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KC and Maurice have accumulated lifetimes worth of Haunted XP Points by now.

That is not an official credential. There is no governing body that certifies paranormal investigators working out of a van with a GPS that does things near active locations — or anywhere, really, though Maurice has been known to attempt correspondence with several governing bodies who do not respond to her emails, which is consistent with their general approach to things they cannot adequately categorize. 

What KC and Maurice have instead is a combined several decades (and maybe a few parallel lives) of paying close attention, a recording setup that KC assembles with the quiet focus of someone who has thought carefully about every sight line and will not be rushed about it, and a working theory about why they tend to get more activity than most people operating in the field.

The theory, if you ask Maurice, is respect. You walk into a place that has been holding centuries of human story and you do not demand that it perform for you. You do not point a spirit box at a wall and bark commands at it like you are trying to get a refund. You arrive with genuine curiosity and the understanding that whatever is present in a location has been there considerably longer than you have, and it will decide whether to acknowledge you on its own timeline, and your job is to be worth acknowledging. Maurice has found, over the course of many locations and many years, that most things that remain in old places are not trying to frighten anyone. They are simply still there. That distinction is the whole job.

The theory, if you ask KC, is also respect. KC will not add anything else out loud. She will, however, make a note.

There is also the matter of Franny Lynn's pharmaceutical contributions to the investigation process, which are available only through interdimensional channels and are not, technically, a methodology that can be peer reviewed. The mechanics are not elaborated upon here. The pills work. The investigations benefit. This is noted for the record.

About this book

Texas is not a subtle state. It is a place that has been performing its own mythology for so long that the mythology and the geography have become genuinely difficult to separate, which is either a problem or an advantage depending on what you are trying to document. The land has absorbed Karankawa coastal spirits and Apache ancestral presence and Spanish colonial conviction and the residue of the Republic of Texas deciding it was its own country for a decade, which it was, and the particular frequency of a place where people have been making enormous and irreversible decisions for several centuries and some of them are not entirely done making them.

Maurice had been picking up Texas's signal for a long time before they drove across the state line. The kind of signal a place emits when it has that much unfinished business distributed across that much square mileage and is still, on some frequency, actively sorting through it. She had a list. The list was long. Texas is always going to give you a longer list than you have time for, which is why this is Volume 1 and not the only volume, and why they are already thinking about what they missed.

KC drove. The GPS started doing something interesting somewhere around Texarkana. She noted it and said nothing and kept driving.

This book follows the two of them through eleven investigations and one location that does not appear on any standard map — Austin, San Antonio, Galveston, Jefferson, the Big Thicket, the Hill Country, Corpus Christi, West Texas, Marfa, Mineral Wells, and a stretch of ancient Precambrian granite in the Llano Uplift that has been absorbing signal since before there were people here to send it. The locations are real. The history is real. The paranormal encounters are documented as they occurred, which sometimes means something extraordinary happened and sometimes means the investigation was a clean bust and the brisket at the place down the road was genuinely one of the most important experiences of the trip and this too is data worth recording.

Some chapters will give you a very good reason to drive to a specific location. Some will give you a reason to sit outside it with a cold Shiner and appreciate that it exists. Both are valid approaches to Texas.

A note on KC and Maurice

Maurice writes the case files. She is backwoods goth witchy nineties energy, fully present in every investigation, the one who talks to the ghosts directly and says thank you afterward. She has opinions about everything and will share them in the case file addendums at a length that no one has asked her to edit. She is an excellent investigator because she is genuinely, completely interested — not in being right about what is there, but in what is actually there. The distinction matters to her and it shows.

KC is behind the camera. She is quiet, observant, and a Capricorn, which is relevant context. She lets Maurice do the talking while she clocks everything Maurice misses, which is not very much, but the things KC catches are usually the things that matter most. Complete sentences from KC are rare and carry the weight of small geological events. She has strong opinions about locally sourced honey and yarn shops and will visit both without announcement.

They are a unit. This is not explained in the case files because it does not need to be. It is simply present, the way weather is present in a location — not announced, just part of the texture of how things feel.

They love BooBerry K Muffins, available at FrankiVerse Cafe. The van has a specific parking strategy near active locations. The GPS knows things.

A note on the FrankiVerse

If you are new here, welcome. The FrankiVerse is a universe in which the walls between dimensions are more permeable than mainstream physics currently acknowledges, coffee is a spiritual practice, and the staff at your local cafe may have considerably more going on than their name tag suggests. KC and Maurice move through it the way people move through any place they love — with curiosity, with humor, and with the settled certainty that something interesting is about to happen. If you have been here before, you will recognize the texture of things.

Somewhere in Texas, on a frequency that sits between the oldest exposed rock on the continent and a road the GPS has been quietly emotional about since Texarkana, there is a FrankiVerse Cafe franchise location that does not appear on any standard map. Maurice has been picking up its signal since Chapter Six. KC found a napkin in her jacket pocket with what appears to be a partial menu. She has filed it without comment.

It will come up again later. These things always do.

Before we go in

The BooBerry K Muffins are, as always, highly recommended. They pair exceptionally well with a quiet mind, a long stretch of empty highway, and whatever you happened to bring along for the drive through the Hill Country at dusk. Texas at dusk does something to the light that doesn't fully make sense given the size of the sky, and this is not a regional quirk — it is what happens when a place has been mythologized this thoroughly by this many people across this many centuries and has not stopped being mythologized yet. The land knows it is being watched. It has always known.

Maurice has her case files. KC has the camera and a read on every room before they walk in. The van is fueled. The GPS is already doing a thing.

Let's go in.
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The Colonel's Last Bet

Jesse Lincoln Driskill lost and rebuilt his fortune so many times that it starts to read less like a biography and more like a recurring dream he couldn't get out of. Born in Tennessee in 1824, he made his way through Missouri to Texas and into the cattle business by 1857, which was either very good timing or very bad timing depending on which four-year stretch of history you're examining. When the Civil War came, Driskill supplied beef to the Confederate Army and was paid in Confederate dollars, which is the currency equivalent of being paid in optimism. He was completely broke by the war's end. He rebuilt. He moved his family to Austin. He built cattle ranches in Kansas and the Dakota territories. He rebuilt his fortune again.

Then, in 1884, he spent $7,500 on a half-block of land at the corner of Sixth and Brazos Streets in downtown Austin. He had plans. The plans were large.

There was a reason for that specific corner, beyond civic ambition. Before Sixth Street existed, one of the most culturally essential springs in the region sat at what is now Sixth and Brazos.The Apache, Tonkawa, and Comanche all treated the artesian well on that site as sacred ground, each believing that water holds both willing and unwilling spirits.Driskill knew about the well. He wanted it for his water supply and he wanted it because he understood, on some level that doesn't require an explanation, that this was the corner of something. He was not wrong.

The Driskill Hotel opened on December 20, 1886, heralded by a special supplement in the Austin Daily Statesman, which called it one of the finest hotels in the country.The building was Romanesque Revival, six million pressed bricks and white limestone, with arched entrances that were, at the time, reputed to be the largest in Texas. Three limestone busts of Driskill and his sons were set into the facade — Jesse himself facing Sixth Street, surrounded by carved longhorns on the gable ends.He built it to outlast him. He was correct about that, at least.

Less than six months after opening, the cattle market collapsed. A brutal winter killed thousands of head. The hotel's general manager and half the staff were hired away by the Beach Hotel in Galveston, which expedited the closure.Driskill sold the hotel to his brother-in-law in 1888. He died in May 1890, having barely had time to enjoy the thing he'd spent everything building. Four months after his death, the hotel purchased a life-size portrait of its founder, which now presides over the lobby.

The Driskill kept changing hands. It nearly got torn down in 1969. A community campaign raised over $700,000 to save it, and the hotel reopened in 1973 with a gala attended by over 1,200 guests including every governor from the previous twenty years.Lyndon Johnson held his 1964 presidential campaign headquarters there on election night, kept a permanent reserve on the Governor's Suite, and came back for decades after his presidency. The Driskill has hosted inaugural balls for Texas governors continuously since 1887. It is the oldest operating hotel in Austin and, depending on how you count, one of the most haunted buildings in the state.

That second part is not unrelated to the first.

Who's Still Checking In

The guest list of permanent residents is, at this point, better documented than some of the living ones.

Colonel Driskill himself is most often encountered in the lobby and bar, accompanied by the scent of cigar smoke in an entirely nonsmoking building and the sound of footsteps on the mezzanine.A security guard working late once caught a strong cigar smell, leaned over the balcony to locate the source, and heard a male voice directly behind him ask "Got a match?" He turned to find no one there.The guard reportedly quit shortly after. This is understandable.

The most documented ghost story connected to the Driskill involves Samantha, the four-year-old granddaughter of a senator, who fell to her death on the grand staircase in 1887 during a legislative function.The Texas State Capitol was still under construction that year, and the Senate was holding session at the hotel. The senator handed his daughter a ball to keep her occupied while he dealt with business. She went to the staircase. Her spirit is said to haunt a painting on the fifth floor, and guests still report a child darting along the mezzanine stairs.

Then there is Room 525, which has its own file. Two women died in the same bathroom on the same floor, twenty years apart to the day — the first hanged herself after her fiancé called off their wedding the night before the ceremony, and the second, a Houston socialite whose fiancé had done the same, drove his car to Austin, maxed out his credit card on a significant downtown shopping run, and was found in the bathtub.Her apparition has been seen in the hotel corridors carrying shopping bags.There is something in this that reads less as tragedy and more as a woman who handled a terrible situation with notable efficiency and simply declined to leave.

The lesser-known residents are worth noting. Mrs. Bridge, who worked at the hotel in the early 1990s, is identified by the scent of fresh roses and is often found near the flower arrangements.Peter Lawless, a railroad ticket agent who moved into the hotel after his wife died in the 1880s and died there himself in 1916, still appears in the elevators as though he's heading to work, and has a noted fascination with the housekeeping staff.Peter Lawless is not threatening. Peter Lawless is a man who found a place he liked and simply never updated his address.

Case File 001 — KC and Maurice, The Driskill Hotel, Austin

Filed by Maurice

We pulled into the parking garage on Brazos and the GPS — the one that has been clocking active locations since before Corpus Christi — produced a sound that KC later described as "processing." I would describe it as a soft complaint, the kind a device makes when it is trying to communicate something that is not technically within its operational scope. We noted it and checked in.

The lobby is exactly as advertised. Marble floors, stained glass, a cattle baron's portrait watching the door from across the room. The kind of space that makes you feel like you should have better posture. KC adjusted her camera rig and made a note without writing anything down, which is a thing she does when a room is registering.

We requested the Cattle Baron Suite. We did not get the Cattle Baron Suite. We got a room on the fifth floor, which was either a coincidence or the building making a recommendation.

The REM pod went active at 11:47 PM. Not dramatically — a slow, steady pulse, like something asking a question at a reasonable volume rather than throwing itself at you. I said hello out loud and introduced us. The pulse held for about thirty seconds and stopped. KC filmed it. We sat with it. The room temperature did not drop. Nothing moved. It felt less like a haunting and more like an acknowledgment — an entity that had been in this room for a long time clocking two more people who had arrived with questions and were being polite about it.

I went to the grand staircase at 1 AM and sat on the mezzanine for forty-five minutes. Nothing came down the stairs. The cigar smell arrived once, briefly, near the landing. I said thank you to whoever it belonged to. KC was filming the lobby from the upper level and has seventeen minutes of footage of the portrait of Jesse Driskill that she has not yet fully reviewed. She says it will keep.

Verdict: Active. Respectful activity. The building knows it's haunted and has made peace with that. It is not performing for you. It is simply still here, in the way the Colonel is still here, in the way the artesian water is still running somewhere under the foundation of Sixth and Brazos, holding whatever it was always holding.

We had breakfast at the 1886 Café in the morning. The Texas-shaped pecan waffle is not a gimmick. It is a conviction. KC had two.

Before You Go

The Driskill is a fully operational luxury hotel — you can simply book a room and show up, which is the most straightforward way to spend a night in the most haunted building in Austin. Room 525 is the obvious choice if you want to be deliberate about it, though the fifth floor generally seems to be active regardless of which room you're in. The Driskill Bar has been called the best bar in Texas by Southern Living and has cowhide barstools and a longhorn on the wall, which is either a lot or exactly right depending on your relationship with Texas maximalism. The 1886 Café & Bakery serves breakfast and brunch daily and is worth the visit entirely independent of any paranormal agenda.

The grand staircase is accessible to hotel guests
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