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  True Stories?


  The first detailed account of a haunting, complete with an ancient apparition dragging clanking chains behind it, was put down in writing by a Roman author almost 2,000 years
  ago. Since then, ghost stories have been told by people all over the world. These include accounts of hauntings by the spirits of people who are still alive, as well as hauntings by the dead.
  Today, research suggests that around one in ten people claim to have seen a ghost, which adds up to a figure of many millions worldwide. Still, many more havent, and plenty of them are all
  too ready to insist that ghosts dont exist.


  So how true are the hauntings described in this book? Certainly, the people who witnessed the stories claimed they were true. Among these witnesses were well-respected, educated
  individuals such as doctors, clergymen and magistrates, all of whom could find no natural explanation for the weird things they saw. In many cases their stories are particularly compelling because
  they opened themselves up to professional ridicule by insisting they had witnessed supernatural events.


  Of course it is always possible that the witnesses in this book did not have all the facts, or simply mistook a natural phenomenon for a supernatural one. Theres no such thing as a
  guaranteed ghost. And, oddly enough, the very uncertainty surrounding their reports may be what gives tales of hauntings their lasting appeal.


  Did Lord Tyrone really come back from the dead to keep a promise to his sister? Was the poison that killed Jack Bell in 19th-century Tennessee really administered by a phantom hand? Were the
  moving coffins of Barbados actually shifted by restless spirits? This book doesnt claim to have the answers. Instead, it tells the tales as they were reported at the time. Its up to
  you to decide for yourself whether or not these extraordinary stories are true.


  



  The Vengeful Voodoo Phantom


  The grand residence named Rose Hall had never been the same since the grisly death of its mistress, Annie Palmer. In the months after her murder, guests came to the Jamaican
  mansion house to offer their sympathies to the surviving members of the Palmer family. But at days end, after they had admired the beautiful views over the islands famous Montego Bay,
  these guests would sometimes see a strange, ghostly figure drifting up the Halls grand staircase  a figure that looked oddly familiar. Perhaps it had greeted them on the road to the
  Hall, beckoning them to come inside?
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  Then, at night, as they slept, safe and snug between their cool cotton sheets, these guests would be thrown suddenly from their beds. They would wake with a terrifying sensation
   that of having their mattresses pressed down upon them, as if to crush and smother the life out of them. It was all too reminiscent of Annie Palmers own untimely and unpleasant
  demise.


  In 1800, Rose Hall had been Jamaicas most impressive address. The grand mansion, built in the style of an English stately home, was the residence of the wealthy Palmer
  family. The Palmers were planters, who had made their fortune off the back of slave workers, who toiled under the blazing Caribbean sun, cutting sugar cane on Rose Halls vast plantation.


  The huge profits the Palmers made from their sugar business helped furnish Rose Hall in magnificent style, and fitted it out with all the luxuries the age could provide. It was here, under the
  glow of flaming torches, that Jamaicas wealthy elite met at splendid balls and banquets. Gentlemen in powdered wigs and ladies in richly embroidered gowns would dance until dawn, and feast
  on sumptuous meals served at tables glittering with silver. All around them was evidence of the Palmer familys fabulous wealth, for the Hall was festooned with hand-tooled carvings,
  intricate plasterwork and magnificent paintings.


  But all this was to change. By the time the century was halfway through, Rose Hall would be a crumbling shadow of its former glory. Tropical vegetation invaded the imposing
  drive up to the house, and choked the once carefully-tended flower beds. Weeds and moss grew in cracks on the pillared terrace, and bats and toads made their homes in rooms where dancers had once
  spun. And if a visitor should ask what had caused the house to fall into ruin, they were told it was all the work of one woman  evil Annie Palmer.


  This was undoubtedly true. The seeds of the houses destruction lay in John Rose Palmers decision to marry Annie, a fiery Irish girl who had been brought up on the nearby island of
  Haiti. John was head of the Palmer family, so his new bride became mistress of Rose Hall. She was only 18 years old.


  Annie was petite and beautiful, but she had a sharp tongue and would fly into a raging temper if she could not get her own way. Almost as soon as she arrived, she became feared and hated by the
  staff and servants of the Hall, who would gossip incessantly about her terrible conduct. One story about her swept through the servants like wildfire. It was said that when she was a child, her
  Haitian nurse had taught her the art of voodoo  Haitis secret and sinister witchcraft religion.


  But this piece of gossip was as nothing compared to what was whispered when John Palmer passed away, only a few months after the couples marriage. Officially, it was said that John had
  died after eating some poisonous shellfish. But on the night of his death, servants had heard a terrible argument between John and Annie. Straining to hear the couple as they raged and fought, a
  chambermaid heard John accuse Annie of taking a handsome slave as a lover. He told her that their marriage was over, and that she should leave Rose Hall the following morning.


  But the next morning came and went. Annie had appeared as usual for breakfast, but she seemed slightly subdued, and told the staff her husband was ill and wished to be left alone.


  That evening a servant had gone to his masters bedroom to find John Palmer stone cold dead, his face contorted in an agonizing grimace. The Hall staff immediately decided Annie must have
  poisoned him, but the doctor called to examine the body was sure his demise was due to the seafood he had eaten the night before. Perhaps Annie had used a secret voodoo recipe to poison him?
  Whatever she might have done, she had covered her tracks very carefully.


  Then, over the next few days, more gossip drifted in from the plantation. It appeared that one of the slaves had indeed been seeing Annie. It was even whispered that this slave had helped to
  murder John Palmer, by smothering him with a pillow as he lay groaning in his bed, in agony from the poison that coursed through his body. When Annie ordered that this same slave should be whipped
  to death for a trivial wrongdoing only she had witnessed, tongues began to wag even louder. It looked as if Annie had decided to remove the only other witness to John Palmers murder, so that
  no one could ever accuse her of causing his death.


  With her husband dead and buried, Annie Palmer was now a very wealthy woman, and the sole mistress of Rose Hall. She had friends at the highest level of Jamaican society, and
  no one at the Hall ever dared openly voice their suspicion that Annie had murdered her husband. She would marry twice more, and in both cases her husbands would die suspiciously young and
  unexpectedly. Again, servants were convinced that they had been discarded when Annie grew tired of them. But, as before, nothing could be proven, and it seemed that no one dared mention their
  concerns to the police.


  The staff of the Hall had much to put up with in Annies tyrannous whims and fancies, but it was the slaves on the plantation who suffered the most. She would sometimes pluck a handsome
  slave from the fields and take him as her lover. But after a while she grew bored, and he would simply disappear. Women slaves who met with her disapproval were beaten with a wooden rod until their
  bare backs bled. Sometimes, she would gallop around the plantation with a whip, and mercilessly lash out at any slave who crossed her path.


  Some time in 1833 the delicate balance between fear and hatred tipped to Annies disadvantage. Inside the Hall, a slave she was whipping finally snapped. In desperation,
  he turned around and grabbed her by the throat. Her muffled screams for help were heard by other slaves nearby, but instead of rescuing their cruel mistress, they helped finish her off. Rose
  Halls slaves had learned a trick or two in their time on the plantation. If Annie was murdered, a culprit would be found and hanged. So if their mistress was to be killed, they knew it had
  to be done with great cunning, so as not to leave a shred of evidence. Annie Palmers final moments came when she was wedged hard beneath a mattress and smothered to death. Then her body was
  laid carefully down on the floor. The doctor who saw her thought she had had a seizure, and could find no marks on her body to indicate she had been attacked.


  She was hated so much that no one at the Hall would arrange her burial, and although it was an open secret that she had been murdered, no one took this story to the police. Eventually, Annie
  Palmers fellow plantation owners arranged her funeral, and she was buried in a plot in the extensive grounds of the Hall.


  It was soon after this that strange stories started to spread, and none were more terrifying, or were more often told, than the strange, vivid dreams visitors had of being smothered by
  mattresses. Although the plantation continued to be run by the surviving members of the Palmer family, none of them wanted to live in the Hall. So nature took its course. Vegetation covered the
  grounds, and tiles fell from the roof. Mildew spread over the bedroom walls and the furnishings were looted. As the years went by, so Rose Hall fell into dereliction.


  Even then, the family employed a caretaker to try to protect their once grand mansion. But when he was found dead at the bottom of the cellar steps, people whispered that it was no accident.
  They were sure that he had fallen to his death, fleeing in panic from the ghost of Annie Palmer.


  For nearly a hundred years the huge Hall lay completely deserted. The wind whistled through broken windows and the rain trickled down through the rotten plaster of the walls
  and ceilings. Anyone who was foolhardy enough to trespass inside the building often came away with a feeling of inexplicable dread.


  Over the years, attempts were made to bring peace to the house by laying the ghost of Annie Palmer to rest. In 1952, a famous American medium named Eileen Garret paid four visits to the Hall,
  seeking to make contact with Annie. Witnesses say she succeeded.


  On one terrifying occasion, it was reported that Annie spoke through the body of Eileen Garret, uttering this terrible threat: Let no one think this is the end of me My shrieks
  will live and those that seek to inherit this Hall will find a curse upon them.


  It was not a promising sign. Eileen Garret decided that Annie Palmers ghost should be left undisturbed.


  Nonetheless, nearly 30 years later, a group of mediums returned to Rose Hall to try to contact Annie again. A crowd of around 8,000 sensation-seeking tourists and locals also came along to
  witness their work. This time, it seemed, Annie was in a better mood.


  One medium reported that the ghost had given her a message that led them to a huge termites nest behind the mansion. Here, they found an old brass vase containing a doll in a paper gown,
  of a type used in voodoo ceremonies. The vase and its contents were removed and destroyed, and the mediums and the crowd left, hoping that peace would finally be restored to haunted Rose Hall.


  Afterwards


  Perhaps the mediums did their work well, for the Rose Hall story has a happy ending. Peace did return to the ruined mansion, which was bought by an American millionaire. He was
  not remotely bothered by tales of hauntings and curses, and he spent a great deal of money restoring the house to its former glory.


  Today Rose Hall is a popular tourist spot, visited by thousands of people every year. They come to admire the carefully tended tropical gardens, and gawp at Rose Halls sumptuous interior.
  But, most of all, they come to hear the chilling tale of its former haunting, and witness the site of the fiendish deeds of its one-time mistress, evil Annie Palmer.


  



  The Cock Lane Killing


  Richard Parsons would live to regret the moment he first met William Kent  but in the early days of their friendship the two men were almost as close as brothers.
  Parsons lived in a narrow backstreet called Cock Lane, near to St. Pauls Cathedral in the heart of London. One October day in 1759, he was working as an usher at his local church of St.
  Sepulchres. Here he met Kent, a stranger in the area, who was looking for lodgings for himself and his partner, Fanny.


  Parsons invited the couple to move in with his family, and Kent seized the opportunity. The two of them got along so well that Kent even lent his new landlord money. He also confessed his
  greatest secret  he and Fanny Lynes, the woman he lived with, were not married. Fanny, who was expecting his child, was the sister of his previous wife, who had died in childbirth. By a
  strange quirk in the law at the time, it was forbidden for a widowed husband to marry his wifes sister. After his bereavement, Fanny and Kent had fallen in love. They were now living
  together as man and wife. This was a shocking state of affairs in 18th-century England.


  After some weeks at Cock Lane, Kent had to go away on business. During this time, Fanny shared a room with the Parsons 11-year-old daughter, Elizabeth. It was then that the family began
  to feel that their house might be haunted.


  One morning, Fanny came downstairs looking exhausted.


  Whatever is the matter? asked Mrs. Parsons. Did you not sleep?


  Fanny looked pained. I heard bangings and thumpings all through the night, she said. I almost came to believe that this house was haunted


  Mrs. Parsons laughed. Why, that will be the shoemaker next door. He has a workshop in the house.


  But last night was Sunday night, Mrs. Parsons. Nobody works on Sunday night.


  An uneasy silence fell between them. Mrs. Parsons had to admit it was rather odd.


  It was some time after this that the Kents began to fall out with their landlord and his family. Parsons failed to repay Kent the money he had borrowed. Kent in turn began to
  think this was because he had been foolish enough to tell him that Fanny was not really his wife. Nonetheless, this did not stop Kent from threatening Parsons with a law suit, if Parsons did not
  repay him. Parsons retaliated by telling everyone he knew that the Kents were not really married. They moved out of Cock Lane soon after, their friendship with the Parsons family irredeemably
  ruined.


  Shortly after their departure, Richard Parsons house became the scene of regular and highly unusual disturbances. At night, the whole family became aware of frequent and inexplicable
  rustlings and bangings. Then, one night, they saw a brilliant white light rushing up the stairs. A friend, who was visiting at the time, said it was bright enough to light up a clock across the
  street.


  But ghostly bangings were nothing compared to the troubles that befell William Kent and Fanny Lynes, who were now living in nearby Clerkenwell. Fanny, who was now heavily pregnant, had fallen
  ill with a disease that was diagnosed as smallpox. She fought grimly for her life, but died barely a month after leaving Cock Lane. Her body was buried in the vaults of the local church of St.
  Johns.


  News of the tragedy gradually filtered back to the Parsons. They couldnt help noticing that, after Fannys death, there seemed to be a pause in the noises heard in
  Cock Lane. But a year later they came back louder than ever. And this time, they were clearly connected to Elizabeth Parsons, now 13. Bizarrely, the strange banging sounds only seemed to occur in
  her presence.


  The parents sought some rational explanation for the noises. They asked the shoemaker next door to let them know when he was working. They even hired a carpenter to take down panels around the
  wall of Elizabeths bedroom, in case rats, or some other hidden cause, might be responsible. But nothing was found. Gradually, reluctantly, they came to the conclusion that the noises must be
  supernatural. Perhaps a local clergyman could help?


  The man they approached was the Reverend John Moore, a well respected local figure. He visited the house and quickly became convinced that the knocking noises were made by a ghost. He talked
  with the ghost as if it where there in the room before him, and suggested they have a conversation.


  One knock will mean yes, and two knocks will mean no! he exclaimed.


  Using this rather laborious method of communication, the ghostly knocker made some startling revelations. It let the Reverend Moore know that it was the spirit of Fanny Lynes, and that it wanted
  the world to know that she had been murdered.


  Moore was joined by Parsons, who listened wide- eyed to Fanny Lynes tragic tale. After a great deal of speculation and guesswork by the two men, they discovered that William Kent had
  killed Fanny by putting the poison arsenic in a glass of purl  a medicinal drink that was popular at the time. It was commonly known that arsenic was supposed to be a perfect poison for
  murders, as its presence in the body was difficult to detect. Moore and Parsons also established that Fanny thought that Kent had killed her so he could get his hands on her savings, and also
  because he did not want to have to support the baby she was expecting.


  London in the 18th century was a bustling city of coffee houses and coaching inns, where gossip spread through teeming streets and crowded alleys like wildfire. Before long the
  story of the ghost, and its accusations of murder, appeared in a local newspaper. A copy of the paper was shown to William Kent. Although he was not mentioned by name, he knew at once that the
  story was about him. Fearing he might be lynched by an angry mob, he went at once to Cock Lane, intending to clear his name.


  He spoke at length with the Reverend Moore, who suggested he talk directly with the spirit. The fateful encounter took place on January 12, 1762. Word had spread around the whole district, and
  the tiny bedroom where Elizabeth usually slept was crowded with spectators. After some delay, knockings were finally heard, indicating that the ghost was now ready to proceed.


  Moore stepped forward to put his questions to the invisible spirit.


  Are you the wife of Mr. Kent? he asked.


  Back came two knocks for No, but by then everyone knew that Kent and Fanny Lynes had not been married.


  Did you die naturally? asked Moore.


  Two knocks.


  A buzz of excitement shot around the room, and Moore had to hold up his hand to silence the onlookers.


  Were you poisoned? the clergyman asked.


  One knock followed  meaning Yes.


  Did any person other than Mr. Kent administer it? said Moore.


  Two knocks.


  Kent could feel a noose tightening round his neck. As superstitious and ignorant as everyone else in the room, he had no doubt he was talking to a real ghost. Now, the room was in uproar, and he
  felt at once that he was in very serious trouble. Especially when one of the spectators shouted out another question.


  Will Mr. Kent be hanged for your murder?


  One knock followed.


  Kent could take no more, and flew into a rage. This ghost is a plain liar, he thundered, or mistakes me for another gentleman. I would never have murdered my dear Fanny, and
  I am dumbfounded that you should subject me to such humiliation while I still grieve for my departed wife, and the child that she carried.


  He turned and left. The crowd had been so astounded by his violent speech that they parted before him to let him go.


  News of the ghostly confrontation soon made the Cock Lane haunting the talk of London. In the days that followed, Elizabeth Parsons bedroom was filled to bursting with spectators hoping
  for fresh revelations. So many people turned up at the house that the road outside was regularly blocked by onlookers.


  Richard Parsons reasoned that such upheaval was not good for his house and family, so Elizabeth was moved to a larger house nearby. The knocking duly moved with her, and so did the crowds. By
  now, even fashionable society figures such as the Duke of York, King George IIIs brother, had begun to seek out Elizabeth Parsons and the eerie knocking that she seemed to attract.


  After 11 days of mounting chaos, the Lord Mayor of London was told that something would have to be done to calm the crowds. Hoping to find some logical explanation for the phenomenon, the Mayor
  announced that the affair would be investigated by a committee of eminent men. Among them would be Dr. Samuel Johnson, author of the first English dictionary, who agreed to prepare the official
  report.


  The committee began their investigations on February 1, 1762. For the Parsons family, it was a disaster. Confronted with an unfriendly audience of learned men, the spirit resolutely refused to
  put in an appearance. Then an earlier claim it was reported to have made, that it would bang on Fanny Lynes coffin, was put to the test. Sometime after midnight on February 2, Elizabeth Parsons was
  taken to the crypt of St. Johns, Clerkenwell, and stood before Fannys coffin. An expectant silence ensued, but that was all that happened. Johnson and his committee concluded that an
  increasingly flustered Elizabeth Parsons had faked the whole haunting.


  But that was not the end of it. In the days that followed, wherever Elizabeth went, knockings were heard louder than ever. She was moved from house to house, and odd events were noted wherever
  she went. In one place a loose curtain ring was seen to spin around on its rail, and the bangings became so violent that terrified residents asked her to leave and not come back.


  Finally, a fresh committee of investigation decided to resolve the situation by placing Elizabeth under strict surveillance. She was taken to a house in Covent Garden, where a maid shared her
  bed, keeping hold of her arms and legs throughout the night. Still, the knockings continued. Over the next few nights, Elizabeth was placed in a hammock, with her arms and legs tied together. This
  time, the ghost fell silent.


  The next night, Elizabeth was subjected to a transparently unfair trick by the committee. She was not tied up while she slept, but told instead that if no knockings were heard both she and her
  parents would be sent to prison. Then, she was left on her own.


  A peephole had been drilled in the wall, and she was closely watched by members of the committee throughout the night. After a couple of hours, an observer saw her tiptoe out of bed, and over to
  the fireplace. Here, she picked up a block of wood. Then she took it back to her bed, and was later heard to knock on it.


  All those present in the house who had heard the previous ghostly knockings agreed that this noise sounded quite different. Nonetheless, Elizabeths pitiful attempt to keep her family out
  of prison was taken as conclusive proof that the entire haunting was nothing but a fraud.


  The authorities decided Elizabeths parents had been responsible for the whole charade. They were put on trial, found guilty, and sent to prison. As an additional punishment, Richard
  Parsons was sentenced to stand in the pillory three times. This was a wooden post set up to hold a criminal, where passers-by could throw stones or rotten vegetables at him.


  The Reverend Moore was seen by the court as Parsons accomplice. He was not sent to jail, but instead was ordered to pay William Kent a large sum of money in compensation. Kent, of course,
  was delighted. By this time he had remarried, and was now a successful stockbroker.


  But, despite the courts findings, many people sympathized with Richard Parsons. When the time came for him to stand in the pillory, he was not pelted with vegetables. Rather, the reverse
  happened, and onlookers took up a collection for him.


  After that, the story came to an end. There were no more ghostly knockings. Whatever people may have thought on the streets, rich and influential Londoners accepted the courts judgment
  without question. The Cock Lane haunting, it was agreed, was one of the greatest shams ever. The story went down in Londons folklore, to be repeated endlessly in taverns and storybooks.


  Afterwards


  There was to be an intriguing footnote to the Cock Lane haunting. Almost a century later, an artist named J.W. Archer went to visit the church of St. Johns, where Fanny
  Lynes was laid to rest. He found the vault in disarray, with coffins, and even corpses, lying jumbled around the floor.


  A boy who knew the church well had accompanied him, and pointed out a coffin that was said to be that of the infamous Fanny Lynes. Archer knew the story well. Overcome with curiosity, he
  gingerly prized open the lid. It did indeed contain the body of a woman. But there were no signs of the smallpox she was supposed to have died from. Instead, the features were unusually well
  preserved  which, as Archer realized, is typical of corpses affected by arsenic poisoning.


  



End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/html/docimages/head_escape.jpg
ESCAPE





OEBPS/html/docimages/head_firstworld.jpg
THE
FIRST
WORLD WAR





OEBPS/html/docimages/head_blitz.jpg
THE
BLITZ





OEBPS/html/docimages/head_dday.jpg
D-DAY





OEBPS/html/docimages/ad_blitz.jpg
HENRY BROOK 7

with the Imperial War Mu






OEBPS/html/docimages/ad_dday.jpg
USBORNE STORIES @
=





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/ad_secondworld.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/ad_spies.jpg
W

SPIE&

PAUL DOWSWELL &

FERGUS FLEMING





OEBPS/html/docimages/ad_escape.jpg
SBORNE RU

: PAUL DOWSWELL





OEBPS/html/docimages/ad_firstworld.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/4.jpg
FRANCE

SPAIN

W.

VONLIog

Granada o






OEBPS/html/docimages/3.jpg
ESTHER COX
YOU ARE MINE
TO KILL





OEBPS/html/docimages/6.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/5.jpg
=
A

Qi

The locations of some of the ghostly sightings and poltergeist activity at Borley





OEBPS/html/docimages/7.jpg
How the coffins were originally placed in the Chase vault (lef}) and
the coffins as they were found when the vault was reopened (right).





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/head_spies.jpg
SPIES





OEBPS/html/docimages/balloon.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/head_secondworld.jpg
THE
SECOND
WORLD WAR





OEBPS/html/docimages/head_heroes.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/2.jpg
I~ This section enlarged below

\ - NOVA SCOTIA
1 CANADA
P Toronto. AmlnL
Chicago ¢
UNITED STATES

Maps of North America, showing the location of Amherst, Nova Scotia





OEBPS/html/docimages/title.jpg
USBORNE TRUE STORIES

GHOSTS

PAUL DOWSWELL
&TONY ALLAN





OEBPS/html/docimages/1.jpg
Caribbean Sea
Rose Hall

“JAMAICA

Map showing location of Rose Hall






OEBPS/html/docimages/ad_heroes.jpg
USBORNE TRUE STORIES ©

PAULDOWSWELL





