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Ancient Guardian Of The Sacred Blood

Turkey ridge is nestled on a long hill running through the midst of an eight mile wide bay known as The Great Labyrinth Swamp. There is a good reason why this swampy bay was referred to as a labyrinth. For some strange fact of being virtually all direction finders seem to cease in their function, many often giving opposite indications. Even the best of talented interlopers, from coon hunters and deer stalkers to surveyors, often wind up going around in circles all day and night, exiting in places far distant from indications given by their inner sense of direction; yet simultaneously eerily cheerful that they had managed to make it out back onto the hard surfaced road at long last. 

These woods were known by past generations to hold many unsettling secrets. Fearsome spirits were said to lurk about who bore an ardent hatred for trespassers, and new residents when they possessed no blood connection with the land, the local people, or the area's rich history. There were many recent examples of situations where confused people stumbling through the bush, had dreadfully run afoul.

During the Civil War the place was said to have been a battle ground soaked in blood, although nothing could ever be discovered inside the record to substantiate the local account recalled from a  tradition of oral history. So goes the tale, the US Federal Government’s blue coated army was passing through, originating from the Cape Fear River. The local plantations had scout accomplices who patrolled with the Federal Troops up and down the river, many acting as double agent informers to the locals. Intrepid runners carried news back to the plantations that enemy forces were on their way from the beach, since the mighty invincible fortress, Fisher, had recently fallen. 

In response to this long dreaded news, the locals cleared out all of their golden chains, watches, rings, their steel hardware, dried meat, dried fruit, rice stores, black eyed peas, grits, butter beans, guns, ammunition, and other valuables; then stashed them in cache’ areas constructed in anticipation of a future need, deep down inside The Great Labyrinth. For personal protection while their arms were in concealed storage, many persons crafted extremely powerful homemade cross bows and arrows from river cane growing throughout the general area. Wild hemlock or infused tobacco provided the juice or the nicotine, that became the deadly arrow poison, as did manure when nothing better could be scrounged while living on the run.

Live stock was carried deep down into the swamp and temporarily corralled when possible, or simply allowed to free range when corralling wasn’t possible. The intended victims of this total warfare policy resided inside the many hollowed out trunks of great cypress trees until this huge army of horrendous ravishing fiends had finally passed them by.

So the story goes, local bands ambushed an encroaching Federal patrol with these bamboo cross bows and poisoned arrows. Once every member of the patrol had taken an arrow, the concealed ambuscade attacked with side knives, hatchets, and iron spiked oak branches, until the few remaining survivors had been slaughtered. Any weapon or tool on the individual person of this patrol was seized up, to include a light portable six pound howitzer. These weapons and this howitzer were promptly set up at another point of ambush for use on these invading foreign troops as they passed through. 

At night  areas back toward the Cape Fear, where the enemy encampments stood, were located, and swinging or dropping poisoned spiked logs were put in between these encampments and the nearest creek observed to have been utilized for bathing or cooking; in anticipation of scoring a catch when awakening troops meandered down to dip water for the morning breakfast. 

According to the local regal down through the decades following, all enemy troops were eventually eliminated with this highly effective guerrilla technique from plantation farms and cabins on Turkey Ridge.  While no record of the time honored account could ever be located, during the 1970’s a small gathering of kids watched in awe as two six pound howitzers were pulled from a local slough by outsiders working for the State Museum in Raleigh. Obviously these guns had been located by farm owners beforehand.

In the minds of these kids, and many adults, this witnessed discovery verified the old tales from inhabitants, of past glory and valor.  For sure they all really were sons and daughters of the undefeated, many laughed later on. To this day unexplained events in the lives of people from outside the area who dare to venture in despite being thoroughly warned, are said to be the actions of spirits originating with these past violent citizen bands who once hid out deep down in the Labyrinth. 

Other occurrences of the bizarre suggest that occultist forces of possession inside the general area might be hard at work, conjuring up armies of spirit citizen bands to terrorize all alien out-landers.  So the account runs, a criminal family consisting of an old widow woman named, Mapia Lytle, and her seven sons from Harlan County, Kentucky, built a cabin on Turkey Ridge on squatted land back around 1910. She is referred to by long-time inhabitants as Ma Pia. She and her sons lived on stolen livestock, wood, and from raiding local estates. Because of their frequent theft, the surrounding farmers declared war on her seven sons, with the cabin being a setting of intermittent gun battles. The cabin door and the front walls were virtually pock marked with bullet holes, even as the long abandoned cabin sat empty into the 1980’s. 

The old hag was warned by an unknown message bearer to exit the area, but she ardently refused, openly declaring with laughter that she would remain in place there, and “anybody who didn’t like it could be damned.” One day she went missing, remaining so for a month. A freshly plowed field was seen to have an area of disturbed dirt near to the side adjacent to the tall oak woods, although no tracks could be found. One of her sons had the notion to dig in this disturbed ground. After going down three feet, his shovel struck a head of dirt soaked, jet black hair with a hollow thud. Her dirt filled, cupped hands, seemed to have been virtually clawing at the earth in a vain attempt at escaping the grave, only to have fallen after being overwhelmed by the situation.

Her seven sons vowed revenge on the farmers who they were certain had committed this awful crime, attacking a number of local farm homes, with the inhabitants thankfully anticipating their approach. Resulting from their inability to avenge the death of their wicked mother, the brothers eventually turned on one another, with more than half winding up in the graveyard themselves, and the others languishing away in prison doing hard time. Within five years all but one had wasted away on the chain gang, and the single remaining brother was transported into an out-of-state insane asylum, where he resided for nearly fifty years. 

Though the true culprit of the old hag’s murder was never apprehended, to this day local accounts claim an eerie shadowy figure moved through the woods and field without making tracks or sound, entering the cabin through a raised window, and seizing the widow with a handkerchief covering her mouth. Somehow it seems, the woman was moved through the cabin and out the door, while the home was inhabited by her seven violent sons, yet none heard a single sound. Were they too intoxicated, so goes the local sneer?  No one really knows the answer to this serious question.

A lone coon hunter who was outside on that night, eventually claimed that he witnessed the event first hand. While the assailant appeared as a transparent shadow, his features resembled accounts recalled of old man, Jarlaith Johnson, foremost leader of a murderous swamp band who was said to have annihilated seven Federal Patrols to the last man down in the Labyrinth. He was described as being particularly wicked in his designs, since he burned at the stake and crucified any survivors he discovered after the fact. When he did take prisoners, he was even said to have cooked some, then forced others to consume the roasted flesh, as he made degrading sport of them before finally dispatching these wretched souls from their unfathomable misery. 

In another account from an earlier time, an outlander couple was being investigated in lieu of reports claiming murder of their own children. Investigators at the scene of the crime discovered the charred bones in an ash heap by the wood stand across from the pond behind the cabin of an infant and two older children. There were scratch marks on these bones, suggesting that the flesh had been carved away with a blade of some sort. 

After putting the couple under intensive interrogation, the grossly impoverished woman finally broke down in heaving tears, as did the man; declaring that it was like an immensely powerful force had entered into their bodies, compelling them to roast their own children alive, then consume the cooked flesh completely. They described being approached by a transparent shadow figure, having clearly defined features. Her description of this figure was virtually identical to that given by the coon hunter later on, who witnessed the hag from Harlan County, Kentucky, being murdered. Locals have declared ever since that in both instances it was the ghost of Jarlaith Johnson, continuing on in his war to purge the sacred homeland from alien domination.

There were a number of land tracts deep down in the Labyrinth, where massive live oaks, some seven feet in diameter, are said to have once served as hanging trees. One oak in particular stands today behind a boy scout cabin some two hundred yards down from the antiquated Horse Pen Baptist Church. On the inside of this sacred building the candle lamps still hang. Underneath this tree are said to lie the skeletons of more than a hundred men and women, hanged from the Revolutionary Era, down through the Civil War, and on down into the 1960s. 

These bones are either those of crusading out-landers who insulted the established hierarchy, or those who were warned to exit the area, yet held these kind admonitions into flagrant disregard. The few eyewitnesses to these tragedies always described bands of compelling mysterious, shadow-like figures bearing clearly defined features, with tied victims dealing out vigilante justice at rope's end. These features often resembled descriptions of individual swamp band members headed by none other than Jarlaith Johnson.  In virtually every instance, no suspects to these crimes were ever located, since no evidence existed whatsoever, though many potential targets were investigated.

In our own day those who spoke with these lost souls walking the hard surfaced road, discovered that more than a few often had unsettling stories of strange occurrences experienced as they stumbled around in the great labyrinth backwoods.  In the gloom of midnight, as the wind stirred the branches of the dense bushes and trees looming all around, many claimed their names were sharply whispered by numerous voices originating seemingly from somewhere inside the dense thickets. Then the phrase “get out!,” was heard to virtually ride upon the wind at twelfth striking. An entire barrage of words originating from a multiplicity of directions, spoken by what sounded to be a dozen voices, soon chimed loudly upon the blustery night wind.

“This is our land, get out! We don’t want you here, outlander. Our traditions are eternal. Get out! Get Out! You are not welcome here. You entered uninvited. Get out, or burn for eternity inside the furnace of hell, outlander! We know we are right, as were our forefathers. Leave us be! Get out! You sons of hell may rule the nation today, but one day soon our children shall rise to stake their final indisputable claim. When they finally seize control, a blood purge shall usher you into infinity, and our sacred land shall then stand proudly, forever free!” 

All interviewed claimed that an inexplicable fear suddenly gripped their entire bodies, unlike any feeling ever before experienced. Their breathing raced, as their hearts hammered the insides of their breasts. Their blind stumbling transformed into a quickening disheveled pace. A number fell into unseen holes, thankfully only chest deep, as they raced madly from crunching footsteps looming in the unseen rear distance. Upon racing into a natural tangle of cat claw briers and huge two inch bamboo thorns on vines an inch in diameter, the piercing laugh of ghastly voices  in a collective multiplicity filled the air. 

A chronic threatening, almost nauseating feeling loomed in the air about, so these lost victims reported, until the crack of dawn. With the break of a new sun above the treetops, the gloom of terror gradually lifted, although a sensation of unseen eyes watching amid the tangle, persisted. When these poor souls finally stumbled out of the dense vegetation onto a hard surfaced road, all they were seen to do was shake their heads as they gasped for breath, saying as they panted; 

“Thank God in heaven I am finally out. I’ll never go back inside that horrible place. No person could ever pay me enough money to go back in. We’ve heard stories of the Jersey Devil,  the Grass Man, and even the Moth Man and the Lizard Man,  but nothing anywhere has anything on this,” they would all say as they spoke to concerned passers by, who paused to inquire if these obviously disturbed people needed a ride, or anything else. 

One of these staggering individuals lost in the bush was picked up by none other than a heritage resident from the nearby Dundarrach community named Dooley White. Dooley was a brown haired, short stocky, yet muscular man. He was a logger and tobacco farmer by trade. He had no personal qualm with out-landers in general; although he silently hated their often rude, haughty mannerisms, bearing suggestions of being on some type of crusade against every long cherished area tradition.

Because of aliens from the outside constantly complaining to state authorities, already the old time Tobacco Festival Parade had been canceled, as had the selling of multicolored chicks, ducklings, and rabbits at Easter time. The old style turkey shoot, with a live tom turkey behind a log had also now been forbidden by area authorities, although it still often carried on clandestinely. 

This realization was excluding the ridiculous new building and State inspection codes, rendering an individual's use of his own property for his personal financial benefit, as being obsolete. The timeless farm tradition of running its own general store had now vanished totally, simply because of imposed codes designed to the sole benefit of tax extortionists so idealized by these crusading big city foreigners. Considering these whining out-landers as a whole among their own kind,  Dooley concluded every one of them he had personally spoken with as being virtual disciples of some  mysterious dogmatic collectivist doctrinaire, imposed right before the very eyes of every inhabitant who bore a constitutional inheritance and a bloodline dating back to the colonial era on the land.

He held no hatred in his heart for any of them, personally, but when these people infiltrated the public school system, preaching their infectious doctrine to the local children, he felt the hair upon his own body stand up in a heating tinge of anger. The contaminating lies being evangelized by these disciples of the damned were far too numerous for him to ever list, yet to summarize; the  children of Turkey Ridge and the county at large, were being indoctrinated to accept the claim that by embracing their own degeneration economically, socially, the family structure at large, and even genealogically, hence the same degeneration noted by history as destroying every great empire of the past; that they were somehow headed toward a new plateau of advancement from every angle of ideological consideration. 

He agreed with other locals when they asked the obvious question as to specifically who was sending these abiding abominable missionaries out to proselytize their insidious creed of the spiritually condemned, other than the devil himself? Where is the human face on this demon puppet master concealed in the proverbial bushes, all of them continued to inquire? Surely a mighty enemy must lurk somewhere within their own congregation, they all had
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