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Introduction
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Merriam-Webster dictionary defines the word paranormal as referring to “events that are not scientifically explainable.” The real-life stories you are about to explore certainly fall into that category.

Included in these pages are accounts of a converted barn that housed not only a young family, but also an evil that would threaten their very existence, a place where the spirits of once captive animals roam free, a serial killer whose ghost is said to haunt the prison where he spent his final years, cursed ventriloquists’ dummies, a young girl who could communicate with those who have passed on, a harrowing exorcism, a well-documented case of poltergeist activity, and much more.

If you’re a believer in that which falls outside the category of ‘explainable phenomena,’ you’ll be right at home here. If not, perhaps the time has come to put your skepticism 

aside and simply enjoy the ride; what you are about to read may surprise you. In the words of Thomas Browne: “Life itself is but the shadow of death, and souls departed but the shadows of the living.” And on that note, let us begin.
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Chapter 1:

Ghost Mountain
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Areas in which large numbers of lives have been lost often hold onto the resulting negative energy long after the events have passed. Such is the case of the Droop Mountain Battlefield, a place where time stands still and the ghosts of the past never sleep.

Droop Mountain is located in the town of Hillsboro, in Pocahontas County, West Virginia. During the Civil War, it was the site of a bloody battle that many believe is still being fought to this day.

It all began on November 6, 1863 when a battalion of Confederate soldiers intercepted Union troops on their way to Salem, Virginia to commandeer the Virginia/Tennessee Railroad. If the attempt proved successful, having control of the rails would have given them a stronghold in the region.

Members of the Confederate army, having gotten wind of the plot, marched twenty-seven miles in less than ideal conditions to thwart the takeover. When the warring sides met face-to-face, the conflict would go on, nonstop, for a full day before the Confederates, who were outnumbered from the start, finally conceded. Even though they had lost the battle, they had technically won the war. Having lost forty-five soldiers on that fateful day, the remaining Union troops had abandoned their mission and headed home. 

While that should have been the end of the story, as it happened, it was only the beginning. In the decades since the battle was waged, residents of the area and visitors alike have reported seeing and hearing things that can’t easily be explained away.

During a camping trip in 1920, a logger named Edgar Walton and a friend encountered something that had shaken them to the core. The unnerving incident occurred near the Droop Mountain cemetery that held the bodies of the Confederate soldiers who lost their lives at the site in 1863. Though he didn’t believe in ghosts, and thought that anyone who did needed their head examined, he was hard put to explain what they witnessed that night.

Walton recalled that they had built a fire and settled in for the evening when the sound of leaves crackling and sticks snapping under the weight of something of considerable heft broke the silence. Gazing off into the distance, the pair saw someone walking toward them. Acting under the assumption that it was a weary traveler looking for a place to get warm, they prepared to invite him to have a seat by the fire. When the figure got close enough for them to see clearly, they were too tongue-tied to speak.

Despite his no-nonsense take on life, Walton admitted that what he saw in the moments that followed defied logic. The unexpected guest was dressed in an old military uniform from the neck down. What he looked like exactly was hard to say, since he didn’t have a head. As they watched in disbelief, he levitated a foot or so off the ground and hovered in mid-air for several seconds. Without acknowledging them in any way, he then drifted past the stunned campers as if they weren’t there. Though Walton had witnessed something otherworldly that night, he maintained to the very end that he didn’t believe in the supernatural.

In a strange twist, fifty-seven years later, in 1977, his daughter saw what she believed to be the same headless soldier under eerily similar circumstances. Dressed in a Confederate uniform, the figure had floated by her, letting out a woeful moan as he when along his way. How he managed this feat, given that he lacked a head and presumably a mouth, was a bit puzzling. With that said, sometimes we just have to accept that reason doesn’t apply when one is dealing with events outside our realm of understanding.

Edgar Walton and his daughter weren’t the only ones with stories to tell. The area is so rife with spirit activity that it has been dubbed “Ghost Mountain,” and for good reason. Visitors to the site have reported hearing agonized screams in the night with no visible source. The sounds of war are also commonplace, including phantom cannon blasts, artillery fire, and the clanking of swords engaged in fights to the death. The thundering of horses’ hooves is not uncommon. The banging of drums and blaring of bugles have also been heard in and around the old battlefield.

Troops decked out in full military regalia have been witnessed standing at attention in plain view of dumbfounded observers. A park ranger recounted seeing one of these ghostly sentries while patrolling the grounds. Believing him to be a Civil War reenactor, which wasn’t unheard of in the area, he had gone over to greet him. Instead of acknowledging the ranger, the figure had disappeared into thin air.

A tourist to the area claimed that he heard a bugle call, followed by the sound of men’s voices, shouting and clearly in a state of chaos. Though no one else was around, and the noises were coming from only a few feet away, he didn’t see another living soul.

Plunging temperatures are common on Droop Mountain, as is an uncomfortable feeling of being surrounded by people, even when you’re alone or in a small group. Some describe the sensation as claustrophobic, in spite of the fact that they are about as out in the open as one can be.

A woman who grew up in a house at the foot of the mountain, whom we’ll call Nancy, told of seeing a man, his body aglow in the night, standing perfectly still in the middle of what had once been a battleground. Echoing what so many others had witnessed in the past, she recalled that, although his body was intact, his head was missing. When she shone her flashlight on him, he vanished straight away.

On another occasion, Nancy and her cousins were exploring the area when they happened upon a soldier on horseback. The fact that they could see right through him ruled out the possibility that they were witnessing a reenactor at work. While it’s common knowledge in the region that the apparitions almost never acknowledge the living, in this instance, the phantom rider had turned his head toward Nancy and her relations, eyeing them up and down before looking away and vanishing into thin air, horse and all.  

Another resident of the area whose home sits along the mountain’s ridge captured images of bright lights emanating from out of nowhere in a field. He also took pictures of a misty human form as it wove its way through the trees. In a frightening incident he managed to catch on film, a ghostly woman he could not identify could be seen peering into his home through a window. 

Yet another native of the region claimed to have witnessed a soldier resting peacefully against a tree. Rather than disturbing him, the observer had walked on by, giving the clearly worn out gentleman the respect he deserved. When the passerby returned a few minutes later, the soldier was gone.

While Ghost Mountain has more than its fair share of unexplained phenomena, the majority of reported sightings involve the headless soldier. Though most who have encountered the specter say that he is well and truly lacking a head, others claim that it isn’t his head that’s missing; it’s his face. This inconsistency has led to speculation that witnesses are seeing two different entities, one headless, the other faceless.

Droop Mountain Battlefield is open to the public year-round. A favorite destination of tourists looking for a fright, the park offers ghost tours, including overnights, for those who like to take a walk on the dark side. With nearly three hundred acres to explore, in addition to its historical significance, Ghost Mountain is considered a paranormal hotspot that more than lives up to its reputation.
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Chapter 2:

The Witch Barn
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Haunted dwellings come in all shapes and sizes. From skyscrapers to ramshackle huts, anyplace that houses the living, past or present, can harbor spirits that should have long ago departed this realm. The following account involves a converted barn in the Welsh countryside that, while quaint and welcoming on the surface, contained an evil that nearly destroyed a once happy family.

In the early summer of 1989, Bill and Liz Rich moved into a cottage situated at the foot of the Brecon Beacons (Bannau Brycheiniog) mountain range in South Wales. The property, which was aptly named “Heol Fanog,” Welsh for “Road to the Peaks,” was everything they had hoped for and more. Surrounded by lush scenery, the former city dwellers looked forward to spending the coming years basking in the beauty of nature, far away from the hustle and bustle they wanted desperately to escape.

In addition to the couple, who were expecting their first child together, Bill’s teenage son Laurence also made Heol Fanog his home that summer. Though the property boasted a manor house that was much roomier than the converted barn they would call home for the next seven years, for reasons unknown to them at the time, the place was boarded up and apparently uninhabitable.

Bill, an artist whose paintings helped keep them afloat, and Liz, who made a modest living as an herbalist, settled into their new lives in no time. Laurence too had taken to farm life like a fish to water, at least at first. 

The summer months were the picture of happiness and bliss for the family. By the time fall rolled around, Liz had given birth to a son they named Ben. As the days grew shorter and the air colder, a darkness that had nothing to do with the change in seasons crept over Heol Fanog, a pattern that would continue for years to come.

That winter, the family began hearing the sound of footsteps running up and down the stairs. Doors slamming by themselves also became a common occurrence. Laurence, who had been easy going up till then, had grown sullen and at times confrontational. Though Bill initially chalked his son’s behavior up to teenage angst, when the boy began flying into rages that involved him swearing a blue streak and spitting in his father’s face, he realized that something else was going on; he just didn’t know what. When the abhorrent behavior showed no signs of stopping, Bill made the difficult decision to send his firstborn son off to boarding school. This move, though painful at the time, proved to be the best thing he could have done for Laurence, who returned to normal once he was no longer bound to Heol Fanog.

Cold spots, alternating with an oppressive heat that would consume a room in a matter of seconds, leaving the occupants sweltering, made it nearly impossible to get comfortable in the previously cozy cottage. Even worse, the smell of sulfur would permeate the
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