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				Author’s Note

				If someone had drawn the line straight, my adopted county of Northumberland would have been in Scotland. And that is perhaps why I see The Borders as very much an extension of my own neck of the woods.

				Many happy weekends have been spent crossing the border into foreign parts. The truth is that towns like Melrose, on the Tweed, are very similar to my own Rothbury, on the Coquet. The main difference is perhaps the regional accent.

				The Borders, like Northumberland, is very much neglected by visitors. And long may it be so. They are both undiscovered jewels - full of character and interest. For ghost hunters they are perhaps equally spooktacular with a strong stamp of history and tradition.

				But where the Northumbria includes the great cities of Newcastle and Durham, the Borders also has the capital of Scotland - Edinburgh - which almost deserves a ghostumentary of its own.

				I tried, I really tried to put these so the reader could drive steadily from one to another. I failed. So I grouped them by proximity instead.

				It has been a great privilege to enjoy Scots hospitality and the wonderful way the natives preserve their way of life. I hope the reader finds that this is a worthy addition to the catalogue of ghostly encounters.

				Clive Kristen

			

		

	
		
			
				Edinburgh

				Than can be no finer capital in Europe than Edinburgh. My only criticism is the climate. You need a sturdy coat, woollen trousers, and a heavyweight bobble hat. In winter it is a good idea to add a couple of extra layers.

				But it is worth it. The sense of history is everywhere and even the shopping has a friendly Scottish feel. There are highland dress shops and Scottish flavoured book shops and lots of places where you can buy a model Nessie.

				***

				A luckenbooth brooch is the classic Scottish jewellery. These brooches often feature a crown above one heart, or two intertwined hearts. They are typically made of silver and may be engraved or set with stones.

				The name comes from the luckenbooths of Edinburgh where jewellery and trinkets used to be sold. Luckenbooth was a Scots word for a lockable stall or workshop. The Edinburgh booths were situated on the Royal Mile near St Giles Cathedral. They were the city’s first permanent shops, dating back to the 15th century. Many housed silversmiths and goldsmiths. They were demolished in 1817.

				The luckenbooth brooch became the traditional Scottish love token - often given as a betrothal or wedding present. It might be worn by a nursing mother as a charm to help her milk flow, or be pinned to a baby’s clothing to protect it from harm. It was sometimes known as a witch-brooch by those who used it to save children from ‘the evil eye’.

				One legend of the luckenbooth brooch is that this symbol of love and devotion was given by Mary Queen of Scots to Lord Darnley. It is also claimed that a luckenbooth brooch was given to Mary by the Dauphin of France whom she was to marry.

				In the early years of the 17th century James and Katherine Campbell were a devoted pair who wore luckenbooth brooches decorated with the thistle and each other’s names. James was a local lawyer and Katherine was the Edinburgh celebrity chef of her age. Their wealth brought them fine things including a famous four poster double bed with exquisite erotic carving on the headboard and posts.

				They were the ideal married couple. But they were not married. They were a brother and sister who hailed from Dundee.

				This may never have come to light but for the visit to Edinburgh of a man called MacLachlan who had been a school friend of James’s. When he saw how his old friend was living he saw an opportunity for blackmail. James paid up for a while but came to realize that MacLachlan would not stop until he had impoverished him.

				James went to Leith to find the solution to his problem. He thought he had hired two former sailors, a bit down on their luck, to be his assassins. But this was not quite true. MacInnes and Blair were slaughter men who had worked close to the dockyard providing rough cut salt meat for the merchant marine. At some point their lack of decorum and cruelty came to the attention of their employer. They were dismissed and lived on a little petty thievery. But now they had a new purpose.

				They went to MacLachlan’s lodgings and gained entrance on the pretence of being ‘friends of the Campbells bringing money’.

				The murder must have been horrific. Although MacInnes and Blair were contracted to kill, the method had not been discussed. But of course they had their own agenda.

				They began by gagging and binding MacLachlan. Then they cut off parts of him - beginning with his ears and nose. Then they worked downwards. A finger or two were lopped and MacLachlan expired hopefully at some time before they clipped away at his genitals.

				It was the nature of the murder, rather than the fact of it, that outraged the city. The men had been seen leaving the lodgings. One of them had a great deal of blood on his sleeve. The witness description was thorough. Then more people came forward, including a woman from Leith who had been serving at table when James passed a great deal of money to the sailors. The net was beginning to close.

				A constable, John Maynard, was commanded to oversee the investigation. He was very thorough. When MacLachlan’s Dundee connection became known he pursued it. When it became clear that MacLachlan and James Campbell had a connection, further enquiries were made. At that time the true relationship between James and Katherine then became clear.

				Then something incongruous happened. James and Katherine may have been tipped off as to the danger they were in. They quit Edinburgh and went to St. Andrews but then they returned. It is as if they were determined to face down the investigation together.

				MacInnes and Blair had already been taken. The widely circulated descriptions and the money that they were spending brought attention to them. Then they beat up a lady of the night and bragged about it openly.

				But there was still no hard evidence against them as killers. That was before they came into the care of Romeo ( or Romario ) Del Rey - a professional torturer who proudly traced his heritage back to his forebears at the Spanish Inquisition.

				MacInnes and Blair did not last long with the attentions of Del Rey. Within 24 hours he had their confessions. James and Katherine were arrested the following morning.

				To expedite matters swiftly Del Rey determined that Katherine should be beaten and raped within James’s hearing. He would do this with the active cooperation of his two assistants. This method of acquiring evidence is rather frowned upon in Scotland today but it was effective. After less than an hour James confessed to everything. And the end of the story from there should have been predictable.

				But the next day MacInnes and Blair were found dead in their cell. Their bulging eyeballs, blackened tongues and marks around their necks indicated that they had been garrotted. Suspicion fell on Del Rey but it is unlikely that he had sanctioned their deaths. He knew the importance of them giving their evidence.

				The mystery of their deaths has never been uncovered. The most likely possibility is that one or another of their jailers had taken a dislike to them and decided to take the law into his own hands.

				Attention now turned to the fate of James and Katherine. Churchmen and members of the legal profession protested the treatment of Katherine. Torture methods may have been useful in cases of treason but it was otherwise unacceptable. And, with the death of MacInnes and Blair, there was little evidence - other than that obtained by torture - to prove a case against them for the murder of MacLachlan. And incest, at that time, was usually a matter for the Commissary ( Ecclesiastical ) Court who had steadfastly determined not to move against James and Katherine.

				So they were freed.

				It was however socially impossible to remain in Edinburgh. They packed up their possessions and moved to foreign parts - England. They ended up in a fishing village in Northumberland called Craster. Here Katherine set up a fish smokery using the Arbroath method for making kippers. James turned his hand to making clay pipes. They may never have been wealthy again but they enjoyed full and active lives for more than 50 years.

				And they were more devoted than every. A perfect married couple - almost. In their early 80’s, when both had become infirm, they made a final pact. They dressed themselves in their long prepared shrouds and pinned on their luckenbooth brooches. They then drank poison and retired to their erotic four poster.

				When somebody called at the cottage the next day the door was wide open. The curious visitor found what appeared to be an old couple asleep on their bed. They were holding hands.

				Their ghosts have been seen many times since - sometimes in broad daylight. The old couple wearing their shrouds and brooches are always close together as they walk the wide sward pathway between Craster and Dunstanburgh Castle. It is as if they see nothing but each other. But, if anyone should come to close, they fade to vapour.

				It is also rumoured that their pale wraiths are occasionally seen striding hand in hand on one of the pathways on Arthur’s Seat in Edinburgh. This is not surprising. This walk has always been a favourite haunt on young lovers.

				***

				Everything in Edinburgh is dominated by the castle which has a spooktacularly long and bloody history.

				There has long been human activity on castle rock which is a ( hopefully ) extinct volcano. The castle we see today was begun by David I around 1130.This includes the chapel dedicated to his mother, Margaret. Remodelling continued right up to 1617 when extensive renovations were made to Royal Palace for visit of James VI who was celebrating his Golden Jubilee. Between 1757 and 1814 thousands of prisoners of war - captured during the Seven Years War, the War of American Independence, the French Revolutionary Wars and Napoleonic Wars - were held here. Tradition of firing the gun at 1pm began in 1861. The first Tattoo was in 1950. The Stone of Scone was returned in 1996. There are 1.25 million visitors annually. That is slightly more than half the number that visit the Tower of London - Britain’s most popular tourist attraction.

				The Drummer Boy is said to be the headless form of a boy soldier. Who he is, nobody knows but his appearance is thought to be a warning that the castle is about to be besieged. He was first seen in 1650 before Oliver Cromwell’s army attacked the city.

				The Ghostly Piper is one of the most famous of all Scottish ghosts. Edinburgh Castle has a number of secret tunnels leading to the Royal Mile. When these tunnels were first discovered, a piper was sent down to explore. The idea was that he would play the pipes as he went, so that his progress could be tracked from above. Everything was going well until the pipes stopped. When a rescue party went down to investigate the piper had vanished forever. But his music can still sometimes be heard from the castle.

				***

				The street leading from Edinburgh Castle to the Palace of Holyroodhouse is known as The Royal Mile. There are numerous dark and spooky lanes leading off it. One of these is Mary King’s Close which is once again open to the public after being abandoned and bricked up following the plague in 1645

				The Close has been a location associated with the paranormal for hundreds of years. It featured in the famous book of 1685 - ‘Satan’s Invisible World Discovered’ . This told the story of a demonic parade of apparitions which forced locals to flee the Close in terror some years before.

				An elderly lawyer, Thomas Coltheart, and his wife, refused to leave and were almost driven mad by terrifying images of floating limbs, a bodiless phantom of a child and a ‘grotesque and monstrous form’ of a dog that would curl up on a chair.

				Mary King’s Close has become something of a specialist theme park. In one sense a visit can be disappointing. If so, it is partly the fault of the hype attached to it when it reopened to the public. I was taken by the poverty-riven lives of most of the Close’s inhabitants. Few of the children had shoes and the sanitary arrangements were primitive even by 17th century standards. And, because of the closed-in nature of the place, there was precious little natural light.

				The close features a variety of ghosts. A tall lady, dressed in a long black gown is often seen walking near to members of the ghost tours that visit the underground caverns. Many visitors have also caught fleeting glimpses of a short, elderly man who wears a troubled expression.

				But there is one ghost that touches people more than most. Richard Jones, noted for his Historical London Walk, said :

				‘The most poignant of its earth bound spirits is that of a little girl, whose lank hair hangs over a pale face that is covered in weeping sores. She was discovered by a Japanese medium, brought here by a television company and who was told nothing of the Close’s history prior to her visit. Stepping into one of the rooms the medium was overwhelmed by a disturbingly depressive aura. As she turned to leave, someone tugged on her trouser leg. Going back into the room she found a dishevelled young girl weeping in the corner, who told her that she had died of “the sickness” in 1645. The distraught child revealed that she had lost her doll and felt very lonely and unhappy as a result. Moved by her plight, the television crew bought her a doll and left it in the room. Ever since, many visitors have also brought gifts for the ghostly child, and a bizarre collection of toys, dolls, books and even coins are now piled in the corner of the room.’

				In 1994 David Roulston spent the night in Mary King’s Close to raise money for the BBC’s Children in Need appeal. Through the night David filmed his stay, mainly to record his own feat rather than the paranormal. He wrote :

				‘ I had a camcorder with me in the Close and at one point I felt very cold. I played the video at home and it looked as if there was a head on the wall. To me it looks like the head of a dog - a ghostly apparition. It seems to turn then disappear.’

				The video was edited by Richard Adamson who said :

				‘Strange sounds kept appearing and I am convinced the speech and music changed tracks...it only happened round the bit with the ghost.’

				***

				The Royal Lyceum Theatre, a fine example of late Victorian architecture, was built in 1883.

				The building is said to be haunted by the apparition of a woman in a blue dress, seen in the upper gallery not open to the public during performances. Some say, it might be the ghost of leading Victorian actress Dame Ellen Terry who performed here.

				If the reader will permit a touch of cynicism it should be noted that theatres are most commonly haunted by famous actors rather than unknown members of the supporting cast. It should also be noted that Dame Ellen also haunts two London theatres as well as venues in Nottingham, Liverpool and Wolverhampton. Perhaps it is this portfolio of haunting duties that means she has not been seen in Edinburgh recently.

				But ghosts are good for business. The Royal Lyceum therefore has its own take on Dame Ellen’s ghostly appearance on its website :

				‘Ghosts have been seen as recently as the beginning of 1996, during a performance of Tony Roper’s ‘The Steamie’. The gallery, the level above the Upper Circle, was closed to the public in 1966 and is deserted most of the time, although the seats are still intact. During ‘The Steamie’, the follow-spot operator was alone in the gallery, preparing for the show when she saw someone dressed in pale blue walking towards her.

				As she turned to see who it was, the figure disappeared. At exactly the same moment, on stage, one of the actresses was awaiting her entrance. She saw a figure in pale blue standing in the gallery. The figured waved and then was gone.’

				Could this be the ghost of Ellen Terry, who performed at the Lyceum when the Theatre first opened? Well just maybe. There used to be a chalk statue of her in the foyer of the Theatre. During the Second World War, when chalk was in demand her statue was irreverently smashed up and only the head survived. Rumour has it that her ‘head’ was still rolling around under the stalls as late as 1965.

				***

				The original Theatre Royal, which stood at the corner of Waterloo Place and North Bridge for almost a century was reputed to be haunted. The ghostly goings-on after the curtain went down appear to have been common knowledge among theatre goers and the Edinburgh public in general. The rumours were that when the last candle was snuffed out strange sounds and noises could be heard throughout the building as phantom thespians re-enacted performances on a dark stage to an empty house. Apparently, these ghosts vanished into the ether when the theatre was demolished in 1866 to make way for the General Post Office.

				***

				Charlotte Square was designed by Robert Adam and created between 1792 and 1820, The Square is said to be haunted by ghosts that include, the strange figure of a monk, a woman in 18th century dress, and an old man and a phantom coach.  Other manifestations have included music played on the piano which can be heard clearly over the noise of the traffic.

				***

				Chessel’s Court in the Old Town of Edinburgh dates from about 1745. It is surrounded by restored tenements.

				In the 1850›s one of the upper flats was said to be haunted by the figure of a woman who had tragically hanged herself. Sounds of breathing were reported and the apparition of a tall woman with a black veil was also seen.

				***

				The legend of the Death Coach is an ancient one that occurs in many traditions, especially those of Ireland. Sometimes the Death Coach arrives to collect the souls of the recently departed. In other versions of the legend, the malevolent coach - often without a driver - travels at night collecting unwilling and unwary souls and carrying them away. Those so ensnared often end up in the local version of Hell.

				In Edinburgh a Death Coach has been reported travelling along the Royal Mile. Descriptions are - understandably - few and far between. Usually it is described as a ghostly coach drawn by black horses. Sometimes the horses are said to be headless, sometimes they have flashes of fire coming from their nostrils.

				Sightings of the coach are said to proceed disaster in the city. One sighting came just days before Hibernian Football Club were trounced by Celtic 6 -1. This is a clear indication that the legend must be true.

				Another phantom, General Dalzell, rides the same route, but he prefers a white horse.

				***

				The ghost of the infamous Deacon Brodie is also reputed to walk the same area. He carries a lantern.

				William Brodie ( 28 September 1741 - 1 October 1788) is more commonly known by his prestigious title of Deacon Brodie. He was a Scottish cabinet-maker, deacon of the trades’ guild and a city councillor. He hobby was burglary which helped to fund his gambling.

				So, by day he built cabinets and installed and repaired locks and other security mechanisms. He also served on a jury. He socialised with the gentry of Edinburgh, and met the poet Robert Burns and the painter Sir Henry Raeburn.

				At night, however, he used his locksmith skills to enter properties of clients whose keys he copied by using wax impressions. As the best locksmith in the city, he worked at the homes of many of the richest members of Edinburgh society. Apart from his gambling Brodie needed his ill-gotten gains to maintain five children and two mistresses.

				He reputedly began his criminal career around 1768 when he copied keys to a bank door and stole £800. In 1786 he recruited a gang of three thieves - Brown, Smith, and Ainslie.

				The incident that led to Brodie’s downfall began later in 1786 when he organised an armed raid on an Excise office in Chessel’s Court on the Canongate. Brodie’s plan failed and Ainslie, who was captured, turned King’s evidence. Brodie knew it was only a matter of hours before he was arrested. He took ship to the Netherlands intending ultimately to flee to the United States. But he was arrested in Amsterdam and shipped back to Edinburgh.

				The trial started on 27th August 1788. At first there was no hard evidence against Brodie. But a diligent search led to the tools of his criminal trade being found in his house. These included copied keys, a disguise and various pistols. The jury found Brodie and his henchman George Smith, guilty. Smith was an English locksmith responsible for a number of thefts : he had even stolen the silver mace from the University of Edinburgh.

				Brodie and Smith were hanged at the Tollbooth on 1st October 1788, using a gallows Brodie had himself designed and funded the year before. There are claims that Brodie wore a steel collar and silver tube to prevent the hanging being fatal. He had also bribed the hangman to take down his body quickly so that he may be revived. The plan seems to have failed. Documents indicate that Brodie was buried in an unmarked grave at the Parish Church in Buccleuch. However rumours of his being seen in Paris circulated later and gave some credence to the story that he had escaped death on the gallows.

				***

				There is record of the founding of a parish church in Edinburgh as early as AD 854. Its vicar came from a monastic house, probably in England. It is likely that this first church, a modest affair, was in use for several centuries before it was formally dedicated by the bishop of St Andrews on 6th October 1243.

				The church was subsequently reconsecrated and named in honour of the patron saint of the town. The fact that St Giles, a 7th century French hermit became the patron of both town and church was probably due to the ancient bonds between Scotland and France.

				 According to legend, Giles was accidentally wounded by a huntsman in pursuit of a hind. Following his death in the early 8th century, hospitals and safe houses for cripples, beggars and lepers were dedicated to him throughout England and Scotland. St Giles is usually depicted protecting a hind from an arrow, which had pierced his own body, a fine relief of which rests in the tympanum over the west ( main ) doors of the Cathedral.

				In 1637 there was a riot in the cathedral by those opposing the imposition, by the King in London, of a new prayer book written by the English Archbishop Laud. In essence the English were trying to impose Anglican style worship north of the border.

				It is believed that the riot started when a local woman called Jenny Geddes threw her stool at James Hannay, the Dean, who giving the service.

				Apparently she cried out :

				‘Deil colic the wame o’ ye, fause thief. Daur ye say Mass in my lug?’

				This can be roughly translated as ‘May the Devil cause your bowels to bring into being an abundance of farting, you lying thief, Sir. How dare you have the effrontery to say the Mass in my hearing?”   

				These comments obviously hit the spot by precipitating a riot among the worshippers. Furniture was used as missiles, punches were thrown and one unfortunate gentleman was knocked unconscious by a blow to the head with the bible. The Provost called out the City Guard who ejected the rioters who nevertheless continued to hammer at the doors and ‘peeble with stanes’.  

				It’s a great story but unlikely to be entirely true. At least the role Jenny Geddes, a market trader, had in it may be exaggerated. Some have even claimed that the story is a 19th century invention. But Jenny is a legend in Scotland. Robert Burns even named his favourite mare after her.

				The rioting spread to other parts of the city then to other parts of Scotland. Protesters rejected the new service, the creation of bishops in the church hierarchy, and all the king’s ideas. The National Covenant set out these objections and the city of Aberdeen fell to the Covenanters.

				King Charles retaliated by sending in his English army. This led to a revolt in England which Charles had to suppress with a Scottish army. The escalating disturbances in both England and Scotland were the flames that ignited the fire that became the Civil Wars.

				The ghost, occasionally seen wandering around the cathedral in a confused state, is said to be that of the unfortunate Dean, James Hannay. This is a silent spectre but for some occasional senseless mutterings.

				***

				The Empire Palace Theatre on Nicolson Street was the scene of an horrific death on May 9th 1911.

				The star turn that night was The Great Lafayette - real name Sigmund Neuberger - was a quick change artist, magician and master illusionist and close friend of Harry Houdini.

				Lafayette’s most treasured possession was his dog, Beauty - a gift from friend and fellow illusionist Harry Houdini. On 30th April 1911 Lafayette and Beauty travelled to Edinburgh in a private coach and a few days later Beauty died. Lafayette, in his grief, requested for Beauty to be buried at Piershill Cemetery. Permission was only granted with the proviso that when the time came Lafayette would be interred there too.

				For the finale of his show at Edinburgh’s Empire Theatre in May 1911, he performed his signature act ‘The Lion’s Bride’, an exotic illusion which required a real lion. The lion paced restlessly in a cage while fire-eaters, jugglers and contortionists performed. A young woman in Oriental dress walked slowly on stage and entered the cage. When she was inside, the lion roared and reared up ready to pounce. The animal skin was then suddenly ripped away to reveal The Great Lafayette who had mysteriously changed places with the beast.

				At the end of the act, a lamp caught fire. The audience, accustomed now to unusual effects, were slow to recognise the danger. The rapidly-deployed fire curtain ensured the crowd managed to escape without harm, but the cast were trapped on stage. It took three hours to bring the fire under control, and eleven people died.

				Early the next morning a charred body, dressed in Lafayette’s costume, was found and was taken to be cremated. Two days after the tragedy dumbfounded fire officers discovered the ‘real’ body of The Great Lafayette. It transpired that the first body had, in actual fact, been that of his body double.

				On 14 May 1911 the streets of Edinburgh thronged with spectators to see The Great Lafayette’s funeral procession. Upon arrival at Piershill Cemetery, Beauty’s coffin was opened and Lafayette’s ashes were carefully placed beside the preserved body of his dear pet. Lafayette’s grave, with memorial stones to Beauty and The Great Lafayette, can be seen to this day on a grassy mound just inside the entrance to Piershill Cemetery.

				The theatre was also gutted but rebuilt using the rear wall of original. By the 1960’s the theatre had become a bingo hall. But, on June 18th 1994, thespians once again trod the boards as the newly named glass-fronted Edinburgh Festival Theatre was opened.

				However, in the same year it became apparent that The Great Lafayette had returned to his old haunt. A night cleaner had the fright of  his life when he saw a tall dark figure backstage. Other sightings by staff have since been reported describing a ‘black shadow, or ‘black figure’, which suddenly materialises in the upper circle and vanishes a split second later. Flickering lights and ‘cold spots’ in the backstage area have also been noted.

				Harry Houdini himself, although best known as an escapologist, was a sceptic who tried to debunk supernatural frauds. Mina Crandon was the most notable spiritualist he exposed. The book he wrote on the subject was hugely successful but it cost him the friendship of Arthur Conan Doyle who championed spiritualism and even believed that the photographs of the Cottingley Fairies ( cardboard mounted pictures taken from a popular children’s book ) were genuine.

				Houdini however was not to be swayed from his path. He arranged with his wife, Bess, that he would try to communicate with her after his death. They had a coded message - ‘ Rosabelle believe’ - apparently from a play in which she was appearing.

				Bess held a séance every year for ten years on the anniversary of Houdini’s death. Nothing occurred although she did once claim, before recanting, that she had been in touch with him.

				Then she gave up :

				‘Ten years is long enough to wait for any man,’ she said.

				Of course this has not prevented spiritualists around the world from attempted to achieve what Bess could not. The Great Lafayette has also been the subject of investigation.

				It is perhaps not too odd that the man who was the greatest illusionist of his day should find a kindred spirit in one who would like to be similarly remembered. Paul Daniels appeared at the Edinburgh Festival Theatre in 2011 where a century earlier Lafayette had played his final fateful performance. Telling the story of the Munich-born star, Daniels mixed new tricks with old to salute one of the most astonishing, and eccentric names of his profession.

				***

				Castlehill is where it is claimed that thousands of witches were put to the flames between the years 1479 and 1722. The real figure may be closer to 300. Nevertheless, during that period, Edinburgh was undoubtedly the witch burning capital of Europe.

				Witch burning was very good for business. People would come from miles away to enjoy a fiery spectacular. Hotels, offices and private residences would hire out rooms at a premium if they offered decent views of the event. Trinkets and even specially prepared foodstuffs were sold. Sturdy men offered their services to help visitors muscle through the crowd for a fireside seat. Prostitutes had special offers for their services. Taverns and hostelries did a roaring trade.

				***

				An apparition of a lady with a face heavily scarred by fire has been seen in the area of the Grassmarket. It is believed she and her brother were executed for sex crimes.

				Other manifestations on the Grassmarket include reports of a phantom coach being pulled by a team of six horses, shadowy figures floating about and some ghostly activity in the White Hart Inn which is very possibly the city’s oldest pub. 

				The White Hart has a rich history of famous patrons, including Robert  Burns, and Burke and Hare.  In recent  years, staff and customers have reported numerous sights and  experiences that suggest the hospitality offered at The White Hart over  the centuries has been so good that some of patrons decided  never to leave.

				The Last Drop Tavern is said to be haunted by a mischievous girl dressed in medieval clothing.  She has been sighted in the cellar and is known to play tricks on the staff.

				***

				Monks of the Franciscan Order came to Edinburgh in 1447, establishing a monastery on the eastern end of the Grassmarket. They were medical missionaries working with the poor and remained until they were forced to flee to Europe in 1558.

				The Kirk of the Greyfriars was the first Church built in Edinburgh after the Reformation, taking its name from the Franciscan Friary. In 1562, with permission from Mary, Queen of Scots the Town Council took over the grounds to use as a burial yard known today as containing one of the most impressive collection of tombstones and memorials in Britain. Progress in building the kirk was slow ; work started in 1602 but it did not open for regular use until Christmas 1620.

				Greyfriars Cemetery is situated in the middle of the old town, just a few minutes walk down George IV Bridge. The burial ground has always had a reputation for gruesome activity. As recently as 2004, two teenagers were convicted of desecrating the cemetery. It was alleged that they cut the head from one of the corpses and used it like a glove puppet.

				But this is the spot that inspired Mary Shelley to write Frankenstein. There are other noted writers buried here as well as the remains of William Topaz McGonagall, the Scottish poet who divides opinion. McGonagall believed he was a genius. Everyone else believes he wrote absolute drivel. There is however a certain charm in the sheer awfulness of his poetry.

				The churchyard remains the most notorious haunted location in Scotland. There are reports of a poltergeist attacking visitors and members of a ‘ghost walk’ party experiencing ‘rough treatment’ from forces beyond the grave. The place is also associated with a Covenanters’ prison, where many died. Some also claim they have felt the presence of George ‘Bluidy’ Mackenzie, the man who imprisoned the Covenanters.

				Sir George Mackenzie of Rosehaugh, was a Scottish lawyer who became Lord Advocate of Scotland. This made him the chief legal officer and public prosecutor. His place in the darker side of Scotland’s history results from the enthusiasm with which he carried out his job, in particular the prosecuting and condemning of Covenanters who had led the revolt against the English.

				Many imprisoned Covenanters were left to die in the tiny area of Greyfriars Kirkyard still known as the Covenanters’ Prison. Others were swiftly beheaded and their heads displayed on the prison walls. In all around 18,000 Covenanters ended their lives here.

				Mackenzie’s legacy continues to be controversial. But nobody denies his significance in Scottish history. In private life he appeared to be a cultivated and learned gentleman who wrote various graceful essays. But along the way he managed to get himself excommunicated. He died at Westminster on 8th May, 1691 but his body was carried to Greyfriars Kirkyard for burial. His mausoleum is one of the largest in Scotland.

				Since late 1998, Greyfriars Churchyard has been the site of unexplained events linked in the popular imagination to the ghost of Mackenzie. Some claim this began with a vagrant breaking into the mausoleum to find shelter. More than 500 ‘attacks’ were reported in 2006 alone. Visitors claimed to be cut, bruised, bitten, scratched and some suffered from blackouts. Most of these ‘attacks’ unease occurred in the areas of MacKenzie’s Mausoleum and the Covenanters’ Prison.

				An exorcist, Colin Grant, accompanied by journalist Claire Gardener, was brought in to perform an exorcism ceremony. He claimed the evil forces here were too powerful for him and he feared for his life. A few weeks later he died of a heart attack.

				But the cemetery is perhaps known for a small dog called Greyfriars Bobby. The Skye terrier attended the funeral of his master, John Grey, a police constable, who died from tuberculosis in 1858. He then refused to leave the grave. For 14 years he remained in the cemetery stirring the emotions of the people of Edinburgh. The gardener and keeper of Greyfriars tried on many occasions to evict Bobby but in the end they took pity on him. He was built a shelter nearby and was fed regularly. Bobby never spent a night away from his master’s grave even in the most dismal weather conditions.

				Bobby became a legend in his own lifetime When he died, he was buried in unconsecrated ground at Greyfriars. A bronze statue of him was sculpted for him. It which now stands just outside the Kirk gates.

				In 2011 Jan Bondeson at Cardiff University published research that suggests Bobby was actually a Victorian-era publicity stunt by local businesses to drum up tourist revenue. According to Bondeson’s research, Bobby was a stray dog trained to remain in the graveyard; and was actually two different dogs - the first an old mongrel, the second a young Skye Terrier. This, he argues explains his longevity ; Skye terriers normally live for ten to twelve years.

				I cannot comment on the accuracy of Mr Bondeson’s research. My instinct is that I very much hope he is wrong. The reputation of Greyfriars Bobby is, after all, cast in bronze.

				***

				The 18th century South Bridge consisted of 19 arches built over the Cowgate ravine. When the bridge was built the land beneath was excavated to make chambers and both large and small rooms -- The Edinburgh Vaults.

				The vaults were used mostly by merchants and craftsmen for the storage of wine, dairy and manufactured products. The were guarded by underground caretakers. Families lived in some of the rooms of these vaults with no sunlight, ventilation, or obvious method of waste disposal.

				Work on the South Bridge and its vaults started on 1st August 1785 and completed three years later.  It was agreed that a ceremonial procession would take place to mark the first carriage of traffic across the bridge.  It was also decided that whoever should be the first to ride across it in a carriage would have a great honour bestowed upon them.  A rich, elderly woman who had lived in the area for many years was offered the honour. She accepted and all the preparations went ahead for this great day. 

				But a few days before the ceremony, the lady died. The Bridge Committee held a meeting and agreed that they had to honour the promise, and on a March morning the first carriage to cross the South Bridge carried the coffin of the old lady.  Some Edinburgh folk felt this was unseemly and a bad omen.

				There may have been something in this. The new vaults were perpetually wet and many of the rooms were sealed off. The few remaining were last used during World War II as air raid shelters.

				In the early 1990’s the vaults were reopened to public access.  Since 1997, many strange occurrences have been reported. During Historic and Ghost Walks run by Mercat Tours, many strange things have been experienced. These include the sensation of breath on the neck, phantom footsteps, a discernable smell of alcohol, some tugging at clothes, dragging sounds, putrid smells and failing batteries in torches and search lights.  Alleged sightings have included a tall woman dressed in black, a bird which circles visitors’ heads, a ghostly child, a spectral cobbler, a vaporous dog, dancing balls of light, a man in incongruous Victorian clothing and a very creepy faceless man who wears a blue coat, tri-corner hat and knee length boots.  This final apparition has been witnessed on many occasions and has been sighted in most of the vaulted rooms.

				Local tradition suggests that the vaults had once been used for something else other than storing goods. It is suggested that Burke and Hare, the body snatchers, brought their corpses - both taken from the grave and freshly murdered - here before negotiating sales with surgeons from the nearby hospital. This is at least plausible but there is absolutely no evidence for it.

				***

				Major Thomas Weir was born in 1599 and lived in Edinburgh’s West Bow, a street between the Castle and the Grassmarket, not far from Greyfriars. He lived together with his sister - who was called Grizel ( probably a nickname ) or Jean.

				Weir was a pillar of the establishment and cut a striking figure carrying his black thorn wood staff, who would frequently attend religious meetings and lead the company in prayer. At one such event something inexplicable happened. Instead of a prayer, Major Weir began speaking of foul crimes. His own.

				He publicly confessed to witchcraft, Satanism and incest. At first people thought he was mad, however his sister confirmed his confessions. She also claimed that Weir obtained his powers through his demonic staff. And so the Wizard of the West Bow, said to be in league with the Devil, was executed at the Gallowlea, where a church now stands on the north-western shoulder of Calton Hill.

				The Major was strangled, then burnt - along with his staff - in 1670. His sister was hanged. Both were defiant to the last. As the rope was put around Weir’s neck he was asked to say ‘Lord be merciful to me.’

				Instead he replied:

				‘Let me alone, I will not. I have lived as a beast, and I must die as a beast’.

				Some accounts say his sister attempted to outrage public sensibility by removing her clothing on the scaffold.

				Even with Weirs gone, their presence remained. There were reports of strange occurrences in their home. These were not the pained moanings sometimes associated with ghosts but the sounds of revelry. It seemed that, wherever Major Thomas Weir had gone, he was having a great time!

				The Weir house was pulled down in the nineteenth century, yet his ghost is still sometimes heard enjoying itself in the area that was once the West Bow.

				***

				Founded as a monastery in 1128, the Palace of Holyroodhouse is the Queen’s official residence in Scotland. Situated at the end of the Royal Mile, it is closely associated with Scotland’s turbulent past, including Mary, Queen of Scots, who lived here between 1561 and 1567.

				Today, the Palace is the setting for State ceremonies and official entertaining. During the Queen’s Holyrood week, which usually runs from the end of June to the beginning of July, Her Majesty carries out a wide range of official engagements in Scotland, including the Investiture held in the Great Gallery for Scottish residents whose achievements have been recognised in the twice-yearly Honours List.

				King George V and Queen Mary held the first garden party in the grounds of Holyroodhouse and the tradition has been maintained to the present day. Each year, the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh entertain around 8,000 guests from all walks of Scottish life.

				Legend has it that when King David I was hunting one day in 1128, his horse was startled by a stag which appeared from nowhere, and King David found himself hurled to the ground and in mortal danger of being gored by the stags antlers. In desperation he grasped hold of them whereupon they miraculously changed into a Crucifix. This story has echoes in the similar story of St Hubert in France. That night King David pledged to build an Abbey for Canons devoted to the Cross. Holy rood means “Holy Cross”

				Holyrood was the scene of plots, jealousy and revenge long before the politicians moved in to the area. The most famous tale concerns Holyrood Palace and is eerily reminiscent of Shakespeare’s Scottish play.

				Mary, Queen of Scots ascended to the Scottish throne in 1542. As a young woman she grew to favour an Italian, one David Rizzio, her private secretary.

				Mary’s husband, Lord Darnley, became jealous and enemies of Mary were able to play on this jealousy. They managed to persuade Darnley that Mary and Rizzio had become lovers.

				As a result, Darnley and accomplices determined to kill Rizzio. They burst into Mary’s private apartment in the Palace and stabbed him to death.

				The bloodstains on the floor could not be permanently removed, however hard the palace servants scrubbed. They would reappear overnight - a supernatural reminder perhaps of the foul deed that had taken place.

				Darnley himself died a year later when a massive explosion destroyed his lodgings. It was never clear who instigated the killing, however many people blamed Mary and suggested that revenge for the death of Rizzio might have been a motive. Many people have also blamed James Hepburn, fourth Earl of Bothwell. It has often been reported that Darnley’s ghost thereafter haunted his old rooms in the palace.

				Local folklore has it that Mary, Queen of Scots and Rizzio also haunt the building.

				A naked ghost - called Bald Agnes - appears in the garden. The legend is that in 1592 Agnes was stripped and tortured in the belief that she was a witch.

				***

				An unknown house in Buckingham Terrace, near the Queensferry Bridge, was the scene of a murder followed by a suicide in the nineteenth century.  It is believed that a former sea captain, in a drunken state, took his own life after killing a baby. His apparition of which descriptions sound remarkably similar to Uncle Albert in Only Fools and Horses was once seen regularly in the building. Like Only Fools and Horses however there have been no new episodes for many years.

				***

				The suburb of Corstorphine used to be the site of a castle which was razed in the 18th century. All that then remained was an ancient dovecote and a sycamore tree. The tree collapsed in the storms of 1998. All that remains is a stump.

				In the 17th century, Corstorphine Castle was home to one James Forrester. This laird was charming and popular - though known for his rather relaxed approach to the morality of the time. One of Forrester’s lovers was Lady Christian Nimmo - who was not only married but also his niece.

				It was a custom of Forrester to meet his lovers by the old dovecote. One night the Lady Christian arrived for such an encounter only to find no-one there. Since she knew Forrester’s habits well, the Lady sent one of her servants to fetch him from the local inn.

				When James Forrester finally arrived, he was drunk and rude. An argument began which was ended when Lady Christian grabbed Forrester’s sword and killed him in a fit of rage.

				The Lady was caught and executed. Her ghost, dressed in purest white, has since then haunted the scene of her crime - the sword in her spectral hand still dripping with blood.

				***

				Our old friend Sir George Mackenzie of Rosehaugh has been described as one of the most distinguished historical figures at the Scottish Bar. Appointed Lord Advocate for Scotland in the reign of Charles II many of his judgements still form the framework of Scotland’s legal system.

				Mackenzie was a rational man. He had little time for such things as apparitions - or witchcraft. Indeed, as late as 1678 he wrote :

				‘That there are witches, divines cannot doubt, since the word of God hath ordained that no witch shall live; nor lawyers in Scotland, seeing our law ordains it to be punished with death’.

				A man of apparently high principle and steadfast habits, each evening he took a constitutional walk through the streets of Edinburgh before his evening meal. His favoured route was to stroll along Leith Walk. One evening his perambulatory meditations were unexpectedly broken when he was confronted by an elderly man who, without any prior explanation, informed him :

				‘There is a very important case to come off in London fourteen days hence, at which your presence will be required. It is a case of heirship to a very extensive estate in London, and a pretended claimant is doing his utmost to disinherit the true heir on the grounds of his inability to produce proper titles thereto.

				‘It is necessary that you be there on the day mentioned, and in one of the attics of the mansion house on that estate there is an old oak chest with two bottoms. Between these you will find the necessary titles, written on parchment.’

				Having delivered his speech this venerable grey-haired and well dressed man abruptly turned and left. Sir George was bewildered.

				But, the following night the advocate’s private perambulations along Leith Walk were again interrupted. The same mysterious man appeared and earnestly urged him not to delay in going to London and assured him that he would be well paid for all his troubles.

				Sir George dismissed the stranger from his mind but the next evening he was accosted for the third time. The same persistent man once more broke into his thoughts and urgently pleaded with the lawyer not to waste another day.

				Such was the man’s deportment and so great his anxiety that the advocate decided to explore this highly unorthodox approach to a legal briefing and duly set out by horseback for London the following morning. He arrived in the English capital with a day in hand.

				Within hours he found himself pacing in front of the mansion house that had been described to him Here he met two men heavily engaged in conversation, one of these being the true claimant to the disputed property. The other was a barrister representing a second claimant.

				Sir George promptly introduced himself as the principle law-officer of the Crown for Scotland. The barrister, assuming Sir George had come to England to deprive him of his case, became disparaging of Scotland, and its legal system.

				It was at this point that the true claimant, invited Sir George to inspect the property. It was it the drawing room that one particular painting caught the advocate’s eye. After a minute examination of the portrait he asked his host if he knew who the man in the portrait was.

				‘That was my great-great-grandfather,’ came the reply.

				‘But this man spoke to me on no less than three successive nights in Edinburgh last week, ‘ declared the lawyer.

				His curiosity now fully aroused Sir George asked to be shown the attics where he found a mass of old papers scattered around. This prompted a search for further documents. Just as the two men were about to abandon their hunt Sir George spotted an old trunk lying in a corner.

				Still angered by the anti-Scottish remarks made earlier by the English barrister

				Sir George gave the old trunk a hefty clout with his boot. At this the bottom fell out of the trunk and documents were revealed. These included deeds to the property.

				The following morning found Sir George entering the English court just as the case was called.

				George pleaded an eloquent case and then produced the appropriate title deed with a flourish. The case was immediately declared found in favour of his client. The distinguished advocate then took his client’s arm, bowed to the opposing counsel, and declared :

				‘You see now what a Scotsman has done, and let me tell you that I wish a countryman of mine anything but a London barrister ! ‘

				He returned to Edinburgh still musing over the case. He also resumed his habitual evening perambulations but never again met up with the elderly man.

				***

				Edinburgh’s Dalry House - in Orwell Place near Haymarket - is reportedly haunted by the ghost of a one armed man called Johnny, known predictably as Johnny One Arm.

				He is believed to have been one John Chiesley. In 1688 Chiesley divorced his wife. Local magistrate Sir George Lockhart decreed that Chiesley should pay a substantial annual settlement to her.

				Chiesley later shot and killed Sir George. He was arrested and his right arm ( which had held the gun ) was cut off before he was hanged.

				John Chiesley’s ghost haunted the area for 300 years, running around with a. bloody stump where his arm had once been, screaming and cackling. When a one armed skeleton was found hidden under the floorboards of a local house and removed for burial in 1965, the ghost was thought to have vanished forever; however more sightings were reported between 1976 and 1979, and there were further poltergeist-like occurrences in the mid 1980s.

				***

				Victoria Terrace, between the Royal Mile and Waverley Station is haunted by a sailor by the name of Angus Roy who lived in the city in the early 19th century.

				Angus had been serving on a ship that sailed out of the port of Leith, but his sailing career was curtailed by an accident from which he was lucky to have escaped with his life. 

				Angus had fallen from the ship’s topgallant, and, although he survived, he was left with a badly damaged leg which he dragged behind him as he limped along. 

				When Angus was discharged from the merchant marine he came to live in Edinburgh’s Victoria Terrace. There he suffered the mocking and teasing of local children. 

				Following his death reports started to sweep through Victoria Terrace that there had been sightings of a harmless but scary spectre who was tormenting local youngsters. 

				It is alleged that the sound of Angus Roy’s damaged leg scraping the ground behind him as he makes his way along the street is still heard from time to time in the area.

				***

				At Bells Wynd, the body of a Mrs Guthrie lay undiscovered in a room for 21 years. It is said that her ghost manifested itself to a locksmith who broke in, as he was curious to know why the flat was not being used.  Her apparition is also said to haunt the existing close today. Many people have witnessed a tall white figure which seems to glide towards the entrance of the close.

				***

				Lady Royston, of Caroline Park House, is said to be a green tinted apparition. Apparently she rises from the ground in the garden and drifts slowly towards the front door before disappearing. Loud banging is sometimes heard coming from one of the rooms, and is thought to be a heavy object - such as a cannon ball - bouncing around.

				This Lady Royston was the daughter of John Campbell, Earl of Breadalbane, who was one of the most naturally self-serving and duplicitous characters in Scottish history. It has long been believed that he had a hand in the massacre of the MacDonald’s at Glencoe - an event from which he later tried to distance himself when he realised how much damage it had done to Scotland. He was however arrested and taken to Edinburgh. But, when it was realised that King William himself had given at least tacit approval for the massacre, all charges were dropped.

				***

				A house close to the Botanical Gardens was once part of a row of houses, now demolished.  It was known for many years that one house held a particularly dark and gruesome secret. 

				Not long after the turn of the 19th century , number 17 was bought by an enterprising husband and wife who, knowing it had lain empty for a number of years, thought it would make an excellent boarding house. It was not long before the couple noticed that one of the attic rooms had a strange and unpleasant atmosphere. House guests were reluctant to enter the room, let alone use it.  Sometimes it seemed as if there was something, or someone, in the room.  On one occasion a young girl working as housekeeper went into the attic room only to re-emerge screaming hysterically.  She then collapsed in shock. When revived she could not explain what had terrified her so much.  Soon after this the word had spread round Edinburgh that number 17, ‘The Boarding House’ was haunted and students from Edinburgh University began to dare each other to take up residence and spend time in the top attic room. 

				One young student by the name of Andrew Muir took up the dare. He said at the time that he was very interested in spiritual matters. He approached the owners and offered to spend the night in the room. They agreed.

				They gave Andrew a bell, along with strict instructions to ring it if he saw or heard anything out of the ordinary.  The owners and other inhabitants in the house prepared for bed and retired for the night, leaving Andrew to his vigil.

				A couple of hours passed and all was silent, when all of a sudden they were awoken by the sound of the bell and an accompanying scream. The inhabitants of the house all rushed up the stairs to the attic room, and when they opened the door they found Andrew dead with the bell at his side. His face held a look of sheer terror.  After this the attic room was never used again and the house was demolished some twenty years later.

				***

				Learmonth Gardens sits in the area of Comely Bank in the north of Edinburgh near the Botanical Gardens.

				In the mid 1930’s one of these houses had such a reputation that some people were not prepared to enter the building. The house at the time was occupied by Sir Alexander Seton and his family. 

				Sir Alexander took his family on a trip to Egypt and brought back a small bone, found by Lady Seton, which they decided to keep as a memento. It was later placed in a glass case in the dining room of their home.

				Shortly after this the family became aware of disturbances in the house.  Crashing sounds were heard and there were numerous reports of the furniture being moved around and various ornaments were found smashed in rooms that had lain empty.  Then Lady Seton became ill with a mysterious infection and the family shared the spectre of a figure in long robes.

				A friend of Sir Alexander’s was interested in the bone and had it removed from Learmonth Gardens and transferred to his home.  The figure in robes seemed to follow the bone to its new address.

				With their customary restraint Edinburgh Newspapers flashed headlines such as ‘The Curse of the Pharaoh’.  When the bone was returned to Sir Alexander’s home the strange happenings began again. Sir Alexander became unwell and began to believe the curse, so he passed the bone onto a priest who first exorcised it then burnt it.

				That was the end of paranormal activity at Learmonth Gardens.

				But the story had already become internationally known and has long remained one of world’s best known ghost stories. It is worth therefore adding something of Sir Alexander’s own classic account which begins with an account of the journey he and his wife, Zeyla, made in 1936 :

				‘The temple at Luxor is beyond my powers of description - it has to be seen to be believed and many hours can be spent amongst the temples and beautiful buildings all around.

				The Valley of Kings disappointed me, except for the tomb of Tutankhamen, there was really little to see.

				After two wonderful days we wended our way back to Cairo and this time to the Mena Hotel, on the edge of the desert and only ten minutes walk from the Sphinx. The great Pyramid towers right over the hotel and at night its shadow could be seen cast around everywhere.

				We did the usual sight-seeing that all tourists have to do, including a ride on a rather unpleasant camel and then retired for a bathe in the swimming pool and dinner on a table at the edge of the pool. In a mood of complete satisfaction, caused by good eating, excellent brandy and the cool of the evening but most important of all the receipt of a very welcome cheque from a Glasgow editor, to whom I had sent a description of my journey by destroyer, I had pleasure in receiving Abdul. He told me that new tombs had been found recently behind the Pyramid and although not of any great historical value it might be as well if we saw the finishing stages of one of these tombs being examined, which was going on the next day. ‘My brother could arrange’ he said. It was arranged therefore, that he would collect us the next morning after an early breakfast, and for an extra fee he would take us into the newly opened tomb - a thing the Egyptians were very much against.

				I had a feeling in my bones that something was going to happen over this and it was only with the greatest of difficulty that Zeyla cajoled me into going with her. I wish earnestly to God that we had not gone!

				I am not an Egyptologist so I will not attempt to describe the tomb beyond the fact that it was pre-mummy era, we were informed, and had at one time been filled by the mud of the Nile, when it was known in history to have caused widespread damage. When this was I don’t know, but I believe it to be four or five thousand years ago. We went down some roughly hewn rock steps - about 30 of them - and there, lying on a stone slab and uncovered was the remains of a skeleton - water and mud had removed most. You could see the skull quite clearly and the leg bones but few ribs were left although the spine was almost intact.

				With a feeling of awe I looked around and could well imagine the placing of this poor body on the slab and the final sealing of the door at its feet. Our guide told us that it was the body of a high-class girl - but there was no question of her being a Princess. I couldn’t find out her age nor could I find out her name - time had erased that information, but that she was one of the countless hundreds that have been unearthed from behind the Pyramids, there is no doubt. The antiquity of the bones could be seen by the fact that although, as light as a feather, they would crumble very soon. As we left I remember thinking to myself, how strange that one day someone may be looking at my bones and wondering what the devil the owner looked like. I said a small prayer and then made the others come on up into the sunshine and life. Zeyla seemed fascinated by it and slipped back past us to have one more look - I was only too glad to have a smoke!

				The following sequence of events is exactly what happened in their correct order. Hundreds of Daily Papers and Magazines have given their versions and verdicts but I believe that I am the only person alive who can tell the story of the ‘Egyptian Bone’ as it happened.

				On the way back to the Mena House it was suggested that we should call at the Pyramid souvenir shop. To my surprise Zeyla rejected the idea. That night after a bathe, Zeyla told me that she had got a wonderful souvenir in the shape of a Bone that she had taken off the skeleton we had seen that morning. She showed it to me and to my eyes it looked like digestive biscuit, apart from it being slightly convex and the shape of a heart. I told her to put it away and indeed never gave it another thought until we were back in Edinburgh some weeks later after finishing our holiday in Egypt. We had asked some friends around for supper and Zeyla produced this somewhat grotesque relic, much to the amusement of all. I produced a small case, which had once contained a clock, and we put the bone in the dining room on a table.

				Just as our friends were leaving there was the most almighty crash and a huge piece of the roof parapet landed about two feet away from us. It could have killed anyone. Whether this can be connected with the Bone or not is difficult to say, but it certainly scared us and was very hard to explain.

				A few nights later, after we had gone to bed, Nanny came running upstairs to say that she had heard someone moving about in the Drawing Room. I went downstairs but there was nothing there - just imagination and the rain outside I told Nanny.

				That night in my sleep I do remember hearing a crash but didn’t think anything of it at the time. The following morning, however, Zeyla accused me of being careless the night before and of having upset the corner table. Sure enough, there the table lay on its side, with the small glass case beside it and the Bone on the floor. I apologised, thinking that I must have carelessly put the table unevenly against the wall and the vibration of the traffic must have shaken it over.

				One night a few weeks later, when Nanny was out, we heard someone on the stairs and not expecting her so early, Zeyla went outside to see if she was alright, but there was no-one there. We didn’t say anything to Nanny about it, but during the following nights something kept waking us up at different times and none of us could explain the noises.

				My nephew, young Alasdair Black came to stay for a few days shortly after these strange occurrences, and one morning he calmly announced that he had seen ‘a funny dressed person going upstairs’. He assured me that he had gone to the lower lavatory the night before and had seen this person. He didn’t seem to be the slightest bit scared about it, however, so I didn’t say anything more about it, but decided to sit up one night to see if I could see anything.

				We had some valuable snuffboxes in the Drawing Room and I thought that someone might be trying to get at them. So, having made quite sure that the Drawing Room windows were all locked, I locked the door, putting the key into my pocket. For hours I watched from the balcony outside our bed-room, feeling rather foolish doing so.

				Nothing happened so I went to bed, only to be rudely awakened by a yell from Zeyla, that someone was downstairs. Grabbing my revolver, I dashed downstairs, to meet a very scared Nanny. Of course the door was locked and the key was still in my pocket. I yelled to Zeyla to get the key and when we finally got in the Drawing Room, it looked as if a battle royal had taken place there. Chairs were upset, books flung about, and there in the middle of the chaos was that damn Bone, looking as harmless and more like a biscuit than ever. The windows were still locked!

				It was after this episode that I decided that we were up against something - a poltergeist or some such thing. It had been known, but I had never had the misfortune to come across the results of one. Zeyla, who was very superstitious, found a local soothsayer, who really said practically nothing except that her fee was £1 and was of no help.

				Weeks passed without anything unusual happening; then it started again. Noises, banging and always in the Drawing Room. Zeyla thought it was something to do with the bone and had the brilliant idea of moving the articles which had been flung about, except for the heavy chairs, downstairs to my Sitting Room. This we did and of course the Bone, table and all, came down as well.

				After a week or so I got fed up with having my sitting room cluttered up and said that I would shift all the things back the following day. That night, however, something nearly did the job for me. As usual there it was - the Bone - on the floor, and as much furniture as could be was tipped up all over the place. This time I did connect this with the Bone, and told Zeyla that I was going to burn it.

				Unfortunately, this was met with such a storm of abuse from Zeyla that I was only too glad to leave the whole thing and go out for a drink to forget the whole incident. I told some of the members of my club what had happened which caused much laughter, and was not believed, except for a dear old chap called Col. E V Coates, who had travelled a great deal. We had a long talk about it and when I left the club that night - a little tight - I left with the avowed intention of destroying the Bone.

				When I arrived home I found that the Bone had been at it again. This was much earlier than usual but the damage was more severe than usual, as this time it was obvious that the table upon which the bone lay had been subjected to what one might say was severe pressure for one of the legs was cracked. I just couldn’t believe my eyes.

				During the course of the next day or so I was pestered by a very charming reporter from the Express who had a cock and bull story that he wanted me to look at. It was such utter tripe that I told him so, and in so doing I opened up the gates of a dam with miles of water behind it!

				From then on after the article had appeared in print my life became hell on earth. How the reporters got hold of the story I don’t know, but every paper seemed to want a statement of some description or another but I was adamant. ‘I had no comment to make. The young Express reporter asked if he could borrow the Bone for a week and write up a daily article on it. I agreed to this, but nothing happened of any note whilst in the reporter’s possession and it was returned to me.

				A few more weeks elapsed and still the papers molested me, but I had nothing to tell them, until one evening at about 6 p.m. Nanny was scared out of her life. I suppose her nerves were frayed, we had had a domestic scene and I had gone to the club and Zeyla was with her family and Egidia. The story we heard from Nanny really worried me, apparently the same thing had happened. Noises etc. but this time there was a terrific crash, followed by breaking glass and she had been too frightened to go up to the Drawing Room to see what had happened. By this time I knew what to expect, and I was amazed to find the room untouched, except for the table and the Bone. The table was smashed on its side, the glass canopy under with the Bone rested was in small pieces and the Bone itself was broken up into about five pieces.

				I thought, alright you can have your story now - and arranged for a cameraman from the Scottish Daily Mail to take a picture of it. You should have seen the story the next day! I gave the Bone to the reporter who had covered the story. It was returned to me, however, because apparently he became seriously ill - same old trouble or was it? My suggestion that there was a connection with this fact and the fact that the previous reporter had had a car accident was met with a great deal of ridicule, however, so we decided to forget the whole thing and prayed for peace.

				This was not to be, however, for on Boxing Day night we had a really cheerful crowd coming to dinner which was scheduled for 7.30 for 8. Cocktails were to be served upstairs in the Drawing Room. Everyone was very happy and in good spirits and as it was very cold outside I had laid a big log fire in the large fire-place of the L shaped room.

				Naturally the subject of the Bone came up and to my disgust and dismay, Zeyla, who had got a friend of hers, a doctor, to mend the Bone as far as possible, had placed it on a table opposite the door leading into the room. This of course made a good conversational interest and it came out that the Bone was a Sacrum, or the bone at the base of the spine, joining the hip bones, apparently, although not being a doctor I wouldn’t swear to this. Whilst we were talking, and a fresh round of drinks were being served, the entire table, bone and all, went hurtling onto the wall opposite, with a terrific thump. No-one was standing near it, nor did anyone see it happen - it just happened! Chaos followed, the maid fainted as did Zeyla’s rather hysterical cousin Gert! The party became a fiasco from then on. No-one picked the Bone up because I insisted that my room downstairs should be used. This story was spread of course and all sorts of things said about it.

				In the New Year the American papers got hold of the story and they went to town with it, the whole story being magnified and I found myself again the leading figure in a story which I had become to hate. Several spiritualistic meetings were held on the subject, to which literally hundreds of people came and I only wish now that I had had a good agent - I could have made a fortune out of it! Many unkind people thought that I had, and that I was keeping the ball rolling to gather in the money but this was certainly not so.

				Amongst the thousands of letters I received was one from a Dr Carter, of Tutankhamen Tomb fame, in which he asked me to respect his confidence by not publishing its contents, but he assured me that things quite inexplicable like this could happen, indeed had happened and will go on happening.

				I am not a Roman Catholic although I had a very great respect for my uncle who was Father Benedict, at the Fort Augustus Abbey. I suggested that he should come and exorcise whatever it was. He obtained permission and came to the scene. It was a solemn visit, carried out in Zeyla’s absence. The Bone, having been blessed, was then destroyed by me by burning, and I made certain that it had all gone for good.

				The papers were anxious to have this story, of course, but was a personal one and a very devout one, so they extracted no information from me at all, and they reported what they made up themselves. The strange thing is, that after this, we had peace in the house, although Zeyla could not forgive me for destroying the Bone and it didn’t help our already rocky marriage at all.

				I can give no answer as to what caused these mysterious happenings but to my mind, there was some strange power released that we humans are apt to laugh at, but which was oh! So very real! Looking back on this experience I still think that it was one of the most horrible experiences that I have been through, happening as it did both in the daytime and the night.

				My own interpretation of the matter is that through some uncanny power of religion it was brought under destructive control but if - and I emphasise the world ‘If’ - it really did carry a curse, as many people thought, the curse certainly did not end when I destroyed the Bone by fire, and from 1936 onwards trouble, sometimes grave, seemed to be always around the corner. My daughter Egidia became ill with the result that she had an operation on her ear-drum. Then Zeyla had the same trouble in both her ears. My troublesome kidney was still causing me great discomfort and altogether life was very difficult.’

				***

				Princess Street features the spectre of a weeping woman - thought to be one Moira Blair.  It is believed that her husband had been murdered in the area and poor Moira found his body. In her distress she stumbled into the road and was killed by a coach and horses. The sounds of her weeping have also been reported in Princes Street Gardens and in nearby St John’s Church.

				Another lachrymose female also appears in these places. A little girl sobs into her hands and then slowly fades away.

				The gardens of Princes Street were once the ‘Nor Loch’ - not really a loch, more a drained and filled in marsh area. The work was carried out during the 19th century at which time a large number of bodies - perhaps as many as several hundred - were found.

				***

				George Street is between Princess Street and Queen Street.

				It is here that of ghost of a lady called Jane is encountered. She is a young lady in 19th century clothing which features a high collared dark blue coat, a plumed hat and white gloves. She has pale yellow hair with white eyebrows and eyelashes.

				Jane haunts George Street. She speaks only to give and repeat her name.

				It is claimed that this is the ghost of Jane Vernelt who ran a successful costumier business based in George Street towards the end of the 19th century. In 1892 she was persuaded to sell up the shop.

				Some time later she had regrets and began to suffer a breakdown. She returned to George Street and demanded to have the shop back. As her behaviour became more bizarre she was taken to a mental hospital where she died shortly afterwards.

				One unusual feature of this ghost is that the hauntings began shortly before Jane Vernelt died. Some have claimed that although her physical body was restrained the force of her disturbed will was sufficient to create a ghostly projection.

				***

				Edinburgh will always be connected in the public imagination with the grisly occupation of Burke and Hare.

				A large number of student doctors and anatomists created a market for fresh corpses, but the law stated that only the bodies of criminals who’d been recently executed could be used. Demand was higher than supply.

				William Burke and William Hare were Irish immigrants who came to the city to work on the Union Canal. They met when Burke and his partner Helen moved out of Leith and up to West Port, just off the Grassmarket. Burke and Helen became lodgers with Hare’s wife, Margaret .

				In 1827, another lodger ( a man called Donald ) died. Hare was annoyed because Donald still owed him £4 in rent. He decided that selling the corpse would settle the debt.

				On the day of the funeral Burke and Hare replaced the body in the coffin with a sack of bark. They took the body to the anatomy offices of Robert Knox. They were asked to return after dark when they were paid £7 and 10 shillings. This was the spark that began a lucrative business.

				Grave robbing was so common that the families of those who had been recently buried would hold eight or nine day vigils beside the grave. After that time in the ground the corpse was valueless. St Cuthbert’s Church, west of the castle, was a particularly popular hunting ground. Some of the anatomy students themselves went grave robbing by lantern light. The locals nicknamed them the ‘Resurrectionists’.

				Professionals, like Burke and Hare, were so quick that any graves could be emptied between the patrols of the night watchman. But putrefying corpses were of relatively low value. Fresh bodies sold at a premium. This brought Burke and Hare to murder.

				Another lodger at Margaret’s, Joseph, became unwell. Although he wasn’t seriously ill, Burke and Hare put him out of his misery by plying him with drink and suffocating him. It became their signature method.

				They picked lodgers and prostitutes, and other people they hoped who no-one would miss.

				In April 1828, Burke met up with two prostitutes, Mary Paterson and Janet Brown. He invited them back to his brother’s for a drink. Mary passed out, and while she slept, the others argued and Janet left. She told Burke she would collect her friend later and went off to visit her old landlady, Mrs Lawrie.

				Mrs Lawrie, on hearing about the morning’s events, was worried for Mary and insisted Janet return to fetch her at once. A servant went with Janet for safety, but when they arrived they were told Burke and Mary had gone out. Janet insisted on waiting. The servant was sent back to Mrs Lawrie’s.

				The servant returned came straight with instructions for Janet to leave immediately. Janet had in fact escaped, Mary’s corpse was already on its way to Robert Knox.

				Mary having been a very beautiful teenage girl, was not immediately dissected, but was first drawn by the students and then preserved in spirits for three months.

				Although Janet continued to ask questions she never heard tell of Mary again.

				Burke and Hare became bolder, even taking the bodies to Knox during the day. They murdered a grandmother and her twelve year old grandchild, and a woman called Ann McDougal. But by now Burke and Hare were beginning to quarrel though they maintained their murderous purpose.

				Mary Haldane, a prostitute, and her daughter Peggy were murdered next. After them they killed ‘Daft Jamie’, a nineteen year old who was big and strong but had the mind of a child. He was very popular with the local children. Burke later said in his confession that Jamie was very anxious and asked for his mother over and over again. Jamie was the only victim who was stone cold sober and must have known exactly what was happening to him. He was easily recognisable by his deformed foot. Medical students recognised the corpse and there was uproar but Dr Knox was in denial and nobody was bold enough to challenge him.

				Burke and Hare’s downfall came by way of new lodgers, James and Ann Gray.

				Mary Docherty, an old woman from Ireland who’d come to Edinburgh to search for her lost son, went back with Burke for a drink at the lodgings, having been convinced Burke was somehow related to her, and was offered a room for the night. Mary was given the Grays’ room, and they were shifted to a room with the Hares. It was Halloween, and a party was in full swing.

				Later that night, Burke’s neighbours were convinced they heard shouting and arguments, and a voice yelling ‘Murder!’ They went out to search for a policeman. Finding none, they gave up and went home.

				The following morning, The Grays were moved back to their original room. They were told Mary had tried to seduce Burke and had been thrown out. In fact, her body was lying under the spare bed, covered in straw.

				During the day, Ann approached the spare bed and was warned off by Burke. Curious about why Burke was so defensive, the Grays waited until they were alone in the building, and went to investigate for themselves.

				They found Mary’s body.

				The Grays confronted Helen, who offered them £10 to keep their mouths shut. The Grays went to find a policeman.

				An anonymous tip off lead the police to Dr Knox’s classroom, where Mary’s body had been sent. The corpse was identified by James Gray.

				Everyone blamed and testified against each other. Burke was hanged on the 28th of January 1829, his body given to the students for dissection, and Helen was freed. Hare was later released - having turned King’s evidence against Burke - and Margaret returned to Ireland.
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