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West Virginia did not become a state by accident. It became a state because it disagreed — with Virginia, with the Confederacy, with the general premise that it should be told what to do by people who had never stood at the bottom of a holler and looked up. In 1863, in the middle of a war that was tearing most of the country in half, West Virginia simply became its own thing. Mountain State, they called it. Wild and Wonderful. Both accurate. Neither quite sufficient.

The mountains here are among the oldest on the planet. The Appalachians were already ancient when the Rockies were still deciding on their general shape. They have had a long time to hold things — and they have held a great deal. Cherokee presence, Shawnee trade routes, Scots-Irish settlers who arrived carrying folklore that fit the landscape like it had always been there. Coal companies that arrived later and took considerably more than they left. The land absorbed all of it. It is still absorbing.

A haint, in Appalachian tradition, is something more than a ghost but less than a demon. It lingers — mean, hungry, and unfinished, with intent rather than habit.The word itself has roots in West African languages, carried into the mountains through the Gullah people, and what it describes is specific: not a sad thing stuck in a loop, but a presence that decided to stay and made that decision on purpose. Haint blue on a porch ceiling was a barrier — the color of sky and water, two things a haint could not cross.Silent protection, painted in plain sight, on houses all across these hills. People who knew what was out there and dealt with it practically, without drama, the way you deal with a leaky roof or a late frost.

West Virginia has a long list of haunts and haints — Trans-Allegheny Lunatic Asylum, the West Virginia Penitentiary, Mothman— and one reasonable theory for why the list is so long is simple math. Centuries of mining disasters, Civil War bloodshed, and Appalachian folklore have left an indelible mark across the Mountain State.When a place has that much history distributed across that much mountain terrain, and the mountains themselves are old enough to remember things humans have entirely forgotten, the signal accumulates. It has been accumulating here for a very long time.

Franki and Franny Lynn showed up with an open booking, Franny Lynn's pharmaceutical kit, and a working theory that the entities of West Virginia had been waiting considerably longer than necessary for anyone to ask them a direct question. The theory proved correct. It usually does.

About this book

West Virginia has Mothman. It has the Greenbrier Ghost, who solved her own murder from beyond the grave with a composure that would embarrass most living people. It has the Flatwoods Monster, the Sheepsquatch, coal mine disasters with body counts that should not have happened, and an asylum that was built for 250 people and eventually housed 2,400. It has hollows where the cellular signal cuts out and something older than cellular signal picks up.

Mothman fits squarely in the tradition of Appalachian haints — a strange figure appearing on a back road at night, people arguing whether it's a trick of the light or something that carries a warning, the meaning of the story shifting as it's retold across new eras and for new needs.That is the shape of West Virginia's paranormal tradition broadly: old, local, and specific, not a tourist attraction that happened to a place but a living conversation a place has been having with itself across centuries.

This book follows Franki and Franny Lynn through eleven locations and one that does not appear on any map that has ever been submitted to a cartographic authority. The locations are real. The history is real. The interviews were conducted with Franny Lynn's pharmaceutical assistance, on a frequency that is not currently peer reviewed and which Franny Lynn's interdimensional supplier asks us to not elaborate on further for legal reasons that apply across at least three dimensions.

Some chapters will give you a very good reason to drive to a specific place. Some will give you a reason to sit outside it with a pepperoni roll from a gas station that is absolutely not kidding around, and appreciate that the place exists. Both are valid approaches to West Virginia.

A note on Franki and Franny Lynn

Franki runs the interviews. She is the one who will look directly at an entity that has been attached to a collapsed mine shaft for a hundred years and ask it, sincerely and without irony, how it is doing and whether it has had water recently. She means it every time. This turns out to matter.

Franny Lynn manages the pharmaceutical dimension of the operation, which is to say she manages the part that makes the interviews possible at all. Her inventory comes through channels that bypass most regulatory frameworks currently in existence and she describes her supplier as "very reliable, very interdimensional, excellent communication except during Mercury retrograde." She takes notes throughout. Her handwriting is only partially legible in this dimension.

Together they have sat across from haints, cryptids, entities of uncertain classification, and at least one presence that described itself, with apparent sincerity, as a geological event that developed opinions. They are excellent interviewers because they are genuinely, completely interested — not in being right about what something is, but in what it actually has to say. Most things that have been in the West Virginia mountains for any significant length of time have a great deal to say. The trick is creating the conditions where they feel like saying it.

BooBerry K Muffins are on every menu at every FrankiVerse Cafe location involved in this project. Franny Lynn considers them essential to the pharmaceutical preparation process. Franki considers them essential to the general process of being alive. This has not been disputed.

A note on the FrankiVerse

If you are new here, welcome. The FrankiVerse is a universe in which the walls between dimensions are thinner than mainstream physics currently finds comfortable, coffee is both a ritual and a right, and the haints in these mountains have been waiting a long time for someone to show up with good questions and an open tab. If you have been here before, you will recognize the texture. The vortex system extends here now — into the hills, into the hollers, along the Ohio River and through the old asylum and into the TNT area where something with red eyes has been doing its own thing since 1966 and has, as of this volume, finally agreed to discuss it.

The FrankiVerse Cafe West Virginia franchise location operates on a frequency adjacent to the oldest rock formation in the state. The staff are aware of the haint situation. They painted the porch ceiling haint blue on purpose. It does not work on the regulars, but the regulars are welcome anyway. They always have been.

One Last Note

The pepperoni roll was invented by West Virginia coal miners — Italian immigrant families in the early 1900s, a portable, practical, filling thing that could go down into the mine and come back up again and still be worth eating. It is the food of people who went into the dark every day as a matter of survival and came back out when they could. It is the correct food for this investigation.

Franny Lynn has the kit. The frequency is open. Something in the mountains is already aware that they are here, and has been since they crossed the state line, because something in these mountains is always aware.

Let's go in.
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Point Pleasant and the TNT Area

Point Pleasant sits at the confluence of the Kanawha and Ohio Rivers, which sounds peaceful and is actually a description of a place where a tremendous amount of American history has been happening at high velocity for several centuries and has not fully stopped. The town was established in 1774 after the Battle of Point Pleasant — some historians consider it the first battle of the American Revolution, which Virginia does not dispute with enough conviction to be convincing. The land knew what it was before the Americans named it. The Shawnee knew the confluence. The rivers have been holding things since before anyone was writing anything down.

The TNT area, four miles north of town, came later. The West Virginia Ordnance Works was a United States Army ammunition manufacturing facility constructed and operated during World War II, encompassing 8,323 acres of Mason County on the east bank of the Ohio River.Around 3,500 workers were employed manufacturing TNT every day. When the war ended in 1945, the plant closed, leaving more than 8,000 acres of land to be repurposed.What got left behind was a grid of concrete igloo bunkers that once housed tons of explosives, miles of roads going nowhere in particular, and the specific quality of silence that settles over a place that was built entirely for one violent purpose and then simply stopped. The rows of World War II-era igloo-like bunkers and dilapidated laboratories give the area all the ambiance a discerning entity could want. Twenty years after the plant closed, something decided to move in. Whether it was already there is a different question entirely, and one that Point Pleasant locals have been sitting with longer than most.

Couples See Man-Sized Bird... Creature... Something

That was the actual headline. The first newspaper report was published in the Point Pleasant Register, dated November 16, 1966, titled "Couples See Man-Sized Bird... Creature... Something."The ellipses were doing a lot of work. The national press picked it up immediately, named the thing Mothman, and moved on to their next story. Point Pleasant did not get to move on.

On November 15, 1966 at 11:30 PM, two young married couples were driving south on State Route 62 when they noticed what appeared to be two red lights near the North Power Plant — the TNT facility.They pulled in for a closer look, which in retrospect was an extremely Point Pleasant thing to do. What they saw was a grey man-like figure with wings that didn't run, but wobbled — like it couldn't keep its balance. Linda Scarberry described the creature as having circular fiery red eyes and a body like a man but with wings, about six or seven feet tall, wings folded against its back. She said you could see muscles in its legs.

They drove. The thing followed. Witnesses reported the creature could fly at speeds upwards of 100 miles per hour, chasing them to the outskirts of town before disappearing into a field.Roger Scarberry later told the paper that if he had seen it alone, he would have kept his mouth shut entirely. There were four of them. Four people do not collectively hallucinate a muscle-legged winged figure wobbling around a former munitions depot at midnight. They filed a report with the sheriff. The sheriff did not have a category for it. Nobody did.

The first reported sighting was actually three days earlier — on November 12, 1966, a group of gravediggers in Clendenin spotted something massive moving rapidly from tree to tree overhead. They later described it as a huge, brown-winged human being. The gravediggers were scared, which says something, given their occupation.It did not say anything at the gravediggers. It was just moving through the trees, which is somehow worse.

Over the next thirteen months, more than one hundred sightings flooded law enforcement reports, radio stations, and regional papers. Reports of UFOs surged. Residents claimed to encounter men in black — quiet, emotionless figures who appeared within hours of reported sightings and asked probing questions. Animals went missing. Lights flickered across the Ohio River.The town was inside something and couldn't see the edges of it. That year in Point Pleasant had the specific texture of a place where the frequency has shifted and nobody can get it back to where it was.

The Bridge

The Silver Bridge, which connected Point Pleasant with Gallipolis, Ohio, had opened to traffic in 1928. It was the first bridge in the United States to use an innovative eyebar-link suspension system rather than traditional wire-cable suspension. That innovation is relevant. One of those eyebars had a small, unseen defect. The faulty eyebar eventually cracked and began to corrode, out of sight from the public or bridge inspectors.

At 5 PM on December 15, 1967, eyewitnesses recall there was a loud gunshot-like noise and, folding like a deck of cards in less than twenty seconds, the entire 1,460-foot suspended portion of the Silver Bridge collapsed into the river, taking with it 32 vehicles and 46 victims, including two whose bodies were never found. It was rush hour. It was the Christmas shopping season. People were out buying trees.

The engineering cause was eventually determined. A flaw just 0.1 inches deep triggered a fracture. When the lower side of the eyebar failed, all the load transferred to the other side, which then failed by ductile overload. The chain was completely severed. A collapse of the entire structure was inevitable since all parts of a suspension bridge are in equilibrium with one another.One tiny hidden crack. One hidden flaw in one hidden place that nobody could see and nobody was looking for. The bridge had been inspected multiple times. Nobody found it. The Silver Bridge collapse ultimately led to the creation of the first national bridge inspection program in the Federal-Aid Highway Act of 1968. Forty-six people died and the country finally started checking its bridges. That is the shape of how things change.

Mothman had not been seen for several weeks before the collapse. He was not seen after it. The sightings stopped the same day the bridge fell. The people of Point Pleasant were left to decide what that meant, and they have not stopped deciding.

What Everyone Got Wrong

The cultural story that calcified around Mothman went like this: a monster appeared, a bridge fell, the monster was either a warning or a cause, either way it was malevolent, the end. John Keel's 1975 book leaned into the omen angle. The 2002 Richard Gere film leaned into atmospheric dread. Many saw no connection in an alleged sighting just before the collapse, while some viewed Mothman as a sinister harbinger of doom. The mainstream read was creature equals bad news equals fear.

The Mothman remains one of America's most enduring modern legends — part cryptid, part omen, part cultural mirror reflecting the anxieties of a small town living through a year of strange upheaval. That last part is the most honest framing available and it still doesn't quite get there. Because the anxieties were real. The upheaval was real. The bridge was real. The thing in the TNT area, whatever it was, was also apparently real to over a hundred people who saw it independently across thirteen months.

One local researcher believed the Mothman never left Point Pleasant and was probably here long before European settlers arrived in Appalachia. "The TNT area was built on top of an Indian burial mound. I think it all ties into that," he said.That thread is worth pulling. A place that was ceremonially significant for centuries, then used to manufacture explosives for
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