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Howdy: Home Is Where the Spirits Dwell

The Gulf Coast has always been a liminal place. It is where land surren-
ders to water, where storms sweep in without mercy, and where time it-
self seems to linger like the mist that rises off the bayous. Here, beneath
the shade of ancient live oaks and behind the crumbling walls of for-
gotten plantations, the past is not gone.

It is waiting and it is celebrated!

For me, it began with a story. Growing up in Alabama, I was surround-
ed by whispered tales of ghostly brides, phantom lights, and haunt-
ed houses with shutters that rattled even on windless nights. These
weren’t just stories to pass the time—they were part of who we were.
The South, and especially the Gulf Coast, is a place that remembers.
Every battle, every heartbreak, every life cut short leaves an imprint.
And if you know where to look, you’ll find those imprints in the form
of restless spirits.

When I started writing the Seven Sisters series, I never imagined that
one day readers from all over the world would ask me, “Where is Seven
Sisters really? Can I visit it?”

That was the first hint that I wasn’t just writing fiction—I was writing
doorways. My novels became maps, guiding readers toward the real
places that inspired my ghost stories: Mobile, Dauphin Island, Gulf-
port, New Orleans. And before long, I found myself traveling these
roads again, not just as a novelist but as an investigator.

This guidebook is the natural result of that journey.
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If you’ve ever stood under the dripping moss of a Mobile oak or listened
to the rush of the Mississippi River in New Orleans at midnight, you
already know.

This region is different. It hums with a kind of resonance. Perhaps it’s
because the Gulf Coast has endured so much: hurricanes that flatten
towns, wars that turned neighbors against one another, epidemics that
stole whole families overnight. Perhaps it’s because this land was sacred
to Indigenous peoples long before European settlers carved plantations
out of the soil. Or perhaps it’s simply because water remembers—it
holds voices, echoes, impressions that seep into the marshes and the
bay.

Whatever the reason, the Gulf Coast feels like one of the most haunted
regions in America—at least to me, and to the many readers and story-
tellers who return to its legends.

This book isn’t just a list of ghost stories (though there are plenty of
those). It’s part travel guide, part history, part personal journal of my
adventures as both storyteller and paranormal investigator. You’ll find:

Detailed Location Guides – everything from parking tips in downtown
Mobile to what you should bring if you plan to walk Citronelle’s dark
roads after dusk.

Haunting Histories – the tragic, often true stories behind the legends.
Ghosts don’t appear out of thin air—they’re born of lived experience.

Paranormal Insights – how I and the team approach investigations,
what we experience, and what tools we use.

Series Connections – if you’re a fan of Gulf Coast Paranormal or Seven
Sisters, you’ll see exactly how those books were rooted in real places.
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Most importantly, you’ll find a way to experience these places for your-
self—safely, respectfully, and with eyes open to the history that lingers
in the air.

Before we embark, let me say this: ghosts may fascinate us, but they
were once people—soldiers, mothers, children, lovers. In these pages,
documented history is presented as history; legends, witness reports,
and my own experiences are identified as such. Paranormal interpre-
tations are matters of belief, not proven fact. Visitor hours and access
rules can change, so confirm them with each site and enter only during
public hours or with explicit permission. Always treat these places as
hallowed ground.

Take your photos, record your EVPs if you dare, but don’t mock, pro-
voke, or forget that behind every legend is a human life.

The Gulf Coast has its share of tourist ghost tours and carnival-style
hauntings, and while I love a good theatrical scare, what you’ll find in
this guide is something deeper.

These are places where tragedy left a mark. Where history whispers
through broken shutters and chapel bells. Where sometimes, if the air
is still and you listen closely, the past will answer you.

Before I was an author of Southern Gothic tales, I was a listener.

I grew up hearing stories passed down across kitchen tables and whis-
pered on porches as the cicadas sang. My grandfather told us about
the woman in red who walked the edge of a field he remembered from
childhood, always appearing before someone passed away.

My husband swears the lights out on Crenshaw Road are not merely
headlights but something older and stranger. And then there are the
sounds we have heard—the screaming, and the way the hair rises on
your arms in certain places.
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I carried those stories the way other children carried treasures in their
pockets. When I was old enough, I wrote them down. At first, just
scribbles in journals. Later, novels. Stories about grand antebellum
homes filled with secrets. About restless spirits that didn’t want to be
forgotten. About dreamwalkers and psychics who straddled the line be-
tween the living and the dead.

But fiction never really stayed fiction for me. The more I wrote, the
more I felt compelled to walk the places I was writing about. To step
inside those mansions. To sit in those graveyards after dark. To find out
if the air really did grow colder in certain corners, if the whispers really
carried through empty halls.

And what I found confirmed what I’d always suspected—the Gulf
Coast is alive with ghosts.

It’s no accident that so much of America’s ghostly literature comes from
the South. We are a region of contradictions. We are hospitable and se-
cretive. We are fiercely tied to our land and haunted by what was done
upon it.

Every antebellum mansion with its white columns also carries the
weight of enslaved lives that built it. Every battlefield holds echoes of
brothers who fell on opposite sides. Every coastal town remembers the
hurricanes that wiped it near clean.

This is the heart of any good Southern Gothic—it must acknowledge
beauty and rot side by side.

A garden filled with roses and weeds. A house both grand and crum-
bling. A family name at once proud and burdened. That tension is part
of the modern South: a devotion to tradition alongside the work of
confronting injustice, and a reputation for hospitality shadowed by his-
tories of race and class.
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When you walk the streets of Mobile, or New Orleans, or Gulfport,
you can feel this duality.

A place may look alive with music, laughter, and light, but underneath
it, the shadows are waiting. That’s why this region breeds ghost sto-
ries—not because we are morbid, but because we understand that the
past is never truly gone.

When the Gulf Coast Paranormal series began, I wanted to capture
what it felt like to investigate haunted places with a team of believers,
skeptics, and dreamers.

What I didn’t expect was that readers would ask whether the places
were real. Many are; others are inspired by real sites. The Crescent
Theater in downtown Mobile, Oakleigh House with its Greek Revival
grandeur, and the shadowy lanes of Kali Oka Road are all here, waiting
for you.

So I became not just a novelist, but an investigator. Armed with digital
recorders, EMF meters, and a notebook, I walked into the same dark
spaces as my characters. I listened for the footsteps, the knocks, the
voices that shouldn’t have been there. And many times, I found them.

This book is my attempt to bridge those two worlds—the fictional and
the real. The stories you’ve read in my novels are anchored here, in the
soil, in the river, in the stones of these buildings. And now, you can
walk them too.

I’ve often been asked, “What causes hauntings?” Is it the tragedy of
sudden death? Is it unfinished business? Is it simply the way energy
clings to certain landscapes? The truth is, every haunting is unique.
Some are tied to a single event—a murder, a shipwreck, a storm.
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Others seem to be layered, as though a place becomes a magnet for re-
peated sorrow.

The Gulf Coast is filled with both. In Mobile alone, you will encounter
the legend of Charles Boyington, the nineteen-year-old printer con-
victed and hanged for murder whose story is said to live on in the Boy-
ington Oak. You will find tales of soldiers marching toward Church
Street Graveyard, and laughter echoing in theaters long after the actors
have gone home.

Each chapter in this book will explore not only the stories, but also the
possible reasons they linger. Because ghosts aren’t random—they are
the emotional fingerprints of history.

Southern Gothic has always been less about ghosts jumping out of clos-
ets and more about atmosphere, memory, and contradictions. It is the
cracked column of a once-grand house. It is a magnolia blooming be-
side a headstone. It is beauty and decay braided so tightly together you
cannot tell where one ends and the other begins.

Writers like William Faulkner, Flannery O’Connor, and Tennessee
Williams tapped into this vein of storytelling, and though their ghosts
were often metaphorical, the feeling was the same—this land remem-
bers. In the South, you cannot look at the present without seeing the
shadows of the past. And often, those shadows step forward.

The Gulf Coast is particularly rich soil for Southern Gothic. Hurri-
canes batter its shores, rewriting maps and burying towns beneath wa-
ter. Wars have swept through its streets, leaving behind soldiers whose
graves are sometimes unmarked and sometimes forgotten.

Poverty and prosperity often stand side by side, just as the laughter of
Mardi Gras parades echoes down streets where, centuries earlier, peo-
ple were marched to auction blocks.
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This tension—between light and darkness, joy and sorrow, beauty and
rot—is what gives rise to ghosts. They are the embodiment of the
South’s memory, unwilling to fade away.

Long before I called myself a ghost hunter, I had moments I couldn’t
explain. One of the earliest was at Oakleigh House. I had wandered in-
to an upstairs room, away from the tour group, and paused at a tall win-
dow. The glass reflected the garden below, but it also reflected some-
thing else: a figure behind me.

When I turned, the room was empty. But the impression lingered—the
faintest trace of perfume, like roses just past bloom, and the certainty
that I had been observed. That was the moment I stopped thinking of
ghost stories as just stories.

Later, at other sites, I would feel similar brushes—the sensation of
someone standing just over my shoulder, the sound of footsteps pacing
a room after everyone had gone. I’ve come to think of these moments
as invitations. The past is reaching out, asking to be remembered.

My journey as a Southern Gothic author truly began in Mobile, inside
the halls of Oakleigh House.

I still remember stepping across its threshold for the first time—the
coolness of the air, the way sunlight filtered through tall windows, and
the way the silence seemed to hum with memory. It wasn’t just a his-
toric home; it was a presence. I could almost hear the rustle of gowns
down the staircase, the faint echo of laughter in a long-vanished parlor.

The docent spoke of Octavia Walton LeVert, one of Mobile’s most re-
markable women—a writer and celebrated hostess whose portrait and
possessions form part of Oakleigh’s collection. Her own famous salon
stood at her Government Street home, not at Oakleigh.
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It was in that moment that the seeds of Seven Sisters were planted.
Oakleigh became the inspiration for my fictional Seven Sisters planta-
tion, and Octavia inspired my own Calpurnia Cottonwood—a woman
whose grandeur, ambition, and secrets would echo through genera-
tions. What began as a visit to a museum became a world that would
capture the imagination of thousands of readers. And it taught me
something profound: these places still speak, if you’re willing to listen.

As I walked through Oakleigh, I realized I wasn’t alone—not in a
frightening sense, but in a way that felt like company. Since then, I’ve
often felt as though I’ve picked up “ghostly hitchhikers” along the road
of my life. Stories find me. Sometimes they come in the form of whis-
pered folklore passed down from a neighbor. Other times they arrive in
dreams, or in the sudden chill of a forgotten place. And when they do,
I feel an obligation to carry them forward.

That’s why I write ghost stories. Not just to frighten or entertain, but
to give the past a voice. By writing down their tales—by shaping them
into novels and now into this guidebook—I give those restless spirits a
chance to be remembered. To tell their stories one more time.

If you choose to walk this path with me, you may find that you too pick
up a few ghostly hitchhikers. A voice that lingers in your thoughts long
after you leave a site. A sudden memory of a place you’ve never been. A
dream that feels too vivid to dismiss. Don’t fear it. Listen. These stories
are meant to be shared.

And so, with Oakleigh as my beginning, with Octavia Walton LeVert
and Calpurnia Cottonwood as guiding muses, I offer you this journey.
May you walk these haunted roads with open eyes and an open heart.

Because sometimes the dead don’t want to scare us—they simply want
to be heard.
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This guidebook is not a dare, though it can certainly thrill you. It’s not
a checklist to prove how brave you are, though it can test your courage.
It’s an invitation—to listen, to observe, to honor.

Here are a few things I encourage you to keep in mind:

Respect the Dead. These spirits were once people. Treat their spaces as
sacred.

Travel Safely. Some locations are private property—never trespass.
Stick to public tours, museums, and areas clearly open to visitors.

Stay Practical. Bring water, wear sturdy shoes, and remember that
Southern heat (and mosquitoes!) are just as real as any ghost.

Record Your Experience. Whether through journaling, photos, or
EVP, documenting your visits gives you a way to connect your story to
the long line of storytellers who came before.

Think of this book as both a map and a lantern. It can show you the
path, but it’s up to you to walk it.

If you’re holding this book, chances are you’re a little like me.

You believe that history breathes.

You sense that cemeteries are more than stone markers.

You feel that the veil is thinner in certain places, and you’re not afraid
to peek through.

This guide is my way of sharing not only the stories of the Gulf Coast’s
most haunted sites, but also the path I’ve walked as a storyteller. Every
ghost story I’ve written began as a flicker—something I overheard,
something I dreamed, something I felt standing in a darkened room.
Writing gave those flickers a voice.
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Now, I offer them to you.

May this book be your companion on late-night road trips, your whis-
per in the ear when you wander too close to the Boyington Oak, your
courage when you step inside an old theater and the air suddenly chills.

And when you leave these places, don’t be surprised if you take some-
thing with you. A story. A presence. A ghostly hitchhiker.

After all, the dead don’t always want to frighten us.

Sometimes, they just want to be remembered.
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Chapter One: Oakleigh House and the
Seven Sisters Legacy

The Grand Lady of Mobile

When you first lay eyes on Oakleigh House, you cannot help but feel
its presence. Rising from the shaded grounds of Mobile’s Oakleigh His-
toric District, the mansion stands as a striking example of Greek Re-
vival architecture, a style that swept across the South in the early 1800s.

Built around 1833, Oakleigh was the vision of James W. Roper, a young
Virginian brick mason, merchant, and cotton factor. At twenty-eight,
Roper purchased roughly thirty-three acres on the outskirts of Mobile
and set out to build an ambitious home. Its name joins “oak” with “lea,”
an old word for a meadow or clearing.

Oakleigh’s design was ambitious. Its bricks were made on the property,
and the museum’s interpretation places the house within the larger his-
tory of urban slavery in Mobile. The house rose two and a half stories,
with a symmetrical façade crowned by a wide gabled pediment. Its most
eye-catching feature was its colossal front portico, supported by four
fluted Doric columns.

Inside, Oakleigh was no less impressive. The rooms were large and high-
ceilinged, with tall windows to catch Gulf breezes. The double parlors
could be thrown open for entertaining, and the broad hallways allowed
air and guests alike to circulate.

A sweeping staircase anchored the interior, inviting visitors upward
with a sense of grace.
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It was, in every sense, a showpiece—a declaration that Mobile, fueled
by cotton and commerce, was ready to stand shoulder to shoulder with
the great cities of the South.

But Oakleigh, like many grand houses of its age, was also built upon
contradictions. Its beauty was undeniable, yet it stood upon the backs
of enslaved people who labored in its construction. The oaks that shad-
ed its lawns whispered not only of grandeur, but also of the lives lived
and lost in its shadow.

James Roper did not enjoy Oakleigh for long. Financial difficulties
overtook him, and by 1840 he had left Mobile for New Orleans. His
name nevertheless remains tied to the mansion. He died in 1883 and
was buried in Mobile’s Magnolia Cemetery.

Though Roper may not linger at Oakleigh in spirit, his ambition and
vision are etched into every column and brick.

He built not only a home, but a landmark that continues to define Mo-
bile’s historic landscape.

James Roper built Oakleigh; Octavia Walton LeVert became connect-
ed to it through the portrait and objects preserved in the museum’s col-
lection.

Octavia was born in Augusta, Georgia, in 1810, but she spent much
of her youth in Pensacola and later in Mobile. She was by all accounts
a darling of the age, a beauty with a joyful and pleasant personality.
The granddaughter of George Walton—one of the signers of the De-
claration of Independence—she carried a proud Revolutionary pedi-
gree. Her father, George Walton Jr., served as governor of Florida Ter-
ritory, and young Octavia grew up in a household of politics, literature,
and refinement.
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However, even Octavia’s pedigree wouldn’t save her from Southern
snobbery.

When she married Dr. Henry LeVert, a wealthy physician, Octavia be-
came one of Mobile’s leading hostesses. At the LeVerts’ home on Gov-
ernment Street, she presided over glittering salons that drew statesmen,
artists, writers, and soldiers.

Jefferson Davis, Washington Irving, and countless others passed
through her doors. Octavia herself was an accomplished writer and lin-
guist, fluent in several languages. Her travel memoir, Souvenirs of Trav-
el, published in 1857, offered readers a vivid glimpse into European so-
ciety and cemented her reputation as one of the South’s literary voices.

In her day, Octavia was hailed as the “Queen of Southern Society.” Her
later years took a darker turn. The Civil War brought tragedy and loss.
Though loyal to Alabama, she was ambivalent about secession; during
the war she helped nurse wounded soldiers, and after the surrender she
welcomed Union officers into her home—a choice that cost her social
standing in Mobile.

After the war, Octavia’s fortunes declined. She died in 1877 in Augusta,
Georgia, and is buried there in Arsenal Cemetery.

It was Octavia’s brilliance, beauty, and contradictions that inspired me
to imagine Calpurnia Cottonwood, the formidable young heroine of
my Seven Sisters series. Like Octavia, Calpurnia is elegant and compas-
sionate, but haunted by secrets, ambitions, and the inexorable passage
of time.

Oakleigh, with its stately portico and shadowed halls, became the living
heart of Seven Sisters plantation.

Ghost stories cling to Oakleigh like ivy along its walls. Visitors and staff
report footsteps echoing across empty rooms, doors that open on their
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own, and sudden drops of temperature in certain halls. Shadows are of-
ten glimpsed near the staircase, while mirrors sometimes seem to catch
more than the living.

One recurring report is the scent of perfume—roses or lilacs—linger-
ing in the air. Because Oakleigh displays Octavia’s portrait and some
of her possessions, visitors sometimes associate the fragrance with her,
though she did not live or hold her salons in the house. Others speak of
faint music drifting from the parlors, as if a gathering were still under-
way.

During my own visit, I paused at an upstairs window and saw the
unmistakable reflection of a figure behind me. When I turned, the
room was empty. Only the faintest fragrance of roses remained. It was
enough to convince me that Oakleigh is still very much alive with spir-
its.

For readers of my novels, Oakleigh is a pilgrimage site. It is the foun-
dation stone of Seven Sisters, the series that launched my journey as a
Southern Gothic storyteller. Oakleigh’s white columns became the face
of Seven Sisters plantation. Its broad verandas became the stage where
Calpurnia Cottonwood schemed and suffered. Its upstairs rooms be-
came the chambers where restless spirits stirred.

Readers often tell me that the house in the novels feels real to them.
That’s because it is. Oakleigh gave me the blueprint—its architecture,
its history, and its atmosphere of grandeur tinged with sorrow. The Sev-
en Sisters saga may be fiction, but it is rooted in this place, in Oakleigh’s
columns, gardens, and shadows.

Visiting Oakleigh House

If you plan to see Oakleigh for yourself, here are the essentials:

• Location: 350 Oakleigh Place, Mobile, Alabama.
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• Hours: Open Tuesday through Saturday, typically from 10
a.m. to 4 p.m. (check the Historic Mobile Preservation
Society’s website for current times).

• Admission: A modest fee supports the preservation of the
house.

• Experience: Guided tours highlight both the architectural
history and the personal stories of those who lived here.
Some docents are willing to share the ghostly tales if you ask.

• Tips: Pay close attention near the staircase and upstairs
windows, where visitors often report unusual sensations.
Oakleigh is first and foremost a historic landmark.
Respect the space, follow staff instructions, and confirm
the current photography policy before your visit.

Oakleigh is more than a museum. It is a touchstone of Mobile’s history,
a place where beauty and tragedy exist side by side. It represents James
Roper’s ambition, the work of the people—free and enslaved—who
built and sustained it, and the generations whose stories its collections
now preserve.

For me, Oakleigh will always be where it began—the spark that grew
into the Seven Sisters series, the house that taught me ghost stories are
never just stories.

When you step into Oakleigh, you stand in a threshold. Between past
and present. Between history and legend. Between the living and the
dead.

So linger a little longer in its halls. Listen to the silence. And remem-
ber—some doors never truly close.
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Chapter Two: The Bragg-Mitchell
Mansion

The Belle of Springhill Avenue

If Oakleigh House is the grand matriarch of Mobile’s historic homes,
then the Bragg-Mitchell Mansion is her dazzling belle of the ball. Nes-
tled along Springhill Avenue, its long colonnade of slender, Ionic
columns gleams in the Alabama sun, a brilliant white against the deep
green of its sweeping lawns.

A grove of ancient live oaks, their gnarled limbs draped in Spanish
moss like lace shawls, arches over the circular driveway, their roots
clutching the red earth of Mobile.

To walk beneath them is to feel a palpable shift in time, as if stepping
into a forgotten world where the air is thick with the scent of magnolias
and the faint memory of carriage wheels rattling up the lane.

Few homes in Mobile capture the essence of Southern Gothic as per-
fectly as the Bragg-Mitchell. It is a place where elegance is tinged by
sorrow, where the sunlit beauty of its façade is forever shadowed by the
past. The house feels both a monument to a gilded age and a silent wit-
ness to its ruin.

The mansion was built in 1855 by Judge John Bragg, a wealthy attorney
and ambitious politician who relocated his family from Montgomery
to Mobile, drawn by the booming economy of the cotton trade. Bragg
sought to establish himself among Mobile's elite, and his new man-
sion—a sprawling, 13,000-square-foot masterpiece—would become
one of the most striking examples of Greek Revival architecture in the
region. The family intended for it to be a seasonal home, a grand stage
for the city’s vibrant social season that ran from Thanksgiving through
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Mardi Gras, while they spent the rest of the year at their cotton planta-
tion.

The architectural style is a stunning example of what some call "brack-
eted Greek Revival," where the classical lines of the Greek Revival are
softened by the decorative brackets of the Italianate style. The house
itself is a raised cottage, two-and-a-half stories high, with a T-shaped
floor plan that was designed for maximum air circulation.

A broad, three-sided veranda, supported by the tall, graceful Ionic
columns, was built to catch the Gulf breezes. The façade’s perfect sym-
metry reflects classical ideals of beauty and order, while the grounds,
originally spanning 27 acres, were meticulously landscaped with camel-
lias and towering oaks that still shade the property today. These trees,
in particular, hold a powerful story of their own. During the Civil War,
the Confederates cut down the original oaks to provide a clear line of
sight for shelling any approaching Union troops. A distraught Judge
Bragg, after surviving the war, replanted the grove with acorns he had
painstakingly saved, a testament to his resilience and a poignant sym-
bol of the South’s painful reconstruction.

Inside, the Bragg-Mitchell was built for entertaining on a lavish scale.
The high ceilings, some reaching fifteen feet, and polished heart pine
floors lend a sense of immense grandeur to the double parlors, where
chandeliers once glistened during opulent balls. The elegant spiral stair-
case, a feat of engineering and artistry, remains one of the home’s most
photographed features. With its sweeping curve, it appears to float
upward, inviting guests into another world—or, perhaps, serving as a
silent, looping stage for an eternity of phantom descents.

But grandeur and ambition could not protect the Braggs from what
was coming. Only six years after the mansion was completed, the Civil
War tore through the South. The family retreated inland to their
Lowndes County plantation, believing Mobile would surely fall. Tragi-
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cally, their plantation was looted and burned by Union forces, destroy-
ing their fortune and all their most valuable possessions. Mobile, mean-
while, was largely spared.

The house passed into other hands over the decades, and while Bragg
would practice law again after the war, his later years were far less gild-
ed.

Born in North Carolina in 1806, John Bragg was a man of sharp legal
mind and fierce ambition. He had a distinguished career, serving as a
legislator and a judge, and even represented Alabama in the U.S. Con-
gress.

A fascinating footnote to his biography is his famous brother, Confed-
erate General Braxton Bragg. While the general never owned the man-
sion, he was a frequent guest and a powerful presence in his brother’s
life, a link that adds to the home's historic weight. John Bragg died in
1878, but the house he built remains one of Mobile’s most enduring
landmarks. His spirit, some say, may not have fully departed, forever
lingering among the oaks and columns of the home he poured his for-
tune and ambition into.

Like so many of Mobile’s historic homes, the Bragg-Mitchell Mansion
is said to be haunted. Visitors and staff alike report strange, often ele-
gant, experiences within its halls:

• Phantom Footsteps: The slow, deliberate cadence of
footsteps echoing across the polished floors, often in the
second-floor halls, long after the tour groups have departed
and the doors are locked. The sound, a soft
thump...thump...thump, seems to search for something, or
someone, in the empty rooms.

• The Lady in White: A figure glimpsed descending the spiral
staircase or gliding through the upstairs hall. She is said to be
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one of Judge Bragg’s daughters, perhaps heartbroken over a
lost love or the war’s painful aftermath. Staff have told tales of
her fleeting presence, a wisp of a white gown and the faintest
scent of jasmine, forever walking the house in search of a
happiness she lost.

• The Phantom Feline: A more recent but no less persistent
legend is that of a ghost cat. Visitors report a sudden, startling
brush against their legs in a parlor or a fleeting movement of a
tail from the corner of their eye, only to find nothing there.
It’s a gentle, playful haunting that seems to have a particular
affection for the front parlors.

• Lingering Music: Soft strains of piano or violin, faint but
unmistakable, drifting from the empty parlors as though a
grand ball is still in progress. The music is often a slow,
mournful waltz, a melody for a party that will never end.

One docent recounted to me a deeply unsettling experience she had at
the end of the day. She had locked the doors at twilight, the last slant-
ing rays of sun filtering through the front colonnade, and began to walk
away when she heard the distinct sound of footsteps pacing the hall be-
hind her. The sound was so real, so solid, that she turned back, expect-
ing to see a rogue visitor. The hall was empty, but the grand chande-
lier above the staircase trembled, its crystals shivering and chiming as if
someone had just passed beneath it with great haste.

For some, the ghostly encounters at the Bragg-Mitchell are unsettling.
For others, they are a reminder that this house, so beautifully preserved,
is not a static museum but a living, breathing testament to its past. It
remembers the laughter, the sorrow, the grandeur, and the ruin.

Though the Bragg-Mitchell Mansion does not appear by name in my
novels, its spirit haunts my pages nonetheless. Its verandas and Ionic
columns echo through the houses of Return to Seven Sisters. Its aura of
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faded grandeur—elegant yet tinged with sorrow—helped inspire the
fictional Rosegate Manor and Gracefield in my series. Whenever I visit,
I feel as though my characters walk beside me. I can almost see Calpur-
nia Cottonwood pausing at the top of the staircase, her hand on the
banister, or Carrie Jo Jardine scribbling notes about the lady in white
drifting across the parlor. The Bragg-Mitchell is not just a house. It is a
stage where imagination and memory meet, and the past is a constant,
tangible presence.

Visiting the Bragg-Mitchell Mansion

If you’d like to see the mansion for yourself, here’s what to know:

• Location: 1906 Springhill Avenue, Mobile, Alabama.
• Hours: Open Tuesday through Friday, typically 10 a.m. to 4

p.m. Tours are on the hour, with the last tour departing at 3
p.m. Always confirm before visiting, as hours may shift
seasonally or for private events.

• Admission: A modest fee supports the preservation of the
house and its history.

• Experience: Guided tours, usually lasting about an hour,
highlight the architecture, furnishings, and history of the
mansion. While the official focus is on heritage, many guides
are happy to share the house's more spectral tales if you ask.

• Photography: Cameras are welcome. Many visitors take
stunning photos of the spiral staircase, the sparkling
chandeliers, and the wrap-around porch. If you capture
something extra in your photos—a faint orb of light or a
shadowy figure in a doorway—well, you won’t be the first.

• Tips: Arrive in the late afternoon if you can. The golden
sunlight filtering through the moss-draped oaks is nothing
short of magical, and some say it is when the house feels most

20 M.L. BULLOCK



alive and the veil between worlds is at its thinnest.

The Bragg-Mitchell Mansion is more than a Southern showpiece. It is a
symbol of Mobile’s dual nature: beauty and sorrow, prosperity and ru-
in, memory and mystery. Beneath its dazzling façade lies the truth that
every column and every chandelier carries the weight of history.

Standing under the sweeping oaks, you may hear the distant laughter of
long-vanished parties, the rustle of gowns across polished floors, or the
faintest whisper of a voice at your ear. The Bragg-Mitchell is not haunt-
ed by malice. It is haunted by memory—and in the South, memory is
the strongest spirit of all.
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Chapter Three: The Kate Shepard House
The Victorian Lady of Monterey Place

Not all haunted homes tower over avenues with grand colonnades or
sprawling oaks, their secrets broadcast to the world in whispers and
shadows. Some sit quietly, almost modestly, their secrets tucked behind
lace curtains and gingerbread trim.

They don’t scream for attention; they lure you in, their power residing
not in menace but in intimacy. The Kate Shepard House, on quiet
Monterey Place in Mobile, is just such a place.

Built at the dawn of a new century, this home has none of the sweeping
Greek Revival grandeur of Oakleigh or Bragg-Mitchell. Instead, it
charms with its intricate Victorian details: asymmetrical rooflines that
seem to shift in the moonlight, delicate scrollwork that writhes like
frozen vines, and stained-glass windows that trap and distort the light
of day.

Step onto its broad porch, and you may feel less like a visitor to a mu-
seum and more like a guest entering a deeply personal space—a family
parlor frozen in time. That chilling intimacy is the source of its power.
This isn't a place haunted by distant echoes of society balls or political
dramas.

It's haunted by something far more potent: memory, devotion, and a
love of home so powerful it has defied death itself.

The Kate Shepard House was built in 1897, during the height of Mo-
bile’s Victorian boom. Its Queen Anne style is a tapestry of ornate
details: a gabled roof that creates a jagged silhouette against the sky,
tall sash windows that seem like eyes peering out onto the street, and
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an inviting front porch that once hosted conversations and now feels
strangely expectant.

Unlike the sprawling mansions of Springhill Avenue, the Shepard
House was a true family home—a sanctuary, scaled for daily life rather
than public display.

The house belonged to the Shepard family, and it was Miss Kate Shep-
ard who gave it its enduring name. Miss Kate was a revered educator,
known throughout Mobile for her genteel refinement and quiet dedi-
cation. She lived in the home for most of her life, and it’s her presence,
her lingering spirit, that is said to be the home's most faithful resident.

For generations, the house remained in the family, preserving its orig-
inal character, until it was eventually restored and transformed into a
historic bed and breakfast.

Today, the Kate Shepard House is a monument to preservation, its
rooms holding whispers of family life long past. Walking through its
halls is like wading through a stream of time—the antique furnishings,
the polished floors, the very air itself seems to hold a memory just be-
yond your reach.

Guests who stay at the Kate Shepard House often speak of unsettling,
yet gentle, experiences. The hauntings here are not violent or malicious;
they are a subtle intrusion, a quiet unraveling of the present by the past.

• The Restless Footsteps: Late at night, long after other guests
have gone to bed and the house has settled into a deep
silence, many report the sound of light, deliberate footsteps
pacing the upstairs hallway. They are not hurried or frantic;
they sound like someone making their nightly rounds,
checking on the household before retiring. The sound is so
clear, so real, it's impossible to dismiss.
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• The Unseen Hand: Bedroom doors that were firmly shut
before sleep are sometimes found ajar in the morning. A
silent, unseen force has eased them open, as if to peek in on
the sleeping guests.

• The Woman in the Room: The most chilling encounters are
also the most brief. Several guests have claimed to awaken in
the dead of night to find the spectral form of a woman in a
period dress standing near their bed. She is still and silent,
and vanishes in the instant you blink or reach for a light,
leaving only the memory of a dark form and a sudden, bone-
deep chill.

• The Scent of Violets: Perhaps the most personal
manifestation is the sudden, inexplicable fragrance of violets
or roses drifting through the halls, though no fresh flowers
are present. Miss Kate was said to have a fondness for violets,
and her spirit still announces itself with their delicate, ghostly
perfume.

The hauntings here carry an air of guardianship rather than menace.
Guests often describe the feeling as "watched" but not "threatened," as
though Miss Kate herself is still ensuring her visitors are cared for in her
home. It's a presence that both comforts and unsettles, a reminder that
you are not alone in the house.

For me, houses like the Kate Shepard House inspire the quieter haunt-
ings in my novels—those in which the spirit lingers not out of anger
but out of a profound, unshakable devotion. In my novel Return to Sev-
en Sisters, for example, Carrie Jo encounters ghosts who seem more in-
terested in preserving their homes and families than in frightening the
living.

The Kate Shepard House feels like one of those places. Its rooms don't
just hold furniture; they hum with memory. The carved wood, the frag-
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ile lace curtains, the sunlight falling across the parlor floor—it’s un-
settlingly easy to imagine the Shepard family still moving through the
halls, caught in a loop of time you can almost glimpse. For a storyteller,
that kind of house is a gift.

It reminds us that ghosts are not always shadows or screams. Sometimes
they are caretakers, watching over the places they loved best, and that is
a story far more compelling than any tale of terror.

The Kate Shepard House is located at 1552 Monterey Place, Mobile,
Alabama.

Today, the Kate Shepard House operates as a bed and breakfast, its orig-
inal purpose as a family home never truly forgotten. Each room is dec-
orated with period antiques, and the innkeepers are dedicated to pre-
serving both history and the hospitality of the home. Staying here of-
fers the rare chance to spend the night in a historic—and intimately
haunted—Mobile home.

Because it is a private lodging property, confirm current booking avail-
ability and house policies directly before visiting. If you stay, bring a
notebook or journal. Many guests describe vivid dreams and unusual
sounds in the upstairs hallway, experiences they associate with the
house’s long history.

The Kate Shepard House proves that a haunting need not be grand to
be meaningful. Unlike the sweeping verandas of Oakleigh or the chan-
deliers of Bragg-Mitchell, its power lies in its intimacy. It is a chilling
reminder that ghosts do not only linger in ballrooms or grand parlors.
Sometimes they linger in the quiet corners of family homes, where a de-
votion to place is strong enough to defy death itself.

If you choose to spend the night, don’t be surprised if you wake to the
faint scent of violets or the sense of someone standing just beyond your
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doorway. You may find yourself feeling less afraid than comforted, as
though Miss Kate is still tending to her guests after all these years.

The Kate Shepard House is not haunted by fear. It is haunted by love.
And in Mobile, that is a spirit as enduring as any.
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Chapter Four: The Malaga Inn
The Haunted Heart of Downtown

In the throbbing heart of Mobile’s historic district, just a few blocks
from Dauphin Street’s boisterous bustle, sits the Malaga Inn.

At first glance, it looks like a timeless Southern hideaway—two impos-
ing rows of 19th-century townhouses facing one another across a tran-
quil brick courtyard. Iron balconies, like delicate lacework, stretch be-
tween them, and the air is thick with the scent of ancient magnolia
trees. Lanterns glow in the evening, casting a spectral, golden light on
ivy-covered walls, and the slow drip of a central fountain is the only
sound that breaks the stillness.

This is the kind of place where time slows to a thick, honeyed crawl,
where you might sip sweet tea on a wrought-iron balcony and feel
the ghosts of horse-drawn carriages clattering down the cobbled streets
outside.

But the Malaga is not only charming. It is a place of palpable mystery,
considered by many to be one of the most haunted inns in Alabama. Its
halls are not merely old; they are alive with whispers, swaying chande-
liers, and the lingering presence of guests who never truly checked out.

This is what sets it apart from the stately, preserved homes: the Malaga
is a working inn, a bustling crossroads where the living and the dead
share space, where celebrations and quiet moments unfold right along-
side spectral manifestations.

This makes it one of the most famous and chillingly accessible haunted
spots in all of Mobile.
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The Malaga Inn began as a pair of twin townhouses, built in 1862 by
two wealthy cotton brokers. The homes were a grand and defiant ges-
ture, constructed in the midst of the Civil War as a testament to both
their immense prosperity and their unwavering faith in the Old South.
With ceilings that soared, intricate ironwork that wrapped around the
balconies like thorny vines, and graceful arched windows, they were a
perfect reflection of Southern elegance even as the nation was tearing
itself apart.

The houses were said to be for the brokers' daughters, perhaps a grimly
romantic gesture of security in a world that was rapidly unraveling.

The homes passed through generations, their twin identities eventually
fading as they were combined and transformed into a boutique hotel.
Today, the Malaga Inn offers around 40 guest rooms, each a time cap-
sule decorated with antique furnishings and vintage charm. The court-
yard, with its silent fountain and fragrant magnolia trees, is its beating
heart.

By day, it is a tranquil, sunlit oasis. By night, with the shadows of the
balconies stretching like grasping fingers and the scent of blossoms
turning strangely cloying, it takes on a more spectral and expectant air.

Every haunted place has its signature ghost, a spirit so tied to the loca-
tion that it becomes a part of its identity.

At the Malaga Inn, that spirit is the Lady in White.

Guests and staff alike have reported seeing her drifting silently along
the balcony of Room 007. Her pale gown seems to trail behind her,
whispering against the brick, and her face is often described as serene
but profoundly distant—as if she is lost in a memory, or an endless vig-
il. Some describe her as sorrowful, others as protective, but nearly all
agree that her presence is an unforgettable and deeply unsettling sight.
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She has been spotted so often that some innkeepers speak of her as just
another resident. They say she occasionally peers from the upstairs win-
dows, her face a pale oval in the dark pane, watching the courtyard be-
low as if waiting for someone who never came home. Her story is as
uncertain as a dream—perhaps a Confederate bride awaiting her hus-
band’s return from the battlefield, a vigil that stretches across a century
and a half. Or perhaps she is one of the original daughters of the house,
mourning a loss too great to ever move on from.

Whatever her origin, she is the spectral heart of the Malaga, forever
tied to its shadowed walls.

The Lady in White is by no means alone. The Malaga seems to have a
full cast of spectral residents, each a story waiting to be told:

• The Swaying Chandelier: In the quiet of the lobby, a grand
antique chandelier is known to swing wildly on its chain,
even when the air is perfectly still and the doors are shut
tight. Guests have watched in astonishment as it moved as
though touched by invisible hands, the light from its bulbs
dancing madly on the walls like trapped fireflies.

• Phantom Footsteps: In the upstairs corridors, the sound of
footsteps echoes late at night. Sometimes they are slow and
deliberate, a soft pacing. Other times, they seem to pause
directly outside a guest’s door, lingering as if deciding
whether to enter. The sound is so distinct it can make the
hairs on the back of your neck stand on end.

• Disappearing Shadows: Figures are often glimpsed in the
corner of the eye, slipping through doorways or gliding down
staircases. They are formless and dark, a trick of the light one
moment and a solid presence the next, only to vanish when
you turn to look directly at them.

• The Rocking Chair: In one notorious guest room, a dark
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antique rocking chair is said to move on its own, its rhythmic
creaking a chilling soundtrack to the small hours of the night.
One guest described waking in the middle of the night to see
a shadowy figure seated in the chair by her bed, rocking
slowly back and forth. The figure did not move, and when she
turned on the lamp, the chair was still swaying gently, though
no one was there. The silence that followed was more
unnerving than the vision itself.

The Malaga Inn is the kind of place that breathes inspiration into
a Southern Gothic storyteller. It is not the grandeur of Oakleigh or
Bragg-Mitchell that captivates me here, but the intimacy of the space,
the shared nature of the hauntings. This is not a house frozen in
time—it is alive, bustling, and welcoming new guests every day, while
ghosts share the very same walls. The history is not behind a velvet
rope; it’s in the room you sleep in, in the courtyard you walk through.

When I imagine my characters settling into their hotel rooms between
paranormal investigations, it is often the Malaga I see. In my series Gulf
Coast Paranormal, there are scenes where the team huddles in old inns,
poring over maps and whispering about their next case while the walls
themselves seem to listen, holding their breath.

Places like the Malaga remind me that haunted spaces don’t have to be
abandoned or locked away. Sometimes the most haunted places are the
ones where the living and the dead still share the same roof, and the
echoes of the past are a constant, low thrum beneath the present.

Visiting the Malaga Inn

Location: 359 Church Street, Mobile, Alabama. The hotel is situated
in the historic downtown area, a short walk from some of the city’s
most famous restaurants and landmarks.
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Reservations: The Malaga is a working hotel and welcomes guests
year-round. Room 007, associated with the Lady in White, is among
the most requested by those hoping for a paranormal encounter.

Experience: The rooms are decorated with a perfect blend of antique
charm and modern comfort. Many of the rooms open onto balconies
overlooking the courtyard, offering a front-row seat to the evening's
mysterious atmosphere. The innkeepers are accustomed to the ghost
stories and may share them with curious guests, adding to the lore.

If you are hoping for a paranormal experience, request a second-floor
room facing the courtyard. Spend some time in the quiet of the lobby
at night, where the light from the chandelier might tell you a story all
its own. And don’t forget to stroll the courtyard after dark, where shad-
ows sometimes gather beneath the fragrant magnolias, and you might
just catch a glimpse of a woman in white gliding along a balcony above.

The Malaga Inn is more than just a charming boutique hotel. It is a liv-
ing, breathing testament to the idea that the past does not always fade
quietly. Here, visitors come for a romantic getaway or a taste of history,
but many leave with a story they never expected—a perfume that lin-
gered too long, a shadow at the balcony, a chandelier that swung with-
out reason.

It embodies the chilling truth that Mobile is a city where the line be-
tween past and present is always thin, a veil that can be drawn back
at any moment. You can book a room, unpack your suitcase, and find
yourself sharing the night with a guest who has been there for more
than a century.

So if you choose to stay at the Malaga, sleep lightly.

The Lady in White may walk the balcony outside your window, her
gown whispering in the night breeze. And if you see her, remember the
quiet understanding that every single person who has ever checked in
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to the Malaga Inn has been, in one way or another, a visitor in a house
that belongs to the dead.
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Chapter Five: The Battle House Hotel
Where the Living and the Dead Check In

Rising like a jewel in the center of downtown Mobile, the Battle House
Hotel is more than a place to stay—it is a place to experience. Its grand
lobby, with marble floors, sweeping staircases, and glittering chande-
liers, was designed to impress from the very beginning. But beneath the
surface elegance, the hotel carries nearly two centuries of stories—some
glamorous, some tragic, and some that refuse to rest.

Walk through its revolving doors, and you step into a space where pres-
idents once dined, generals whispered strategy, and spirits still wander.

The first Battle House Hotel opened in 1852, on the site where Andrew
Jackson had once established his military headquarters during the War
of 1812. For Mobile, the new hotel was more than a business ven-
ture—it was a declaration that the city had arrived as a cultural and
commercial center of the Gulf South.

The original hotel quickly became the gathering place for Mobile soci-
ety. Politicians, cotton brokers, and visitors of note passed through its
doors. Confederate President Jefferson Davis is known to have stayed
there, and Stephen A. Douglas once spoke from its steps during his
1860 campaign.

In 1905, fire destroyed the original structure. But Mobile refused to let
its landmark fade. By 1908, a grand new Battle House Renaissance Ho-
tel had risen on the same site. Larger, more ornate, and fitted with all
the modern luxuries of the era, it reestablished itself as the crown jewel
of downtown.

The hotel’s guest list has included U.S. Presidents (Theodore Roosevelt,
Woodrow Wilson, and later George W. Bush) as well as celebrities,
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generals, and statesmen. For decades, its Crystal Ballroom sparkled
with society dances, Mardi Gras gatherings, and political banquets.

But like many grand Southern hotels, the Battle House fell on hard
times in the mid-twentieth century.

By the 1970s, the once-glittering landmark was shuttered, its chande-
liers dark and its halls silent. For decades it stood as a ghost of itself un-
til a massive renovation in the early 2000s restored the hotel to its for-
mer glory.

Today, once again, the Battle House thrives as both luxury hotel and
historic icon.

With so much history written into its walls, it is no surprise that the
Battle House has its share of ghost stories. Guests and staff whisper of
encounters that remind us the past here is never truly gone.

• The Gentleman on the Ninth Floor: Guests have reported
seeing a man in 19th-century attire, hat in hand, waiting
patiently by the elevators. He vanishes as suddenly as he
appears, often leaving behind the faint scent of cigar smoke.

• The Phantom Party: Late at night, faint laughter, music, and
clinking glasses are sometimes heard drifting from the Crystal
Ballroom, long after it has been locked. When staff
investigate, the vast room is empty, though chandeliers
sometimes tremble slightly as though brushed by unseen
dancers.

• Elevators with a Mind of Their Own: Elevators occasionally
stop on random floors with no request. Some guests who step
off into empty hallways claim to hear footsteps pacing just
out of sight.

• The Cold Corner: In certain suites, guests describe sudden
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cold spots, as if an unseen presence lingers nearby. A few have
awakened to the feeling of being watched, only for the
presence to dissolve when the lights come on.

The Battle House does not scream its hauntings; it whispers them—in
shadows across gilded mirrors, a chandelier trembling above, or a voice
caught faintly on a recorder when no one is there.

Not all of the Battle House’s legends are ghostly. Some walk among us.
Longtime concierge Mr. Middlebrooks became as much a treasure to
guests as the building itself.

Impeccably dressed, often with walking stick in hand, he greets guests
with the warmth and dignity of a bygone age. His voice carries the
cadence of Southern gentility, and his stories—rich with joy and
tragedy—connect visitors not only to the hotel but to the very soul of
Mobile.

Meeting him feels like meeting history itself. He is living proof that not
all hauntings are spectral—some are human, carrying memory forward
with eloquence and grace. To many, Mr. Middlebrooks embodies the
very spirit of the Battle House: enduring, elegant, and unforgettable.

The Battle House has always held a special place in my imagination.

In my Gulf Coast Paranormal series, the team often finds themselves
in hotels where echoes of the past mingle with the present. It is easy
to imagine them setting up recorders in the Crystal Ballroom, chasing
phantom laughter, or following a shadowed figure down the marble
halls.

But what makes the Battle House unique to me is its balance: it is as
alive as it is haunted. You can sip a cocktail beneath its chandeliers,
knowing footsteps echo nearby where no one walks.
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You can listen to Mr. Middlebrooks weave his stories and realize that
the living can leave impressions as lasting as any ghost.

The Battle House Renaissance Hotel is located at 26 North Royal
Street, Mobile, Alabama. The Battle House is a fully operational luxury
hotel, part of the Marriott Autograph Collection.

Guests can enjoy fine dining, spa services, and proximity to Mobile’s
historic attractions. Many historic features—including the Crystal
Ballroom and grand lobby—remain lovingly preserved.

For a taste of the supernatural, request an upper-floor room, particu-
larly on the ninth floor, where most ghostly encounters are reported.
Spend time in the lobby, linger near the ballroom, and if you are fortu-
nate, speak with Mr. Middlebrooks—his stories may linger longer than
any apparition.

The Battle House is not just another stop on Mobile’s haunted map. It
is the city’s beating heart, a place where grandeur and ruin, silence and
song, memory and mystery coexist. It has burned, fallen, risen, and en-
dured.

To walk its halls is to walk with history. To stay overnight is to share
space with both the honored dead and the eloquent living.

Perhaps that is what makes the Battle House unique among haunted
places: it does not merely echo the past—it embodies it, keeping one
foot in the world of the living and one in the world of shadows.

So linger a while in the Crystal Ballroom. Gaze up at the chandeliers.
Listen closely.

If you are very lucky, you might hear both the faint laughter of a long-
vanished party and the warm voice of Mr. Middlebrooks, reminding
you that the past is never far away.
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Chapter Six: The Crescent Theater
Ghost Lights on Dauphin Street

Down on Dauphin Street, where the pulse of Mobile throbs like a
fever dream beneath the live oaks’ lacework canopy—branches droop-
ing with resurrection fern and the weight of unspent regrets—the Cres-
cent Theater stands sentinel, a slender stack of weathered brick etched
with a century’s worth of spotlights and sighs. Its marquee flickers like a
moth-eaten firefly against the twilight haze, spelling promises of escape
in neon script that hums to itself between crowds.

At first glance, it might pass for just another neighborhood playhouse,
hunkered modestly amid revelers spilling in from honky-tonks and oys-
ter bars, the air thick with the sizzle of étouffée and the briny tang of
the bay. But cross that threshold, darlin’, and you tumble into one of the
city’s most enduring sanctums—a velvet-draped cocoon where the air
hangs heavy with the musk of curtains and heart-pine floors polished
by a thousand restless soles.

The seats creak like old bones settling in for confession, the stage lights
hum a low dirge that rumbles in your chest like distant thunder over
the Delta, and the shadows in the rafters twist like forgotten cues on
yellowed scripts.

This is a theater that remembers—every belly laugh, every thunderclap
of applause, every whispered I love you or God forgive me breathed into
the wings.

It hoards those echoes in the mortar and plays them back after the
last patron drifts out and the streetlamps pool amber on the sidewalk.
Linger long enough and you may find not every voice belongs to the
living; some rise soft as a prompt script turning under invisible fingers,
insistent as the drip from a balcony rail on a midsummer night.
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Here, on this artery of the Azalea City—where Mardi Gras confetti
ghosts still eddy in October winds—the Crescent doesn’t just stage sto-
ries; it lives them.

Step inside, and the door sighs shut behind you with a breath that
smells of popcorn butter and something earthier, like turned soil. The
show has already begun. You’ve merely taken your seat in the eternal in-
termission.

The Crescent’s odyssey unfurls like a faded playbill. It bowed to its
first crowds in 1885, a spry vaudeville house ablaze with traveling
troupers—minstrels crooning under gaslight’s golden haze, jugglers
sending fire arcing over upturned faces, comedians slicing through cot-
ton-mouthed crowds with cane-sharp jokes.

Mobile’s merrymakers came here for diversion from dockside toil and
the fevers that haunted the wharves.

Laughter pealed from the pit and balcony alike, and for a few hours, the
world outside loosened its grip.

As nickelodeons dawned, the Crescent pirouetted with the times, con-
verting to silent films by 1912, where Keystone Kops careened across
the silver screen to gasps and guffaws.

Through the Roaring Twenties and the lean years that followed, the
little playhouse remained a cultural keel for downtown—never the
grandest room in the South, but a faithful one.

Entropy, though, is a patient understudy.

In the late twentieth century the building passed through other us-
es—restaurants, shuttered seasons, long quiets—until a new act arrived.
In 2008, the doors swung wide again, indie reels flickered, and commu-
nity returned to the red-brick cocoon.
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In 2025, the Crescent began another act under Zeke Buckhaults, with
Stu Schayot, bringing comedy and cinema back to the room with a ju-
bilant “Grand Re-Re-Re-Re-Opening” weekend.

Zeke, architect of Comedy Mobile, talks about the place the way a
bandleader talks about a favorite horn: with pride, reverence, and a
promise to make it sing. And with the keys came the whispers—bal-
cony murmurs no spotlight can chase, a rustle in the wings, a sense that
the old house is pleased to be a theater again...and intends to be one
still.

Phantoms of the Stage

The Crescent’s grapevine tangles with tales that could curdle chicory
coffee. Ushers swap stories at intermission, patrons murmur about the
sudden kiss of cold at the nape. The house isn’t just wood and wire; it’s
a palimpsest, layered with invisible ink where the applause never truly
dies—only dims to a persistent patter.

• The Balcony Watcher. Up in the gallery, where the air is close
as an attic, moviegoers catch a peripheral prickle—a seated
silhouette, prim and still, as if eternally waiting for curtain. It
leans forward now and then, intent on the stage or screen,
then dissolves like dry ice. Seats look recently vacated; a faint
waft of bay rum or rosewater lingers like a calling card.

• The Phantom Performer. Troupers treading the boards swear
by a presence moving just beyond the proscenium’s light. One
actress, mid-monologue, glimpsed a tall figure slip behind the
curtain. When she peeked—nothing but the slight scuff of
unseen boots retreating to the dark.

• The Ghost Light. Every proper stage keeps a single bulb lit
after hours. At the Crescent, that vigil flame sometimes
flickers with a will of its own—brightening, guttering, even
seeming to sway, as if acknowledging an unseen cast taking
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final bows.
• Disembodied Applause. The most unnerving (and oddly

flattering) phenomenon is the soft scatter of claps that
sometimes breaks the silence of an empty house. No cue, no
crowd—just that gentle, persistent ovation from nowhere, as
if the long-gone audience still insists on an encore.

These aren’t tantrum hauntings. They’re stage whispers—a chandelier’s
tremble, paper rustling where no pages turn, a draft scented faintly of
hair pomade and sweat from shows long closed.

In the constellation of Crescent caretakers, Zeke Buckhaults shines sin-
gular—a living counterpoint to the house’s spectral ensemble, much
like Mr. Middlebrooks does at the Battle House. A Mobile-bred mae-
stro of stand-up, Zeke has infused the old brick beauty with the spark
of his Comedy Mobile lineage.

Under his stewardship (with Stu Schayot of Laugh Life Comedy), the
Crescent is again a room where community gathers—movies, come-
dy sets, local showcases—the way neighborhood theaters were always
meant to be. He’ll grin and tell you about finding odd treasures in
the building’s nooks: faded handbills, a long-quiet spotlight that still
throws a honeyed cone, stories folded into the wallboard like pressed
flowers. Ask him about the balcony, and he’ll shrug that easy showman’s
shrug—the one that says I’m new to the ghost tales, but I’m listening.

That’s the secret with an old theater: respect the room, and it will teach
you its cues.

The Crescent coiled around my pen for The Ghosts of the Crescent The-
ater, the second stanza in my Gulf Coast Paranormal symphony. In
those pages, our team chases whispers into the rafters, teases meaning
from the ghost light’s flicker, and listens for the applause that refuses to
quit.
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The Crescent reminds me of a simple truth: performances don’t vanish
when the curtain falls. They permeate. Over years, emotion etches itself
into wood and air until the echo grows a body of its own.

In the South—where stories simmer slow—the stage is never solo. It’s a
séance where the living and the gone share the footlights, each urging
the other to take one more bow.

Visiting the Crescent Theater

• Location: 208 Dauphin Street, Mobile, Alabama.
• What to Expect: An intimate, historic room hosting indie

films and live comedy with a neighborhood soul.
• When to Go: Late shows heighten the atmosphere; linger as

the crowd thins if you’re hoping for a brush with the
uncanny.

• Insider Tip: Brave hearts sit in the balcony. Keep an eye on
the ghost light as the house settles. And if Zeke Buckhaults is
in the lobby, say hello—he’s a fine storyteller, and the theater
likes to be introduced.

The Crescent is more than a marquee. It’s Mobile’s memory palace, a
reliquary where the city’s laughter and laments are kept alive. In an
age of multiplexes, this slender brick room proves that modesty can be
mighty: a hearth where stories are shared and kept. Here, narratives
don’t end at the credits; they cascade through the community, inviting
the ineffable to pull up a chair.

So claim your seat, cher, and hearken close. The houselights may dim,
the projector purr, the players take their marks—but up in the alcoves,
the bygone holds its breath for the next act.

The Crescent is never empty.
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It’s brimming—with the balm of bygones, the bite of the beyond, and
the benediction of a South where the dead don’t douse the lights; they
dim them just enough to dance.
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Chapter Seven: Church Street Graveyard
Where the Dead Still Speak

At the edge of downtown Mobile, where office towers brush the sky
and traffic hums along Government Street, lies a place that feels like it
belongs to another world. Church Street Graveyard, with its crumbling
brick walls and moss-draped oaks, is one of Mobile’s oldest cemeteries
and without doubt one of its most haunted.

Step inside the wrought-iron gates, and the city’s bustle fades to silence.

The air changes here. Cicadas hum louder, the temperature seems to
dip, and the shade under the sprawling oaks feels almost too heavy—as
though the branches themselves are weighed down by centuries of grief.
Tombstones lean at odd angles, inscriptions half-lost to weather and
lichen. Angels carved in marble stretch wings that are cracked and bro-
ken, and obelisks rise like frozen prayers.

It is a cemetery, yes—but it is also something more.

Church Street is a threshold. A place where Mobile’s earliest tragedies
linger, whispering still to those who pass between the gates.

The cemetery was founded in 1819, the same year Alabama achieved
statehood. By then, Mobile was already an old city, shaped by its
French, Spanish, and British past before falling under American con-
trol. It was a port town, vibrant and growing, but also vulnerable—its
people besieged by hurricanes, fires, and waves of deadly epidemics.

The leaders of the city set aside four acres on Church Street for the bur-
ial of its citizens.

For decades it was Mobile’s only official cemetery. Rich or poor, promi-
nent or unknown, many of the city’s dead found their way here. The
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gravestones reflect that diversity: elegant table markers for wealthy
families, simple slabs for laborers, and lamb-carved stones marking the
short lives of children.

The 19th century was an age of epidemics, and yellow fever became
Mobile’s most dreaded visitor.

• In 1839, yellow fever claimed roughly 450 lives in Mobile
within a few months.

• The epidemic of 1853 was worse, killing 1,191 Mobilians and
sending wagons of coffins through the city.

• Another severe epidemic struck in 1873, again overwhelming
families, caregivers, churches, and hospitals.

Families often perished together, entire households laid side by side in
the soil of Church Street. Some graves hold seashells or small toys, left
by grieving kin for children who never saw adulthood. Today, visitors
sometimes leave dolls, ribbons, or coins at these stones—a quiet recog-
nition of lives long forgotten by name but not by presence.

Locals say this is why Church Street feels so heavy with spirits. The
sheer density of sorrow pressed into four acres left an imprint too deep
to fade.

By the 1830s, the cemetery was already filling fast. City leaders sought
a new resting place for Mobile’s dead, one that could accommodate the
growth and the epidemics that showed no mercy.

In 1836, Magnolia Cemetery was established on the city’s western
edge.

Prominent families began burying their dead there, and soon Church
Street was reserved mostly for earlier burials or for those who could not
afford large family plots.
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Magnolia became the sprawling “garden of memory,” while Church
Street remained compact, older, and dense—a brick-walled record of
Mobile’s early nineteenth-century losses.

“Magnolia remembers,” one docent once told me. “But Church Street
whispers.”

Among the thousands laid to rest here, a few names still resonate:

• Joe Cain (1828–1904): Few names are more beloved in Mobile. In 1866,
after the city’s defeat in the Civil War, Cain paraded through the streets
dressed as “Chief Slacabamorinico,” thumbing his nose at Union
occupiers and reviving the spirit of Mardi Gras. Today, his grave is one of
the cemetery’s most visited. Each spring, revelers gather here on Joe Cain
Day, laying flowers, beads, and even cans of beer upon his tomb. Some
nights, people claim to hear phantom laughter or the faint clatter of
tambourines near his resting place—as if Carnival never ends.

Many other prominent figures rest here: judges, merchants, Confeder-
ate soldiers, and early mayors of the city. But for every famous name,
there are dozens more whose stories remain untold—immigrants,
sailors, children—ordinary people who nonetheless left their mark in
spirit.

Cemeteries everywhere draw stories of hauntings, but Church Street
has an unusually dense reputation. The brick walls seem to trap more
than just the dead—they hold echoes, voices, and shadows that are re-
luctant to leave.

• Phantom Mourners: Visitors report figures in old-fashioned
mourning attire kneeling at graves. A woman in black lace,
her veil obscuring her face, has been seen weeping over a
child’s stone—only to vanish when approached. Sometimes
multiple figures appear, flickering like candle flames, only to
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dissolve into mist.
• Voices on the Wind: Soft hymns drift through the cemetery,

though no singers can be found. Investigators have recorded
prayers whispered in French, Spanish, and English—echoes
of the city’s colonial past. One visitor described hearing a
lullaby sung so clearly she thought someone was hiding
nearby, only to find herself alone among the stones.

• Strange Mists: Even on clear days, pockets of fog roll across
the ground, coiling around headstones and vanishing just as
suddenly. Photographers often capture strange white streaks
or orbs hovering near graves. Skeptics say it’s humidity;
believers are certain it’s something else.

• The Shadow Figures: Perhaps the most chilling reports are
of dark silhouettes moving along the walls or stepping from
behind tombs. They are tall, formless, and silent. Some stand
watching; others glide quickly out of sight. Many visitors
leave after encountering them, describing an overwhelming
feeling of dread.

I’ve had my share of unsettling encounters here. Just a few weeks before
my heart attack in 2020, an investigation at Church Street Graveyard
brought chilling results. The devices we were using delivered a message:
I was “near death” and should “seek help.” It’s never good when a spirit
tells you to see a doctor.

At dusk, as I paused near a weathered stone, I distinctly heard the
sound of footsteps behind me—slow, deliberate, crunching the gravel.
I turned, expecting to see another visitor. No one was there. The sound
continued, circling me, until it stopped as suddenly as it began. The air
grew icy, and a voice whispered close to my ear: “Home.”
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On another night, my team and I kept getting responses from children
asking for their red ball. We didn’t understand it until halfway through
the graveyard, when we came upon a small toy ball resting against the
back fence. We placed it in the children’s section of the cemetery. The
equipment went quiet. I think the spirits were satisfied.

Church Street Graveyard is not only a place of sorrow; it is also a place
of celebration.

Each year during Mardi Gras, Mobile honors Joe Cain with a parade
and a pilgrimage to his grave. On Joe Cain Day, hundreds of revelers
gather, dressed in costume, singing, dancing, and raising glasses in his
honor. His widow is buried beside him, and some say the two stir hap-
pily when the festivities reach their height.

It is a strange, beautiful paradox: a graveyard that becomes a carnival
stage, laughter and music rising where once only mourning was heard.
It is uniquely Mobile, where joy and sorrow live side by side.

Church Street Graveyard has been a touchstone in my own story-
telling. The scent of roses, the weight of history, the sense that stories
were waiting to be told—it all seemed to converge here.

In my Gulf Coast Paranormal series, the team’s encounters often mirror
what I’ve felt in this graveyard and other haunted corners of Mobile:
the hum of history pressing against the present, the insistent tug that
the dead still have more to say.

Church Street taught me that ghost stories aren’t just entertainment;
they are acts of remembrance. By telling them, we give voice to those
who cannot speak for themselves.

Visiting Church Street Graveyard

• Location: 5 South Scott Street, Mobile, Alabama—bordered
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by Church and Government Streets.
• Hours: Daylight hours only. The cemetery is closed at night,

except for sanctioned tours or events.
• Experience: The graveyard is compact but dense with

atmosphere. Every stone, every moss-draped tree feels
saturated with history. Paranormal investigators often call it
one of the most active sites in Alabama.

• Tips: Wear comfortable shoes; the ground is uneven. Bring a
camera—you may capture more than you bargain for. Be
respectful. Do not climb on stones or monuments; many are
fragile. Remember, this is not just a tourist stop—it is
hallowed ground.

Church Street Graveyard is more than a cemetery. It is a reminder that
the past is not buried; it is alive in the air we breathe, in the stones un-
der our feet, in the voices that sometimes rise on the wind.

Here, epidemics, wars, and celebrations intertwine. Here, unknown
children rest beside judges and generals. And here, in the silence broken
by unseen footsteps, we are reminded that the dead do not always sleep.

Stand still long enough in Church Street Graveyard, and you may hear
them: the laughter of Joe Cain’s parade, the sobs of a mother in mourn-
ing, the whisper of a woman’s perfume trailing by.

The dead speak here. And if you listen, they will not let you forget.
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Chapter Eight: Magnolia Cemetery
A Garden of Memory and Mourning

If Church Street Graveyard is Mobile’s whispering threshold, compact
and dense with grief, then Magnolia Cemetery is its sprawling
stage—majestic, mournful, and vast. Stretching across more than one
hundred acres on Virginia Street, Magnolia is not simply a cemetery.

It is a city of the dead, complete with avenues, neighborhoods, and
monuments that rise like landmarks.

Founded in 1836, Magnolia was established because Church Street had
grown too crowded. Epidemics, hurricanes, and the natural growth of a
thriving port city demanded a burial ground with room to expand. In-
spired by the “garden cemetery” movement, Magnolia was laid out as
a pastoral landscape, with broad lanes shaded by oaks, magnolia blos-
soms drifting to earth like pale candles, and family plots ringed by iron
fences.

To wander Magnolia’s grounds today is to step into Mobile’s history,
written not in books but in marble and moss.

The Weight of Epidemics

Magnolia’s earliest decades were shaped by yellow fever, the mosquito-
borne killer that haunted the Gulf Coast throughout the 19th century.

• In 1839, yellow fever killed roughly 450 Mobilians within a
few months.

• In 1853, the city recorded 1,191 deaths, while newspapers
described wagons of coffins moving through Mobile day and
night.

• Another severe epidemic followed in 1873, with families and
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caregivers again overwhelmed.

Symptoms included chills, headaches, nausea, and jaundice. The crisis
birthed the Can't Get Away Club to aid victims and orphans, later in-
spiring an orphanage.

Magnolia became the final resting place for many of these victims.
In some corners, lambs carved in stone mark the graves of children
taken too soon. In others, anonymous markers—sometimes just ini-
tials—speak to the haste of mass burials when death came faster than
records could be kept.

Even now, visitors leave small tokens on these graves: ribbons, coins,
or toys. It is said that Magnolia’s silence is never empty; it carries the
echoes of those epidemics still.

Among Magnolia’s most notable residents is James W. Roper, the am-
bitious Virginian who built Oakleigh in 1833. He poured his fortune
into the grand Greek Revival mansion, only to lose it within a decade.
Roper’s later years were quieter, but when he died in 1883, he was
buried here at Magnolia.

His grave is modest, shaded by the very magnolia trees that give the
cemetery its name. To visit Oakleigh and then come here is to walk a
full circle—from the soaring ambition of a young builder to the quiet
humility of his final rest.

The Twelves Family: Two Marys and a Stephen

Not all of Magnolia’s stories belong to generals or grande dames. Some
belong to merchants, mothers, and children—ordinary lives that
shaped Mobile in quieter ways.
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On one visit, I paused before a small family plot marked Twelves. There
were two Marys and a Stephen, their stones leaning gently toward one
another like confidants. The names read:

• Mary B. Twelves (1817–1841)
• Stephen Twelves (1816–1861)
• Mary Elizabeth Twelves (1820–1890s)

Their story, pieced together from records and research, is striking.

Stephen Twelves was born in England and immigrated to Philadelphia
before moving to Mobile in 1838. He became a successful businessman,
operating Stephen Twelves & Co. on Commerce and Front Streets. His
liquor and grocery ventures produced embossed soda and whiskey bot-
tles—some a brilliant emerald green, others marked with a rooster seal
that collectors still prize today.

Stephen married Mary B., but she died in 1841 at just twenty-four,
likely in childbirth. Her infant son, Thomas Boyd, is also buried here.
Stephen remarried Mary Elizabeth Grant, and together they raised sev-
eral children: George, Charles, Stephen P., James, Rebecca, and Jarvis
Turner.

In 1855, Stephen even ran for alderman, further proof of his standing
in the city. But like so many, he was struck down by illness. In 1861,
he died of consumption at age forty-five, leaving behind his family, his
business, and his bottles—small glass echoes of his ambition.

To stand before the Twelves stones is to sense both love and loss. Two
Marys—one lost young, one left to raise their children. A man whose
green glass bottles still surface in collectors’ hands, connecting his name
to the present. Their plot is simple compared to Magnolia’s grand mau-
soleums, yet it hums with the same haunted dignity.
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Some visitors report a heaviness here, or the odd sensation of being
watched. For me, the Twelves family became a symbol of Magnolia it-
self: ordinary lives that still whisper, waiting for remembrance.

Magnolia is not only a showcase of names and dates but of funerary
symbolism. The Victorians loved to speak in stone, and their messages
are still legible if you know how to read them. Obelisks pierce the
sky like frozen prayers. Angels stand guard, their faces weathered but
serene. Family vaults—brick, marble, and wrought iron—line shaded
avenues.

Some are lovingly maintained, with fresh flowers left inside. Others are
cracked, overgrown, their doors sealed tight against curious eyes.

Urns draped with stone cloth remind us of life’s fragility. Weeping wil-
lows, carved into markers, represent sorrow that bends but does not
break. Angels raise their hands to heaven, guiding souls to eternity.

One of the most moving symbols lies in the Confederate section: a
headstone carved as a broken column. In cemetery art, a broken col-
umn often signifies a life cut short, usually a man in his prime. But here,
the broken column carries an even deeper meaning—it marks the last
son of his family, the final heir lost to war.

To stand before that stone is to feel the full weight of the Civil War’s
devastation, not just for a city, but for individual families. Magnolia
holds many such reminders: grief etched in marble, sorrow sculpted in-
to symbols that still speak across centuries.

The cemetery is divided into sections: family plots with ornate fences,
soldier’s circles, and avenues of merchants and civic leaders. Everywhere
you look, the stones speak of aspiration and sorrow, of wealth and ruin.
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Magnolia is not merely beautiful—it is haunted. Visitors often feel sud-
den cold drafts or hear phantom footsteps here. Some have reported
the faint roll of drums or a bugle sounding across the graves.

In the babyland section, people hear laughter or soft cries. Toys left on
graves are sometimes found shifted or moved.

A recurring apparition drifts along a central avenue, clad in a gray gown
and sometimes carrying a parasol. She vanishes when approached, leav-
ing behind the faint scent of roses.

Glowing orbs are seen weaving among the tombs at night, like the pro-
cession of funerals that once streamed endlessly into Magnolia during
epidemic years.

Where Church Street whispers, Magnolia resounds. Its hauntings feel
larger, communal, as though the cemetery itself is awake.

For me, Magnolia embodies the Southern Gothic at its core. Grandeur
and ruin, beauty and decay, sorrow and remembrance all coexist here.
When I write of cracked angels, rusted gates, and shadowy figures, it is
often Magnolia that I see in my mind’s eye.

Once, while photographing a statue, my camera captured not only
the angel’s stone face but a curling mist at its base—though the day
was clear and hot. Another time, I heard steady footsteps behind me,
matching my pace. When I turned, the path was empty.

Magnolia leaves an imprint. You do not leave the cemetery unchanged.

Visiting Magnolia Cemetery

• Location: 1202 Virginia Street, Mobile, Alabama.
• Hours: Sunrise to sunset daily. Closed at night.
• Experience: Allow time—Magnolia sprawls over 100 acres.
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You can wander for hours and still not see it all.
• Tips: Wear sturdy shoes. Bring water in summer.

Photography is encouraged, but remember: Magnolia is an
active cemetery, and families still visit loved ones. Show
respect.

Magnolia Cemetery is more than a burial ground—it is Mobile’s mem-
ory written in stone. Here lie the ambitious like James Roper, the mer-
chants like Stephen Twelves, the children lost to yellow fever, and the
unknown dead whose names have faded.

It is a place where magnolia blossoms fall like blessings onto broken
columns, where angels stand guard over generations, and where the
past still lingers in the air.

To walk Magnolia’s avenues is to walk among Mobile’s ghosts, both fa-
mous and forgotten. And if you linger too long, you may hear them
still: the laughter of children, the march of soldiers, the soft sigh of a
woman in gray passing by.

Magnolia remembers.

And it will not let us forget.
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Chapter Nine: The Richards DAR House
Iron Lace and Ghostly Grace

On Joachim Street, tucked into Mobile’s historic De Tonti Square dis-
trict, stands one of the city’s crown jewels—the Richards DAR House
Museum. With its lace-like cast-iron façade and graceful arched win-
dows, the home looks as though it stepped straight out of a Victorian
dream. Even among Mobile’s many historic homes, the Richards DAR
House commands attention. Its ironwork shimmers in the sunlight like
frost on magnolia leaves, each panel a testament to craftsmanship and
elegance.

But as with so many of Mobile’s most beautiful houses, the Richards
DAR House carries more than history. Its beauty conceals shadows.
Its rooms echo not only with the laughter of visitors but also with the
whispers of those who never left.

The house was built in 1860 for Captain Charles Richards and his wife
Caroline. Richards was a wealthy steamboat captain who made his for-
tune on the rivers and waterways that connected Mobile to the interi-
or South. His house reflected both prosperity and fashion: a blend of
Greek Revival and Italianate styles, crowned with one of the most elab-
orate cast-iron facades in the region.

The façade is perhaps its most striking feature—an intricate iron gallery
that wraps around the front of the house, decorated with motifs of ros-
es, lyres, grapes, and even a caduceus. It is said the gallery alone cost
more than the lot on which the house was built.

For the Richards family, this was a house not only to live in but to be
seen in—a showplace.
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Inside, the home was equally impressive. Tall ceilings, grand parlors,
and marble mantels reflected the wealth of a family deeply tied to Mo-
bile’s prosperity on the eve of the Civil War. Yet the war arrived just
one year after the house was completed, bringing turbulence that no
amount of iron or marble could keep at bay.

The Richards family lived in the house until the 1870s. Later, it became
the home of the J.H. Imes family, owners of the Ideal Cement Compa-
ny. In time, the home passed to the Daughters of the American Revo-
lution (DAR), who saved it from decline in 1973 and restored it as a
museum.

Today, the Richards DAR House is furnished with period antiques,
portraits, and decorative arts. Visitors can tour its rooms, admire the
cast-iron balconies, and catch a glimpse of what life was like for Mo-
bile’s Victorian elite.

But if you stay long enough—or listen closely—you may catch more
than just a glimpse of history.

The Hauntings of the Richards House

For all its beauty, the Richards DAR House is also known as one of the
most haunted sites in Mobile.

• Children’s Footsteps: Visitors and docents often report the
sound of children running up and down the grand staircase.
The house once rang with the laughter of Richards’ many
children, and it seems their playtime never truly ended. Some
claim to hear giggles or the faint patter of small feet even
when the house is empty.

• The Lady in the Window: Passersby have spotted a woman in
Victorian dress gazing from the second-floor windows. She is
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often described as wearing a long gown with her hair pinned
high. When staff search the rooms, they find no one inside.

• Unseen Hosts: Chandeliers sway gently when the air is still,
and doors open or close on their own. Objects shift
mysteriously, as though unseen hands are still arranging the
household.

• A Palpable Presence: Many visitors describe a sense of being
watched. Some feel it most strongly in the parlors, as if the
house itself expects them to behave with proper Victorian
decorum.

Unlike darker hauntings, the spirits here seem more playful than threat-
ening. It is as though the house’s former residents still want to take part
in the gatherings, to keep the home lively and full of company.

When I write about haunted Victorians in my series, houses like the
Richards DAR inevitably color the details. Its iron balconies and echo-
ing parlors have found their way into fictional homes in Return to Seven
Sisters and even the Gulf Coast Paranormal series.

The Richards DAR House embodies the Southern Gothic paradox:
beauty braided with loss, elegance shadowed by memory. To walk
through its rooms is to feel both admiration for its artistry and aware-
ness of the lives lived—and sometimes lost—within its walls.

Visiting the Richards DAR House

• Location: 256 North Joachim Street, Mobile, Alabama.
• Hours: Published hours vary by day and season. Check the

Richards-DAR House Museum’s official site before visiting.
• Admission: Modest fee, with proceeds supporting

preservation and educational programs.
• Experience: Guided tours by passionate docents bring the

history and architecture to life. Many are willing to share the
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home’s ghostly tales if asked.
• Tips: Stand quietly near the staircase and listen. If you’re

lucky, you may hear the children at play. And keep an eye on
the upstairs windows—someone may already be watching
you.

The Richards DAR House is more than an architectural treasure—it
is a living presence in Mobile’s story. Its cast-iron lacework speaks of
wealth and artistry, its rooms of family life and memory. But its ghosts
remind us that history is never confined to the past.

Here, laughter lingers, footsteps echo, and unseen eyes gaze from the
windows. The Richards DAR House invites us not only to admire its
beauty but also to acknowledge its spirits—both the remembered and
the restless.

So linger on the iron gallery. Let your hand rest on the cool rail.

Listen to the city hum beyond the gates, and then to the quiet within.

If you are very still, you may hear the patter of children’s feet on the
stairs—or glimpse a woman’s shadow in the upstairs window, watching,
waiting, never gone.
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Chapter Ten: The Boyington Oak
Roots of Injustice, Branches of Memory

On the western edge of Church Street Graveyard, just beyond the
weathered brick walls where moss trails like tattered lace, a great oak
tree rises skyward. Its branches stretch wide and solemn, a canopy of
green that seems to shelter the dead beneath it. Locals call it the Boy-
ington Oak, and to those who know its story, it is no ordinary tree.

Its roots are said to entwine the bones of a man wrongly condemned,
a man who swore from the gallows that his innocence would one day
be proven when an oak grew from his grave. That man was Charles
R.S. Boyington, and his prophecy became one of Mobile’s most endur-
ing—and most chilling—legends.

The year was 1834, and Mobile was a bustling port town, alive with
sailors, merchants, and gamblers. Charles Boyington, a nineteen-year-
old printer, was known for his charm but also for his debts.

One May evening, the body of his friend Nathaniel Frost was discov-
ered near Church Street Graveyard, stabbed to death. Boyington was
the last person seen with him, and suspicion quickly fell upon him. Au-
thorities believed the motive was robbery, since Boyington owed Frost
money.

The trial was swift and unforgiving. Boyington maintained his inno-
cence, insisting he had not harmed his friend. But circumstantial evi-
dence, public opinion, and a hunger for justice sealed his fate. He was
convicted of murder and sentenced to death.
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Over the years, another thread has wound its way into the Boyington
legend—a story of love and betrayal that casts his execution in a differ-
ent light.

According to some local lore, Charles Boyington had fallen in love with
Miss LeFlore, a young woman from a powerful Mobile family. Their ro-
mance was said to have been passionate but frowned upon by her kin.

In a city where reputation was everything, such a match may have been
considered unacceptable.

Whispers claim that Boyington’s arrest was more than bad luck—it was
a setup, engineered by those who wanted him out of the way. Frost’s
death became the perfect pretext. With the influence of Miss LeFlore’s
relatives—some say even a judge among them—the trial was hurried,
the verdict predetermined.

Whether true or not, this version of the story adds a haunting layer:
that Boyington did not die for debt or robbery, but for daring to love
the wrong woman. The oak, in this telling, becomes not only a testimo-
ny of innocence but a monument to a love affair crushed beneath the
weight of power and family pride.

On February 20, 1835, Charles Boyington was led to the gallows out-
side the city. Before the noose tightened around his neck, he made a
dramatic proclamation:

“An oak tree will spring from my grave as a testimony of my innocence.”

After his execution, Boyington was buried in Church Street Graveyard.
The oak associated with his story grew near the cemetery’s western wall.

Months passed. Then, as if answering his prophecy, a sapling oak began
to grow from the very spot of his burial. Over the decades, it stretched
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higher and wider, until it became the massive tree that stands there to-
day.

The Boyington Oak became a symbol of injustice and mystery in Mo-
bile. Locals whispered that the tree was nourished by Boyington’s spirit,
his innocence written in its branches.

And with the tree came ghost stories.

• The Crying Ghost: Passersby at dusk and midnight often
report the sound of weeping beneath the oak. The sobs are
soft, mournful, and seem to come from nowhere. Some
believe it is Boyington himself, forever lamenting his fate.

• Phantom Footsteps: People walking near the tree after dark
hear footsteps pacing behind them. When they turn, no one
is there—only the rustle of leaves in the branches above.

• A Shadow Among the Roots: Several witnesses describe
seeing a tall, thin shadow leaning against the trunk, as though
waiting for someone. When approached, it fades into the tree
itself.

• The Rope in the Wind: On certain stormy nights, some claim
to hear the creak of a rope swinging in the branches, though
no rope is visible. The sound chills the blood of even the
bravest.

Boyington’s story was retold in ballads, pamphlets, and newspapers for
generations. Some argue he was guilty. Others believe he was an inno-
cent man caught in a net of circumstance. The oak remains, indifferent,
its roots tangled with mystery.

Of all Mobile’s legends, the Boyington Oak speaks most powerfully to
the Southern Gothic spirit. It is a tale of injustice, prophecy, and a nat-
ural world that bears witness when human judgment fails.
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When I walk beneath its branches, I do not feel menace. I feel sorrow.
The air is heavy there, as though the tree remembers every moment of
Boyington’s short, tragic life.

In my writing, I return often to the image of roots fed by grief, branches
heavy with unspoken words. The Boyington Oak is more than a tree.

It is a storyteller in its own right, keeping alive a tale of loss and mystery
that Mobile will never shake.

Visiting the Boyington Oak

• Location: Just outside the west wall of Church Street
Graveyard, near the intersection of Bayou and Scott Streets
in Mobile.

• Experience: The oak is massive, its branches twisting
overhead, its roots buckling the ground around it. Visitors
often remark on its beauty even as they feel a weight in the
air.

• Tips: Visit in the late afternoon or twilight for the full
atmosphere. Stand quietly beneath the branches and
listen—you may hear more than the rustle of leaves. Be
respectful; this is not just a tree, but a memorial.

The Boyington Oak is more than a ghost story. It is a living monument
to a man whose voice was silenced, yet who found a way to speak still.

Whether you believe Boyington was innocent or guilty, the oak fulfills
his prophecy, stretching skyward as a witness that cannot be ignored.
Its presence reminds us that history carries secrets, and that sometimes
nature itself refuses to let those secrets fade.
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Stand beneath its branches, and you stand in the company of sorrow,
legend, and mystery. The Boyington Oak lives—and with it, the story
of a man who vowed that truth would take root even in death.
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Chapter Eleven: Haunted Mobile County
Where the Roads Grow Dark and the Pines Keep Secrets

Beyond the bustle of downtown Mobile, past the theaters, hotels, and
graveyards where history crowds close, the land opens wide. Pine
forests stretch to the horizon, creeks wind like silver ribbons through
shadowed hollows, and the roads narrow to ribbons of asphalt that
seem to disappear into the trees. Out here, the ghosts are not confined
to parlors and cemeteries. They roam the woods, the swamps, and the
lonely stretches of county road where headlights falter and cell signals
die. The air turns thick with the scent of damp earth and decaying
leaves, and every rustle in the underbrush could be a deer—or some-
thing that hasn't walked the earth in centuries.

This is haunted Mobile County, where legends drift like fog across the
bayou and whispers echo in the pine tops. These are the places locals
warn you about—the places you drive a little faster past at night, or not
at all. The moonlight filters through the canopy in jagged shards, cast-
ing long shadows that twist like fingers reaching from the grave. On still
evenings, the silence is so profound it presses against your eardrums,
broken only by the distant hoot of an owl or a cry that sounds almost
human, but not quite.

The roadways themselves tell a story, etched in blood and mystery.
Most began as wagon trails, beaten into the dirt by farmers, timbermen,
and traders long before pavement was poured. Horses strained, wagon
wheels creaked, and travelers prayed they would not be caught after
dark on those lonely paths, where bandits lurked and fever dreams took
hold. When automobiles finally came, they simply inherited the same
winding routes, carrying with them all the history—and all the haunt-
ings—that had gathered there for generations. The asphalt now hums
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under tires, but beneath it lie the bones of forgotten wayfarers, their un-
rest stirring when the moon is full.

Even today, some highways keep their reputations, shrouded in tales
that chill the blood. If you’ve ever heard the phrase “Bloody 98”, you
know exactly what I mean. U.S. Highway 98, stretching through Al-
abama and Mississippi like a vein through the South, has claimed more
than its share of accidents and lives. The road winds through dense
woods and over murky creeks, where mist rises like breath from the
grave. Locals swap stories of phantom hitchhikers, their thumbs ex-
tended in the beam of your headlights, only to vanish when you slow
down. Glowing lights dance in the treeline, luring drivers off the pave-
ment into ditches that swallow cars whole. And then there are the spec-
tral vehicles—old Model Ts or rusted pickups—that appear in your
rearview mirror, headlights blazing, only to dissolve into nothingness
when you glance again. “Bloody 98” is more than a nickname—it’s a
warning. On certain nights, the asphalt feels less like a road and more
like a river carrying all the tragedies that happened upon it, the screams
of the dying echoing faintly over the engine's roar.

Step away from the main highways and you’ll find backroads that twist
like secrets through the pines, their surfaces cracked and overgrown
with kudzu that clutches at passing vehicles like greedy hands. On
these narrow lanes, framed by barbed-wire fences and abandoned barns
leaning like drunken sentinels, legends live on. They’re not marked on
tourist maps. You have to know someone who knows the story, some-
one willing to lean across a café table or a church pew and say, “Don’t
go down that road after dark,” their voice dropping to a whisper as if
the walls themselves might listen.

These country stories are different from city hauntings. They’re older,
rawer, born from the isolation of rural life where help is miles away
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and the night sky is a vast, starless void. They belong to the land itself,
soaked into the soil like blood from old feuds and forgotten murders.

Out here you hear of crying babies on bridges, their wails piercing the
quiet like a knife, drawing the unwary to lean over the railing and peer
into black waters below. Of phantom lights leading travelers astray,
bobbing just ahead like false promises, until the path vanishes into
swamp and the ground gives way. Of screams tearing through the trees
with no earthly source, high-pitched and agonized, as if the woods
themselves are in pain.

You hear of Civil War soldiers still marching through thickets, their
bayonets glinting in moonlight that shouldn't be there, their faces hol-
low and eyes burning with eternal rage. Of lost brides walking the
shoulders of roads, their veils trailing in the dust, searching for grooms
who never came. Of shadow men who watch from the ditches, tall
and featureless, their presence a cold weight on your chest that makes
breathing hard.

On Gwodz Road in Coden, one especially grim local story associates
the landscape with racial terror and apparitions beneath old trees. I
have not found documentation for the specific events attached to that
tale, so it should be understood as folklore—not as a verified account
of particular victims.

Further north, near the timberlands of Citronelle, old mill ruins hide
among the pines, their skeletal frames overgrown with vines that whis-
per in the wind. Workers perished here in gruesome acci-
dents—crushed by falling logs, mangled by saw blades that screamed
like banshees. At dusk, shadows flit between the trees, and the air fills
with the phantom scent of fresh-cut pine mixed with coppery blood.
Hikers have fled after hearing disembodied screams, raw and desperate,
echoing from the underbrush where no one stands. The hills roll like
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waves frozen in time, and in their folds lie forgotten graves, unmarked
and restless.

Another Mobile County legend attaches a crying child to a rural bridge
near Kali Oka Road. As with many “Cry Baby Bridge” tales told across
the South, versions differ and no single documented tragedy can be
stated as its source. The story persists because drivers say they have
heard cries over the water when no one was visible.

In the swampy lowlands near Bayou La Batre, the old jail stands as a
relic of harsher days, its cells empty but for the echoes. Flushing toilets
sound in the dead of night, chains rattle against bars that no longer
hold prisoners, and apparitions pace the corridors, their faces twisted in
eternal torment. One inmate, wrongfully imprisoned and driven mad,
is said to linger, his whispers begging for release that never came. The
building squats amid mangroves, where the tide brings in brackish wa-
ter that floods the floors, reflecting ghostly figures in rippling pools.

Even the waters of Mobile Bay hold secrets, with Dauphin Island at
the county's southern tip serving as a barrier between the living and
the drowned. Shell mounds built by indigenous peoples rise like an-
cient sentinels, and at Fort Gaines, cannons rust in silence while sol-
diers' spirits patrol the ramparts. Gunfire echoes across the waves on
foggy mornings, and cold hands push visitors toward the edge, as if urg-
ing them to join the ranks below. The island's beaches, beautiful by day,
turn eerie at twilight, with footprints appearing in the sand that lead
straight into the surf and vanish.

I have driven these roads myself with the windows rolled down, the air
heavy with pine and honeysuckle, listening for the sound of something
out of place—a cry, a laugh, a whisper that doesn’t belong.

More than once, I’ve found it.
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Sometimes it is the rush of unseen footsteps in the brush, crunching
leaves as if a procession follows just out of sight. Sometimes it’s a light
where no house stands, flickering like a candle in a window long board-
ed up. And sometimes, it’s simply the silence—the thick, knowing si-
lence that feels alive in your bones, pressing in until you question if
you're truly alone.

On one midnight drive along a nameless backroad near Semmes, the
fog rolled in so thick it swallowed the headlights, turning the world to a
gray void. Shapes moved in the mist—tall, elongated figures that paced
alongside the car, their outlines blurring like smoke. The radio static
crackled with voices, fragmented words pleading "turn back," though
no station played. I accelerated, heart pounding, until the fog lifted as
suddenly as it came, leaving only the rearview mirror showing a linger-
ing shadow fading into the night.

These experiences remind me that Mobile County's haunts are not
mere folklore; they are the remnants of lives cut short, injustices un-
avenged, and sorrows that refuse to fade. The pines stand as witnesses,
their needles whispering secrets to those who dare listen. The creeks
murmur of drowned souls, and the winds carry sighs from graves long
overgrown.

In the chapters ahead, we’ll wander down some of Mobile County’s
most haunted paths. We’ll start with Kali Oka Road, the winding, tree-
shadowed lane known for its phantom lights and spectral bride. We’ll
climb into the hills near Citronelle, where old legends linger among the
train tracks and timber. We’ll pause at Beaver Mills, where ruins of a
paper mill and Civil War prison are said to thrum with restless spirits,
their moans blending with the rustle of leaves. We’ll drive across Cry
Baby Bridge, listening for the cries of children who never made it home,
their echoes bouncing off the water like skipped stones. We’ll step into
the shadows of a rural church to meet the Gray Lady of Wilmer, her
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veil fluttering in breezes that stir no other thing. And then head south
across the causeway to haunted Dauphin Island, with its shell mounds
and the cannons of Fort Gaines still guarding the bay, where the sea
whispers of shipwrecks and lost sailors.

These places are stitched into Mobile County’s fabric as surely as the
pine needles carpeting the forest floor. Some are tied to tragedy, others
to war, others to love lost and promises broken. But they all carry the
same message: the past is never gone—not here, not on these roads. It
lurks in the ditches, hides in the treetops, and waits for the unwary trav-
eler to glance away from the wheel.

So take a deep breath, and keep your eyes on the road. Grip the steering
wheel tighter as the pavement narrows and the darkness deepens. Mo-
bile County has stories to tell, and not all of them are kind. They unfold
in the flicker of headlights on wet asphalt, in the sudden chill that raises
gooseflesh, in the feeling that something—just out of sight—is keeping
pace with you through the night. Drive on, if you must, but remember:
out here, the dead don't always stay buried. They walk, they wail, they
watch—and sometimes, they follow you home.
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Chapter Twelve: Kali Oka Road
The Bride Who Never Made It Home

Every city has one—the kind of road locals whisper about, the kind
where parents warn their teenagers not to drive after dark, their voices
dropping low as if speaking the name aloud might summon something
from the shadows. In Mobile County, that place is Kali Oka Road, a
serpentine stretch that slithers through the backwoods north of Mo-
bile like a vein pulsing with forgotten sorrows. By day, it's deceptively
serene: sunlight filters through the canopy of pines and oaks, casting
dappled patterns on the cracked asphalt where wildflowers nod in the
breeze and cows graze lazily behind rusted wire fences.

The air smells of fresh earth and distant rain, and the only sounds are
the occasional lowing of livestock or the rustle of leaves. But as twilight
creeps in, the road awakens. The trees lean closer, their branches inter-
twining like skeletal fingers overhead, forming a green tunnel that swal-
lows the sky. Fog rolls up from the swampy lowlands, thick and cloy-
ing, wrapping around your tires like ghostly tendrils. Headlights falter
against the encroaching darkness, piercing only a few feet ahead before
being devoured by the void. The road feels endless then, twisting and
turning as though it's alive, drawing you deeper into a labyrinth where
time unravels and the boundary between the living and the dead blurs
into mist.

And then there are the lights—eerie glows reported along the road
for generations. Witnesses describe them bobbing above ditches, weav-
ing between pines, or hovering ahead of a vehicle before disappearing.
Skeptics point to distant headlights, reflections, insects, or atmospheric
effects; believers hear intention in the way the lights seem to move.
Whatever their origin, they are the signature mystery of Kali Oka
Road.
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At the heart of Kali Oka's legends is the most poignant spirit of all:
the Bride, a spectral figure whose story has been passed down like a
heirloom of heartache. According to the tales, she was a young woman
from one of the area's wealthy plantation families in the antebellum
South, her life a whirlwind of lace and promises on what should have
been the happiest day of her existence. Dressed in a flowing white gown
that shimmered like moonlight on water, she climbed into her carriage,
her heart brimming with joy as she set off to meet her groom at the
altar. But fate—or malice—intervened. In one version of the legend,
a jealous suitor, spurned and seething, ambushed the carriage on the
lonely road, dragging her into the woods in a fit of rage and ending
her life with a blade that severed more than her dreams. In another, the
horses bolted in terror—perhaps startled by a storm or a shadow—and
hurled her from the buggy, her body crumpling on the roadside amid
the splintered wood and her shattered veil. Whatever the grim details,
the ending remains eternally tragic: she never reached her beloved, her
wedding day dissolving into blood and regret. Now, her spirit wanders
Kali Oka Road forever, a perpetual bride in search of the union that
death denied her.

Travelers who've encountered her describe a sight that freezes the
blood: a luminous figure in tattered white, drifting along the roadside
like a wisp of fog, or standing motionless among the trees, her pale face
etched with eternal grief. Some report catching a shimmer of fabric in
their headlights, a fleeting glimpse of lace and silk that vanishes as they
pass, leaving only a chill in the air and the faint scent of wilted flowers.
Others have swerved to avoid her sudden appearance in the middle of
the road, her form materializing from the mist like a nightmare given
shape, only for her to dissolve into swirling vapor as tires screech on the
pavement. The bravest—or most foolhardy—whisper of her attempts
to climb into passing cars, her translucent hands reaching for the door
handle, her eyes pleading with a sorrow that transcends the grave. One
driver recounted feeling an icy grip on his shoulder after stopping to
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investigate a white shape; when he turned, nothing was there but the
echo of a woman's sob fading into the night.

Other stories attach themselves to old properties and ruins along the
road, including Oak Grove, sometimes called Kali Oka Plantation in
local retellings. Because much of the land is private and the documen-
tary trail behind several popular tales is uncertain, I treat these accounts
as folklore. One recurring story describes a very tall Black man stand-
ing watch near the property—a guardian figure whose identity changes
with the teller.

Then there's the infamous "Spook Light," a variant of the orbs that has
illuminated the dark dirt paths for over a century, bobbing along the
road with hypnotic grace before vanishing into the swamp. Travelers
describe them in hues of red, white, or pale green, hovering like lanterns
held by invisible hands or darting across the pavement to lure drivers'
eyes from the wheel. Paranormal investigators have filmed these phe-
nomena, though skeptics attribute them to car reflections or natural
gases; those who've witnessed them firsthand insist they pulse with in-
tent, sometimes splitting into multiples or pursuing vehicles at unnat-
ural speeds.

On foggy nights, when the mist clings like a shroud, drivers have re-
ported shadowy figures flagging them down from the roadside, their
arms waving desperately—only for the road to reveal itself empty upon
stopping, with no footprints in the mud. One enduring story speaks of
a man in antiquated clothes materializing near the bend by Kali Oka
Creek, his face gaunt and eyes hollow, vanishing as a car pulls alongside
him, leaving behind the acrid scent of gunpowder or decay. Hunters
and hikers venturing into the woods flanking the road tell of blood-
curdling screams ripping through the silence—primal, agonized howls
that stop hearts and send wildlife scattering. No source is ever found;
some attribute them to the Bride's eternal lament, others to older hor-
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rors, perhaps the cries of enslaved souls or victims of long-forgotten
crimes buried in the swamp's embrace.

No discussion of Kali Oka would be complete without its version of
the widespread “Cry Baby Bridge” legend. The details change from one
telling to another, and I have not found a reliable record of a specific in-
fant’s death at the site. Still, people repeat stories of cries over the water
and tiny handprints appearing on fogged windows. Folklore does not
become documented history through repetition, but the tale remains
part of the road’s reputation.

Kali Oka has been one of the most requested locations for my Gulf
Coast Paranormal team, inspiring my book The Ghosts of Kali Oka
Road, where the investigators uncover an entity far scarier than mere
apparitions lurking at the deserted Oak Grove Plantation. When we
first drove that road with recorders and cameras, the air felt charged,
almost metallic, humming with unseen energy. The woods seemed to
press against us, thick and watchful, branches scraping the vehicle like
claws. Our equipment spiked erratically—EMF meters flickering wild-
ly, spirit boxes crackling with fragmented voices. On playback, one
recorder caught a woman's voice, faint but unmistakable, murmuring
"wait for me," sending shivers down our spines. Once, while walking the
edge of the road under a canopy of stars obscured by fog, we saw a pale
light flare in the trees, hover for a long, breathless moment, then streak
away into the swamp with a whisper of wind. No cars passed, no hous-
es stood nearby—just that single, silent light, pulsing like a heartbeat
from beyond.

I’ll never forget the sense of being followed on Kali Oka Road, each
step echoed by another in the underbrush, each breath feeling bor-
rowed from the chill air. During one investigation, we felt tactile sensa-
tions—brushes against our arms, tugs at clothing—as if invisible hands
sought attention. At the plantation ruins, a tall shadow loomed, match-
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ing descriptions of the guardian spirit, and our thermal camera cap-
tured a heat signature that moved independently, vanishing into the
walls.

By day, Kali Oka feels like a simple country drive. If you go, keep your
attention on the road: it is narrow and winding, with limited shoulders
and poor visibility in fog or rain. Do not trespass or seek out planta-
tion ruins; the surrounding land is private. Never stop on a bridge or
roadway, and do not conduct an investigation without the landowner’s
explicit permission.

Kali Oka Road is more than just a stretch of pavement—it’s a living leg-
end, a tapestry woven from grief, injustice, and the unquiet dead. The
Bride who never reached her groom, the lights that dance where no
lanterns should be, the screams that tear through the trees, the guardian
watching from the ruins, the infant's cries from the bridge—all of these
stories tie the living to the past, to a road where sorrow still walks and
history refuses to fade.

In the stillness of those woods, with the fog creeping low and the pines
crowding close like conspirators, you understand why the road has held
Mobile’s imagination for nearly two centuries. Kali Oka is not just
haunted. It is a reminder that some journeys never end, some vows are
never fulfilled, and some spirits will walk the roadside forever, waiting
for the ride that never comes, their presence a cold breath on the back
of your neck as you drive into the unknown.
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Chapter Thirteen: Citronelle
The Town at the End of the Line

Head north out of Mobile, past the sprawl of the city and the steady
hum of Highway 45, where the urban pulse fades into the stillness of
pine forests, and you’ll find yourself in Citronelle. The name evokes the
wild citronella plants that once perfumed these rolling hills, their lemo-
ny scent a balm against the mosquitoes and the heat. But beneath the
serene surface of this small oil and railroad town lies a tapestry of tales
woven with heartbreak, tragedy, and restless spirits.

Citronelle is a place where the past doesn’t just linger—it clings, its ten-
drils wrapped around the gnarled pines and the red clay earth, whisper-
ing through the night air with voices that refuse to fade.

From its earliest days, Citronelle has been a paradox of healing and
sorrow. In the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, it earned
fame as the "Land of Healing Waters," a haven for those seeking respite
from tuberculosis and other ailments. The pine-scented air, thick with
resinous sap, and the mineral springs bubbling from the earth drew the
sick from across the nation. Hotels like the Grand Hotel and board-
inghouses lined the streets, their porches crowded with pale patients in
wide-brimmed hats, inhaling the promise of renewal. But not all found
salvation. Many succumbed, their final breaths mingling with the pines,
names etched on weathered headstones in local cemeteries where moss
creeps like a shroud. Locals whisper that these souls never departed,
their spectral forms drifting through the old resort grounds, gaunt and
coughing, forever chasing elusive cures.

Visitors report Victorian-clad figures, footsteps silent on the grass, eyes
hollow with longing, vanishing into the morning mist over the low-
lands.
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Citronelle’s haunted legacy stretches back further, rooted in the blood-
soaked soil of the Civil War. In May 1865, as the Confederacy gasped
its last, Citronelle became the site of one of the war’s final surrenders.
Confederate General Richard Taylor met Union General E.R.S. Canby
under the sprawling oaks at the Surrender Site, laying down arms in
a ceremony thick with defeat. The town swelled with weary soldiers,
many wounded or ill, their tattered uniforms and haunted eyes filling
makeshift hospitals in homes and churches. Fields turned to encamp-
ments, strewn with rusted bayonets, bandages, and shallow graves. The
air hung heavy with antiseptic and decay, the pines silent witnesses to
suffering soaked into the earth.

Residents still glimpse spectral soldiers near the surrender site off
Lebarron Road, now marked by a historical plaque. Gray-clad men
in slouch hats march through underbrush, boots crunching phantom
gravel. Their murmurs of strategy or cries of pain carry on the wind,
laced with faint fife strains or drum rolls from nowhere. One farmer,
tilling at dusk, saw a line of soldiers cross his field, muskets glinting in
unnatural moonlight, dissolving as he neared, leaving a bone-deep chill.

Citronelle has also endured recent violence. Out of respect for victims
and their families, I will not turn those events into a haunting. This
chapter stays with the town’s documented history, older folklore, and
the experiences my team can speak to firsthand.

Railroad lore adds phantom whistles, distant rumbles, and children’s
laughter to Citronelle’s nights. A school-bus tragedy is sometimes of-
fered as the source, but I have not found a reliable record that supports
that version. It is safer and more accurate to call these railroad tales lo-
cal folklore.

The timber and oil booms carved deeper wounds. Sawmills buzzed
with blades through pine and oak, but logs crushed workers, boilers ex-
ploded, machinery mangled. Ruins near Lott Road, vine-choked and
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rusted, host shadows at dusk—men in overalls, faces blurred, tending
eternal labors. Sudden scents of fresh-cut wood mix with blood’s metal-
lic tang; screams echo from empty brush. One visitor’s tools shifted
alone; another’s photo showed a booted figure amid ruins, gone on re-
view. Nearby Kali Oka Plantation, overseer to timber lands, harbors the
7-foot ghost of a dark-skinned bodyguard, his towering form patrolling
moss-draped oaks, a silent sentinel from slavery’s chains.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team probed Citronelle’s tracks in 2018,
lured by child spirits and soldier shades. Near the old railbed off town,
crickets hummed—until a rhythmic chug swelled, ground vibrating
like an approaching locomotive. No light crested the bend; the clamor
peaked in steam and wheels, then cut to oppressive quiet. Our spirit
box spat “surrender” and “play,” a cold spot plunging 20 degrees, breath
fogging humid air. Footage revealed orbs darting trees, pulsing like
heartbeats into shadow.

Citronelle isn’t Mobile’s grand port or a plantation relic. It’s a pine-
carved town of modest homes and faded boardinghouses, oil derricks
nodding like weary ghosts. Its spirits rise insistent—from surrender
oaks, sickbeds, axed floors, child-haunted tracks, mill ruins, and
chained plantations. They whisper that renewal’s promise hides un-
buried pain. Pines sentinel secrets, springs murmur unhealed thirsts,
rails hum unfinished rides.

Pause in Citronelle and take in the pine-scented streets and the Civil
War surrender site. Visit public places during posted hours, remain on
marked paths, and stay away from active or abandoned rail lines. Pri-
vate woods and industrial ruins are not public investigation sites.

Citronelle’s ghosts aren’t mere yarns; they’re echoes of war, disease,
murder, industry, bondage. Soldiers march, patients hope, children
beckon, workers toil, bodyguard guards, victims wail. To tread here is to
bear their weight, humid and urgent, demanding you hear. When night
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quiets too deep or sorrow unnamed stirs, know: Citronelle’s shades per-
sist, their tale untold.
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Chapter Fourteen: Dauphin Island
Where Shells Whisper and Cannons Echo

At the frayed edge of Mobile County, where the causeway stretches like
a trembling thread over the black, hungry waters of Mobile Bay, lies
Dauphin Island—a low, windswept barrier where the Gulf of Mexico
claws at the shore with a ceaseless, mournful hiss. By day, it deceives
with its white sand beaches, pelicans slicing through salt-heavy air, and
tourists chasing sunsets that bleed crimson into the horizon. But when
night falls, the island bares its true face.

The sea breeze turns cold as a grave, carrying whispers that slither
through the dunes like serpents. Shadows twist without source, pooling
in hollows where no light dares linger. The air thrums with a primal un-
ease, as if the land itself knows it belongs to the dead as much as the
living. Dauphin Island is no mere getaway; it’s a liminal place, a thresh-
old where the veil between worlds frays like old lace, and the spirits
of ages—Indigenous, soldier, and sailor—wait in the dark, their eyes
glinting from the void.

Here, history is preserved in two very different landmarks: the Indige-
nous Shell Mounds on the island’s north side and the weathered brick
of Fort Gaines at its eastern end.

The island’s documented past is powerful enough without turning Na-
tive heritage into a curse. The Shell Mounds deserve care as an archae-
ological landscape still meaningful to Southeastern tribes; Fort Gaines
carries the military memory of the Battle of Mobile Bay. Around both,
stories of unusual sounds and apparitions have accumulated.

Beneath a canopy of live oaks and palmettos, Indian Shell Mound Park
preserves an archaeological landscape and an unusual subtropical plant
community.
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The shell middens visible today date principally to the Mississippian
period, about 1100 to 1550, while archaeological evidence shows a
much longer sequence of Indigenous use on the island. People came
seasonally to fish, gather and roast shellfish, feast, exchange goods, and
maintain community ties. The site is not a prop for a ghost story; it is
living cultural heritage that deserves protection.

Walking the park’s public paths, you can hear shells shift underfoot and
birds moving through the canopy. Some visitors interpret sudden qui-
et, peripheral movement, or unexplained sounds as paranormal. Others
experience the place simply as an evocative meeting point of ecology
and history. Either way, the right response is respect: stay on the paths
and never remove shells or artifacts.

During one investigation near the Shell Mounds, my team recorded er-
ratic equipment readings and fragments of sound we could not identi-
fy. I will not assign those sounds to a Native language or spiritual tradi-
tion; we did not have the evidence or expertise to make that claim.

One team member felt a sudden cold touch on her arm, and our audio
later contained a low, rhythmic sound beneath a woman’s wail. Those
were our experiences and interpretations—not proof of who or what
caused them.
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On the island’s eastern edge stands Fort Gaines. The United States built
the fort between 1819 and 1853 to defend Mobile Bay. It played a cen-
tral role in the Battle of Mobile Bay in 1864, when Admiral David Far-
ragut issued his famous order as Union ships forced their way into the
bay. Confederate forces at Fort Gaines surrendered on August 8, 1864.

Now a museum, Fort Gaines is a labyrinth of crumbling ramparts and
rusted cannons, its corridors lit by flickering lanterns that seem to dim
without cause. Visitors report footsteps pacing the ramparts at dawn,
heavy and deliberate, where no living guard treads. Gunfire cracks
through the fog, sharp and jarring, as if the battle never ended. Cold
hands shove at backs, urging people toward the parapets, where the
drop to the rocks below waits like an open maw. The most chilling
specter is the “Sentry,” a Confederate soldier seen at the fort’s highest
point, his silhouette stark against the twilight, rifle clutched as he stares
across the bay. Witnesses describe his eyes—burning with a hollow
rage—before he fades into the mist, leaving behind the acrid scent of
smoke.

Our team spent a night in the fort’s tunnels, where the air clung like wet
cloth, reeking of salt and mold. Motion sensors triggered in empty cor-
ridors, and our thermal camera caught a tall, humanoid shape stalking
the walls, vanishing into a dead end. EVPs captured a man’s voice, raw
and desperate, shouting “hold the line,” as if the cannons still roared.

Once, a team member felt a hand clamp her shoulder, hard enough to
bruise, but no one stood behind her. The fort felt like a prison for the
dead, its ghosts trapped in an eternal siege, their anguish a cold weight
that lingered in my Gulf Coast Paranormal stories.

Visiting Dauphin Island

• Location: Dauphin Island, reached via the causeway from
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Mobile, Alabama.
• Shell Mounds: Indian Shell Mound Park is an eleven-acre

public park and a National Register site. Stay on the paths, do
not remove shells or artifacts, and check local guidance
before visiting.

• Fort Gaines: 51 Bienville Boulevard. The fort currently
publishes hours of 9 a.m.–5 p.m.; confirm hours and ticket
information before traveling. Enter tunnels and ramparts
only where staff and signs permit.

Tips: Visit only during public hours or a sanctioned event. Bring water,
sun protection, insect repellent, and sturdy shoes. Respect archaeologi-
cal areas, wildlife habitat, fort barriers, and all posted rules.

Dauphin Island is a place where Indigenous history, coastal ecology,
military memory, and folklore meet. The Shell Mounds preserve gener-
ations of community life, while Fort Gaines keeps watch over the bay.
Listen closely—but let respect, not fear, guide the visit.

HAUNTED SOUTH: GULF COAST PARANORMAL GUIDE
BOOK 93



94 M.L. BULLOCK



Chapter Fifteen: Lucedale & Leakesville
Crossroads of the Piney Woods

Drive north from the briny tang of Mobile Bay, past the shadowed
lanes of Kali Oka Road, and the world shifts. The asphalt narrows,
the horizon opens, and the dense pine forests of Mississippi’s Piney
Woods rise like silent sentinels, their needles whispering secrets in the
humid breeze. This is George County, where the towns of Lucedale and
Leakesville sit like forgotten outposts at the edge of civilization, their
streets lined with clapboard houses and memories that refuse to fade.
The air here is thick with the scent of sap and red clay, the silence bro-
ken only by the distant wail of a train or the sudden, unnerving cry of
something that sounds too human to be a bird.

The Piney Woods are Mississippi’s quiet heart, a rural expanse where
time moves slow, and the past clings to the present like Spanish moss to
an oak. In Lucedale and Leakesville, the ghosts don’t haunt grand man-
sions or bustling ports—they roam the backroads, linger in the shad-
ows of old jails, and whisper through the pines, their voices carried on
winds that smell of rain and regret.

This region has been a crossroads for centuries, its trails first carved by
the feet of Indigenous peoples—Choctaw and Chickasaw—who hunt-
ed these woods and fished the Pascagoula River long before European
boots trod the soil. Their paths, worn deep by moccasins, became wag-
on roads for settlers, then asphalt ribbons for cars, each layer of history
soaking into the earth like blood.

The Choctaw left stories of spirits tied to the land, of shadow beings
that guarded sacred sites, of lights that danced in the swamps to lure
the unwary into the mire. These tales lingered, passed down through
generations, blending with the fears of pioneers who faced disease, iso-
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lation, and the unknown in these unforgiving woods. Today, Lucedale
and Leakesville stand as gateways between Mobile’s coastal bustle and
the deeper, wilder Mississippi countryside—a threshold where the liv-
ing tread lightly, for the dead are never far away.

The Piney Woods are not like Mobile’s antebellum grandeur or Biloxi’s
glittering casinos.

Here, the hauntings are raw, elemental, born of the land’s solitude and
the tragedies it has witnessed. Locals speak in hushed tones of Cit-
ronelle Street in Leakesville, a quiet lane where the air grows heavy at
dusk, and strange lights flicker in the distance, bobbing like lanterns
held by unseen hands. These orbs—pale green, white, or blood-
red—move with purpose, weaving through the pines or hovering over
the road, only to vanish when you draw near. Some call them will-o’-
the-wisps, others the spirits of lost travelers or Choctaw warriors still
guarding their ancestral paths. Whatever they are, they’ve been seen for
generations, their glow a warning to turn back before the woods swal-
low you whole.

Leakesville, the smaller of the two towns, feels like a place frozen in
time, its main street lined with storefronts that sag under the weight of
years.

The George County Courthouse anchors Lucedale’s town square. Sto-
ries of footsteps and voices also circulate around former jail spaces in
the area, though the details vary and should be treated as folklore un-
less supported by local records.

Visitors report cold spots that clutch at your skin, disembodied whis-
pers pleading “let me out,” and shadows that slink along the walls, their
forms tall and featureless. One janitor, locking up at midnight, swore
he heard chains rattling in an empty cell, followed by a low, guttural
laugh that sent him running into the night.
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Lucedale, the county seat, carries its own spectral weight. Larger and
livelier than Leakesville, it’s a hub for farmers and loggers, its streets
buzzing with pickup trucks and the hum of small-town life. But be-
neath the surface lies a darker current.

F. M. Allen’s hotel, a lost relic from the town’s early days as a timber and
railroad stop, that used to stand near the train depot is said to be a mag-
net for restless spirits. Guests who once stayed there in its heyday—be-
fore it was lost to age and decay—spoke of doors slamming in the night,
laughter drifting from empty rooms, and the scent of cigar smoke lin-
gering where no one smoked. This may be where the spirits of William
and others found in the Lucedale City Park actually hale from.

The nearby Pascagoula River, winding through the town’s outskirts,
adds its own eerie tales: fishermen report hearing splashes in the water
with no cause, or seeing shadowy figures standing on the banks, their
reflections distorted in the current as if pulled from another time.

Lucedale City Park adds its own layer of unease, a deceptively serene
green space with walking paths, a playground, and a rustic bridge span-
ning a quiet creek. By day, families picnic under the oaks, but at night,
the park becomes a nexus for restless spirits. Reports abound of shad-
owy figures darting between trees, orbs flickering along the pathways,
and an overwhelming sense of being watched from the underbrush.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team experienced it firsthand during a mid-
night investigation: as we walked the trail leading to the bridge, we
were suddenly “bum rushed”—a rush of cold air slammed into us, ac-
companied by rapid footsteps pounding the gravel behind, though no
one was there.

Our EMF meters spiked wildly, and our spirit box crackled with a man’s
voice, confused and urgent: “William? Where’s the child?” Further ses-
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sions revealed William, a lost spirit—perhaps a 19th-century father or
guardian—searching eternally for a missing boy.

EVPs captured his pleas: “Help me find him,” layered with a child’s
faint giggle that turned to a sob. The bridge itself hums with energy, its
planks creaking under invisible weight, and visitors report feeling small
hands tug at their legs, as if the child reaches out from the creek be-
low. Approach the park with caution; William’s desperation pulls at the
heart, leaving investigators shaken and marked by his unending grief.

The woods themselves are perhaps the most haunted of all. The Piney
Woods stretch for miles, a labyrinth of pine and cedar where the light
barely penetrates, and the ground is carpeted with needles that muffle
your steps. Hunters and hikers tell of strange encounters: whispers that
seem to come from the trees themselves, calling names or muttering
in languages long forgotten; sudden drops in temperature that turn
breath to frost in the humid air; and the feeling of being followed, each
step mirrored by another just out of sight.

One chilling legend speaks of a Choctaw spirit, a tall figure cloaked
in shadow, who guards a sacred clearing deep in the woods. Those
who stumble upon it feel a crushing dread, as if the air itself demands
they kneel. Some claim to have seen the figure’s eyes—red as em-
bers—watching from the treeline, its presence a warning to leave or face
consequences older than memory.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team ventured into these woods one Octo-
ber night, drawn by stories of Citronelle Street’s lights and the court-
house’s spectral inmates. The air was thick with pine and the promise
of rain, the darkness so complete our flashlights seemed to drown in it.
On Citronelle Street, we saw them—the orbs, three of them, pale and
pulsing, hovering just above the ditch. They moved in unison, darting
toward the woods, then vanished as our cameras rolled, leaving only a
faint hum in the air.
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At the old jail, our EMF meters spiked wildly, and our spirit box crack-
led with a voice—a man’s, hoarse and desperate—saying “wronged”
over and over. The temperature plummeted, our breath visible in the
still air, and one team member felt a hand brush her neck, cold as iron.
Later, reviewing audio, we heard a woman’s voice, soft and mournful,
singing what sounded like a Choctaw lullaby, though no one was there.

The experience echoed in my writing, particularly in The Ghosts of Kali
Oka Road, where the team faces spirits tied to the land, their anger and
sorrow as raw as the Piney Woods themselves. Lucedale and Leakesville
feel like extensions of that story—a place where the earth remembers
every footstep, every injustice, every life cut short. The woods, the river,
the old buildings, the park—they’re not just haunted; they’re alive with
memory, their ghosts demanding to be heard.

These towns are more than just stops on a map; they’re a gateway to
the deeper Mississippi countryside, where the past is as tangible as the
pines.

The Choctaw trails still linger beneath the pavement, their spirits
watching from the shadows. The courthouses and jails hold the weight
of justice and injustice, their walls echoing with the cries of those who
never left. The woods and park guard secrets older than the towns
themselves, their spirits whispering to those who dare to listen.

If you visit Lucedale and Leakesville, choose public streets, parks, mu-
seums, and river access points during their posted hours.

Do not enter courthouses, jails, private woods, rail corridors, or aban-
doned structures without explicit permission. Riverbanks and Piney
Woods trails can be uneven and isolated, so wear sturdy shoes, carry wa-
ter and insect repellent, and let someone know where you are going.

The atmosphere is part of the appeal, but safety and respect come first.

HAUNTED SOUTH: GULF COAST PARANORMAL GUIDE
BOOK 99



Lucedale and Leakesville stand at the crossroads of history and mystery,
where Indigenous trails meet settler roads, where the living and the
dead share the same shadowed paths.

The lights in the woods, the voices in the jail, the figures by the river,
William’s desperate search—they’re not just stories. They’re the Piney
Woods’ way of speaking, of reminding us that some debts are never
paid, some wounds never heal, and some spirits never rest.

Stand still in the silence, and you’ll hear them: the whispers of the
Choctaw, the cries of the wronged, the sigh of the pines as they guard
their secrets.

In these towns, the past is not buried—it walks, it watches, and it waits.
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Chapter Sixteen: Gulfport
Seaside Spirits and the Wail of the Waves

Leave the shadowed pines of Lucedale and Leakesville behind, and the
road leads south, where the Mississippi Gulf Coast unfurls like a tat-
tered sail, its edges frayed by salt and storm. Gulfport, a bustling port
city perched on the edge of the Gulf of Mexico, greets you with the
briny tang of seawater and the rhythmic crash of waves against weath-
ered piers. By day, it’s a place of sun-bleached boardwalks, shrimp boats
bobbing in the harbor, and tourists chasing the horizon’s shimmer. But
when night falls, Gulfport reveals its darker heart. The sea breeze turns
cold, carrying whispers that slither from the deep, and the shadows cast
by streetlights twist like specters dancing on the sand.

The Gulf here is not just a body of water—it’s a graveyard, its depths
holding the bones of sailors, the wreckage of ships, and the screams of
storms that never truly die. Gulfport’s ghosts are as restless as the tides,
their presence felt in the creak of old docks, the flicker of lights on the
water, and the sudden chill that grips you when the moon hides behind
clouds.

Founded in 1898 as a railroad hub and port, Gulfport grew from a
muddy coastal outpost into a maritime powerhouse, its docks alive
with the clatter of cranes and the shouts of stevedores. Ships carried
cotton, timber, and dreams across the Gulf, but they also brought
tragedy. Hurricanes—those merciless reapers of the coast—have bat-
tered Gulfport for centuries, from the unnamed storms of the 1800s
to Hurricane Camille in 1969 and Katrina in 2005, which left the city
scarred and the sea bloated with loss.

Each tempest left its mark: homes reduced to splinters, ships sunk in
the harbor, lives swallowed by waves that roared like the wrath of God.
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The Gulf remembers, and its spirits—sailors drowned in squalls, fam-
ilies torn from their homes, workers crushed in the port’s machin-
ery—linger in the salt air, their voices carried on the wind that howls
through the night.

The piers of Gulfport, jutting like skeletal fingers into the dark water,
are among the city’s most haunted sites. The old Jones Park Pier, rebuilt
after Katrina’s wrath, stands where countless fishermen and dockwork-
ers toiled, some meeting their end in the Gulf ’s unforgiving embrace.
Locals tell of phantom lights bobbing on the horizon—pale, flickering
orbs that mimic the lanterns of lost ships, luring the unwary to lean
too far over the railings. At night, the pier creaks under no weight,
and footsteps—slow, deliberate, waterlogged—echo along the boards,
as if drowned sailors still climb from the depths, their boots dripping
with brine. One fisherman recounted casting his line at midnight, only
to feel a cold hand grip his wrist, pulling toward the water; when he
yanked free, the air reeked of seaweed and decay, and his line was tan-
gled with something that felt like bone.

The Gulfport Harbor, a sprawling maze of docks and warehouses, hums
with spectral energy. Workers from the early 1900s faced brutal con-
ditions—crushed by falling cargo, swept overboard in storms, or scald-
ed in boiler explosions. Their ghosts linger, their forms glimpsed in
the fog that rolls off the water. Tugboat operators report shadowy fig-
ures standing on empty decks, their faces blurred but eyes burning with
silent rage. One night watchman, patrolling the harbor in 2010, heard
a bell ringing from a sunken ship, its toll clear and mournful, though
no vessel was near. Another saw a man in a tattered sailor’s coat, drip-
ping wet, pointing toward the sea before dissolving into the mist. The
harbor’s air grows heavy at dusk, as if the water itself exhales the sorrow
of those it claimed.
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Old hotels, remnants of Gulfport’s early days as a tourist haven, carry
their own hauntings. The Great Southern Hotel, a grand relic from the
1900s, once welcomed railroad magnates and vacationers seeking the
Gulf ’s breezes. Its halls, now faded, echo with the laughter of long-
gone guests—and something darker. Visitors reported doors slamming
in empty rooms, chandeliers swaying in still air, and the sound of a
woman’s sobs drifting from the upper floors. One guest, staying in a
corner suite, woke to a figure in a Victorian dress standing at the foot
of her bed, her face pale and eyes hollow, whispering “find him” be-
fore vanishing. The hotel’s ballroom, where jazz once played, now hosts
phantom music—soft, mournful notes that fade when you listen too
closely.

After Katrina, when the hotel stood half-ruined, cleanup crews heard
footsteps pacing the wrecked halls, and sawdust swirled as if stirred by
unseen hands.

Hurricane legends add a deeper layer of dread. Camille and Katrina left
Gulfport reeling, their winds tearing through homes and lives. Locals
speak of “storm spirits”—ghosts of those lost to the floods, seen wan-
dering the beaches at night, their clothes sodden and eyes vacant. On
the anniversary of Camille, some claim to hear screams carried on the
wind, or see entire families standing in the surf, their forms dissolving
as waves crash over them. One chilling tale tells of a woman in white,
believed to be a mother who drowned saving her child during Katrina,
seen walking Highway 90, her arms outstretched as if still searching.
Drivers swerve to avoid her, only to find the road empty, the air cold
and heavy with grief.

The Gulf itself is a haunted entity, its depths a mausoleum of ship-
wrecks and lost souls.

Divers exploring wrecks off Gulfport’s coast report strange currents
that tug at their limbs, or voices—muffled, desperate—calling from the
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dark. At night, lights flicker beneath the waves, moving against the tide,
as if ghostly crews still man their sunken vessels. One shrimper, hauling
nets at dawn, pulled up a tangle of rope and bone, only for it to crum-
ble to dust when touched, leaving behind a wail that echoed across the
water. The Gulf ’s spirits are not bound to land—they rise with the tide,
their presence a cold breath on your neck as you stand on the shore.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated Gulfport’s piers in 2019,
drawn by stories of drowned sailors and storm spirits. The night was
thick with fog, the pier’s boards slick underfoot, the air reeking of salt
and something sour, like rotting wood.

Our EMF meters spiked near the water’s edge, and our spirit box hissed
with fragmented voices—a man’s plea of “help” and a woman’s cry of
“storm.” One team member felt a tug at his jacket, sharp and deliberate,
but no one stood behind him. Our thermal camera caught a humanoid
shape, tall and dripping, moving along the pier’s end, vanishing into the
sea.

Later, audio revealed a bell tolling, slow and mournful, though no
ship was near. The experience bled into my Gulf Coast Paranormal se-
ries, where the team chases maritime ghosts whose anguish mirrors the
Gulf ’s endless churn.

Gulfport’s hauntings are not confined to one place—they permeate the
city, from the piers to the hotels to the beaches where the sea whis-
pers its secrets. The city’s history—its rise as a port, its battles with hur-
ricanes, its maritime tragedies—has left an imprint too deep to erase.
The ghosts here are not mere apparitions; they are the Gulf ’s memory,
etched in salt and sand, their stories told in the creak of docks, the flick-
er of lights, the wail of winds that carry the dead’s lament.

If you visit Gulfport, use public beaches, Jones Park, and designated
harbor viewing areas during posted hours. Do not enter working docks
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or restricted port property. Check weather and surf conditions, stay off
piers during storms, and avoid isolated shoreline areas after dark.

Gulfport is a city of contrasts: vibrant port, storm-scarred survivor,
haunted shore. Its ghosts are the sailors who never returned, the fam-
ilies lost to hurricanes, the workers crushed by progress. Stand on the
pier, feel the salt sting your skin, and listen to the waves. They carry the
voices of the dead—screaming, weeping, calling your name.

In Gulfport, the Gulf is not just water—it’s a mirror reflecting a past
that refuses to sink, a tide that pulls the living toward the dead, a wail
that echoes long after the storm has passed.
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Chapter Seventeen: Biloxi
Casinos, Hurricanes, and Old Haunts

Roll west from Gulfport along the Mississippi Gulf Coast, where the
neon glow of Highway 90 cuts through the salt-soaked air, and you’ll
find Biloxi—a city that pulses with the clash of old ghosts and new de-
sires. By day, it’s a playground of glittering casinos, their slot machines
chiming like sirens, luring tourists to the edge of the Gulf ’s restless
waves. Seafood shacks spill the scent of fried shrimp and oysters, and
the beaches hum with laughter under a sun that burns too bright. But as
night descends, Biloxi sheds its garish mask. The sea breeze turns sharp,
carrying a chill that bites like teeth, and the shadows under the live oaks
twist into shapes that watch from the dark.

The Gulf here is a mirror of memory, reflecting French colonial whis-
pers, antebellum sorrows, and the screams of hurricanes that tore
through centuries. Biloxi’s ghosts don’t haunt in silence—they wail,
they pace, they linger in the corners of casinos and the ruins of old
homes, their presence as undeniable as the tide.

French colonization of the Mississippi Gulf Coast began in 1699, when
Pierre Le Moyne d’Iberville established Fort Maurepas near present-
day Ocean Springs. Biloxi later grew from that colonial foothold, tak-
ing its name from the Biloxi people of the region.

Hurricanes battered Biloxi from its earliest days, each storm leaving
wreckage and ghosts in its wake—Camille in 1969, Katrina in 2005,
and countless unnamed tempests that drowned dreams in the Gulf. The
Civil War, too, scarred the city, with Confederate soldiers and block-
ade runners haunting the shores, their echoes mingling with the cries
of enslaved lives lost to cruelty and neglect. Today, Biloxi is a paradox:
a modern resort town built on bones, where slot machines jangle over
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the whispers of the dead, and the past refuses to be buried beneath the
neon.

The heart of Biloxi’s hauntings lies in its historic homes, remnants of an
antebellum grandeur that hurricanes couldn’t erase. Beauvoir, the last
home of Confederate President Jefferson Davis, stands on West Beach
Boulevard, its Greek Revival façade both proud and mournful. Built in
1852, it survived wars and storms, but its halls are heavy with spectral
weight. Visitors report footsteps pacing the upper floors, where Davis
spent his final years writing memoirs. His shadow, tall and gaunt, is
seen in the library, poring over invisible books, or standing on the ve-
randa, gazing at a sea that no longer holds his cause.

Docents whisper of a woman in a hoop skirt, believed to be Varina
Davis, gliding through the gardens, her perfume—roses and sor-
row—lingering in the air. One guest, touring at dusk, felt a cold hand
brush her cheek, followed by a whisper: “Stay.” The air grew thick, and
her camera captured a misty figure by the oak trees, gone when she
looked again.

The Biloxi Lighthouse, a cast-iron sentinel since 1848, casts its own
eerie glow. Perched on Highway 90, it weathered every storm, its light
guiding ships through fog and fury. But its spiral staircase echoes with
more than history. Keepers from the 1800s, many women, tended the
lamp through hurricanes and war, their lives bound to its lonely vigil.
Visitors climbing the tower report a woman’s voice singing a sea shanty,
faint and mournful, or the clatter of boots on the iron steps when no
one follows. At night, the light sometimes flickers without cause, cast-
ing shadows that move against the beam’s rhythm. One tourist swore
she saw a figure in a bonnet at the tower’s peak, staring out to sea, only
to vanish when the light swept over her.

Casinos, Biloxi’s modern lifeblood, are not immune to the past’s grasp.
The Beau Rivage, a gleaming palace of glass and neon, sits on land once
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home to antebellum estates swept away by storms. Dealers and guests
report cold spots in the poker rooms, where cards flip inexplicably or
chips stack themselves in empty seats. One security guard, patrolling at
3 a.m., heard laughter from a closed ballroom, followed by the clink of
glasses and a waltz that faded into silence. Another guest woke to a man
in a Confederate uniform standing at her window, his face half-melt-
ed by shadow, pointing toward the Gulf before dissolving. The casino’s
basement, where old foundations lie buried, hums with unease, as if the
earth itself resents the new construction.

Hurricane spirits haunt Biloxi’s shores, their presence strongest where
Katrina’s surge tore through in 2005. On quiet nights, the beaches
along East Beach Boulevard shimmer with apparitions—families wad-
ing into the surf, their forms dissolving as waves crash over them. Locals
tell of a fisherman lost to Camille, seen casting nets at midnight, his
face pale and eyes hollow, only to vanish when approached. Another
tale speaks of a child’s laughter echoing from the dunes, followed by a
scream cut short, believed to be a victim of Katrina’s flood.

Drivers on Highway 90 report figures in tattered clothes stepping into
the road, forcing swerves, only for the pavement to be empty, the air
heavy with the scent of salt and grief.

Stories also circulate around Keesler Air Force Base, but it is an active
military installation, not a public paranormal site. Do not enter re-
stricted property or attempt an investigation without official authoriza-
tion.

One airman, sleeping in the old dorms, woke to a figure in a 1940s uni-
form sitting on his bunk, staring silently before fading into the dark.
Another heard a voice whispering “crash” repeatedly, chillingly clear
through the walls. Paranormal investigators have captured EVPs here,
voices pleading “home” or “help,” as if the airmen are still lost in transit.
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My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated Beauvoir in 2020, drawn
by tales of Jefferson Davis’s restless spirit. The night was thick with
humidity, the air smelling of magnolias and decay. Our EMF meters
spiked in the library, where books rustled on shelves untouched. A
team member felt a tug at her sleeve, sharp and deliberate, and our spir-
it box hissed with a voice—deep, measured—saying “my land.” Our
thermal camera caught a tall shape moving across the veranda, vanish-
ing into the oak trees. Later, at the lighthouse, we heard the shanty,
clear and haunting, and our recorder captured a woman’s voice whis-
pering “storm’s coming.” The experience bled into my Gulf Coast Para-
normal series, where the team faces spirits bound to Biloxi’s shores,
their anguish as raw as the Gulf ’s roar.

Biloxi’s hauntings are a tapestry of time—French colonists, antebellum
elites, Confederate soldiers, hurricane victims, and airmen lost to war.
The city’s casinos may glitter, but their neon cannot drown the shad-
ows. The lighthouse stands watch, but its beam reveals more than ships.
The beaches shimmer with beauty, but their sands hide bones. Biloxi is
a city where the past and present collide, where the living dance with
the dead under a sky that never forgets.

If you visit Biloxi, tour public sites during their posted hours. Beauvoir,
at 2244 Beach Boulevard, currently publishes daily hours of 9 a.m.–5
p.m.; confirm before traveling. Check the Biloxi Lighthouse tour
schedule, obey beach warnings, and stay clear of closed or storm-dam-
aged areas.

Biloxi is a paradox: a city of revelry built on sorrow, where slot ma-
chines jangle over the cries of the drowned, and the Gulf whispers se-
crets no one can silence. Stand on the shore, feel the salt sting your skin,
and listen.

The ghosts are there—in the creak of the lighthouse stairs, the laughter
in the casino halls, the screams carried on the wind.
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In Biloxi, the past is not a memory—it’s a presence, watching, wailing,
waiting for you to hear its story.
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Chapter Eighteen: Vinegar Bend
Ghosts of Industry and War

Tucked away near the Alabama line, where the Mississippi Piney
Woods thicken into a tangled wilderness, lies Vinegar Bend—a forgot-
ten speck of a town that time and nature have nearly erased. The road
to get here twists through dense forests of pine and cedar, the asphalt
crumbling into gravel as the world grows quiet, save for the mournful
wail of wind through the trees.

By day, the sunlight barely pierces the canopy, casting jagged shadows
that flicker like spirits on the move. By night, the darkness is absolute,
a suffocating blanket broken only by the occasional glint of moonlight
on the Escatawpa River, its waters black and sluggish, whispering se-
crets as old as the earth. Vinegar Bend is no bustling port like Gulfport
or neon-lit casino hub like Biloxi—it’s a ghost town in every sense, its
abandoned mills and rotting cabins reclaimed by kudzu and memory.
Here, the air smells of damp moss and rust, and every creak of a branch
feels like a warning. This is a place where the past doesn’t just linger—it
stalks, its presence felt in the echoes of machinery long silent, the foot-
steps of soldiers who never left, and the whispers of Indigenous spirits
guarding the land they loved.

Vinegar Bend’s story begins with the Choctaw and Chickasaw, who
walked these woods centuries before settlers arrived, their trails wind-
ing along the Escatawpa’s banks. They revered this land, its rivers sa-
cred, its forests alive with spirits—some benevolent, others vengeful,
guarding burial mounds and ceremonial sites now lost to time.

When European settlers came in the 1800s, they carved out plantations
and timber camps, but it was the Civil War that left the deepest scars.
Vinegar Bend, then a thriving mill town, became a Confederate supply
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hub, its Beaver Mills churning out uniforms, blankets, and munitions
for the Southern cause. The mills hummed day and night, their steam
engines roaring like beasts, but the work was brutal—workers crushed
by machinery, scalded by boilers, or felled by disease in the damp,
crowded quarters. The war’s end brought ruin; Union raids burned
parts of the mills, and the town faded as the timber industry moved on,
leaving behind skeletal ruins swallowed by vines.

The Indigenous presence lingers in the soil, their spirits tied to the river
and woods. Locals tell of a Choctaw warrior, tall and cloaked in shad-
ow, seen near the river’s bend, his eyes glowing like embers as he watch-
es intruders. Some say he guards a sacred mound, hidden deep in the
forest, where offerings of shells and bones still surface after heavy rains.
Hikers who stray too far report whispers in a language they can’t under-
stand, or the sudden snap of twigs behind them, as if the woods them-
selves are alive and hostile. One chilling tale speaks of a hunter who
found a circle of stones in the forest, only to feel an icy hand on his
shoulder and hear a voice hiss “leave” in his ear, sending him fleeing
through the thorns.

The mills themselves, now crumbling relics along Mill Creek, are the
heart of Vinegar Bend’s hauntings. The Beaver Mills, once a lifeline for
the Confederacy, stand as rotting husks, their iron gears rusted to si-
lence, their wooden beams sagging under the weight of time. Yet the air
hums with their memory. At night, locals hear the ghostly clatter of ma-
chinery—gears grinding, belts whirring, the hiss of steam escaping into
the dark. Workers’ screams, raw and desperate, echo from the ruins, as
if replaying the moment a blade severed a limb or a boiler exploded in
a cloud of scalding death. Shadowy figures, clad in tattered overalls, flit
between the trees, their faces blurred but eyes burning with anguish.

One millworker’s ghost, known as “Iron Jack,” is said to haunt the main
mill site, his hammer striking invisible anvils, the metallic clang ringing
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through the woods. A logger who camped nearby in the 1990s swore
he saw Jack’s silhouette, hammer raised, only for the figure to dissolve
into a swarm of fireflies that scattered into the night.

The Civil War left its own ghosts. Confederate soldiers, many young
and far from home, worked the mills or guarded supplies, only to fall
to Union raids or disease. Their spirits roam the woods, their gray uni-
forms glimpsed through the pines, muskets slung over shoulders. On
foggy nights, the sound of boots marching in formation echoes along
the river, accompanied by the faint clink of bayonets and whispered or-
ders. One chilling account tells of a camper who woke to a circle of sol-
diers standing around his tent, their faces gaunt and eyes hollow, staring
in silence before fading into the mist. Another tale speaks of a spectral
drummer boy, his drumroll drifting through the trees, stopping abrupt-
ly as if silenced by a bullet.

The Escatawpa itself seems haunted, its waters rippling with unnatural
currents, and fishermen report hands brushing their lines, tugging
them toward the depths where no fish swim.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated the Beaver Mills ruins
in 2021, drawn by stories of Iron Jack and the marching soldiers. The
night was oppressive, the air thick with the stench of decay and wet
earth, the pines looming like sentinels guarding a forbidden place. Our
EMF meters spiked wildly near the main mill, where rusted gears
seemed to hum with unseen energy. Our spirit box crackled with a
voice—gruff, urgent—saying “run” repeatedly, as if warning us of dan-
ger long past.

Footsteps crunched behind us, heavy and deliberate, but our flashlights
found only shadows. One team member felt a cold hand grip her wrist,
hard enough to leave a mark, and our thermal camera caught a tall,
humanoid shape moving through the ruins, vanishing into a collapsed
wall. Later, audio revealed a drumroll, faint but unmistakable, followed
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by a scream that cut off sharply. The experience wove its way into my
Gulf Coast Paranormal series, where the team faces spirits trapped in a
cycle of war and labor, their anguish as raw as the mill’s rusted iron.

Vinegar Bend is more than a ghost town—it’s a graveyard of industry
and war, where the Choctaw’s sacred land meets the Confederacy’s
desperate stand. The mills, though silent, still grind out their spectral
work; the river carries the whispers of ancient rites; the woods hide sol-
diers who march without end. The town is lost to time, its streets re-
claimed by vines, its name a whisper on the wind, but its ghosts are not.
They linger in the clatter of phantom machinery, the glow of eyes in the
dark, the footsteps that follow you home.

If you visit Vinegar Bend, remain on public roads and designated access
areas. Do not enter mill ruins, mounds, rail corridors, or private wood-
land without the owner’s explicit permission.

Riverbanks, overgrown foundations, wildlife, and unstable structures
present real hazards. Visit in daylight, wear sturdy footwear, and never
substitute a ghost story for local access rules.

Vinegar Bend is a place where history and haunting blur, where the past
is as tangible as the rust on old gears.

The millworker, soldier, and guardian figures in Vinegar Bend stories
belong to folklore. I have not found documentation for the named
“Iron Jack” account or for a specific Native burial mound connected to
these tales.

In Vinegar Bend, the lost town is not gone—it’s waiting, its ghosts
ready to claim anyone who lingers too long in their shadowed domain.
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Chapter Nineteen: Pascagoula
The Singing River and Its Sorrowful Song

Veer east from Biloxi’s neon-lit casinos, along the Mississippi Gulf
Coast where the horizon melts into the Gulf ’s restless waves, and you’ll
find Pascagoula—a port city where the river meets the sea in a restless
dance of salt and sorrow. By day, Pascagoula hums with the clatter of
shipyards, the tang of shrimp boats unloading their catch, and the chat-
ter of locals who carry the Gulf in their blood.

The Pascagoula River, winding through the city like a silver vein, glints
under the sun, its surface deceptively calm. But as twilight creeps in, the
river reveals its true nature. The air grows heavy with the scent of brack-
ish water and decay, the horizon darkens to a bruise, and a low, mourn-
ful hum rises from the water—a sound no tide can explain. This is the
Singing River, its song a haunting requiem for a people lost, its banks a
stage for ghosts who sing, wail, and wander in the dark. Pascagoula is
not just a city; it’s a crucible where Indigenous tragedy, maritime loss,
and modern hauntings collide, their echoes carried on a current that
never stills.

Pascagoula’s history reaches back long before French settlement. The
Pascagoula people lived in the region and gave the river and city their
name. Later storytellers attached a tragic origin tale to the river’s fa-
mous hum.

In the best-known Singing River legend, the Pascagoula people walk in-
to the river rather than submit to an enemy. Versions differ about the
time, the enemy, and the circumstances. It is a powerful legend, not a
documented historical account of a mass death.

The river has sung ever since, its eerie hum—sometimes a low drone,
sometimes a chorus of wails—heard on still nights, a testament to their
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sacrifice. Scientists claim it’s gas escaping riverbed mussels or tidal cur-
rents, but locals know better: it’s the Pascagoula people, their song an
eternal cry for a home stolen by time.

The city grew beside a working river and Gulf port, with schooners,
steamships, and later shipyards tying local life to the water. Hurri-
canes—including Katrina in 2005—brought catastrophic loss. Those
documented disasters, along with the older Singing River legend,
shaped the ghost stories now told along Pascagoula’s banks.

The Singing River itself is the city’s most haunted heart. On moonless
nights, the hum grows louder, a chorus of voices rising from the water,
sometimes soft as a lullaby, sometimes sharp as a scream. Fishermen
along Riverfront Park report seeing figures in woven tunics standing on
the banks, their faces blurred but eyes glinting like river stones, vanish-
ing as the song fades. Others hear footsteps splashing in the shallows, as
if an invisible procession marches into the depths. One shrimper, cast-
ing nets at dawn, felt a cold hand tug his line, pulling it taut until it
snapped; his boat rocked violently, though the river was calm, and a
voice whispered “join us” from the water below. Photographs taken at
dusk often capture orbs—pale, glowing spheres—hovering over the riv-
er, moving against the current as if guided by unseen hands.

The Singing River’s Curse: Another variation adds a woman in white
or a betrayed maiden whose spirit remains beside the water. This curse
narrative is folklore, and I have not found historical evidence identify-
ing the woman or linking misfortune to those who see her.

Pascagoula’s Old Spanish Fort, a weathered relic from the 1700s now
part of the Mary C. O’Keefe Cultural Center, carries its own spectral
weight. Built by French colonists and later used as a plantation house,
it saw bloodshed during colonial skirmishes and the Civil War, when
Confederate soldiers hid supplies within its walls. Visitors report cold
spots in the upstairs rooms, where doors slam shut and laughter—high-
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pitched, almost childlike—echoes from empty corners. One docent,
locking up at night, saw a man in a French uniform standing in the
courtyard, his sword glinting in moonlight that wasn’t there, only to
vanish when she called out. Paranormal investigators have captured
EVPs here, voices in French or Choctaw pleading “liberté” or “home,”
as if trapped in a cycle of loss.

The shipyards, sprawling along the river’s edge, are a hotbed of mar-
itime hauntings.

Workers from the 1800s to World War II faced brutal condi-
tions—crushed by falling steel, drowned in dock accidents, or burned
in welding mishaps. Their ghosts linger, their forms glimpsed in the fog
that rolls off the river. Welders report tools moving on their own, or the
sound of hammers striking metal in empty bays. One night watchman,
patrolling in 2015, heard a whistle—sharp, urgent—followed by a cho-
rus of shouts, as if a crew rallied for a sinking ship. He fled when a shad-
ow, tall and dripping, lunged from the dark, leaving behind the stench
of oil and decay. Another tale tells of a sailor in a tattered peacoat, seen
climbing the rigging of a docked ship, only to vanish at the mast’s peak,
his fall replayed in spectral silence.

Hurricane spirits add a chilling layer. Katrina’s surge flooded
Pascagoula, leaving homes in ruins and families shattered. On the an-
niversaries of major storms, locals see apparitions along Beach Boule-
vard—sodden figures wading through the surf, their faces blank, or
children clutching toys, standing motionless in the dunes before dis-
solving into the waves. One driver reported a woman in a rain-soaked
dress stepping into his headlights, her arms outstretched, only for the
road to be empty when he stopped, the air thick with the scent of salt
and grief.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated the Singing River in
2022, drawn by its haunting song and tales of the cursed maiden. The
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night was still, the river a black mirror reflecting no stars. Our EMF
meters spiked near the water’s edge, and our spirit box crackled with
voices—a woman’s wail, a man’s plea of “no more.” Footsteps splashed
behind us, though the bank was empty, and our thermal camera caught
a line of shapes—humanoid, holding hands—moving into the river,
vanishing as the hum grew louder. Audio later revealed a chorus, soft
and mournful, singing in a language we couldn’t place, layered with
a scream that chilled our blood. The experience inspired a Gulf Coast
Paranormal episode, where the team faces spirits bound to a river that
sings of death, their sorrow as deep as the Gulf itself.

Pascagoula’s hauntings are a requiem for lost lives—Indigenous, colo-
nial, maritime, and modern. The river sings of a tribe’s sacrifice, the fort
holds the cries of soldiers, the shipyards echo with workers’ pain, and
the beaches bear the weight of storm-born ghosts. This is a city where
the past flows like the river, its current pulling the living toward the
dead.

If you visit Pascagoula, use Riverfront Park and other designated public
access points. The “Old Spanish Fort” is the LaPointe-Krebs House and
Museum, not a military fort; it stands at 4602 Fort Street and pub-
lishes regular daytime museum hours. Working shipyards are restricted
industrial property. Confirm museum hours, obey waterfront barriers,
and never trespass.

Pascagoula is a city of song and shadow, where a real acoustic phenom-
enon, generations of river lore, and memories of storms and maritime
work meet. The people named in its legends should be remembered as
human beings, not reduced to threatening spirits.

Stand by the water, feel the salt sting your skin, and listen. The river
sings, the spirits wail, and the dead are watching, their voices rising
from the depths to claim your soul.
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Chapter Twenty: New Orleans
Voodoo Queens and the City of the Dead

Drift west from Pascagoula’s singing river, where the Gulf ’s restless
waves whisper of loss, and follow the curve of the coast until the Mis-
sissippi River’s muddy embrace delivers you to New Orleans—a city
where the air itself hums with the weight of the dead. By day, the
French Quarter pulses with jazz, the scent of beignets, and the laughter
of tourists weaving through streets lined with Creole cottages and iron-
laced balconies. But as night falls, New Orleans unveils its shadowed
soul. The gas lamps flicker like eyes in the dark, the cobblestones echo
with footsteps that have no source, and the air grows thick with the
scent of jasmine and decay.

This is a city built on swamps and sorrow, where the veil between
worlds is as thin as gossamer, torn by centuries of Voodoo, vice, and vi-
olence. New Orleans is not just haunted—it’s alive with spirits, their
whispers curling through the alleys, their hands brushing your skin in
the sultry night, their eyes watching from the shadows of every crum-
bling crypt.

New Orleans was born in 1718, a French colonial outpost carved from
the marshy delta, its streets laid out in a defiant grid against the Missis-
sippi’s will. It passed through Spanish and American hands, each leav-
ing scars—fires, plagues, and wars that soaked the soil with blood.

The city’s heart is its cemeteries, known as “Cities of the Dead,” where
above-ground tombs rise like miniature mansions, their marble stained
by time and moss. St. Louis Cemetery No. 1, opened in 1789, is the
oldest and most haunted, its narrow alleys crowded with vaults that
hold the bones of Creole aristocrats, yellow fever victims, and Voodoo
priests.
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Louisiana Voodoo developed from West and Central African religious
traditions in conversation with Catholic practice and the particular his-
tory of New Orleans. Marie Laveau became its best-known nineteenth-
century practitioner. The city also endured repeated epidemics, fires,
wars, and hurricanes, including Katrina in 2005.

St. Louis Cemetery No. 1 is central to New Orleans’ burial history
and paranormal folklore. Marie Laveau’s tomb is its most famous site.
Marking the tomb with Xs is vandalism, not a respectful ritual, and vis-
itors should not touch it or leave objects unless cemetery staff explicitly
permit them.

Visitors report her presence—a tall woman in a tignon headscarf, her
eyes sharp and knowing, standing by her vault at dusk. Her laughter,
rich and commanding, echoes through the alleys, and her touch—cold
as the grave—brushes those who linger too long. One tourist, leaving
an offering, felt a hand grip her wrist, whispering “ask wisely” before
vanishing. Shadows flit between the tombs, some in colonial dress, oth-
ers in tattered shrouds, their forms dissolving when you turn to look.
EVPs captured here hiss with voices in French or Creole, pleading “lib-
erté” or cursing unnamed betrayals.

Legends say Marie Laveau’s spirit grants favors and punishes disrespect.
Such claims belong to folklore, but the rule for visitors is real and sim-
ple: protect the tomb, follow the guide, and leave the cemetery exactly
as you found it.

The French Quarter’s historic buildings carry their own ghosts. The
LaLaurie Mansion on Royal Street, a grand Creole townhouse from
the 1830s, is infamous for Madame Delphine LaLaurie’s atrocities. En-
slaved people were tortured in its attic, their screams muffled by thick
walls until a 1834 fire exposed her crimes. The mansion’s windows glow
with unnatural light at night, and cries—raw, anguished—echo from
the upper floors. Visitors report cold spots that clutch at the chest, or
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the sensation of chains dragging across their skin. One passerby saw a
girl in a tattered dress peering from an attic window, her face bruised
and eyes pleading, only to vanish when he called out. The mansion’s
ghosts are not merely restless—they’re vengeful, their pain a wound
that festers in the city’s heart.

The Old Ursuline Convent, completed in the 1750s, carries stories of
nuns, orphans, and the so-called “casket girls.” The popular vampire
version is a later legend, not documented history. The convent remains
a historic religious site; visit only through its authorized public pro-
grams.

Paranormal stories about the convent include footsteps, whispers, and
figures at upper windows, but they should be understood as folklore
rather than evidence for the vampire tale.

The Mississippi River itself is a haunted artery, its muddy waters carry-
ing the ghosts of steamboat wrecks and drowned souls. Rivermen tell of
lights dancing on the water at night, mimicking lanterns of lost boats,
or hands reaching from the current, their fingers pale and bloated. One
captain, navigating a fog-choked night, heard a bell toll from the riv-
er’s depths, followed by a chorus of screams that faded into silence. The
riverfront’s Jackson Square, once a site of public executions, hums with
spectral energy—shadowy figures in colonial garb hang from invisible
nooses, their feet twitching in the air, or soldiers march in formation,
vanishing into the mist.

In 2023, my Gulf Coast Paranormal team visited St. Louis Cemetery
No. 1 under the site’s access rules, drawn by Marie Laveau’s legend and
the cemetery’s spectral fame. The air was humid, and the narrow rows
of tombs created a solemn, enclosed atmosphere.

Our EMF meters spiked near Laveau’s vault, and our spirit box crackled
with a woman’s voice—low, commanding—saying “kneel.” A team
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member felt a cold hand brush her neck, leaving gooseflesh, and our
thermal camera caught a tall shape moving between the tombs, vanish-
ing into a wall. Audio later revealed a laugh, rich and eerie, layered with
whispers in Creole. The experience bled into my Gulf Coast Paranor-
mal series, where the team faces a Voodoo spirit whose power binds the
living to the dead, her presence as potent as the river’s current.

New Orleans is a city where history and haunting are inseparable, its
streets a stage for Voodoo queens, tortured souls, and drowned sailors.
The cemeteries pulse with the dead’s anger, the Quarter’s mansions
echo with pain, and the river carries the weight of centuries. This is a
place where the living are merely guests, tolerated by spirits who rule
the night.

If you visit New Orleans, reserve an authorized tour for St. Louis
Cemetery No. 1; it is not open for independent public entry. Do not
mark tombs, touch remains, or leave offerings unless staff permit it. In
the French Quarter and along the riverfront, remain in public areas and
follow local safety guidance.

Respect religious and burial sites as living places of memory. The most
meaningful visit begins with the history and with care for the people
whose lives are being remembered.

New Orleans is a city of jazz and shadows, where folklore and docu-
mented history share the same streets. Its stories include Voodoo prac-
titioners, epidemic victims, sailors, and residents whose lives should be
remembered with more than a thrill. Listen for the tale—but listen for
the history first.

In New Orleans, the past is not buried—it walks, it watches, and it
waits for you to join its eternal revelry.
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Chapter Twenty-One: Wilmer
The Gray Lady and Her Silent Vigil

Slip away from the neon pulse of New Orleans and head east, back
across the Mississippi border into the shadowed heart of Mobile Coun-
ty, where the pines grow thick and the roads wind like secrets. Wilmer,
Alabama, is a speck of a town, barely a whisper on the map, its quiet
streets lined with modest homes and fields that stretch into the gloom
of the Piney Woods. By day, the air carries the scent of cut grass and
distant rain, the hum of cicadas blending with the occasional rumble of
a passing truck. But as dusk settles, Wilmer transforms into a place of
whispers and unease. The pines lean closer, their shadows pooling like
ink, and the air grows heavy with a chill that clings to your bones.

At the heart of this rural outpost lies the Wilmer United Methodist
Church and its adjacent cemetery, home to the Gray Lady—a spectral
figure whose mournful presence haunts the gravestones and the souls of
those who linger too long. This is a place where grief has carved a per-
manent mark, where the dead keep watch, and where a single ghost’s
sorrow binds the living to a past that refuses to rest.

Wilmer’s history is one of quiet endurance, a farming community root-
ed in the red clay of Mobile County since the 1800s. Settlers tamed the
land alongside Choctaw trails, their lives shaped by toil, faith, and the
ever-present threat of disease and hardship.

The Wilmer United Methodist Church, built in the late 19th century,
became the town’s spiritual anchor, its white clapboard walls and mod-
est steeple a beacon for the faithful. The cemetery beside it, shaded by
oaks draped in Spanish moss, holds generations of farmers, children
lost to fever, and soldiers who never returned from war. But it’s the leg-
end of the Gray Lady that defines Wilmer’s haunted soul—a tale of loss

130



so profound it echoes through the decades, her ghostly form a testa-
ment to a mother’s eternal sorrow.

The story of the Gray Lady varies, but its heart is always the same: a
mother in gray mourning clothes searching for a lost child. I have not
found a reliable biographical record that identifies her, so the details
that follow belong to local folklore.

Overwhelmed by grief, she wandered the church cemetery, weeping at
her child’s grave, her cries piercing the night until she, too, succumbed,
perhaps to a broken heart or her own hand. Her spirit never left. Locals
say she appears as a woman in a long gray dress, her face veiled by
shadow, drifting among the tombstones or standing motionless by the
church’s steps. Her presence is felt most strongly at midnight, when the
air grows cold and a soft sob carries on the wind, chilling the blood of
anyone who hears it.

The cemetery is the epicenter of Wilmer’s hauntings. Visitors report
seeing the Gray Lady gliding between the graves, her dress trailing like
mist, her hands outstretched as if searching for her lost child. Some
hear a lullaby, faint and broken, drifting from the children’s section,
where small headstones are marked with lambs and angels. Others feel
a tug at their clothing, as if tiny fingers clutch for attention, only to find
the path empty. One chilling account tells of a driver passing the ceme-
tery at night, spotting a woman in gray standing by the gate, her eyes
glowing faintly under her veil; when he slowed to look, she vanished,
leaving the air heavy with the scent of wilted flowers.

Some versions warn that meeting the Gray Lady’s gaze brings sorrow.
These curse stories are folklore, not fact, but they reinforce the tale’s en-
during theme: do not disturb a grieving figure or treat a cemetery as a
dare.
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The church itself, with its creaking pews and stained-glass windows, is
no less haunted.

Parishioners report candles flickering without a breeze, or the organ
playing a single, mournful note when no one sits at the keys. Footsteps
pace the aisle at night, slow and deliberate, as if the Gray Lady walks her
endless rounds. One janitor, locking up after a service, heard a child’s
giggle from the choir loft, followed by a woman’s sob; when he climbed
the stairs, the loft was empty, but a cold hand brushed his neck, leaving
gooseflesh that lasted hours. Paranormal investigators have captured
EVPs here, voices whispering “my baby” or “find her,” layered with a cry
that cuts through the static like a knife.

Beyond the church and cemetery, Wilmer’s backroads and woods have
accumulated their own stories of shadowy figures and unexplained
sounds. I avoid assigning those figures to the Choctaw or to unnamed
burial mounds without evidence; Native history should not be used as
shorthand for danger.

Drivers and hikers still tell of whispers, footsteps, and a spectral child
along isolated roads. As with the Gray Lady, the details shift with each
teller.

The nearby Big Creek, winding through the woods, carries its own
ghosts. Fishermen tell of hands reaching from the water, pale and bloat-
ed, tugging at their lines, or voices—soft, pleading—calling from the
banks. One angler, fishing at midnight, saw a small figure in a white
dress standing on the opposite shore, her face obscured; when he shout-
ed, she sank into the creek, the water bubbling as if swallowing her
whole. The creek’s currents seem to hum with unease, their ripples
forming patterns that look like faces in the moonlight.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated the Wilmer cemetery in
2018, drawn by the Gray Lady’s legend and reports of child spirits. The
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night was thick with humidity, the air heavy with the scent of moss
and earth, the oaks looming like silent judges. Our EMF meters spiked
near a child’s grave, marked with a weathered lamb, and our spirit box
crackled with a woman’s voice, soft but anguished, saying “where is
she?” Footsteps crunched behind us, circling the cemetery’s edge, but
our flashlights found only shadows. One team member felt a tug at her
sleeve, sharp and insistent, and our thermal camera caught a small, hu-
manoid shape darting between tombstones, vanishing into the ground.

Audio later revealed a lullaby, broken by a sob, layered with a child’s
giggle that chilled us to the core. The experience inspired a Gulf Coast
Paranormal episode, where the team faces a mother’s ghost bound to
her child’s grave, her sorrow a weight that pulls at the living.

Wilmer’s atmosphere comes from quiet roads, old graves, and stories
repeated across generations. The Gray Lady and the spectral child are
folklore; my team’s 2018 experiences are our own observations and in-
terpretations.

If you visit Wilmer, remain on public roads and enter a church or ceme-
tery only during posted hours or with permission. Do not explore pri-
vate woods or creeks in search of a legend. Bring a companion, respect
services and graves, and leave the property exactly as you found it.

The Gray Lady’s curse is part of the story, not a proven danger. The real
obligations are respect, permission, and personal safety.

Wilmer is a whisper of a town, its folklore louder than its traffic. The
Gray Lady and the spectral child remain local stories; the cemetery re-
mains a real resting place. Stand quietly only where access is permitted,
and listen without disturbing the living or the dead.

In Wilmer, the past is not buried—it weeps, it watches, and it waits for
you to hear its cry.
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Chapter Twenty-Two: Fort Morgan
Sentinels of the Bay’s Dark Past

At the western tip of Mobile Bay, where the Gulf of Mexico gnaws at
Alabama’s sandy shore, Fort Morgan stands like a scarred sentinel, its
star-shaped walls of weathered brick looming over dunes that whisper
of blood and salt. By day, the fort is a quiet monument, its ramparts
baked by the sun, its tunnels cool and damp, the air heavy with the tang
of seaweed and rust. Tourists wander its grounds, snapping photos of
cannons that haven’t fired in a century. But as night falls, Fort Morgan
awakens.

The Gulf ’s waves crash with a mournful roar, the wind carries cries that
echo from nowhere, and shadows slink along the parapets, their eyes
glinting in the dark. This is no mere fortress—it’s a crucible of tragedy,
where the dead of wars, storms, and shipwrecks hold court, their pres-
ence as relentless as the tide. Fort Morgan guards Mobile Bay, but its
true keepers are the ghosts, their voices etched into the stone, their
hands reaching from the shadows to pull the living into their eternal
vigil.

Built between 1819 and 1834, Fort Morgan was designed to protect
Mobile’s vital port, its star-shaped design a masterpiece of military en-
gineering. Named for Revolutionary War hero Daniel Morgan, it be-
came a stronghold during the Civil War, anchoring the Confederacy’s
defense in the Battle of Mobile Bay in 1864. Union Admiral David Far-
ragut’s cry—“Damn the torpedoes, full speed ahead!”—rang out as his
fleet battered the fort, leaving its walls pocked with cannonball scars
and its grounds soaked with blood.

Confederate soldiers fell to shrapnel, disease, and despair, their bodies
buried in hasty graves or lost to the Gulf ’s depths. Later wars—Span-
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ish-American, World Wars I and II—saw the fort’s use dwindle, but
its tragedies grew: shipwrecks off the coast, hurricanes that drowned
sailors, and accidents in the gunpowder magazines. Each loss left an im-
print, the fort’s stones absorbing the screams of the fallen, the sea swal-
lowing their bones.

The hauntings of Fort Morgan are as varied as its history, a tapestry of
sorrow woven from war and water. The tunnels, dank and claustropho-
bic, are the most active, their brick walls echoing with footsteps that
march without boots. Visitors report screams—raw, guttural—erupt-
ing from the dark, as if soldiers relive their final moments. Cold spots
grip the air, chilling skin even in summer’s heat, and whispers in South-
ern drawls plead “hold the line” or “help me.” On foggy mornings,
the boom of phantom cannons shakes the ramparts, their blasts heard
across the bay but leaving no smoke. Apparitions of Confederate sol-
diers, their uniforms tattered and faces gaunt, pace the walls, muskets
slung over shoulders, staring at a horizon that holds no enemy. One
chilling legend speaks of the “Wounded Gunner,” a young artilleryman
blown apart by a Union shell, seen crawling along the battery, his hands
clawing at the stone, his screams fading into the wind.

The Gulf itself adds its ghosts. Shipwrecks litter the waters off Fort
Morgan, their crews drowned in storms or sunk by cannon fire. Divers
report hands brushing their legs in the murky depths, or voices—muf-
fled, desperate—calling from wrecks where no one remains. At night,
lights flicker on the water, mimicking the lanterns of lost ships, luring
fishermen toward jagged shoals. One shrimper, hauling nets at dawn,
saw a figure in a sailor’s coat standing on the shore, pointing toward the
Gulf before dissolving into the waves, leaving behind the stench of gun-
powder and decay.

One story sometimes repeated at Fort Morgan concerns a Confederate
deserter named Elijah who died in confinement and left his name
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scratched into a wall. I have not found a reliable record confirming that
identity, so I treat Elijah as fort folklore rather than documented biog-
raphy.

The fort’s casemates, where soldiers once sheltered, hum with spectral
energy. Tour guides tell of lanterns swinging on their chains, though
no breeze stirs, and shadows that move against the light, tall and fea-
tureless. One visitor, exploring a casemate at dusk, felt a hand shove her
back, hard enough to bruise, as a voice hissed “get out.” Another saw
a boy in a kepi cap, perhaps a drummer, darting through the tunnels,
his laughter turning to a scream as he vanished into a wall. Paranormal
investigators capture orbs in photographs—pale, pulsing spheres—that
weave through the air, and EVPs of voices chanting orders or weeping
softly.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated Fort Morgan in 2019,
drawn by tales of the Wounded Gunner and Elijah’s lament. The night
was thick with fog, the Gulf ’s roar a constant dirge, the air reeking of
salt and mildew. Our EMF meters spiked in the tunnels, where the tem-
perature plummeted, our breath visible in the humid dark. Our spir-
it box crackled with a man’s voice, hoarse and frantic, shouting “fire!”
followed by a scream that cut off abruptly. Footsteps echoed behind
us, heavy and deliberate, but our flashlights found only damp brick.
One team member felt a hand clutch her ankle in a casemate, as if
pulling her toward the floor, and our thermal camera caught a crawling
shape—low, humanoid—vanishing into the stone.

Audio later revealed a sob, layered with a boy’s voice saying “Mama,”
chilling us to the core. The experience bled into my Gulf Coast Paranor-
mal series, where the team faces spirits trapped in a fortress of war, their
anguish as raw as the bay’s salt spray.

Fort Morgan is more than a historic site—it’s a graveyard of stone and
sea, where soldiers, sailors, and prisoners linger in eternal torment. The
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tunnels echo with their screams, the ramparts bear their weight, and
the Gulf carries their bones. This is a place where the past is a living
wound, its ghosts guarding a bay that never forgets.

If you visit Fort Morgan, use the official entrance at 51 Highway 180
West, Gulf Shores, Alabama. The fort and grounds currently publish
daily hours of 8 a.m.–5 p.m., with the museum open 9 a.m.–4 p.m.;
confirm before traveling. Remain within public areas, obey barriers,
and enter tunnels or ramparts only when the site is open.

Fort Morgan stands as a sentinel of Mobile Bay, its ghosts the true keep-
ers of its legacy. The soldiers march, the cannons roar, the prisoners
weep, all bound to a fortress that holds their pain. Stand by the water,
feel the salt sting your skin, and listen. The spirits are there—in the
boom of phantom guns, the sob in the tunnels, the eyes that watch
from the waves.

In Fort Morgan, the past is not buried—it stalks, it screams, and it
waits for you to join its endless watch.
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Chapter Twenty-Three: Bayou La Batre
Ghosts of the Bayou’s Dark Waters

South of Mobile’s haunted heart, where the land surrenders to the
brackish embrace of the Gulf, Bayou La Batre sprawls like a weathered
net cast over the marshes. This gritty fishing town, cradled by the wind-
ing waters of its namesake bayou, hums with the clatter of shrimp boats
and the tang of salt and diesel.

By day, the docks bustle with weathered fishermen, their hands cal-
loused from nets, while the air carries the stench of fish and the distant
rumble of storms brewing over the Gulf. But as night falls, Bayou La
Batre unveils its shadowed soul. The bayou’s ripples grow sinister, re-
flecting no stars, only faces that shouldn’t be there. The wind carries
moans that blend with the creak of docks, and shadows slink through
the mangroves, their eyes glinting like oil slicks in the moonlight. This
is a town where the sea and swamp hold secrets, where ghosts of sailors,
prisoners, and storm victims linger, their whispers rising from the water
like a tide that never recedes.

Bayou La Batre’s history is as murky as its waters, rooted in French and
Spanish colonial days when explorers navigated its bayous in the 1700s,
claiming the land for distant crowns. The town grew as a fishing village,
its lifeblood the shrimp industry that thrived in the 19th and 20th cen-
turies, drawing hardy souls to battle the Gulf ’s fickle moods.

Hurricanes—relentless reapers like Camille in 1969 and Katrina in
2005—ravaged the town, sinking boats, flooding homes, and drowning
dreams in the bayou’s depths. The old jail, a crumbling relic from the
1800s, held sailors, smugglers, and drifters, many wrongfully accused
or left to rot in cells that reeked of despair. Shipwrecks littered the
Gulf, their crews lost to storms or piracy, their bones claimed by the
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crabs. Each tragedy soaked into the marsh, leaving spirits that haunt the
docks, the jail, and the bayou’s dark waters.

The old Bayou La Batre jail, tucked off Wintzell Avenue, is the town’s
haunted heart. Its rusted bars and peeling walls, barely standing after
decades of neglect, echo with the anguish of forgotten prisoners. Locals
report hearing chains rattling in empty cells at night, or voices—hoarse,
pleading—crying “set me free.” Shadows move along the corridors, tall
and featureless, their forms dissolving when you shine a light.

One chilling legend tells of a sailor, wrongfully jailed for smuggling in
the 1880s, who died in his cell, swearing vengeance. His ghost, known
as “Black Jack,” is seen pacing the jail, his boots squelching as if still
wet from the bayou, his eyes burning with rage. A night watchman in
the 1990s heard a laugh—low, guttural—followed by a door slamming
shut, only to find the cellblock empty, the air icy and thick with the
scent of saltwater and blood.

Legend speaks of a shrimper, Amos, who drowned in a 1920s storm
after stealing from his crew. His ghost haunts the bayou, his net drag-
ging behind, tangled with bones. Fishermen say casting near his wreck
brings bad luck—nets tear, boats stall, and Amos’s shadow appears,
whispering “mine” before sinking into the water.

The bayou itself is a spectral artery, its waters alive with ghosts. Fisher-
men tell of lights flickering on the surface, pale and green, mimicking
the lanterns of lost boats, luring vessels toward hidden shoals. At dusk,
figures in tattered oilskins stand on the banks, their faces blurred,
pointing toward the Gulf before dissolving into the mangroves. One
shrimper, hauling nets at midnight, felt a tug so strong it nearly pulled
him overboard; his net came up empty, but the water bubbled, and a
voice hissed “stay.” Another tale speaks of a woman in a soaked dress,
seen wading through the bayou, her hair dripping as she searches for
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a child lost to Katrina’s flood. Her wail, sharp and heart-wrenching,
echoes over the water, chilling those who hear it.

The docks, weathered by salt and time, hum with maritime hauntings.
Workers from the shrimp industry faced brutal deaths—crushed by
winches, drowned in sudden squalls, or slashed by frayed cables. Their
ghosts linger, their forms glimpsed in the fog that rolls off the Gulf.
One dockhand reported a hand—pale, bloated—grabbing his ankle as
he repaired a boat, only to vanish when he screamed. At night, the
creak of ropes and the clatter of crab traps sound from empty piers, as
if phantom crews still toil. A captain saw a figure in a slicker climbing a
mast, only to disappear at the top, leaving behind the stench of fish and
decay.

Hurricane spirits add a deeper dread. Katrina’s surge flooded Bayou La
Batre, leaving boats stranded in marshes and families broken. On storm
anniversaries, locals see apparitions along Shell Belt Road—sodden fig-
ures trudging through the mud, their eyes vacant, or children clutch-
ing broken toys, vanishing into the water. One driver reported a man in
a raincoat stepping into his headlights, his face half-gone, only for the
road to be empty, the air heavy with grief.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated the old jail in 2020,
drawn by Black Jack’s legend and the bayou’s eerie tales. The night
was humid, the air thick with the reek of marsh and rot, the jail’s
walls pulsing with unseen energy. Our EMF meters spiked in the cell-
block, where chains rattled without cause. Our spirit box hissed with
a voice—gruff, angry—saying “not guilty,” followed by a laugh that
chilled our bones. Footsteps squelched behind us, wet and heavy, but
our flashlights found only peeling paint. One team member felt a hand
clamp her shoulder, cold as the bayou, and our thermal camera caught a
tall shape pacing the corridor, vanishing into a locked cell. Audio later
revealed a scream, raw and desperate, layered with a woman’s wail from
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the bayou outside. The experience bled into my Gulf Coast Paranormal
series, where the team faces spirits bound to a town drowned in sorrow,
their anger as fierce as the Gulf ’s storms.

Bayou La Batre is a town where the sea and swamp hold the dead’s se-
crets, their ghosts as restless as the tides. The jail echoes with prisoners’
cries, the bayou whispers of drowned souls, the docks creak with phan-
tom labor. This is a place where the past is a living wound, its spirits
watching from the water’s edge.

If you visit Bayou La Batre, use public waterfront areas and observe
working docks from a safe distance. Do not enter the old jail, industrial
property, boats, or private land without explicit permission.

Check daylight, weather, and tide conditions, and avoid isolated water-
front areas after dark.

The curses and named apparitions in this chapter are folklore. Trespass-
ing, unstable structures, traffic, and water are the real hazards.

Bayou La Batre is a town of salt and shadow, where the dead fish along-
side the living. Its ghosts—sailors, prisoners, storm victims—linger in
the bayou’s depths, their voices rising with the tide. Stand by the water,
feel the damp air cling to your skin, and listen.

The spirits are there—in the rattle of chains, the wail of the drowned,
the eyes that watch from the waves. In Bayou La Batre, the past is not
buried—it drifts, it screams, and it waits for you to fall into its net.
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Chapter Twenty-Four: Bellingrath
Gardens

The Haunted Bloom of a Southern Eden

South of Mobile, where the Fowl River winds like a silver thread
through the marshy lowlands, Bellingrath Gardens blooms like a fever
dream—a sprawling estate of azaleas, roses, and oaks draped in Spanish
moss that sways like spectral veils. By day, the gardens dazzle with color,
their paths winding past fountains that murmur and camellias that
blaze under the Alabama sun.

The Bellingrath Home, a stately mansion of brick and iron, stands as
a testament to opulence, its verandas whispering of a bygone era. But
as dusk creeps in, the gardens turn sinister. The air grows heavy with
the scent of jasmine and decay, the shadows under the oaks twist in-
to shapes that watch with unblinking eyes, and the mansion’s windows
glow with a light no lamp can explain.

Bellingrath is no mere estate—it’s a Southern Eden haunted by mem-
ory, where the dead tend their eternal blooms, their whispers curling
through the roses, their hands brushing your skin in the humid night.

Born in the 1920s from the vision of Walter and Bessie Bellingrath,
Mobile’s Coca-Cola magnate and his wife, the gardens were crafted as a
paradise, their 65 acres sculpted into a masterpiece of horticulture. The
couple poured their fortune into the estate, opening it to the public in
1932 as a haven for beauty-seekers.

The Bellingrath Home was completed in 1935. Bessie, who loved the
gardens fiercely, died in 1943, and Walter followed in 1955. Stories of
their presence among the rooms and blooms developed around the es-
tate they created.
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The gardens are the heart of Bellingrath’s hauntings, their beauty a
mask for spectral unrest. Visitors report seeing Bessie herself, a petite
figure in a white dress, drifting among the azaleas at twilight, her hands
tending invisible flowers. Her presence is gentle but heavy, the air
around her thick with the scent of roses and sorrow. Strange
lights—pale, flickering orbs—dance along the paths, weaving through
the camellias like fireflies with no source.

One gardener, pruning at dusk, heard a woman’s voice whisper “care-
ful,” only to find the garden empty, his shears trembling in his hands.
Another tale speaks of a child in a straw hat, seen skipping through
the rose garden, her laughter turning to sobs as she vanishes into the
hedges, perhaps a worker’s daughter lost to fever.

A modern legend tells of a worker named Jacob, said to have died when
a tree fell in the rose garden. I have not found documentation for that
account, so Jacob should be understood as folklore. In the story, the
scrape of his rake is heard after hours among the paths.

The Bellingrath Home, with its high ceilings and polished floors, hums
with spectral energy. Visitors hear footsteps pacing the upstairs halls,
light and deliberate, as if Bessie still inspects her domain. Doors open
and close on their own, chandeliers sway in still air, and whispers—soft,
feminine—drift from the parlor, speaking of parties long ended. One
guest, touring the mansion, felt a cold hand brush her arm, followed by
a voice saying “stay.” Her camera later showed a misty figure in a mir-
ror, gone when she looked again. The conservatory, filled with exotic
plants, is particularly active; pots shift inexplicably, and the air grows
icy, as if the plants themselves guard secrets.

Paranormal investigators capture EVPs here, voices murmuring “my
garden” or “don’t touch,” layered with a child’s faint cry.
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The Fowl River, bordering the estate, adds its own ghosts. Fishermen
report lights flickering on the water, mimicking lanterns of lost boats,
or hands—pale, bloated—tugging at their lines. One angler, casting at
dawn, saw a figure in a rain-soaked coat standing on the bank, point-
ing toward the river before dissolving into the mist, leaving behind the
stench of mud and decay.

Hurricanes have claimed lives here, their spirits lingering in the ripples,
and locals tell of a woman in a tattered dress, seen wading through the
shallows, her wail echoing on storm anniversaries.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated Bellingrath in 2021,
drawn by Bessie’s legend and the gardener’s curse. The night was thick
with humidity, the air heavy with jasmine and earth, the gardens puls-
ing with unseen energy. Our EMF meters spiked near the rose garden,
where gravel crunched under invisible feet. Our spirit box hissed with a
woman’s voice, soft but commanding, saying “protect it.”

A team member felt a tug at her sleeve, sharp and cold, and our thermal
camera caught a small shape—childlike—darting through the hedges,
vanishing into the ground. Audio later revealed a lullaby, broken by a
man’s voice muttering “storm,” chilling us to the core. The experience
bled into my Gulf Coast Paranormal series, where the team faces spirits
bound to a haunted estate, their love for the land as fierce as Bessie’s.

Bellingrath Gardens is a paradise where beauty masks sorrow, its ghosts
tending blooms that never fade. The mansion echoes with Bessie’s foot-
steps, the gardens shimmer with spectral lights, the river carries the
dead’s cries. This is a place where the past blooms eternal, its spirits
watching from the shadows of every petal.

If you visit Bellingrath, tread softly.
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Visit the gardens and home during public hours, especially in spring
when the azaleas peak. Remain on marked paths, follow staff instruc-
tions, and enjoy the Fowl River only from designated areas.

Bellingrath Gardens & Home is at 12401 Bellingrath Gardens Road,
Theodore, Alabama. General-admission hours are currently 8 a.m.–5
p.m., with earlier last-ticket times for the home and gardens. Check the
official schedule before traveling, especially during special events.

The spirits are there—in the rustle of leaves, the whisper of a lullaby, the
rake that scrapes in the dark.

In Bellingrath, the past is not buried—it blooms, it watches, and it
waits for you to join its eternal spring.
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Chapter Twenty-Five: Fort Conde
The Ghostly Bastion of Mobile’s Past

In the heart of downtown Mobile, the reconstructed Colonial Fort
Condé recalls the European powers that once contested the Gulf
Coast. By day, visitors walk brick ramparts and explore exhibits within
sight of the Mobile River. After hours, the site is closed—but stories
of marching footsteps and colonial figures continue to circulate around
the old fort district.

The present structure is a museum reconstruction, not the surviving
original fort. Its ghost stories belong to local lore and to the experiences
reported by visitors and investigators.

The streets of Mobile surrounding Fort Conde pulse with an eerie life
of their own, where the past bleeds into the present like fog rolling off
the river. Royal Street, with its wrought-iron balconies and gas lamps
that flicker unnaturally, is said to host the footsteps of colonial sol-
diers marching at midnight, their boots echoing on cobblestones worn
smooth by centuries of unrest.

Shadows slink along the sidewalks, tall and featureless, vanishing into
alleyways that lead to nowhere. Dauphin Street, lined with historic
buildings that sag under the weight of secrets, whispers tales of phan-
tom carriages rattling past, their horses' hooves clattering without
source, leaving behind the scent of horse sweat and decay. Locals avoid
walking alone after dark, reporting cold hands brushing their necks or
disembodied laughter drifting from darkened doorways.

Church Street leads toward the old graveyard, another place where
Mobile’s documented history and ghost lore overlap. Stories describe
mourners in old-fashioned dress and figures dissolving into river fog,
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but the city’s streets remain public places—not an invitation to enter
closed sites or alleys.

The French completed Fort Condé at this site in 1723. Under British
rule it became Fort Charlotte; the Spanish called it Fuerte Carlota, and
the United States again used the name Fort Charlotte. The original fort
was dismantled in the 1820s as Mobile expanded.

The reconstruction opened in 1976. It represents roughly one-third of
the original fort’s footprint at about four-fifths scale, giving visitors a
sense of the colonial defenses without pretending that the present walls
witnessed every event attributed to the earlier site.

Fort Condé’s legends are layered onto that long colonial history. Visi-
tors and investigators tell of footsteps, cold spots, and uniformed shad-
ows. A French officer named Pierre and a Native prisoner appear in
some modern retellings, but I have not found documentation that
identifies either figure; they should be treated as folklore, not biogra-
phy.

In the Pierre legend, the officer endlessly repeats a duel in the court-
yard. The story is atmospheric, but its names, date, and circumstances
remain unverified.

Other reports describe voices, moving shadows, and the sensation of
being watched inside the reconstructed fort. Because these accounts
concern a modern museum built over part of the colonial site, it is im-
portant to distinguish reported experience from claims about the orig-
inal structure.

The Mobile River, flowing nearby, adds its own ghosts. Shipwrecks
from colonial trade routes litter its depths, their crews drowned in
storms or sunk by cannon fire. Rivermen report lights flickering on the
water, mimicking lanterns of lost ships, or hands—pale, bloated—tug-
ging at their lines. One fisherman, casting at dawn, saw a figure in a red-
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coat uniform standing on the bank, pointing toward the river before
dissolving into the mist, leaving behind the stench of gunpowder and
decay.

Mobile’s downtown streets add atmosphere to Fort Condé’s lore. Roy-
al, Dauphin, Joachim, and Conti streets preserve layers of architecture
and memory, and storytellers populate them with marching soldiers,
phantom carriages, and mourners in old-fashioned dress. These are
public urban streets, not a maze of secret passages; use ordinary city
awareness and respect private buildings.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal team investigated Fort Conde in 2020,
drawn by Pierre’s legend and reports of spectral soldiers. The night was
thick with humidity, the air heavy with river mud and rot, the fort’s
walls pulsing with unseen energy.

Our EMF meters spiked in the courtyard, where gravel crunched under
invisible boots. Our spirit box crackled with a man’s voice, sharp and
French-accented, shouting “défendez!” A team member felt a cold
hand graze her neck, leaving gooseflesh, and our thermal camera caught
a tall shape lunging across the courtyard, vanishing into the ramparts.

Audio later revealed a clash of steel, layered with a boy’s sob, chilling
us to the core. The experience bled into my Gulf Coast Paranormal se-
ries, where the team faces spirits locked in an eternal siege, their rage
as fierce as Mobile’s tides. It also echoed Seven Sisters, where colonial
ghosts haunt grand structures with secrets.

Fort Conde is a bastion where history and haunting collide, its ghosts
defending a fort that time forgot. The ramparts echo with soldiers’
steps, the tunnels hold prisoners’ cries, the river carries drowned souls.

This is a place where the past is a living wound, its spirits watching from
every shadow.
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If you visit Colonial Fort Condé, use the public entrance at 150 South
Royal Street, Mobile, Alabama. Current published hours are Mon-
day–Saturday, 9 a.m.–4:30 p.m., and Sunday, 1–4:30 p.m.; admission
is free. Confirm details before traveling and remain within areas open
to visitors.

Do not enter after hours or seek closed tunnels. Downtown parking
and street conditions change, so follow posted signs and ordinary city-
safety practices.

Fort Conde stands as Mobile’s haunted heart, its ghosts the true keep-
ers of its legacy.

The soldiers march, the prisoners weep, the river whispers. Stand by the
ramparts, feel the damp air cling to your skin, and listen.

The spirits are there—in the clash of steel, the cry in the tunnels, the
eyes that watch from the water. In Fort Conde, the past is not
buried—it fights, it screams, and it waits for you to join its endless bat-
tle.
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Chapter Twenty-Six: Y’all Come Back
Now!

A Love Letter to the City of Spirits

For more than forty years, the Gulf Coast has been my home, and
I lived in Mobile for more than thirty of them. The city’s air hums
with history, and the Mobile River carries the memory of centuries.
I’ve walked its downtown streets, from the waterfront to Church Street
Graveyard, feeling that history in every step.

Gas lamps flicker, casting jagged pools of light that dance like specters,
and whispers—low, mournful—drift from doorways and graves. Mo-
bile is not just a place; it’s a living tapestry of beauty and sorrow, where
the ghosts of its haunted beginnings linger in every oak, every brick,
every ripple of the bay. This is my love letter to Mobile, a city where the
dead walk alongside the living, their stories etched into my heart and
my novels.

Mobile’s colonial story began in 1702 at the French settlement of Fort
Louis de la Mobile, the first capital of French Louisiana. The settlement
moved to the present site in 1711. French, British, Spanish, and Amer-
ican governments each left marks on the city, alongside epidemics, war-
fare, slavery, and the displacement of Native peoples.

The Battle of Mobile Bay in 1864 made the waters south of the city a
major Civil War theater. Yellow fever struck repeatedly, including se-
vere epidemics in 1839, 1853, and 1873. Mobile’s Carnival tradition
reaches back to the French colonial era, and Joe Cain’s postwar proces-
sion helped revive public Mardi Gras celebration. Hurricanes have re-
peatedly reshaped the coast. Joy and loss sit side by side in Mobile’s his-
tory.
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The city’s ghost lore is as vivid as its Mardi Gras beads. Fort Condé has
stories of marching soldiers and an unverified duelist named Pierre. At
Oakleigh House, where I first experienced an unexplained reflection
and the scent of roses, Octavia Walton LeVert is present through her
portrait and possessions—not because she lived there. Her famous sa-
lon was on Government Street.

The Bragg-Mitchell Mansion’s Lady in White glides down its spiral
staircase, her jasmine perfume lingering in the air. The Malaga Inn’s
swaying chandeliers and spectral laughter haunt its courtyard, while the
Battle House Hotel’s Gentleman on the Ninth Floor waits by elevators
that stop without cause. The Crescent Theater’s ghost light flickers, its
Balcony Watcher gazing from the shadows. Church Street Graveyard
whispers with phantom mourners, and the Boyington Oak weeps for a
man wronged, its branches heavy with injustice.

The History Museum of Mobile occupies the Southern Market/Old
City Hall complex, completed in 1857. Its exhibits preserve the city’s
many histories, from Indigenous cultures and colonial rule to slavery,
war, Mardi Gras, and modern life. Local ghost stories describe foot-
steps, rattling cases, and a watched feeling after hours; these are reports
and folklore, not established museum history.

Mobile’s streets themselves are haunted, a labyrinth where the past
walks free. Royal Street’s gas lamps flicker, casting shadows of colonial
soldiers marching in formation, their bayonets glinting in moonlight
that shouldn’t be there. Dauphin Street echoes with phantom carriages,
their wheels rattling on cobblestones, leaving behind the scent of horse
sweat and decay. Church Street, leading to the graveyard, hums with
figures in tattered gowns, their faces veiled, gliding toward graves that
call them home. The Mobile River carries its own ghosts—drowned
sailors from shipwrecks, their lanterns flickering on the water, their
hands tugging at fishermen’s lines. One chilling tale tells of a spectral
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Mardi Gras reveler, seen dancing in Bienville Square, his mask glowing
with unnatural light, vanishing as the cathedral bells toll midnight.

Legend speaks of a Mardi Gras reveler, a 19th-century dandy who
died in a duel during a parade, his mask stained with blood. His ghost
dances in Bienville Square on Fat Tuesday, his laughter mingling with
the crowd, but those who follow him find their pockets empty or their
dreams haunted by his masked face, grinning in the dark.

For more than forty years, the Gulf Coast has been my muse, and Mo-
bile was my home for more than thirty. Its spirits shaped my life and
stories. My Seven Sisters series was born here, inspired by Octavia’s ele-
gance and the grandeur of Mobile’s historic houses.

My Gulf Coast Paranormal series grew from investigations in many of
these places—Fort Condé, the History Museum of Mobile, and the
Boyington Oak among them. The equipment readings, voices, and im-
ages we recorded are part of my team’s experience and interpretation.
They inspire my fiction, but I do not present them as scientific proof.

Mobile is more than my home—it’s a living ghost story, where the dead
and living share the same streets. Its haunted beginnings—French forts,
epidemic graves, Civil War scars—have birthed spirits that linger in
every corner, from the museum’s shadowed halls to the river’s restless
waves. These ghosts are not mere shadows; they’re Mobile’s soul, their
voices a chorus of sorrow and celebration.

If you visit Mobile, tread with reverence.

Visit Colonial Fort Condé at 150 South Royal Street and the History
Museum of Mobile at 111 South Royal Street, checking their official
schedules before traveling. Tour Oakleigh and Bragg-Mitchell only
during public hours. View the Boyington Oak respectfully from public
access, and follow all cemetery rules. Enjoy Mardi Gras and downtown
Mobile with the same care you would bring to any busy city event.
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Mobile is my heart’s home, a city where history breathes and the dead
never sleep. Its ghosts—soldiers, lovers, revelers—walk its streets, their
stories my life’s work. Stand in Bienville Square, feel the fog cling to
your skin, and listen.

The spirits are there—in the river’s whisper, the oak’s sigh, the laughter
that echoes through time.

In Mobile, the past is not buried—it dances, it weeps, and it waits for
you to hear its song.

Author's Note: Echoes from the Veil
Dear Reader,

As I sit here in the quiet hush of my farmhouse, the autumn moon
spilling silver through the lace curtains like a ghost's tentative touch, I
find myself tracing the edges of this book with fingers that still tremble
from the weight of what we've shared.

For more than four decades, this coast—this enchanted, haunted cradle
of the Gulf—has held me close, whispering tales that no pen could fully
capture yet still demand to be told.

The Gulf Coast has been my home for more than forty years, and Mo-
bile was my home for more than thirty. It has been my companion and
my muse, especially in the quiet hours when memory feels close enough
to touch.

This guide, born from the ink of my Seven Sisters saga and the flicker-
ing spirit boxes of Gulf Coast Paranormal, is no mere catalog of chills
and shadows. It is a love letter etched in the red clay of our shared earth,
a lantern held high against the encroaching dark to illuminate the beau-
ty in our brokenness.
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Oh, how I’ve wandered these paths with you in mind—from Oak-
leigh’s grand columns, where the portrait and possessions of Octavia
Walton LeVert helped spark Calpurnia Cottonwood’s fierce heart, to
the fog-shrouded bend of Kali Oka Road, where the Bride’s white veil
flutters through local legend.

We’ve lingered beneath the Malaga Inn’s swaying chandeliers, felt the
chill of the Gentleman on the Battle House’s ninth floor, and walked
among the stones of Church Street Graveyard, where Joe Cain’s laugh-
ter mingles in lore with the remembered sorrow of yellow fever.

Each chapter has been a pilgrimage into the marrow of this land, where
joy and grief entwine like lovers in a Southern Gothic embrace. I’ve
chased orbs through the Crescent Theater’s rafters, stood beneath the
Boyington Oak, and traced the Singing River’s mournful hum in
Pascagoula, where legend carries the memory of a people and a place.

In Biloxi's neon-veiled casinos, we've danced with hurricane shades,
their sodden forms a reminder that some storms never truly pass. And
in the quiet vigil of Wilmer's Gray Lady, we've touched the raw ache of
a mother's endless search, her gray skirts trailing through the pines like
tears on forgotten stone.

These places and stories are not monsters to fear but mirrors reflecting
our fragile humanity. They include soldiers at Fort Morgan, millwork-
ers in Vinegar Bend, Louisiana Voodoo practitioners whose traditions
join African spiritual inheritances with Catholic influences, Bessie
Bellingrath among her blooms, and generations of Gulf Coast fishers
and sailors. In every haunting, I’ve found not just terror but tender-
ness—a reminder that love and loss leave impressions long after foot-
steps fade.

Writing this has been my own haunting, a reckoning with the ghosts
that have shaped me.
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There was the night in 2018 at Citronelle’s tracks, when a rumble
seemed to shake the ground beneath us and our spirit box crackled with
the word “surrender”—an eerie echo in a town known for one of the
Civil War’s final surrenders.

Or the 2020 probe of Church Street, where a child's EVP begged for
their red ball, leading us to that tiny toy against the fence—a moment
of such aching innocence that it broke me, tears mingling with the dew
on the stones. These encounters, these echoes, wove themselves into my
fiction, birthing Carrie Jo's dreamwalking visions and the Moonlight
team's spectral hunts, but more than that, they rooted me deeper into
this soil, this symphony of salt and soul.

To you, dear wanderer of these pages, I offer this not as a map to fear,
but an invitation to wonder.

May you feel, as I have, the thrill of an unexplained chill, the hush of
a garden at twilight, or the Singing River calling you to listen more
closely. Visit these places with open hands, but leave no marks or offer-
ings unless site staff permit them. Tread softly in cemeteries and sacred
places. They are not props; they hold people’s histories and grief.

Mobile, my eternal bayou bride, my Mardi Gras phantom in moonlit
mask—you have taught me that haunting is not curse, but communion.
In your ghosts, I see my own: the loves lost, the dreams deferred, the
joys reclaimed in the quiet after the storm.

As I close this book, I do so with gratitude—for the spirits who shared
their stories, for the readers who walk with me through the dark, and
for this city that blooms eternal in my blood.

Y'all come back now, hear? The veil is thin, the night is kind, and the
ghosts—they're waiting to welcome you home.

With love from the shadows,
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M.L. Bullock1

Mobile, Alabama

October 2025

1. http://www.mlbullock.com
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