes leave behind an imprint of sorts that can continue to be seen long after the event has happened. Such is the case with Crybaby Lane, located just outside the limits of Bowling Green.


  Euler Road feels no different than any other road in Ohio. That is, until you reach the stretch that runs between Potter and Wingston roads. Here, the trees alongside the road seem to be reaching out for you, and with every turn, they appear to be inching closer and closer to your car. Some of the branches of the larger trees stretch out over the road, creating a living canopy that also can cause a subtle sense of claustrophobia. One look around you, especially in the dead of night, and you can see why the locals believe this road to be haunted.


  The reason for the haunting is so brutal, so senseless, that it often makes people uncomfortable just talking about it. But it is here, according to legend, that a young woman committed the unspeakable crime of killing her own baby by hanging it from one of the tree branches that stretch across Euler Road. People have reported hearing the strange cries of a baby coming from the woods around Euler Road.


  Some even say that on cold nights when the wind blows across the road, you can look up and see the ghostly body of that poor baby hanging from one of the tree branches—a horrible sight, to be sure. And something to consider before taking a late-night drive down Euler Road.


  Holcomb Road’s Ghostly School Bus


  When discussing ghost stories, folklorists often use the term “legend tripping” to describe a sort of rite of passage in which adolescents gather together in a group to visit haunted locations. These locations more than likely have long-standing ghost stories associated with them, even though the specifics surrounding the events leading to the hauntings are often vague. Once at the site, one or more of the youths in the group are often dared to perform some sort of action or ritual, such as flashing their headlights or calling out the ghost’s name, in an attempt to make the ghost appear. It’s usually all done in good fun, and the story may be handed down from generation to generation.


  

  

  



  In Northwest Ohio, one of the most popular places to go legend tripping is on Holcomb Road, just outside Bowling Green, at the point where the road is enveloped on either side by thick, dark woods. For years, a legend has been circulating concerning these woods and an ill-fated bus ride. It is said that one afternoon, a school bus full of children was coming down this road when it suddenly left the road and crashed into a tree. Some even say the driver did it on purpose. At the moment of impact, the driver was killed when he was thrown from the bus and slammed face-first into a tree. Moments later, the bus erupted into flames, killing everyone inside before help could arrive.


  Ever since that horrible accident, visitors to the site swear that by parking your car near the fateful spot of the accident and flashing your headlights three times, you can make a ghostly school bus appear. It takes the form of a single white light, said to be the bus’s headlight, which appears in front of you and comes racing down the road toward you. When it reaches the exact spot where the bus left the road and hit the tree, the light simply blinks out and vanishes. Even those who have tried flashing their lights but were unable to get the ghost to appear have still reported strange things occurring inside their cars, such as cell phones behaving erratically and car radios changing stations on their own or emitting weird sounds. Once the cars leave the area, however, all these devices return to working normally.


  Several daring souls have even decided to leave their cars and enter the woods (although this is not recommended because it is private property and this is considered trespassing). They reported seeing strange lights moving through the woods, always just out of their reach, as well as the overwhelming feeling of being watched and the occasional sighting of glowing red eyes. Weirder still, some claimed to have seen the face of a man appear in one particular tree, said to be the tree the bus driver hit when he was ejected from the vehicle.


  Many locals, when asked about the legend, laugh and say the stories were created simply to scare teenagers in an attempt to keep them from parking on the road. Indeed, there are no records of a school bus ever crashing here. Still, none of this has deterred the legend trippers from making their pilgrimage to Holcomb Road. Perhaps that’s because being brave enough to make the trip to a supposedly haunted locale is the most important part of legend tripping.


  

  

  

  Murder at the Old Potter House


 

  Most people can probably point out the location of their local neighborhood haunted house, a spooky, old abandoned building where all sorts of dastardly deeds were supposedly committed. This is the place where teenagers dare each other to step over the threshold and challenge the ghosts, the one house where you’ll cross the street rather than walk in front of it on Halloween night. It seems as if every town in America, no matter how big or small, has its own haunted house. And for the residents of Bowling Green, that was the Potter House, named for the road it faces, Potter Road.


  For many years, because of rumors that the unspeakable had happened here in the 1970s, this old house sat abandoned and exposed to the elements. According to legend, a family was living here that seemed to be very happy. That is, until the night the father murdered his wife and children. It is said that after the crime, he either buried the bodies in the barn or hid them in a nearby field. When that was done, he took his own life.


  Obviously, a house where multiple homicides and a suicide took place isn’t going to be a hot commodity. But people apparently did try to live in the house. However, it didn’t take them long to discover they were not alone. Objects throughout the house would move on their own accord. Sometimes it would be very subtle, like a glass moving across the kitchen counter. Other times, it would be quite violent, with kitchen cabinets flying open or dishes being smashed against the wall. On top of that, the disembodied voice of a woman, believed to be the murdered mother, would cry out, often calling people by name. It also was common to hear what sounded like people walking up and down the main staircase, even though no one was there. After a while, it became clear to the owners that no one was ever going to be able to live in the house, and they decided to just leave it abandoned.


  In 2003, Potter House was intentionally burned to the ground as part of a training exercise by the local fire department. Nothing remains of it today, but the barn and a small outbuilding still exist on the property. Even though the house is long gone, people still report ghostly activity taking place on the property. It is said that you can sometimes catch a glimpse of a figure all in black walking or floating from the nearby field toward the spot where Potter House once stood. Some say it is the ghost of the mother who was killed here, while others, noting the figure’s black attire, claim it is something even more sinister. To date, no one has been sufficiently brave to stick around long enough to find out exactly what this mysterious figure wants.


  The Legendary Elmore Rider


  While it might not be the most well known in Ohio, the ghost story associated with the tiny town of Elmore is certainly one of the longest enduring. Originally known to locals only as “The Light,” the story has spread across the entire state and is now known as “The Elmore Rider.” Why did this story endure and spread across Ohio? Simple. Since the central character in the story is a headless specter riding a motorcycle, it was really only a matter of time before it spread far beyond the boundaries of Elmore.


  The earliest versions of the story are said to date back to the 1920s. The strange thing, though, is that they made no mention of a motorcycle or any other specifics concerning what the light was or why it appeared. It was described as appearing in the middle of a bridge, fluttering around a bit, and then moving off the bridge to the west, where it would disappear inside an abandoned house. Apparently, people could see the light year-round. They just needed to be there at the right time.


  As the years rolled by, elements were added to the story. The house that the light disappeared inside of was now said to be haunted, and the light was purported to be the spirit of a man who had committed suicide by hanging himself inside the abandoned house. All the while, people were flocking to the bridge and unsuccessfully trying to chase the light down.


  The current version of the legend, and the one that is the most developed, can be traced back to the 1940s. According to this version, around 1915 or 1916, while most of the world was engaged in World War I, a local boy was falling deeply in love with a girl from Elmore. The boy was a motorcycle enthusiast, and the couple could usually be seen riding on the backroads around Elmore on the boy’s motorcycle. Most thought it was only a matter of time before the couple would be married.


  All that changed, however, when the United States entered the war in 1917. Wanting to defend his country, the young boy enlisted in the army and was immediately sent overseas. The entire time he was overseas, the boy never missed an opportunity to send his girlfriend a quick note or letter, professing his love to her and reminding her that he was counting the days until he could be back in her arms again.


  In November the following year, the war finally ended. It was several more months before the boy returned to Ohio. But when he finally set foot in Elmore again on March 21, he walked into his house, threw down his bags, and then hopped on his motorcycle and sped off down the road to see his true love.


  When he arrived at her house, he paused barely long enough to turn off the motorcycle before running toward the front door. Bursting through the door, the boy was shocked and horrified to find his true love in the arms of another man. He stood there, frozen with rage, for several seconds before stumbling out the door and back to his motorcycle. He started it, gunned the engine, and then took off down the road at a high rate of speed. Whether because of the speed or the fact that he was blinded with rage, as the boy drove his motorcycle over the bridge that crosses Muddy Creek, he lost control and crashed into a farmer’s barbed-wire fence, decapitating himself in the process.


  As the story goes, for several years after the tragic accident, residents refused to speak about the incident. It seemed they wanted simply to forget it once and for all. But then the locals started whispering to each other. Some claimed they had gone to the site of the tragedy on the anniversary of the boy’s death, March 21, and had seen a ghostly light they believed was from the headlight of the headless boy’s motorcycle. What’s more, they said, if you parked your car on the far side of the bridge and flashed your headlights three times, the ghostly light would appear to come around a bend in the road and begin traveling toward the bridge, disappearing without a sound halfway across it. This could be done as many times as you wished; the ghost light would always appear, just as long as it was March 21.


  As you can imagine, as the ghost story spread, people from all over Ohio began descending on Elmore to try to catch a glimpse of the headless motorcycle ghost. At first they showed up only on March 21, but soon people were coming at all times of the year. And while many claimed that they indeed had seen the light, many others said they had not.


  In 1968, area resident Richard Gill decided to try to get to the bottom of this ghost story. So on March 21, he and a friend ventured out to the bridge to conduct a few experiments. Armed with video and audio equipment, as well as still cameras, they parked their car and began flashing their headlights three times. To their amazement, a bright light not unlike the headlight of a motorcycle appeared in the middle of the road and came toward them. Just as the light reached them, it blinked out.


  Intrigued, Gill and his companion tried to discern if there was any mass to this mysterious light by stretching a piece of string across the road, then returning to their car and flashing their lights three times. As if on cue, the light appeared again and started its journey toward the car. It passed through the area where Gill had put up the string, and then simply vanished. The two men wasted no time in running back to the spot in the road where the string was. When they arrived, they were shocked to find that the string was still intact and hanging across the road, even though they had both seen the light appear to go right through it.


  By this point, Gill was about ready to pack it in and call it a night. But his friend wanted to try one last experiment. He was going to stand in the middle of the road to see if he could get a closer look at the phantom light.


  After locating a spot in the road that both men agreed they had seen the light pass by, Gill’s friend stood there, facing the direction from which the light had originated. Gill, meanwhile, returned to the car. Once he was sitting in the driver’s seat, he took one more look at his friend and then flashed the headlights three times.


  

  

  

  

  As it had before, the light appeared and began its journey down the road toward the car . . . and the man standing in the middle of the road. As Gill watched, he saw the light continue straight through the spot where he knew his friend to be standing, vanishing shortly afterward.


  Once the light had blinked out, Gill jumped from the car and ran up to the spot in the road where he had left his friend standing. But his friend was no longer there. Terrified, Gill was eventually able to locate his friend lying alongside the road, appearing dazed and confused. When Gill asked him what had happened, he recalled seeing the light appear, but he could not remember what happened immediately after that. The next thing he knew, he was in a ditch alongside the road.


  Needless to say, both men had had enough at this point. Besides, they had all sorts of audio and video recordings to go through, as well as photographs they had snapped during the course of the night. After returning home, however, both men were shocked to find that despite all the strange things they had encountered that night, absolutely nothing showed up on the recordings. Likewise, when the photos came back from being developed, they showed nothing out of the ordinary.


  Once word of the men’s experience spread, people began flocking to the bridge to see if they could have their own ghostly encounter. Allegedly, it got so bad that police had to close off sections of the road every time it got near March 21. However, most people couldn’t wait for March 21 to roll around again and ventured out there at all times of the year.


  But memories tend to fade with time, and once the roads around Elmore began to be repaired and updated, the surrounding terrain changed. All of this created confusion as to where the exact location was where one could summon the Elmore Rider. Today you can talk to five different people and get five different “exact” locations, so trying to find that spot can result only in frustration.


  But if you should find yourself driving along a deserted stretch of road outside Elmore on March 21, go ahead and pull over for a second. Quickly flash your headlights three times, and you too just might see the light!


  

  

  



  Hanging with the Bishop at Brownella Cottage


  Brownella Cottage, considered one of the oldest buildings in Galion, is said to be haunted by one of its former owners. Unlike most reputedly haunted locations, the ghost here has not only a name, but also quite the history to go along with it. For the ghost haunting Brownella Cottage is said to be none other than Bishop William Montgomery Brown, an outspoken man who eventually found himself in the middle of one of the most controversial cases the area has ever seen.


  William Montgomery Brown was born to Joseph and Lucinda Brown on September 4, 1855. When Joseph Brown was killed in the Civil War, William and his two siblings were sent to live with neighboring families. Around the age of twenty-four, Brown had a chance encounter with a very rich woman from Cleveland named Mary Scranton Bradford, and Bradford agreed to pay for Brown’s education to become an Episcopal clergyman. For the next four years, Brown continued his studies, culminating in his being appointed vicar of the Grace Church in Galion in 1883. It is also believed that during this time, Brown caught the eye of Bradford’s niece and adopted daughter, Ella Scranton Bradford. The pair began a romance that ended in marriage in 1885. That same year, Mary Bradford hired Cleveland architect Clarence O. Arey and construction began on her wedding gift to the new couple: Brownella Cottage.


  Brown continued to rise within the ranks of the church, eventually being named the archbishop for missionary work for the entire diocese of the state of Ohio in 1891. That same year, he wrote The Church for Americans, a successful work that made William Montgomery Brown a household name. Word of his work spread, and he moved to Arkansas after being named bishop in 1899.


  As the twentieth century began, Bishop Brown almost immediately found himself in the center of controversy. By all accounts, his views of the church and how it should be run had always raised more than a few eyebrows among his fellow brethren. By and large, Brown had kept his ideas local, but when he chose to spread his views far and wide by publishing them in his books, people started to get angry. Many of Brown’s beliefs that are accepted today were not during the time period in which he presented them. For example, Brown’s decision to appoint an African American to head up a church in Arkansas met with opposition from segregationists. However, Brown then turned around and sympathized with the views of the segregationists in his 1907 book, The Crucial Race Question, which didn’t sit well with Northerners. It seemed that every time Bishop Brown published a new book, he upset someone. It got so bad that in 1911, Brown decided to leave Arkansas and return to Brownella Cottage in Galion. He formally resigned as the bishop of Arkansas the following year.


  Beginning shortly before he returned to Ohio, those close to Brown said that he began to question his faith. It was also around this time that Brown began researching all different types of methodologies, both religious and political, even including the works of Charles Darwin. Never one to shy away from the spotlight, Brown would often publicly announce that he had “converted,” much to the chagrin of his peers. The first such occasion took place around 1913, when he announced he had converted “to science.” Religion and science have traditionally not seen eye-to-eye, so you can see how this move might have ruffled more than a few feathers within the religious community. Politics and religion don’t usually mix either, so people were in an uproar when Brown announced that he had converted to Marxism. So when Brown published his book Communism and Christianism: Banish Gods from Skies and Capitalists from Earth in 1920, that was the last straw. Religious leaders began meeting to discuss ways that Bishop Brown could be removed from the church for good.


  This all culminated several years later, in 1924, when Brown was officially tried for heresy. The following year, 1925, he was found guilty and deposed, garnering Brown the sad title of the first person in the United States to be deposed because of “heretical teachings.” While the trial proceedings were taking place, though, Brown had himself ordained a bishop in the Old Catholic Church, which allowed him to keep the title even after the trial.


  For the next decade, Bishop Brown continued to live in Brownella Cottage with his wife and kept writing books, even going so far as to poke fun at himself with the title of his 1926 autobiography, My Heresy. Bishop Brown passed away in 1937.


  Brownella Cottage is now owned by the local historical society and operates as a museum, and visitors have reported all sorts of ghostly goings-on here. Today the cottage appears much the same as is did when the Bishop died, and perhaps this is why his ghost still lingers there. Sometimes you don’t even need to be inside the cottage to get a ghostly fright. For many years, there have been reports of a figure of a man, who some believe is Bishop Brown, walking up and down the glass-enclosed walkways that connect the different parts of the cottage. People walking by the cottage have looked up and been shocked to see what appeared to be the face of a man looking down at them from one of the upstairs windows.


  People who have toured the building have reported hearing ghostly footsteps, as if someone were walking up behind them, whenever they entered the glass walkway. But when they turned around, no one was there. Indeed, the walkway seems to be a focal point for the haunting, as strange whistling noises are also heard there. Even more eerie, when the historical society opened up the home for ghost hunts, amateur ghost hunters who entered the cottage came out with photos of misty figures and audio recordings of unexplained voices.


  In 2011, the TV series My Ghost Story aired an episode titled “Bishop of Brownella,” which featured a rare interview with Greg Kirk, one of the only people other than Bishop Brown and his wife to have lived in Brownella Cottage. Kirk, who was hired as a caretaker for the cottage and, as such, was permitted to live inside the house, said that while he spent four years at the cottage, it didn’t take long for him to feel as if he weren’t alone. He described hearing footsteps in the walk-way, as well as witnessing lights turning themselves on and off and closed doors opening on their own. Objects hanging on the walls often fell off for no apparent reason.


  According to Kirk, one of the strangest things he experienced was hearing an “old-fashioned bell ring [sic] sound” coming from downstairs in the vicinity of the main reception room. When he went to investigate, he initially found nothing out of place. But when he went and stood where he thought the sound was originating from, he found he was standing in front of the door to a small closet. When he opened the door, Kirk was shocked to find an antique wall phone hanging there, complete with old-fashioned bells on the top of it. The only problem was, the phone wasn’t hooked up and had no power or phone lines running to it.


  Kirk also told of the time he left the cottage because a group of Roman Catholic nuns was going to be stopping by to take a tour of the building. During the tour, one of the nuns asked the tour guide to relay a message to whoever was currently living in the cottage that “they were not alone” in the house, implying there was also a ghost present.


  So why would Bishop Brown’s ghost decide to haunt Brownella Cottage? Well, the bishop was certainly a very busy man in life, so perhaps his ghost has a bit of unfinished business to take care of. Or it could simply be that he so loved the cottage in life that his ghost can’t bear to be away from it even in death. No one really knows for sure. So should you find yourself taking a tour of Brownella Cottage and the good bishop’s ghost shows up, go ahead and ask him. Inquiring minds want to know!


  Beware the Hatchet Man!


  An old rural cemetery. Glowing tombstones. An evil figure known as Hatchet Man roaming the countryside. Sounds like all the ingredients of an urban legend, doesn’t it? Except that in the case of the disturbing story linked to McArthur Township’s Harrod Cemetery, most of it is true!


  The person who would become known as Hatchet Man was born Andrew Hellman in Worms, Germany, on June 24, 1792. He immigrated to America around 1820, eventually ending up in Virginia. In December 1821, after a short courtship, Andrew married Mary Abel. The following summer, on August 8, Mary gave birth to their first child, Louisa. By all accounts, this was when the marriage started to sour. Andrew became belligerent toward his wife, to the point where she often appeared frightened of him. Things only got worse when, just a few months after giving birth to Louisa, Mary announced that she was pregnant with their second child. When Henry was born in September 1823, Andrew essentially denied that the child was his, accusing his wife of being unfaithful to him.


  During the next few years, the Hellman family moved from house to house, eventually following Mary’s family to Ohio. Along the way, Mary gave birth to the couple’s third child, John, in June 1827. Mere moments after the birth, Andrew is said to have told his wife that if she became pregnant again, he would kill her.


  In the spring of 1836, the Hellmans purchased a farm in Logan County’s McArthur Township, not far from his brother-in-law’s property. At this point in the relationship, Mary was genuinely in fear of her life from her husband, and perhaps she thought that being so close to her family would keep her safe. She was wrong.


  About a year later, Mary poured herself some milk, but as she raised the glass to drink it, she noticed that the top of it was covered with some sort of white powder, which she took to be poison. She threw the milk away, and since Andrew was the only other person in the house at the time, she accused him of trying to poison her. He denied it, of course.


  In April 1839, all three Hellman children were suddenly stricken with a mysterious illness and became gravely ill. Within forty-eight hours, both John and Louisa died. Henry lay in bed for several more days but eventually recovered. The illness was never identified, but Mary, as well as many others, believed that they had all been poisoned by Andrew, even though no one was ever able to produce any evidence to substantiate that claim.


  Later that year, on the morning of September 26, Mary received word that her brother, George, had fallen ill. She decided to send Henry over to stay at her brother’s farm and help out with the chores until George felt better. No one is sure what happened next, but several days later, George’s wife, Rachel, visited the Hellman farm and discovered a horrific scene that would stay with her until her dying day.


  Upon entering the house, she found Andrew, covered in blood, lying in the front room. He told her that several nights earlier, there had been a knock at the door. When he answered, two men jumped him and proceeded to beat him with a club. He said he had no idea how long he had been lying there or where his wife, Mary, was. Peeking into a back room, Rachel was horrified to find the room was covered in blood, including the walls and parts of the ceiling. Lying in the middle of the room was Mary. Seeing this, Rachel screamed and ran from the house, seeking help.


  A short time later, authorities entered the Hellman residence. One look at Mary’s body was all it took to convince them that nothing could be done to help her; she was dead from multiple blows from what appeared to be an ax. The authorities next turned their attention to Andrew, who could offer little in the way of an explanation as to what had happened or even a description of the attackers. They then were going to tend to Andrew’s wounds but discovered something telling—he had no wounds.


  Close inspection showed that Andrew didn’t have even a scratch on him. Rather, it appeared as though all the blood on him was from his wife. A subsequent search of the Hellman house turned up various articles of Andrew’s clothing, all covered in blood. The authorities also discovered Andrew’s bloodstained knife concealed in the chimney. Most damning of all, Andrew’s ax was recovered on the property, stained in blood and with so much hair sticking to it that it was easy to identify as Mary’s. All in all, it was more than they needed to arrest Andrew Hellman and charge him with the murder of his wife. So while Mary’s husband was led off to jail, arrangements were made to lay her to rest beside her children, Louisa and John, in McArthur Township’s Harrod Cemetery.


  The wheels of justice turned slowly back in the 1800s, and a year after Mary’s murder, Andrew was still sitting in a Bellefontaine jail, awaiting trial. On the evening of November 13, 1840, he somehow managed to slip his shackles and vanish into the Ohio night. Police tracked him across Ohio, but the trail eventually went cold. At this point, Andrew Hellman could have gotten away with murder, if only he could have stayed away from sharp axes.


  From what could be pieced together after the fact, Hellman made his way to Maryland under the assumed name of Adam Horn. After living in anonymity for a while, he married Malinda Hinkle on August 17, 1842, perhaps believing it would further conceal his true identity.


  

  

  



  On the evening of March 22, 1843, a horrible windstorm blew through the Baltimore area, causing the newly fallen snow to drift and create large banks. It was also the last time Malinda Hinkle was seen alive. Days later, Adam Horn admitted to friends and relatives that she was missing but claimed he didn’t know what happened to her. Weeks later, the snow was gone and a couple of hunters were passing through the Horn property when they noticed what appeared to be a newly dug hole. Inside that hole was an old sack used for carrying coffee. And inside that sack was the headless, limbless body of a woman. The police were summoned, and they quickly noticed the name “Adam Horn” on the coffee sack. Near the grave, they also found a shovel belonging to Horn. From there, things began to unravel rather quickly.


  Upon arriving at the Horn residence, they discovered an upstairs room that appeared to be stained with blood. Throughout the house, they also found bits and pieces of Malinda Hinkle—feet, hands, and legs—hidden in various nooks and crannies, all caked with what appeared to be the same type of dirt and mud that the torso had been buried in. Various articles of Adam Horn’s clothing were recovered as well, also covered in the same dirt and mud. Though the police were never able to find the woman’s head, it was clear that they were looking at the body of Malinda Hinkle and that her husband had something to do with it. Acting swiftly, they arrested Adam Horn. While in custody, he admitted that he was, in fact, Andrew Hellman.


  Hellman may have tried, but he was unable to escape the jail this time, and in November 1843, he was put on trial for the murder of Malinda Hinkle. After a very short trial, the verdict came in: guilty of murder in the first degree. On December 4, Andrew Hellman was sentenced to be hanged for his crime. While in jail awaiting his execution, Hellman gave a full confession, admitting to killing both Malinda Hinkle and Mary Hellman, but he denied ever trying to poison his children.


  On the morning of January 12, 1844, at exactly 11:38 a.m., the sentence was carried out on Andrew Hellman. The scene was described as follows: “The trigger was drawn, and the unhappy criminal launched from the platform. He struggled for about four minutes, when, to all appearance, he was dead.”


  

  

  

  

  After the execution, Hellman’s only living child, Henry, claimed the body. According to legend, he brought his father’s body back to Ohio and had it interred at Harrod Cemetery with the rest of his family. And with that, the story of Andrew Hellman came to an end . . . and the legend of Hatchet Man was born.


  You see, while stories of horrific murders might fade easily, they almost always lead to ghost stories. And that’s exactly what happened here. People started saying that the ghost of Andrew Hellman, now dubbed Hatchet Man, could be seen late at night, walking around Harrod Cemetery and still carrying an ax. On certain nights, it was


  

  

  

  The Confederate Ghosts of Johnson’s Island Cemetery


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  The Ghosts of Kelley’s Island


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Lima’s Crybaby Bridge


 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  Still Fighting the Battle of Fallen Timbers


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Don’t Come A–Knockin’ on Abbott’s Tomb


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
Simon Girty: Ohio’s Most Misunderstood Ghost


  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Defending the Troops at Fort Meigs


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  The Bloody Bridge


  

  

  

  



  

  

  

  

  

  

  The Fatal Car Crash on Gibbs Bridge


  

  

  

  

  

  

  About the Author


  Not since the headless horseman went charging through Sleepy Hollow has something come out of the Hudson Highlands of upstate New York as thrilling and chilling as author and paranormal researcher James A. Willis.


  Fueled by a steady childhood diet of Boo Berry cereal, Creepy magazine, and late-night Vincent Price movies, Willis soon developed a taste for the unexplained and quickly began seeking out all things strange and spooky. In 1999, after spending more than fifteen years chasing after ghosts and visiting crybaby bridges, Willis moved to Ohio and founded The Ghosts of Ohio (ghostsofohio.org), a nationally recognized paranormal research organization.


  In 2004, in what seemed to be destiny, Mark Moran and Mark Sceurman, the brainchilds of the Weird US series of books, approached Willis and asked him to contribute to their latest volume, Weird US. To date, Willis has been involved with six books in the series. He is the coauthor of Weird Ohio (2005) and Weird Indiana (2008) and was also a contributing author to Weird Hauntings (2006), Weird US II: The ODDyssey Continues (2008), and Weird Encounters (2010). Willis’s unique and offbeat writing style was officially recognized in 2006 with his induction into the Grand Order of Weird Writers.


  In addition, Willis has been a contributing author to several books in the Armchair Reader series, beginning with Weird, Scary & Unusual (2008) and continuing with several books released in 2010: Armchair Reader Goes Hollywood, Armchair Reader’s All About Ohio, and Armchair Reader: The Mammoth Reader. The year 2011 marked the release of the latest Armchair Reader to include Willis’s stories, Haunted America. In 2012, Willis struck out on his own with the publication of Haunted Indiana.


  Willis currently resides in Columbus, Ohio, with his wife and daughter, a Queen-loving parrot, and three narcoleptic cats.


  For more strange and spooky information about James A. Willis, visit him at www.strangeandspookyworld.com.
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