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  To Hal Peterson, whose own ghost makes an appearance at the end of this work. It’s the most we’ve talked in a long time, old friend, and I’m sorry. And to Carrie L. Stephens, a young woman I never met, whose tragic death sparked my love affair with writing.
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  AUTHOR'S NOTE


  The name of some individuals in this book have been changed either at their request or to protect their privacy. Some of the events have been dramatized or modified for the sake of clarity or continuity.


  Many of these stories are based on legend, rumor, hearsay, gossip, and the occasional distant or foggy memory. The author makes no claim as to the authenticity of any story contained here, except that, in every case, the best available sources believe them to be true.


  The majority of the locations mentioned here are private properties, and some may have changed ownership since the publication of this book. Please remember to be respectful of personal privacy should you decide to explore these ghost stories on your own.


  INTRODUCTION


  The Heart of a Ghost


  Love is a scary thing.


  We expose our hearts and bare our souls all on the outside chance that our affections may be returned in kind. When they are not, it can be crushing. But when they are, that’s when romance can turn downright otherworldly. Hearts race, breath quickens, senses are set ablaze; it’s all part of what makes love so frighteningly grand. As the French philosopher François de La Rochefoucauld, author of the famed Maximes, said four centuries ago: “It is with true love as it is with ghosts; everyone talks about it, but few have seen it.”


  Small wonder, then, that love has often been linked with spirits that transcend mortality. Popular fiction is filled with references to love’s power to leave its mark on our mortal plane long after the lovers are gone. Millions wept in the summer of 1990 when Patrick Swayze played Sam Wheat, a murdered man so deeply in love with his girlfriend, portrayed by Demi Moore, that he refused to be carted off to heaven until he could both protect her and finally express his undying love for her. The movie, Ghost, went on to great critical acclaim and much financial success. The film’s iconic potter’s wheel encounter between Moore and Swayze is rated the No. 1 movie love scene of all time by Premier Magazine.


  Moore’s character, Molly, owes a great deal to perhaps the most famous haunted lover in the history of modern fiction—Edgar Allan Poe’s unnamed narrator in his poem “The Raven.” In both, we see earthbound mourners torn between a desire to forget and an obsession to remember their dead lovers. They at once crave any sign at all from their beloved in the Afterlife, even as they remain convinced that their ghostly encounters are sure indication of a descent into madness. In complicated meter and rhyme scheme, Poe’s “The Raven” tells the tale of a young scholar mourning the loss of “the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels named Lenore.” Through a spooky encounter with a supernatural talking bird, the young man discovers the depth of both his sadness and his love, and is left with the discovery that he will always suffer because of his loss. Or as Poe put it so poetically, “and my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor shall be lifted—Nevermore.”


  The poem, Poe’s most famous work by far, was a sensation in its day. It was even committed to memory by none other than President Abraham Lincoln. Nobody is really sure why. Lincoln was a fan of great writing, and he also believed memorizing brilliant passages of prose and poetry helped him with his substantial oratory skills. But it’s equally possible that Lincoln was a bit of a romantic. He certainly believed in the power of love to transcend life. He recited William Knox’s poem “Mortality: Oh, Why Should the Spirit Be Proud?” so often that many people mistakenly thought Lincoln had written the piece.


  Both Shakespeare’s shortest play (Macbeth) and his longest (Hamlet) have as their central feature disastrous love stories and interceding spirits. Even the Bard himself knew that love was force enough to power tyranny, treason, murder, suicide, and insanity.


  For a more lowbrow look at the mysteries—and dark comedy—of love across the boundaries of the living, there’s always The Ghost and Mrs. Muir. Both the successful 1947 feature film and subsequent 1960s television series tell the story of a vivacious young widow who moves into a centuries-old oceanfront home and begins a spirited affair with the ghost of a long-dead sea captain. The campy story is more funny than spooky, but its premise makes great use of the concept that love, understanding, forgiveness, and yes, even passion, cannot be contained by the grave.


  Maybe the most clever treatment of the subject comes from author Jonathan Carroll, whose 2008 novel The Ghost in Love paints a modern and darkly humorous picture of a ghost sent from heaven to retrieve the soul of a dead man, who instead falls in love with the man’s wife. Though he’s a gourmet chef and can communicate fluently with the family dog, the ghost finds it very difficult to get his passions across to a living woman. In the end, as one would imagine, love prevails, though not as it was intended.


  By now you recognize the thread. Whether it’s Carroll, Poe, or Patrick Swayze, the message is the same: You just can’t kill love.


  All of these bits of popular culture draw their breath from countless tales of haunted romance that are as old as storytelling itself. That’s because the conceit of undying love has a basis in real life. It’s not just in fiction that dead lovers get to rejoin the mortal world to finish what death rent asunder. When it comes to this deepest of all human bonds, true stories abound of mysterious encounters—spirited sounds and ghostly visions—in the places where true romance burned brightest. In our world, the briefer and hotter the affair, it seems, the more likely some specter will continue to search for a lost romance. They are stories of the tenderness, heartbreak, and raw emotion that accompany most passionate love affairs, as well as the chilling encounters with the ghosts these often ill-fated romances leave behind.


  Haunted Love is a collection of such tales. In settings ranging from tropical South Florida to exotic South Korea and a dozen places in between, there are true, ongoing stories that can both touch the heart and tingle the spine. There’s the story of the high-born, widowed innkeeper who fell into league with bootleggers and continues to keep watch for the man she loved, long after he drowned in the stormy Atlantic. A world away, in a sleepy New England town, a jilted teenage lover continues to torment anyone who ventures near the bridge where she took her own life.


  You’ll read of an English train haunted by the ghost of a jealous husband, and a spooky rooming house in Virginia that was once the scene of forbidden love between a Confederate nurse and a Union soldier. In nearly every case, the spirits return to seek closure to a romance that was ended unfairly or too soon. Much is made in the world of ghost hunting about the spirits of the undead who are restless because of some perceived injustice; a wrongful conviction or unsolved murder, perhaps. However, it would seem there are no greater injustices—and no better reasons for ghosts to keep their horrific earthy vigils—than unrequited romance and unfinished love.


  And so, where the heart has been, there too are spirits.


  Again, in the words of La Rochefoucauld: “Love, like fire, cannot continue to exist without continual motion; both cease to live so soon as they cease to hope . . . or to fear.” Hope or fear. When it comes to Haunted Love, our ghosts deliver plenty of both.


  HAUNTED LOVE


  Chapter 1


  The Lady with the Lantern


  In historic St. Augustine, Florida, a place known as America’s oldest city, mysterious lights frequently shine from the widow’s walk of a weathered old inn. It’s just the old widow herself, still watching out for the outlaw-lover she lost to the sea.


  They were from two entirely different worlds.


  Anna was a high-born member of St. Augustine’s elite. A raven-haired beauty, well-mannered and gracefully aged, she was known all around the historic port city as a demure widow who busied herself with running the quaint water-front inn she’d taken over after her husband died. Then, as now, Anna’s family ran St. Augustine. The men were financiers and captains of industry. The women held sway over the social order in America’s oldest city. Charming Anna fit right in among them.


  George was a hustler. A petty thief and con man, he’d graduated to rumrunner when Prohibition presented America’s crooks with a robust new revenue stream in 1920. George landed in St. Augustine in early 1923 mostly by chance. He found this stretch of northern Florida’s convoluted Atlantic coastline, from Rattlesnake Island to Ponte Vedra, the perfect setting for his budding career. The overgrown coves along Mantanzas Bay and the treacherous waters of the Conch Island inlet gave George and his cohorts ample cover from federal agents as they ferried illegal Cuban booze from the Bahamas into the United States. It was a lucrative enterprise, as long as you kept from being pinched by the cops. And as long as you had a place to fence the illegal hooch. Those two things were rarely a problem for George any longer. It was here that the two entirely different worlds of George and Anna intersected.


  Their pairing was so unlikely that few would have imagined it or believed it possible. Anna was thinking exactly that as she fell into George’s arms on a humid June night in 1926. There, in the inky blackness of Vilano Beach, she kissed him for the first time. The night breeze riffled through the sabal palms overhead. She’d fallen for him. She loved him. She told him so.


  “When will you go again?” she asked.


  “We leave in the morning,” he said. “We’ll be back just after midnight a week from tomorrow. You’ll be ready?”


  He couldn’t see her smile in the darkness. She pulled him closer.


  “Always,” she said. “You know I’ll always be ready.”


  Anna kissed her young bandit-lover goodnight. This was a dark, forbidden thing, like nothing she’d ever known before. The very thought of it thrilled her. She started away, then turned back to him quickly and brought her lips close to his ear to whisper over the roaring Atlantic.


  “Watch for the light, my love. Follow the light.”


  Back in her room at the Bayfront Boarding House, Anna’s head spun with this latest twist in what was already a surreal experience for her. The rich and powerful of St. Augustine would be beside themselves if they ever discovered that this respected and cultured elderly woman had fallen into league with bootleggers. What would they say if they learned she’d turned her own hotel into a sort of speakeasy and a waypoint for the transport of illegal booze? The truth was, the ruse had been going on for several months now, ever since George and his gang approached her with the prospect of sharing their valuable stash of liquor with her in exchange for shelter and information. It had been going quite nicely.


  She told herself at the time it was just a business arrangement. Sure, the inn did a fair business, but the extra money she could earn selling alcohol to wealthy tourists wouldn’t hurt. And Anna had something much more valuable to offer George’s gang than merely a place to hide out and a way to fence their booty. The Bayfront Boarding House had become a favorite haunt of the federal agents who patrolled the Florida coast looking for bootleggers. Like good, organized bureaucrats, they always made arrangements days in advance. Anna was the one person in all of St. Augustine who knew when it was safe to come ashore with a boatload of Cuban rum.


  “It’s just for the money. Just for a little while,” Anna had told herself over and over.


  But lately every time she looked at George, really looked at him—a scruffy, wiry, tough guy who spent every waking minute staying a step ahead of those who hunted him—her Southern heart skipped a beat. Now she’d told him she loved him. It wasn’t about the money anymore. She wasn’t a business partner or a conspirator. For the first time since her husband had passed away, she was a woman looking out for her man.


  [image: chpt_fig_001.png]


  A spring in her step, Anna skipped along the brick walk-way toward the Bayfront’s coach house. She plucked a fresh hibiscus bloom and tucked it in her graying hair. Everything in the ancient city seemed newer, brighter. Anna beamed as she surveyed her property, a marvel of Mediterranean revival architecture designed by Gould T. Butler and built in 1914 on prime real estate in the heart of St. Augustine. The twenty-three-room inn, originally named the Mantanzas Hotel, was adorned with wraparound porches that offered sweeping views of the bay and the nearby seventeenth-century Spanish fort of Castillo de San Marcos. It was as beautiful as it was strategic, she knew. Anna spent her days after that windswept kiss with George giddily greeting guests and impatiently fussing over details around the inn. As she passed by the reception area, her desk clerk called out.


  “Miss Anna. A moment please.”


  Anna skipped over to the front desk, still buzzing with nervous energy.


  “Miss Anna, we just received a wire from up north. From the Treasury Department. The lawmen from Washington would like two rooms day after next. They’ll be here three nights. You asked me to tell you if . . .”


  The clerk stopped as Anna’s face went slack and white.


  “Are you all right, ma’am?”


  “Of course. Of course, I’m fine.”


  She composed herself.


  “Tell the agents they’re welcome, as always,” Anna said. “Give them the rooms on the first floor rear, and be sure to let me know as soon as they arrive.”


  She hurried away from the desk before her fear betrayed her. She struggled to keep her thoughts together. She could not let her emotions scuttle their plans.


  It’s not as though Anna hadn’t been through this drill dozens of times. In fact, she and George had a nearly foolproof system for avoiding the G-men. Whenever George and his crew were due back in St. Augustine, Anna would stand on the Bayfront Boarding House’s rooftop deck, up against the pillastered railing, with a lantern in hand. If the coast was clear, she would hold the lantern steady. If the revenuers were afoot, Anna would wave her lantern from side to side. George and his fellow bootleggers would sail past the harbor entrance and hole up on one of the barrier islands until the heat was off. They’d worked the scheme successfully on many nights. Still, this time was different. Her newfound love for George had amplified everything. She’d been nervous before, but now she was truly afraid. Afraid her lover would get caught, afraid he’d get hurt, afraid she’d slip up and let him down. She had to focus.


  Anna spent the next few days sequestered in her room at the Bayfront. When the federal agents arrived, she greeted them curtly and showed them to their room. She asked if they would like seats reserved for dinner during their stay. They politely declined. Anna knew exactly what that meant. It was a clear sign they’d be on the prowl along the St. Augustine waterfront in the evenings. That bit of knowledge set Anna’s plans into motion. She stepped out onto the porch to get some air and watched small boats criss-cross the bay in the twilight. A cool, moist wind was picking up from the southwest; she could hear it in the rustling palms. It was a sure sign that foul weather was on the way. That storm is probably already chasing George home, she thought.


  “Be safe, my love,” Anna whispered into the sea breeze. “Watch for the light.”
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  Just before midnight on the night George was to return, Anna strolled casually around the back porch by the windows of the rooms where the federal agents were lodged. Her heart sank. The quarters were dark, empty. The lawmen were clearly on patrol, lying in wait for men like George. The wind that foretold bad weather days ago was now a full-on gale. She climbed the stairs to her rooftop perch, lantern in hand, and braced herself against the howling wind. The rain stung her eyes as she tried to scan the harbor. She could only imagine what it was like for George, in his small boat laden with cases of illegal booze, trying to navigate the treacherous inlet in a gathering storm. As she began to uncover her lantern, she was torn. If she warned George off by waving the lamp, he’d be forced to stay at sea in the gale. If she held her light steady, he’d be safe, but caught.


  She held her breath and raised the lantern above her head. She held it steady against the wind and driving rain. She thought of George, her man, her wild, untamed lover, captured and caged. It would break him. It would break her. She began to swing the lantern, in slow arcs at first. Then, more urgently, she waved the lamp back and forth. Her tears mixed with the rain. After thirty minutes she quit, knowing George had seen the warning and stayed in the roiling sea, but still hoping that, perhaps, he hadn’t.


  The next day there was no sign of George or the federal agents. Anna paced the halls of the Bayfront Boarding House, snapping impatiently at her staff and feeling as though she’d go mad if she didn’t see her lover come running across the St. Augustine pier and up the front steps soon. Early in the afternoon, the G-men, bleary-eyed, wet, and haggard from a full night of surveillance in the tropical storm, returned to the hotel.


  “Any luck, gentlemen?” Anna asked as nonchalantly as possible. She fiddled with papers at the front desk, trying to look busy, occupied. Most of all trying to appear calm.


  “No, ma’am. We didn’t catch any fish,” one of the agents said. “But you should have seen the one that got away.”


  The agents exchanged wry smiles and headed back to their rooms. Anna managed to stay collected until she got to her own chamber, where she sank into a chair and sobbed deeply. She stayed in her room the entire night and into the next day. From her balcony she saw the agents trudge from the hotel, bags in hand, making their way back to Washington. Anna cursed them under her breath.


  Weeks went by with no word about George. Finally, after an exceptionally high tide that September, beachcombers found the splintered remains of his boat on one of St. Augustine’s barrier islands. No trace of George or his crew was ever found, but folks across the city assumed the ruffian they’d seen hanging around the Bayfront Boarding House had drowned in the storm. When they saw how inconsolable Anna had become around the same time, tongues began to wag. Perhaps George was more than just a questionable regular guest in an otherwise respectable hotel run by one of St. Augustine’s most upstanding women.


  Anna spent much of the rest of her days in morose solitude in and around the Bayfront Boarding House. She may have been sad, but she’d amassed a small fortune through her joint venture with George and his bootlegging buddies. She was a millionaire, in fact, but it wasn’t enough to buy the old woman’s happiness. She never mentioned George to anyone. When she passed away peacefully a decade later, she took her lover’s memory quietly to her grave in the nearby Huguenot Cemetery. And there she stayed, at least for a while.
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  On an April evening in 2001, Luis Gomes-Real was steering his shrimp boat through a thickening fog back into Mantanzas Bay. After a lifetime of fishing the waters off St. Augustine, he knew the landmarks and the features of the local coast the way most folks know the layout of their own living rooms. So he was startled by a flashing light coming from off his starboard bow in an area he was certain was the row of simple, wood-front shops and inns of the city’s historic Avenida Martinez. So, what was it? Had the fog confused him? Was he turned around? If that light was really the Anastasia Island Lighthouse, he was headed in the wrong direction and in imminent danger of running aground. He cut his engines and let the trawler drift until the source of the light became clearer. Sure enough, the steady flashing beams were coming from atop the old Bayfront Boarding House, a place that had recently been fixed up and turned into the Casablanca Inn. Luis took out his binoculars to get a better look.


  It was a woman. Or more the shape of a woman, as gray and translucent as the fog that was swirling around her. The specter was waving a lantern above her head, side to side, back and forth, as if warning someone to stay away. The fisherman got a chill up his spine. He checked his navigation equipment one more time to make sure he was where he thought he was. When he looked back toward the Casablanca, the light, and the ghostly figure wielding it, were gone.


  Luis docked his boat and unloaded his catch, forgetting about the experience. A few weeks later, he and a few waterfront regulars were tipping a few in the Mill Top Tavern when someone at the bar said they’d nearly gone aground in the bay after being distracted by a weird flashing light coming from an area just north of the Bridge of Lions.


  “That’s the Lady with the Lantern, son,” one of the shrimpers chimed in. “Best not to be looking toward the Casablanca at night. You’ll end up on a sandbar right quick.”


  Everyone laughed. Luis was dumbfounded.


  “You’ve seen this?” he asked.


  “Of course,” one of the grizzled fishermen told him. “The old widow is signaling her boyfriend. Trouble is, they’re both dead. You will be too if you get fooled by that crazy light.”


  “Ain’t love grand?” another man said to Luis, raising his glass. Luis returned the toast. He was a new member of a different sort of fraternity now: a group of seamen who share the secret of the Lady of the Lantern.
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  Not long after Luis’s spooky experience, an elderly couple, Bob and Irene McMartin, traveled from Ocala, Florida, to stay at the Casa de la Paz, a bed-and-breakfast next to the Casablanca. Their trip was uneventful until the pair retired for the second night of their three-night stay.


  After a full day of touring America’s oldest European-style city, walking in the footsteps of Spanish explorers Juan Ponce de Leon and Pedro Menendez de Aviles, who built a colony in St. Augustine more than a half century before the Pilgrims arrived at Plymouth Rock, the McMartins were ready for a peaceful night in their cozy room.


  “I doubt there’s anything in this old city we haven’t seen,” Bob told Irene as he stretched out on the Casa de la Paz’s plush four-poster bed.


  He was wrong.


  The pair had been asleep for only an hour or so when something woke Bob up. He struggled first to figure out where he was, then, when he got his bearings in the strange hotel room, he focused on what had roused him. There was a strangely bright, flashing light filling the room. He squinted, trying to find its source. Bob quickly realized the light wasn’t coming from inside the room, but rather was shining in through the window that faced the inn next door. He assumed some hooligan was playing with a flashlight. Bob, a strapping, no-nonsense former police detective from New Hampshire, strode over to the window ready to throw it open and give some joker a piece of his mind.


  What he saw when he got to the window, however, made his blood run cold. Through the balusters of the widow’s walk on the adjacent inn, Bob saw a ghostly woman in a flowing, gray dress waving a lantern. Light shot every which way, coming through the railings. The rays were brilliant, piercing; much brighter than any normal lantern. It hurt to look at it.


  Bob thought to wake his wife but decided against it. Instead, he stood transfixed as the ghost floated across the top of the Casablanca Inn and simply vanished before his eyes. As if someone had turned off an old black-and-white television, the ghost’s light contracted to a dim dot hovering where the spirit had been, then finally went out. Bob stood there, stupefied. When he finally shook off his shock, he realized he was drenched in sweat and gripping the drapes with both hands. He went back to bed, saving the story to tell Irene in the morning. Always a sound sleeper, she never heard or saw a thing. The couple stayed one more night in the same room but never again witnessed the ghost folks in St. Augustine have taken to calling the Lady with the Lantern.


  Like Bob and Luis, most who have witnessed the Lady with the Lantern see her as a spirit perched atop the Casablanca, lamp in hand, waving her silent, eerie warning. In most cases the light stays close to the old widow’s walk, though some witnesses have seen, and even videotaped, the mysterious light rising hundreds of feet in the air.


  Others have experienced the ghost up close. Guests at the Casablanca have reported seeing the gray lady’s spectral figure haunting the narrow hallways of the inn. Others say they’ve seen her image standing behind them when they look in the Casablanca’s guest-room mirrors. One recent guest swears she had items removed from her luggage and placed around the room by a ghostly female figure she never saw, but that showed up in photographs she took at the Casablanca during her vacation.


  Indeed, Anna’s lantern-wielding spirit has been seen so often by so many that today she’s a central figure in St. Augustine’s thriving ghost-tour business. The promise of a ghostly encounter with her is a featured amenity on the bill of fare at the Casablanca Inn. But while everyone here knows the story of the heartbroken widow who continues to signal her long-lost outlaw lover, the storytellers never reveal her last name. Even her first name remains a matter of much debate. The tradition, locals say, grew from the desire to keep from slandering Anna’s family, which remains very much a part
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