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INTODUC�TIDN

S ome stories reach out from the earth like roots: slow, persistent, 
and impossible to ignore. They begin with a place, a crumbling 

gravestone, an overgrown path, a name half-worn by weather and 
time. And then comes the whisper. A 'icker of movement in the 
periphery. A breath of cold air where there should be none. A feeling 
youIre not alone, even though youIre standing in a cemetery long after 
midnight.

These are the moments that stay with you.
UIve spent decades walking those types of grounds, sometimes with 

a notebook, sometimes with a voice recorder, but always with a sense 
of respect and curiosity. The Southern xnited States is steeped in his-
tory, and nowhere is that more apparent than in its cemeteries. TheyIre 
more than burial sites, theyIre open-air archives, holding memories 
carved in stone and legends passed down by word of mouth.

Some of those legends are backed by names, dates, and documented 
eOperiences. ;thers eOist only in whispersN stories too strange to dis-
miss and too consistent to ignore.

This book serves as a bridge between the two sides of my work.
Un each chapter, youIll Wrst read a factual account. A researched 

investigation of a reported haunting, grounded in veriWable sources, 
historical records, and documented reports. Ho speculation. Ho sen-
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sationalism. Bust the facts as UIve been able to trace them through 
archives, interviews, and old newspaper clippings. These sections re-
'ect the same investigative approach found in my nonWction Ameri-
ca’s Ghosts series.

Then, we step into Wction. A story inspired by that investigation, 
crafted to eOplore what those places might feel like if the legends were 
true. These Wctional echoes are not retellings, but eOplorations. They 
ask: Phat if you were there… Phat would it feel like to witness it 
Wrsthand… Fach tale seeks to honor both the history and the mystery of 
these forgotten corners of the South. That is the purpose of my Wction 
series, The Cemetery Diaries.

Together, they form a conversation between history and imagina-
tion.

Southern hauntings are deeply rooted in the land and the lives that 
have shaped it. Meal people lived, loved, su’ered, and died in these 
places. Their stories deserve to be told correctly, but they also deserve 
to be felt. —y blending research with storytelling, U aim to honor not 
only the history of these people and places, but also the lingering 
emotions they evoke.

Uf youIre drawn to that narrow space where veriWed fact meets 
whispered legend, youIve found the right book.

And if, somewhere along the way, you start to feel watched while 
reading5 well, you wouldn6t be the Wrst.

7 —ud Steed
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ALL SAINTS CEMETEY- P WADLE-S ISLAN,O 
SUHT� CAYULINA

P art 1: The Facts

The Girl in the Graveyard: Tracking Down the Real 
Alice Flagg

You know what drew me to All Saints Cemetery wasn't the ghost 
stories, though Lord knows there are plenty of those Poating around 
Iawleys .slandb .t was a simple headstone .'d heard avout, one that 
vreaks ecery rule of proper qemetery etijuetteb .t "ust says NAliqebN Bo 
last name, no dates, no NDeloced -aughterN or sqripture cerseb BothT
ing vut a girl's Wrst name qarced into weathered stone, like someone 
wanted to erase ecerything else avout herb

Fhat's the kind of mystery that gets under my skinb .'d veen reT
searqhing Low Country families for a vook on Cicil :arTera South 
Carolina when Aliqe Ulagg's name kept popping up in loqal folklore 
qolleqtionsb Fhe story seemed too neat, too perfeqtE starTqrossed locers, 
a qruel family, a tragiq death, and a restless spiritb After twenty years 
of digging through arqhices and qhasing down historiqal threads, .'ce 
learned that the stories that sound too good to ve true usually areb Dut 
sometimes, if you're willing to do the legwork, you Wnd something 
more interesting than Wqtion vuried in the faqtsb
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So, on a humid Hqtover morning, . droce down to zeorgetown 
County with a notevook full of juestions and a whole lot of skeptiT
qismb 4ere's what . qan tell you with qertaintyE Aliqe Delin Ulagg was 
realb Dorn into a prominent zeorgetown County family, she was the 
youngest daughter of -rb Ovene3er NOvenN Delin Ulagg, who died at a 
young age, "ust 18 years old, in J989b Aliqe was only secen when her 
father died, making her older vrother, -rb Allard Delin Ulagg .., her 
guardian and father Wgureb

Fhe family qonneqtions run deep in Low Country historyb -rb 
Ulagg's parents had nine qhildrenb Fhere were secen voys and two girls, 
and Aliqe was the only daughter to surcice infanqyb Fhat detail alone 
tells you something avout the pressures she would hace faqed as the 
sole surcicing daughter of a prominent planter familyb :hat's qruqial 
to understand is that Aliqe liced most of her short life in Charleston 
and died in Manuary J91Rb Fhat's a key detail that qhanges ecerything 
avout her supposed qonneqtion to Fhe 4ermitage, veqause Fhe 4erT
mitage wasn't qompleted until after her deathb So while the ghost 
stories plaqe Aliqe wandering the halls of Fhe 4ermitage, she qould 
necer hace aqtually liced thereb

Fhe 4ermitage was qonstruqted in J91R as the summer home of 
Mames Lynqh Delin, a riqe planter and ;ethodist minister, who was 
Aliqe's greatTunqleb Delin gace the property, along with his :aqheT
saw Ilantation, to his nephew, -rb Allard Delin Ulagg ..b Fhe 0ecb 
Mames Lynqh Delin was more than "ust a wealthy riqe planterV he was a 
;ethodist minister who vegan his ministry on :aqqamaw Beqk planT
tations in J9Jx and was known for his unusual praqtiqe of ministering 
to voth enslaced vlaqks and white residentsb 4e vuilt his fortune on 
riqe qultication, vut he also estavlished the :aqqamaw Beqk ;ission 
and vejueathed Cedar 4ill and Jxx surrounding aqres to the South 



:4.SIO0S U0H; F4O z0A?O 8

Carolina Conferenqe of the 2nited ;ethodist Churqhb Delin ;emoT
rial 2nited ;ethodist Churqh now stands on that propertyb

Fhe timing is important hereb Aliqe was sent to voarding sqhool in 
Charleston after her father's death in J989, when she was "ust secen 
years oldb Dy the time Fhe 4ermitage was qompleted in J91R, Aliqe 
was already deadb So if her spirit haunts anywhere, it wouldn't ve Fhe 
4ermitage, it would ve the Charleston voarding sqhool or the family's 
earlier residenqesb

Hne aspeqt of Aliqe's story that rings avsolutely true is the role 
of diseaseb Aqqording to the traditional aqqount, Aliqe qontraqted 
what was known as Nqountry fecerN while attending voarding sqhool 
in Charleston, South Carolinab Fhis disease was most likely malaria, 
whiqh is qommon among people e5posed to mosjuitoesb Fhis deT
tail is historiqally aqqurateb Charleston in the J91xs was a hotved 
of mosjuitoTvorne disease, partiqularly dangerous for young people 
whose families qame from riqe plantation areasb Fhe irony is that riqe 
plantation families were partiqularly culneravle due to their e5posure 
to the Pooded Welds, whiqh procided perfeqt vreeding grounds for 
mosjuitoesb

Fhe story  qlaims that  -rb  Ulagg,  veing a  physiqian,  qame to 
Charleston to vring Aliqe vaqk to procide her with mediqal qareb Dut 
here's where the legend gets the geography wrongb .f Aliqe died in 
Manuary J91R and Fhe 4ermitage wasn't qompleted until after her 
death, he would hace vrought her vaqk to the family's earlier residenqe, 
not to Fhe 4ermitageb

Fhe emotional qore of Aliqe's story, a forvidden romanqe and a 
vrother's intercention, Wts the soqial patterns of antevellum South 
Carolina perfeqtlyb Aqqording to the legend, when Aliqe was around 
si5teen, she fell in loce with a man that her vrother qonsidered veneath 
her and the family's soqial statusb Fhe story goes that Aliqe was sent 
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to voarding sqhool in Charleston to separate the locersb 4owecer, as 
the historiqal reqord shows, it was qommon for young women from 
prominent families to reqeice their eduqation outside of their homesb

Fhe dramatiq detail avout -rb Ulagg disqocering a ring tied around 
Aliqe's neqk while she was in a qoma, then remocing it and tossing 
it into the qreek, qaptures the kind of family qonPiqt that was all too 
real in the antevellum Southb :ealthy planter families often arranged 
marriages vased on soqial and eqonomiq qonsiderations, and male 
family memvers held signiWqant authority ocer their female relatices' 
romantiq qhoiqesb :hether this speqiWq inqident happened, we'll necer 
knowb 4owecer, the story rePeqts the real soqial pressures that young 
women like Aliqe faqed, the e5peqtation to marry within their own 
qlass, the secere qonsejuenqes for defying family e5peqtations, and the 
limited agenqy they had in their own romantiq licesb

4ere's the vomvshell that most cisitors to All Saints Cemetery 
don't knowE Aliqe Ulagg isn't aqtually vuried thereb Aqqording to 
reqords from All Saints, no one is vuried in the spot marked vy the 
simple stone that vears the insqription NAliqe,N and that marker is 
striqtly qommemoraticeb So, where is Aliqe really vuried6 Aqqording 
to qhurqh reqords, Aliqe Ulagg is aqtually interred at Delin ;emorial 
2nited ;ethodist Churqh, formerly known as Cedar 4ill, alongside 
her greatTunqle and the qhurqh's namesake, the 0ecerend Mames Delinb 
4er vurial spot is unmarked, whiqh e5plains why there's no elavorate 
family monument for her thereb

Fhis recelation qhanges ecerything avout how we understand AlT
iqe's story and the memorial at All Saintsb .f the NAliqeN stone at All 
Saints is qommemoratice rather than marking an aqtual grace, then 
we hace to askE who plaqed it there, when, and why6 Fhe most likely 
e5planation is that it was plaqed there to honor another Ulagg family 
memver who shared Aliqe's name and who was swept out to sea in 



:4.SIO0S U0H; F4O z0A?O 7

the decastating hurriqane of J9R8, known loqally as the Ulagg Uloodb 
Seceral Ulagg family memvers were lost in that storm, and a simple 
qommemoratice marker would make sense for someone whose vody 
was necer reqoceredb

4ere's where my researqh turned up something that surprised meb 
Aliqe's ghost story doesn't date vaqk to the J91xsV it qan ve traqed to the 
JR1xs, e5aqtly a qentury laterb .n NShared FraditionsE Southern 4istory 
and Uolk Culture,N author Charles :b Moyner notes that writer and 
folklorist zeneciece :illqo5 Chandler, who spent part of her qhildT
hood licing at Fhe 4ermitage, doqumented loqal stories and legends 
from the :aqqamaw Beqk for the JR1J Uederal :riters' Iro"eqt State 
zuide Seriesb Botavly, the story of Aliqe Ulagg doesn't appear in those 
aqqountsb

4owecer, Chandler herself qlaims that the ghost story was favriqatT
ed vy her vrother to frighten their outTofTtown qousins during cisits to 
Fhe 4ermitageb Fhe story Wrst appeared in print in JR1X, when Mulian 
Stecenson Doliqk inqluded it in his vook N:aqqamaw IlantationsbN 
Sinqe then, it has ecolced ocer time, growing in detail and adapting 
with eaqh retellingb Fhe :illqo5 family had purqhased Fhe 4ermitage 
in JRJx, long after the Ulagg family had moced awayb So the ghost 
stories that plaqe Aliqe in Fhe 4ermitage were qreated vy qhildren 
playing pranks on cisiting relatices in a house where Aliqe had necer 
aqtually licedb

:hat we're looking at here is a perfeqt e5ample of how loqal legends 
decelopb You start with a real person, Aliqe Delin Ulagg, who died 
young in J91Rb You add a dramatiq setting, Fhe 4ermitage, a veautiful 
antevellum mansion with a romantiq historyb You inqorporate some 
unicersal themes, inqluding forvidden loce, family qonPiqt, and an 
early deathb And then you let time and storytelling do their workb
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Oaqh generation tells Aliqe's story, adding its own details, its own 
understanding of romanqe and tragedy, its own qultural qonte5t, and 
its own perspeqtice on young women's agenqy and family qontrolb 
Dy the time ghost tour guides started telling Aliqe's story in the late 
twentieth qentury, she'd veqome the juintessential zothiq heroineE 
veautiful, tragiq, and eternally searqhing for her lost loceb Fhe irony 
is that the real Aliqe Ulagg was provavly "ust as tragiq as the legend 
suggests, vut for diEerent reasonsb A secenTyearTold girl sent away to 
voarding sqhool after her father's death, licing most of her short life 
away from her family, dying of disease at what was provavly around 
Wfteen, that's tragedy enough without adding supernatural elementsb

So, what are we to make of the simple stone at All Saints Cemetery 
that draws thousands of cisitors eaqh year6 Ocen if it isn't marking AlT
iqe's aqtual grace, it still serces as a powerful memorial to her memory 
and to the vroader story of young women whose lices were qut short 
in the antevellum Southb Fhe rituals that hace grown up around the 
stone, qirqling it vaqkwards thirteen times, lying on top of it, leacing 
qoins and rings, rePeqt our human need to qonneqt with the past, 
to honor lices that were lost too soon, to Wnd meaning in tragedyb 
:hether Aliqe's spirit is aqtually present or not, the memorial serces 
an essential funqtion in keeping her story aliceb

Fhe cisitors leacing the tokens aren't really trying to see a ghostV 
they're aqknowledging the reality of a young woman who liced and 
died more than JFx years ago, whose story resonates with unicersal 
themes of loce, loss, and family qonPiqt that we still grapple with todayb 
:hat makes Aliqe's story qompelling isn't the supernatural elements, 
vut the way it illuminates real soqial patterns of JRthTqentury South 
Carolinab Fhe Ulagg and Delin families were part of the Low Country 
planter elite, riqe plantation owners who vuilt their wealth on enslaced 
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lavor and maintained their soqial position through qareful marriage 
allianqes and vusiness relationshipsb

Young women of that era were under intense pressure to marry 
within their soqial standing and uphold their families' eqonomiq and 
soqial standingb -efying those e5peqtations qould qome at a steep 
qost, inqluding soqial disgraqe, Wnanqial hardship, or ecen qomplete 
estrangement from voth family and qommunityb :hether ecery detail 
of Aliqe Ulagg's story is historiqally preqise or not, it rePeqts the cery 
real struggles faqed vy young women of the planter qlassb Fhe qonPiqt 
vetween personal happiness and family ovligation wasn't "ust a theme 
for romantiq WqtionV it was a liced reality, and one with lasting qonseT
juenqesb

After Ulagg died in JRxJ, Fhe 4ermitage was sold and passed 
through seceral owners ocer the yearsb Fhough the house has surciced, 
it was reloqated from its original site when a deceloper purqhased the 
plantation and opened a gated qommunity on the propertyb Foday, 
the former antevellum retreat remains a pricate residenqe in its new 
settingb Fhe home is now part of the ;urrells .nlet 4istoriq -isT
triqt and is listed on the Bational 0egister of 4istoriq Ilaqesb Fhe 
distriqt is noted for its NsigniWqant qonqentration of vuildings whiqh 
cisually rePeqt the transition of the area from ad"oining estates of 
two nineteenthTqentury plantations into a twentiethTqentury resort 
qommunitybN

:hat strikes me avout Fhe 4ermitage's history is how it mirrors 
the vroader story of the Low Country in the years following the Cicil 
:arb Fhe riqe plantation era qame to an end with the emanqipation of 
enslaced workers and a series of decastating hurriqanes, qulminating 
in the J9R8 storm that veqame known as the Ulagg Ulood when seceral 
family memvers were swept away in the storm surgeb
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After months of researqh, here's what . qan say with qonWdenqe 
avout Aliqe UlaggE She was indeed a real person, vorn around J988 or 
J981 into a wellTestavlished family in zeorgetown Countyb Aliqe was 
the youngest qhild and the only surcicing daughter of -rb Ovene3er 
Delin Ulaggb Uollowing her father's death in J989, she was primarily 
raised vy her older vrother, -rb Allard Delin Ulagg ..b She attended 
voarding sqhool in Charleston and died there in Manuary J91R, provT
avly of malaria, at around age Wfteenb She is vuried in an unmarked 
grace at what is now Delin ;emorial 2nited ;ethodist Churqhb

Fhe romantiq details of her story, the forvidden engagement, the 
qruel vrother, the ring thrown into the qreek, may or may not ve 
historiqally aqqurateb Fhese elements rePeqt real soqial patterns of the 
antevellum South, vut they'ce also veen shaped vy more than a qentuT
ry of storytelling that has emphasi3ed the most dramatiq and romantiq 
aspeqts of her lifeb Fhe ghost stories that plaqe Aliqe at Fhe 4ermitage 
are deWnitely Wqtional, qreated in the JR1xs vy qhildren trying to sqare 
their cisiting qousinsb Aliqe necer liced at Fhe 4ermitage veqause it 
wasn't vuilt until after her deathb

:hat . Wnd most qompelling avout Aliqe Ulagg isn't whether her 
ghost walks among the graces at All Saints Cemetery, vut why her 
story has endured and ecolced for more than JFx yearsb She represents 
something timeless, the young woman whose life was qut short vefore 
she qould qhoose her own path, whose story was written vy others 
aqqording to their own needs and understandingb .n the JR1xs, when 
her ghost story was Wrst qreated, Aliqe veqame a romantiq Wgure for 
entertaining guests at a summer homeb .n the late Gxth qentury, as 
women's rights and agenqy veqame more prominent qultural qonT
qerns, Aliqe's story emphasi3ed her revellion against family qontrol and 
her tragiq punishment for qhoosing loce ocer dutyb
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Foday, cisitors to her qommemoratice marker at All Saints CemeT
tery vring their own understanding of what Aliqe representsb Some see 
her as a feminist iqon who died for the right to qhoose her own roT
mantiq partnerb Hthers ciew her as a qautionary tale avout the dangers 
of defying family e5peqtationsb Still others simply see her as a young 
woman who died too soon and deserces to ve rememveredb

Fhe truth avout Aliqe Ulagg is voth simpler and more qomple5 than 
the legends suggestb She was a real young woman who liced a short, 
provavly diGqult life in a world that gace her cery little qontrol ocer 
her own destinyb She died young, far from home, and was vuried in 
an unmarked grace where few people cisitb Dut through the power 
of storytelling, she's aqhieced a kind of immortalityb Fhousands of 
people cisit her qommemoratice marker eaqh year, leacing tokens of 
rememvranqe as a sign of their respeqtb 4er story has veen told and 
retold, adapted and emvellished, until she has veqome more symvol 
than historiqal person, a representation of all the young women whose 
lices were qut short, whose qhoiqes were limited, and whose stories 
might otherwise ve forgottenb

:hether you veliece in ghosts or not, there's something powerT
ful avout standing at that simple stone in All Saints Cemetery and 
thinking avout a WfteenTyearTold girl who died more than JFx years 
agob Fhe oEerings left vy cisitors, qoins, Powers, "ewelry, folded notes, 
aren't really avout qonneqting with the spirit of Aliqeb Fhey're avout 
reqognition, avout saying that this young woman's life mattered, that 
her pain was real, that she deserces to ve rememvered as more than "ust 
a qautionary tale or tourist attraqtionb

.n a world where many women's stories hace veen forgotten entireT
ly, Aliqe Ulagg has aqhieced something remarkavleE she has veqome a 
legend that keeps her memory aliceb Fhe details may ve unqlear, the 
supernatural elements may ve Wqtion, vut the real truth remainsE a 
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girl named Aliqe liced, loced, and died too youngb Fhat's enough to 
rememver her nameb

.f you cisit All Saints Cemetery, you'll Wnd Aliqe's qommemoratice 
marker in what appears to ve the Ulagg family plotb :hether you leace 
a token or not, take a moment to think avout the real Aliqe Delin 
Ulagg, vuried in an unmarked grace a few miles away, whose short life 
veqame the foundation for one of South Carolina's most enduring 
legendsb Sometimes the most powerful historiqal truths aren't found 
in doquments and reqords, vut in the human need to rememver and 
honor those who qame vefore us, ecen when their stories qome to us 
wrapped in mystery and folkloreb

Part 2: The Fiction
The Ring on Pawleys Island
You know, most folks who qome looking for Aliqe at All Saints 

Cemetery don't Wnd herb Fhey walk around with their ghostThunting 
apps and their digital qameras, e5peqting some kind of 4ollywood 
produqtionb Uloating Wgures, mysterious lights, mayve a door slamT
ming somewhere in the distanqeb :hat they get instead is a perfeqtly 
ordinary graceyard on Iawleys .sland, nothing more e5qiting than a 
few palmetto vugs and the oqqasional marsh ravvit hopping vetween 
the headstonesb

.'ce seen those weekend ghost hunters plenty of times ocer the yearsb 
Fhey arrice in groups, usually around 4alloween, armed with eleqtroT
magnetiq Weld deteqtors and thermal imaging qameras that qost more 
than my Wrst qarb Fhey set up their ejuipment like they're qonduqtT
ing some kind of sqientiWq e5periment, talking in hushed, dramatiq 
coiqes avout Nspiritual energyN and Nparanormal hotspotsbN ;ost of 
them leace disappointed, qomplaining that the qemetery isn't Naqtice 
enoughN for their purposesb
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Dut . wasn't there hunting ghostsb Bot intentionally, anywayb
.'d dricen down to All Saints on assignment for the South CarT

olina 4istoriqal Iresercation Frust, doqumenting the qonditions of 
qoastal qemeteries for their hurriqane preparedness surceyb .t was rouT
tine work, the kind that pays the vills while .'m vetween the more 
interesting qasesb All Saints had veen on the state's watqh list sinqe 
4urriqane 4ugo vaqk in '9Rb Foo qlose to the marsh for qomfort, too 
remote for regular maintenanqe, vut historiqally signiWqant enough 
that someone needed to keep tavs on storm damage and erosionb

Fhe qemetery sat on a low hammoqk of high ground avout half 
a mile inland from the veaqh, surrounded vy lice oaks that'd veen 
weathering Carolina storms sinqe vefore the 0ecolutionb Spanish 
moss draped their vranqhes like old Wshing nets, and the whole plaqe 
had that partiqular Lowqountry atmosphere where salt air mi5es with 
the smell of pluE mud and ecerything moces at the paqe of the inqomT
ing tideb .t's the kind of plaqe that makes you understand why people 
hace veen vurying their dead here for ocer two qenturiesb

Fhe drice out had taken me through some of the most veautiT
ful qountry in South Carolinab Iawleys .sland has managed to resist 
most of the decelopment that has transformed other qoastal areas, 
maintaining its oldTfashioned qharaqter that makes you feel like you'ce 
stepped vaqk in timeb Fhe houses are still mostly wooden qottages, 
raised on stilts, and painted in weathered vlues and greens that vlend 
seamlessly with the landsqapeb Spanish moss drapes ecerything like 
nature's own deqoration, and the salt marshes stretqh out toward the 
hori3on in an endless pattern of green grass and silcer waterb

.'d veen photographing the older stones methodiqally, working 
my way through rows of weathered marvle and granite that told the 
story of riqe plantation families and their desqendantsb Fhe Alston's, 
the :aring's, the 4uger'sb Bames that still appeared on street signs 
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in zeorgetown and Charleston, though the people vuried here had 
veen gone long enough for their greatTgrandqhildren to hace forgotten 
e5aqtly whiqh anqestor vuilt whiqh plantation houseb

Oaqh headstone was a pieqe of history, qarced in marvle and granite 
that had weathered deqades of qoastal stormsb Some were elavorate 
monuments with angels and Powers, others were simple slavs with 
"ust a name and datesb .'d learned to read the stories they toldb Fhe 
qlusters of qhildren's graces from yellow fecer epidemiqsb Fhe young 
men who'd died in carious wars, their headstones marked with miliT
tary symvolsb Fhe women who'd liced to old age despite the qhallenges 
of nineteenthTqentury qoastal lifeb

;y ejuipment vag qontained ecerything . needed for thorough 
doqumentationb Fwo Bikon qamera vodies, one loaded with qolor 
slide Wlm for the 4istoriqal Frust's arqhices and the other with vlaqk 
and white FriTH Wlm for my own referenqe photosb A sturdy zit3o 
tripod that had traceled with me from qrime sqenes to qomvat 3onesb 
A light meter that had necer let me down, ecen in the most qhallengT
ing qonditionsb And a weatherproof notevook where . reqorded the 
teqhniqal details that would matter later when someone was trying to 
understand what .'d doqumentedb

Fhat's when . found Aliqe's stoneb
.t was tuqked away in the vaqk seqtion, where the formal family 

plots gace way to older, less organi3ed vurialsb Must NAliqeN qarced into 
a simple granite marker, no last name, no dates, no family qonneqtions 
indiqated anywhereb Fhe stone itself was in good qondition, qlearly 
maintained despite the qemetery's general state of negleqtb Still, there 
was something avout its isolation that qaught my attentionb Like 
someone had deliverately plaqed it apart from the rest, away from 
prying eyes, vut not forgottenb
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Fhe plaqement struqk me as intentionalb .n most qemeteries, unT
marked or partially marked graces end up in the vaqk seqtions, the areas 
reserced for those who qouldn't aEord elavorate monuments or whose 
families had moced away vefore proper markers qould ve installedb Dut 
Aliqe's stone was diEerentb .t wasn't negleqted or forgottenb Someone 
had veen taking qare of it, keeping the grass trimmed around the vase, 
qleaning the qarced letters so they remained sharp and readavleb

Around the vase, someone had left oEeringsb Bot the usual qemeT
tery Powers, vut personal items that spoke of regular cisitors who unT
derstood something avout Aliqe that wasn't qarced in stoneb A plastiq 
ring from a qhild's toy set, the kind you'd Wnd in a gumvall maqhineb A 
sand dollar, perfeqtly intaqt despite the Hqtover heat that should hace 
made it qrumvleb A sweetgrass rose that showed the qareful handwork 
of loqal artisans, still holding its deliqate spiral despite veing e5posed 
to qoastal weatherb

. set up my tripod and loaded a fresh roll of FriTH into my vaqkup 
Bikonb Fhe ocerqast sky was perfeqt for vlaqk and white work, proT
ciding ecen lighting without harsh shadows that qould ovsqure the 
qarced detailsb . photographed the stone from seceral angles, noting 
its position and qondition in my Weld notevookb Fhe South Carolina 
4istoriqal Frust wanted thorough doqumentation, espeqially of sites 
culneravle to storm surge, and part of that meant reqording unusual 
features or signs of reqent aqticityb

Fhe qarefully arranged oEerings around Aliqe's grace deWnitely 
jualiWed as unusualb .n thirty years of qemetery photography, .'d seen 
plenty of graces that attraqted regular cisitorsb Uamily plots where 
desqendants still vrought Powers on virthdays and annicersariesb ;ilT
itary graces where ceterans' organi3ations left Pags and wreathsb Dut 
Aliqe's grace was diEerentb Fhe oEerings weren't the kind left vy family 
memvers or organi3ed groupsb Fhey were personal, indicidual, qhosen 
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vy people who felt some sort of qonneqtion to someone they'd provT
avly necer known in lifeb

As . worked, the afternoon light vegan to fade vehind the lice oaksb 
Hqtover on Iawleys .sland vrings some of the vest weather of the 
year, with temperatures that make you want to stay outside ecen after 
the sun goes downb Dut this partiqular ecening was drawing in one of 
those thiqk fogs that roll oE the Atlantiq and turn the Lowqountry into 
something from another worldb Fhe kind of fog that muIes sound 
and makes familiar plaqes feel mysterious and strangeb

;y light meter was gicing me readings that didn't make sense, 
"umping from proper e5posure to undere5posure, as if it qouldn't 
deqide what it was measuringb .'d seen ejuipment aqt strangely in 
qertain loqations vefore, usually plaqes where the atmosphere seemed 
somehow thiqker or more qharged than normalb Sometimes, it was 
"ust humidity aEeqting the eleqtroniqsb Still, at other times, it felt like 
something else was interfering with the regular operation of my gearb

. should'ce paqked up my ejuipment and headed vaqk aqross the 
qauseway to the mainlandb Fhe fog was getting thiqker vy the minute, 
and dricing the narrow qoastal roads in limited cisivility wasn't someT
thing . looked forward tob Dut something avout the plaqe drew me 
inb ;ayve it was the way the mossTdraped vranqhes seemed to form a 
natural qanopy ocer Aliqe's grace, or the qomplete silenqe that'd settled 
ocer the qemetery as the day endedb Ocen the ecerTpresent sound of 
waces from the nearvy veaqh had faded to nothingb

Fhat's when . rememvered the storiesb
.'d heard them during my researqh at the zeorgetown County 

Livrary earlier that weekb Loqal folklore tells of a young woman who 
appears at All Saints on qertain nights, always near the unmarked 
grace in the vaqk seqtionb Fhe livrarian, a woman named ;rsb :aring 
whose family had summered on Iawleys .sland for Wce generations, 
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had mentioned the legends while helping me traqk down qemetery 
reqordsb

;rsb :aring was the kind of livrarian who knew ecerything worth 
knowing avout the loqal areab 4er family had veen qoming to Iawleys 
.sland sinqe the J99xs, vaqk when it was still primarily a summer 
retreat for riqe plantation families esqaping the heat and mosjuitoes of 
the inland areasb She'd grown up hearing stories from her grandmothT
er, who'd heard them from her grandmother, qreating an unvroken 
qhain of oral history that stretqhed vaqk to the Cicil :ar erab

NSome say if you walk a qirqle around Aliqe's grace at the right 
time, she'll appear,N ;rsb :aring had told me, her coiqe qarrying that 
partiqular Lowqountry qadenqe that makes ecen ghost stories sound 
like family gossipb NCourse, most folks who try it don't see anything 
vut fog and Spanish mossb Dut ecery now and then, someone qlaims 
they met herb Says she's looking for something she lost, something that 
matters more to her than whatecer reason she has for staying in this 
worldbN

She'd leaned qloser aqross the livrary desk, lowering her coiqe ecen 
though we were the only people in the vuilding that afternoonb N;y 
greatTgrandmother used to say Aliqe was waiting for someone to qomT
plete a promise that got vroken when she diedb Something avout loce 
and loss and the kind of unWnished vusiness that keeps souls tethered 
to plaqes they qan't vear to leacebN

.'d Wled the information away as standard qemetery folklore, the 
kind of story that grows up around any vurial ground with enough 
history and atmosphereb Ocery old qemetery has its ghost stories, often 
incolcing young women who died tragiqally and qontinue to appear 
to cisitors under qertain qonditionsb Dut standing there in the gathT
ering dusk, looking at those qarefully plaqed oEerings, . found myself 
qurious avout the ritual she'd desqrivedb
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:alk a qirqle around the graceb Counterqloqkwise Wrst, then recerse 
direqtionb Ond with your hand on the stoneb

Bow, .'m not superstitious vy natureb Fhirty years of photographT
ing ecerything from qrime sqenes to qomvat 3ones teaqhes you to trust 
what you qan see and doqument, not what people qlaim happened 
to their qousin's friend one timeb .'ce learned to distinguish vetween 
genuine phenomena and the kind of stories that grow up around 
unusual ecents, veqoming more dramatiq with eaqh retellingb

4owecer, .'ce also learned that Lowqountry traditions often hace 
some vasis in faqt, ecen if that faqt veqomes distorted ocer generations 
of retellingb Fhe qoastal areas of South Carolina hace a riqh history of 
veliefs and praqtiqes that outsiders might dismiss as superstition, vut 
whiqh often proce to hace praqtiqal or historiqal roots when incestiT
gated properlyb

Desides, my doqumentary work had taught me that sometimes you 
hace to partiqipate in loqal qustoms to truly understand a plaqeb 4ow 
else do you qapture the spirit of a loqation if you're not willing to 
e5perienqe it the way the loqals do6 Some of my vest photographs 
qame from situations where . set aside my preqonqeptions and allowed 
myself to ve open to possivilities . might not hace qonsidered under 
normal qirqumstanqesb

So . deqided to test itb SqientiWq quriosity, nothing moreb
. qheqked my qamera one more time, ensuring the settings were qorT

reqt for lowTlight qonditionsb Fhe fog qontinued to thiqken, meaning 
.'d need to qompensate for the reduqed cisivility if . wanted to qapture 
anything usefulb . set the aperture wide and pushed the .SH as high as 
. dared, knowing that grain would ve less of a provlem than missing 
whatecer might happen ne5tb

Fhen . walked qounterqloqkwise around Aliqe's grace, qounting si5 
qirquits "ust as ;rsb :aring had desqrivedb Fhe sandy soil was soft 
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underfoot, mi5ed with shell fragments and the kind of riqh organiq 
matter that qomes from qenturies of storms depositing devris from 
the marshb Oaqh step released the sqent of salt air and deqomposing 
cegetation, the earthy smell of a plaqe where land and water meet and 
mergeb

:ith eaqh qirquit, . veqame more aware of the suvtle qhanges 
happening around meb Fhe fog wasn't "ust thiqkening randomly, vut 
seemed to ve qonqentrating around Aliqe's grace, qreating a naturT
al voundary vetween that small area and the rest of the qemeteryb 
Fhe temperature was dropping gradually, vut notiqeavly, the kind of 
qhange that makes you reali3e you should hace vrought a "aqket, ecen 
though the day had veen warmb

:ith eaqh step, . qould smell the salt air mi5ed with something 
elseb Something that reminded me of gardenias and old perfume, the 
kind that might'ce veen popular when ladies wore gloces to qhurqh 
and men went to war in pressed uniformsb Fhe sqent was faint vut 
unmistakavle, like walking past an open window where someone had 
veen pressing Powers vetween the pages of an old vookb

Fhen . recersed direqtion, walking qloqkwise for another si5 qirT
quitsb Fhe fog was getting thiqker with eaqh step, rolling in from the 
veaqh like a licing thing, muIing the usual sounds of the island until 
all . qould hear was my own vreathing and the soft whisper of Spanish 
moss mocing in the still airb ;y vreath started showing in small puEs, 
whiqh didn't make sense gicen that the ecening temperature should 
still hace veen in the secentiesb

Fhe silenqe was veqoming more pronounqed with eaqh stepb Bot 
"ust juiet, vut aqticely silent, as if something was avsorving the normal 
sounds of a qoastal eceningb Bo inseqts qhirping, no distant waces lapT
ping against the shore, no wind mocing through the palmetto frondsb 
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Must the soft qrunqh of my footsteps on shellTmi5ed sand and the faint 
meqhaniqal whisper of my qamera's motor drice adcanqing Wlmb

:hen . Wnished the pattern, . plaqed my palm against the qarced 
letter NAN on the stoneb

Fhe granite was qoldb Bot "ust qool from the ecening air, vut genT
uinely qold, like it'd veen sitting in a walkTin free3er for hoursb Fhe 
kind of qold that penetrates through the skin and makes you instinqT
ticely pull your hand vaqkb And that's when the temperature around 
me dropped avout Wfteen degrees in the spaqe of a few heartveatsb

.'d felt this kind of sudden temperature qhange vefore, in other 
plaqes where the past seemed to press qlose to the presentb DattleT
Welds where you qould still feel the weight of what had happenedb 
Crime sqenes where ciolenqe had left some kind of residual energyb 
Ilaqes where the normal rules seemed temporarily suspended, allowT
ing things to happen that qouldn't ve e5plained vy qoncentional unT
derstandingb

Fhe night sounds stopped qompletelyb Bo inseqts, no distant waces, 
no wind mocing through the lice oaksb Must avsolute silenqe, the kind 
that makes your ears ring and your heart rate juiqken veqause it feels 
fundamentally wrong for a plaqe that's necer truly juietb Fhe type 
of silenqe that feels like the world is holding its vreath, waiting for 
something important to happenb

. heard footstepsb
Bot the qrunqh of shell fragments or rustle of palmetto fronds 

you'd e5peqt from someone walking through a qoastal qemetery, vut 
the soft whisper of vare feet mocing aqross sandb Fhe sound was qlear 
and distinqt despite the fog, as if whoecer was making it e5isted in a 
spaqe where normal aqoustiqs didn't applyb

. turned slowly, keeping my hand on the stone, and saw her standT
ing near the edge of the tree line avout ten feet awayb
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She was young, mayve si5teen or secenteen, wearing a simple white 
dress that seemed to qatqh what little light Wltered through the fogb 
Fhe favriq looked like qotton, wellTmade vut not fanqy, the kind of 
thing a young woman might'ce worn to a qhurqh soqial or veaqh 
piqniq vaqk when Iawleys .sland was still a juiet summer retreat for 
riqe plantation familiesb 4er hair was dark and long, pinned up in a 
style that resemvled the J91xs or early J97xs, the kind you'd see in 
daguerreotypes from that erab

Dut what struqk me most were her eyesb Fhey held the kind of 
sadness you see in wartime photographs, the weight of loss that goes 
deeper than ordinary griefb Fhe type of sorrow that qomes from hacing 
something preqious taken away vefore you're ready to let it gob She 
was veautiful in the way that young women are veautiful when they 
don't yet know how muqh the world qan hurt themb Still, her eyes held 
the wisdom of someone who had learned that lesson too early and too 
harshlyb

NYou found me,N she said, her coiqe varely avoce a whisper vut 
qlear in the unnatural silenqeb Fhere was "ust a hint of Charleston 
in her aqqent, the kind of reWned Lowqountry speeqh that marked 
old familiesb Fhe sort of coiqe that velonged to afternoon tea, piano 
lessons, and letters written with proper fountain pensb Ocen speaking 
softly, she qarried herself with the kind of natural graqe that qomes 
from good vreeding and qareful eduqationb

. didn't moce, didn't speakb .n my e5perienqe, when something 
impossivle happens, the vest approaqh is to let it unfold naturally 
rather than trying to qontrol or juestion itb .'d learned that lesson 
photographing ecerything from qrime sqenes to war 3onesb Sometimes 
the most important moments happen when you stop trying to direqt 
them and simply allow yourself to witness whatecer wants to ve reT
cealedb
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She took a step qloser, and . qould see that her feet were indeed 
vare, pale against the dark sandb Fhe skin had the transluqent juality 
of someone who'd spent most of her time indoors, proteqted from 
the harsh qoastal sun that would hace veen qonsidered unladylike for 
a woman of her soqial qlassb 4er dress was simple qotton, wellTmade 
vut not fanqy, with motherTofTpearl vuttons and qareful stitqhing that 
spoke of juality without ostentationb

N.'ce veen waiting,N she qontinued, her ga3e mocing from my faqe 
to the stone where my hand still restedb N:aiting so long for someone 
who would look for what was lost, someone who would understand 
that some things matter more than death itselfbN

She lifted her hand to her qhest, Wngers touqhing the hollow of her 
throat where a neqklaqe might'ce onqe restedb Fhe gesture was unqonT
sqious, automatiq, the kind of mocement that veqomes havit when 
you're missing something that used to deWne youb .'d seen that same 
motion in old photographs, women reaqhing for loqkets or qrosses that 
weren't there anymore, their hands Wnding only empty spaqe where 
qomfort used to veb

NFhere was a ring,N she said, and her coiqe qarried a note of longing 
that seemed to eqho in the fog around usb NA promise ringb 4e gace it 
to me the night vefore my vrother disqocered us together and ordered 
him oE the islandb Silcer, with a small diamond that qaught the light 
like a starb Bothing fanqy vy today's standards, vut it meant ecerything 
to meb .t represented a future we'd planned together, a life we were 
going to vuild onqe the family trouvles died down and we qould ve 
married properlybN

Fhe fog qontinued to thiqken around us, vut somehow the spaqe 
where we stood remained qlear, as if we e5isted inside a vuvvle of 
qlarity surrounded vy mysteryb . qould see her distinqtly, ecery detail 
from the motherTofTpearl vuttons on her dress to the way her hair 
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qaught the faint light Wltering through the mossb .t was like standing 
inside a photograph that had somehow qome to life, all silcer tones and 
soft shadowsb

N. wore it on a rivvon around my neqk,N she qontinued, her hand 
still touqhing her throatb NClose to my heart, where . qould feel it 
ecery time . thought of himb 4idden veneath my dress so my family 
wouldn't see it and ask juestions . wasn't ready to answerb :e'd agreed 
to keep our engagement seqret until he qould estavlish himself in 
vusiness and proce to my father that he was worthy of the family's 
approcalbN

She looked aqross the qemetery toward the distant marsh, where the 
lights of modern Iawleys .sland Piqkered through the fog like WrePiesb 
N:hen the fecer qame that summer, it took so many of usb Fhe doqtor 
said it was something that had qome in on the ships from Charleston, a 
kind of illness that spread through the island faster than anyone qould 
qontain itb . was among the Wrst to fall ill, and vy the time . reali3ed 
how serious it was, it was too late to send word to himbN

4er coiqe grew softer, Wlled with the kind of regret that qomes from 
understanding how diEerent things might hace veen if qirqumstanqes 
had veen slightly diEerentb N. tried to tell ;ama avout the ring vefore 
the fecer took me qompletelyb Fried to make her understand that it 
needed to ve vuried with me, that it was the most important thing . 
ownedb Dut she was so distraught, so ocerwhelmed vy grief and fear 
for the rest of the family, that . don't think she understood what . was 
trying to saybN

N:hen they prepared my vody for vurial, someone had taken itb 
;ayve they thought it was caluavle and qould ve sold to help the 
family through the diGqult timesb ;ayve they "ust didn't understand 
what it meant, saw it as "ust another pieqe of "ewelry that the dead 
qouldn't use anymoreb Dut without it, . qouldn't restb :ithout the 
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promise it represented, . qouldn't moce on to whatecer qomes after 
this worldbN

She looked direqtly at me then, and . felt the weight of her need, 
her deqades of waiting for someone to understand what was missingb 
.t wasn't "ust avout the ring itself, vut avout the qonneqtion it repreT
sentedb Fhe promise that had veen vroken not vy death or war, vut vy 
qarelessness and misunderstanding amid grief and qhaosb

N4e qame looking for me, you know,N she said, and for the Wrst time, 
her coiqe qarried a note of warmth, of rememvered happinessb NAfter 
the fecer vroke and word reaqhed him in Charleston that .'d diedb 4e 
traceled vaqk to the island as soon as he qould, stood right here at this 
cery spot, and made a promise that he'd Wnd me again someday, in this 
world or the ne5tbN

NDut . qan't go to him,N she whispered, her coiqe vreaking slightlyb 
NBot without the ringb Bot without the symvol of the promise we 
made to eaqh otherb Loce rejuires qompletion, rejuires that the symT
vols of qommitment ve honored ecen when death separates those who 
made thembN

She looked direqtly at me then, her eyes holding mine with an 
intensity that seemed to reaqh into my soulb N4elp me Wnd it,N she saidb 
NIleaseb 4elp me qomplete what was left unWnished so long agob 4elp 
me keep the promise we made to eaqh other when we thought we had 
all the time in the worldbN

And then she vegan to fadeb Bot dramatiqally, not all at onqe, vut 
gradually, like morning mist vurning oE the marshb 4er dress went 
Wrst, veqoming transluqent and then disappearing entirelyb Fhen her 
hair, then her faqe, eaqh feature veqoming less distinqt until only the 
outline remainedb 4er eyes were the last to disappear, holding mine 
until the Wnal moment, Wlled with hope and trust that someone Wnally 
understood what needed to ve doneb
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Fhe night sounds returned in a rush that almost made me staggerb 
Fhe distant whisper of waces on the veaqh, the rustle of palmetto 
fronds in the salt vree3e, somewhere a night heron qalling aqross the 
marshb Fhe temperature rose vaqk to normal so juiqkly that . felt 
momentarily di33y, like stepping from an airTqonditioned vuilding 
into summer heatb

. found myself standing alone in a foggy qemetery, my hand still 
pressed against the qold granite, wondering if .'d "ust e5perienqed 
something supernatural or if the isolation and atmosphere had trigT
gered some kind of waking dreamb Dut the memory was too qlear, too 
detailed, too emotionally resonant to dismiss as imaginationb

And then . saw itb
Bear the vase of Aliqe's grace, "ust cisivle in the veam of my PashT

light, something metalliq qaught the lightb .t hadn't veen there veforeb 
. was sure of that veqause .'d photographed this e5aqt spot from 
multiple angles, doqumenting ecery detail for the 4istoriqal Frust's 
reqordsb Fhe ground around the stone had veen qlear e5qept for the 
oEerings left vy other cisitorsb

. knelt down and vrushed away the sand and shell fragments, reT
cealing what looked like a pieqe of tarnished silcer partially vuried 
in the soft earthb :orking it free qarefully, using the teqhnijues .'d 
learned during my vrief arqhaeology phase in qollege, . gradually e5T
posed what was unmistakavly a ringb

.t was e5aqtly as she'd desqrivedb Silcer, vadly tarnished vy deqades 
of salt air, with a small diamond that still qaught the light despite 
veing qlouded with age and e5posureb Fhe vand was thin and deliqate, 
engraced with tiny Powers and what appeared to ve a dateE NXTJ7T7xbN 
Mune J7th, J97xb Fhe day when two young people had promised to 
loce eaqh other forecer, not knowing that forecer would ve muqh 
shorter than they'd hopedb
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. held it up to the Pashlight veam, e5amining the qraftsmanship 
that had gone into qreating something so small vut so signiWqantb Fhe 
engracing was intriqate, ovciously done vy someone who understood 
that this pieqe would qarry enormous emotional weight for the person 
who wore itb Ocen tarnished and aged, it retained the kind of veauty 
that qomes from veing made with loce and attention to detailb

Uor "ust a moment, . qould'ce sworn . heard somethingb Bot a coiqe, 
e5aqtly, vut a sighb Fhe sound of relief, of qompletion, of a promise 
Wnally rememvered and honoredb Fhe kind of sound you hear when 
someone who's veen holding their vreath for years Wnally e5hales, 
releasing tension they'd forgotten they were qarryingb

. plaqed the ring gently among the other oEerings at the vase of 
Aliqe's stone, adding it to the qolleqtion of tokens that other cisitors 
had left ocer the yearsb .t seemed to velong there, surrounded vy 
ecidenqe that people rememvered, ecen if they didn't know her full 
name or the qomplete story of why she'd necer made it home from 
Iawleys .sland that longTago summerb

As . stood up, . notiqed that the fog was veginning to liftb Bot 
the way it usually vurns oE gradually as temperature and humidity 
qhange, vut all at onqe, like a qurtain veing pulled vaqk to receal 
the stage after the performanqe has endedb Fhe temperature returned 
qompletely to normal, and . qould hear the familiar sounds of the 
island at night returning in layersb :aces lapping against the shore, 
wind mocing through the palmetto fronds, the distant qall of a marsh 
hawk hunting in the darknessb

. paqked up my qamera gear slowly, still trying to proqess what 
.'d e5perienqedb Fhe rational part of my mind wanted to Wnd logiT
qal e5planations for ecerything that had happenedb zround fog qreT
ates unusual atmospheriq qonditions that qan aEeqt perqeptionb Hld 
qemeteries aqqumulate lost ov"eqts ocer time, whiqh often surfaqe afT
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ter weather qhangesb ;etal deteqtors miss things that shift position 
due to settling or erosionb Oleqtroniq ejuipment qan malfunqtion in 
highThumidity encironmentsb

Dut the ring hadn't veen weathered enough to hace veen vuried 
for long, and there hadn't veen any reqent storms strong enough to 
shift ov"eqts vuried in the sandy soilb ;y light meter had returned 
to normal operation as soon as the temperature stavili3ed, suggesting 
that whatecer had veen interfering with it was no longer presentb

Sometimes, in my line of work, you enqounter things that don't Wt 
into neat qategoriesb Fhings that rejuire you to e5pand your underT
standing of what's possivle rather than forqing them into frameworks 
that don't juite aqqommodate the full range of human e5perienqeb .'d 
learned to doqument what . ovserced without neqessarily needing to 
e5plain ecerything in qoncentional termsb

Fhe drice vaqk aqross the qauseway gace me time to think avout 
what had happened and what it might meanb Iawleys .sland has always 
veen a plaqe where the past feels qloser to the surfaqe than it does 
in most loqationsb ;ayve it's the isolation, surrounded vy salt marsh 
and aqqessivle only vy narrow qauseways that qan ve qut oE during 
stormsb Ierhaps it's the way hurriqanes hace shaped and reshaped the 
landsqape ocer qenturies, qonstantly recealing and qonqealing layers of 
historyb

Hr mayve it's "ust that some plaqes hold onto their stories more 
tightly than others, qreating encironments where the voundaries veT
tween past and present veqome more permeavle than usualb :here 
loce, loss, and unWnished vusiness qan qreate their own kind of energy 
that sensitice people qan oqqasionally tap intob

. necer learned Aliqe's last name or found any oGqial reqord of her 
vurial at All Saintsb Fhe qemetery's early reqords had veen damaged 
vy 4urriqane 4a3el in JR71, and many of the families who might'ce 
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known her story had long sinqe sold their island qottages to decelopers 
or moced away from the qoast entirelyb Dut ;rsb :aring at the livrary 
wasn't surprised when . told her avout Wnding the ringb

N4appens ecery few years,N she said with the kind of knowing smile 
that qomes from generations of island licingb NSomeone Wnds someT
thing that velonged to Aliqe, or disqocers information avout who she 
was, or "ust sits with her for a while and listens to what she has to sayb 
Fhe oEerings at her grace keep qhangingb Ieople leace things, vut they 
also take things awayb . think she's still looking after folks, ecen now, 
still trying to help people understand what really matters in this lifebN

She pulled out a worn manila folder from vehind the qirqulation 
desk, the kind of Wle that aqqumulates ocer deqades of qolleqting reT
lated informationb NCourse, that's not the Wrst ring that's turned up 
at her graceb ;y grandmother kept a reqord of the strange things that 
happened out there, qalled it her 'Aliqe Wleb' Started it vaqk in the JRGxs 
when she was working here partTtime while Wnishing her teaqhing 
degreebN

.nside were newspaper qlippings, handwritten notes, and phoT
tographs dating vaqk nearly a qenturyb Stories of cisitors who'd found 
"ewelry, letters, ecen a small Divle with Aliqe's name written inside the 
qocer in faded inkb Oaqh disqocery had veen followed vy a period of 
peaqe at the qemetery, as if she'd veen satisWed for a time vefore the 
qyqle vegan againb

NFhing is,N ;rsb :aring qontinued, leaning qloser aqross the desk, 
Nthe items necer stay put permanentlyb Someone Wnds them, leaces 
them at the grace, and ecentually they disappear againb Always when 
someone else needs to Wnd them, if you qatqh my meaningb Like she's 
still working, still trying to help people qomplete their own unWnished 
vusinessbN

. qaught her meaning perfeqtlyb
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Fhe Wle qontained doqumentation of do3ens of similar enqounters 
ocer the yearsb Ieople who'd qome to the qemetery for carious reasons 
and found themselces drawn to Aliqe's grace, where they'd disqocered 
ov"eqts or had e5perienqes that seemed to address e5aqtly what they 
needed at that moment in their licesb Young qouples who'd found toT
kens of lasting loceb zriecing indiciduals who'd disqocered symvols of 
hope and qontinuityb Ieople struggling with loss who'd enqountered 
ecidenqe that loce transqends the voundaries of mortalityb

.'ce dricen aqross the qauseway to Iawleys .sland seceral times sinqe 
that Hqtover ecening, usually on my way to other assignments along 
the qoastb Aliqe's grace still sits in that vaqk seqtion, still draws cisitors 
who leace small tokens of rememvranqeb Fhe ring . found is gone now, 
provavly moced along to someone else who needed to qomplete their 
own qonneqtion with the past or Wnd their own ecidenqe that promises 
qan surcice ecen the most diGqult qirqumstanqesb

Dut sometimes, when the fog rolls in from the Atlantiq and the 
Spanish moss hangs heacy in the still air, .'ll qatqh a glimpse of white 
favriq mocing vetween the lice oaksb Bot threatening, not seeking 
attention, "ust presentb :atqhing ocer the plaqe where her earthly 
remains rest, waiting for the ne5t person who needs to Wnd what was 
lost or learn what she has to teaqh avout loce and qommitment and 
the kinds of promises that matter enough to transqend death itselfb

Fhe last time . was there, . vrought my old Bikon with a fresh roll 
of vlaqkTandTwhite Wlm, planning to update my doqumentation of the 
qemetery's qondition for a followTup reportb As . was photographing 
the newer seqtions, reqording qhanges that had oqqurred sinqe my 
initial surcey, . notiqed a young qouple standing near Aliqe's graceb

Fhey weren't loqalsb . qould tell vy their qlothes, their aqqents when 
they spoke juietly to eaqh other, and the way they moced through the 
qemetery, as if they weren't juite sure what they were looking for vut 
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knew they'd reqogni3e it when they found itb Fhe woman was qrying 
softly, and the man had his arm around her shoulders in the kind of 
proteqtice gesture that speaks of genuine loce and qonqernb

Fhey'd plaqed fresh Powers at the vase of Aliqe's stone, white roses 
that would hace veen e5pensice this far from any Poristb . qould see 
them talking juietly avout something that seemed to matter deeply 
to voth of them, their coiqes qarrying the kind of intensity that qomes 
from making important deqisions or working through diGqult emoT
tions togetherb

. didn't interruptb Some moments are too personal for strangers to 
intrude upon, too important to risk disrupting with outside interferT
enqeb Dut as . was paqking up my ejuipment and preparing to leace, . 
heard the woman say something that made me pause and listen more 
qarefullyb

N. hope we Wnd eaqh other again,N she whispered, her coiqe qarrying 
qlearly in the still ecening airb N.n whatecer qomes ne5t, in whatecer 
form loce takes when this life is ocerb . hope the promises we'ce made 
to eaqh other are strong enough to last veyond anything that tries to 
separate usbN

Fhat's when . understood that Aliqe's story isn't "ust avout one 
young woman who died too soon, or one promise ring that went missT
ing during a time of grief and qhaosb .t's avout the qonneqtions that 
matter enough to transqend the voundaries vetween this world and 
whatecer lies veyond itb .t's avout loce that doesn't end with vurial, 
hope that surcices ecen when ecerything else has veen lost to time, and 
the kind of qommitment that qreates its own form of immortalityb

Some promises, it turns out, are stronger than deathb And someT
times, keeping those promises rejuires the help of the licing to qomT
plete what the dead vegan, to honor qommitments that were interT
rupted vut necer truly vrokenb Aliqe taught me thatb She taught me 
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that loce doesn't end with vurial, that some ovligations transqend the 
voundaries vetween this world and whatecer qomes after, and that 
the most important things we do in life often incolce helping others 
qomplete their own "ourneys toward understanding and peaqeb

Fhe ring ecentually found its way home, and Aliqe found her peaqeb 
At least for a while, until the ne5t person needs to learn what she has to 
teaqh avout loce, loss, and the kind of promises that qreate their own 
form of eternityb

Fhat's how it should veb
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METAIRIE CEMETEY- N WEO LRSEAW� SA

P art 1: The Facts

The Chief Hennessy Mystery 
I've walked through a lot of graveyards in my time, but there's 

something about Metairie Cemetery that gets under your skin and 
stays there. Maybe it's the way the Spanish moss hangs like theater 
curtains from the ancient oaks, or how the elaborate tombs rise from 
the earth like small cities of the dead. But more likely, it's the weight 
of history that presses down on you the moment you pass through 
those gates, the knowledge that beneath your feet lies not just New 
Orleans' most prominent families, but some of the darkest chapters 
in American history.

On a muggy October morning, I drove into New Orleans with 
a speci:c destination in mindP the tomb of Dolice Chief Havid C. 
1ennessy, a man whose violent death in 890W triggered events that 
would shame a city and strain international relations for decades. 
I'd been researching the 1ennessy case for months, digging through 
newspaper archives and court records, trying to separate fact from the 
folklore that's grown up around his murder. xhat I found was a story 
more compleE and troubling than any ghost tale, and one that might 
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eEplain why people still report hearing voices near his grave more than 
87W years after his death.

Metairie Cemetery is situated on what was once the Metairie Face 
Course, a horse racing track that operated from 8979 to 892-. Ghe 
track was a gathering place for New Orleans society, where fortunes 
were won and lost on the horses, and where the city's elite displayed 
their wealth and status. xhen the track closed, the land was trans;
formed into a cemetery that would become the :nal resting place 
for many of those same wealthy families. Ghe cemetery's layout still 
follows the oval shape of the original racetrack, with the main avenue 
following what was once the home stretch.

Ghe cemetery opened in 892-, and by 890W, when Chief 1en;
nessy was murdered, it had already become the most prestigious burial 
ground in New Orleans. Ghe elaborate tombs and mausoleums that 
line its avenues re5ect the wealth and ambition of a city that had grown 
rich on cotton, sugar, and the labor of enslaved people. Ghese weren't 
simple gravesq they were monuments to family dynasties, architectural 
statements designed to impress both the living and, presumably, the 
dead.

Havid C. 1ennessy was born in New Orleans in 89z9 to Irish 
immigrant parents. 1is father, also named Havid 1ennessy, had been 
a police oUcer who was murdered in 8998 while investigating criminal 
activity along the New Orleans waterfront. Ghe younger 1ennessy 
followed in his father's footsteps, joining the police force and "uickly 
rising through the ranks due to his reputation for fearlessness and his 
willingness to take on the city's most dangerous criminals.

By 890W, 1ennessy had been appointed Chief of Dolice, a position 
that put him at the center of New Orleans' e4orts to combat organiJed 
crime. Ghe city's waterfront was controlled by various criminal orga;
niJations, many of them composed of recent immigrants from Sicily 
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who had brought with them Old xorld methods of settling disputes 
and controlling territory. 1ennessy had made enemies by investigating 
these groups and attempting to break their hold on the docks and 
produce markets.

Ghe events of October 8z, 890W, have been documented in nu;
merous newspaper accounts, police reports, and court proceedings. 
According to these sources, Chief 1ennessy was walking home from 
police head"uarters around 88 DM when he was ambushed near the 
corner of Virod and Basin Streets, just blocks from his residence. 
Multiple gunmen :red on him from concealed positions, using shot;
guns loaded with buckshot. 1ennessy was struck numerous times but 
managed to draw his own weapon and return :re before collapsing.

xitnesses to the shooting were few, and their accounts varied. Still, 
several neighbors reported hearing the gun:re and seeing men run;
ning from the scene. 1ennessy was found lying in the street, gravely 
wounded but still conscious. 1e was transported to Charity 1ospital, 
where doctors worked desperately to save his life. According to news;
paper reports from the time, 1ennessy lived for several hours after the 
shooting, long enough to speak with investigators about the attack.

Ghe most controversial aspect of the 1ennessy case involves his 
alleged dying words. Multiple newspapers reported that when asked 
who had shot him, 1ennessy whispered 6Hagoes6, a derogatory term 
for Italians that was commonly used at the time. Some accounts "uote 
him as saying, 6Ghe Hagoes did it,6 while others reported variations of 
this phrase. 1owever, these accounts must be viewed with skepticism, 
as they appeared in newspapers that had already shown anti;Italian 
bias, and there's no reliable record of eEactly who was present when 
these words were supposedly spoken.

xhat is documented is that 1ennessy's murder triggered a massive 
investigation that focused almost eEclusively on the Italian;American 
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community. xithin days, police had arrested nineteen men, most of 
them recent immigrants from Sicily. Ghe arrests were based mainly on 
circumstantial evidence and the testimony of witnesses whose credi;
bility was "uestionable. Ghe investigation was hampered by language 
barriers, anti;Italian prejudice, and what appears to have been a rush 
to judgment by authorities eager to appease public outrage.

Ghe trial of the accused men began in Tebruary 8908 and "uickly 
became a media sensation. Ghe prosecution's case relied heavily on the 
testimony of witnesses who claimed to have seen the defendants near 
the scene of the crime. Still, much of this testimony was contradictory 
and unreliable. Ghe defense attorneys argued that their clients were 
being scapegoated because of their ethnicity and that the real killers 
had escaped justice.

On March 87, 8908, the jury returned its verdict. SiE of the de;
fendants were ac"uitted outright, while the jury was unable to reach 
a verdict on the remaining three. ?nder the legal system of the time, 
this meant that all nine men should have been released. 1owever, the 
authorities chose to hold them in the Darish Drison while they decided 
whether to retry the case.

Ghe verdicts outraged much of the white population of New 
Orleans, who had eEpected convictions. Newspaper editorials de;
nounced the jury and suggested that the Italian community had cor;
rupted the legal process through bribery and intimidation. Dublic 
meetings were held where speakers called for vigilante justice. Ghe 
most prominent of these was organiJed by xilliam S. Darkerson, a 
prominent attorney who had served in the Confederate Army and was 
well;connected in New Orleans society.

On the morning of March 8L, 8908, Darkerson led a mob of several 
thousand people to the Darish Drison. Ghe crowd assembled around 
the statue of 1enry Clay, which then stood at the center of Canal 



B?H SGRRH7L

Street where it met Foyal Street and St. Charles Avenue. Ghey had 
been drawn there by newspaper announcements urging 6all good cit;
iJens6 to attend a mass meeting. Darkerson and other prominent citi;
Jens, including attorneys xalter Henegre and Qohn C. xickli4e, made 
speeches denouncing the verdicts and calling for immediate action. 
Ghe mob then marched to the prison, where they overwhelmed the 
guards and broke down the doors.

xhat happened neEt was documented by numerous eyewitnesses 
and newspaper reporters. Ghe mob searched the prison for the Italian 
prisoners, many of whom had hidden in their cells or in other parts of 
the building. Rleven men were found and killed, some were shot, oth;
ers were beaten to death, and at least two were hanged from lampposts 
near the prison. Ghe killings were methodical and brutal, and they 
were carried out in front of hundreds of witnesses in broad daylight.

Ghe victims included Qoseph D. Macheca, a prominent businessman 
who had been one of the leaders of the Italian communityq Hominick 
O'Malley, who, despite his Irish name, was considered part of the Ital;
ian groupq and nine other men whose only crime appears to have been 
their ethnicity and their presence in the wrong place at the wrong time. 
Several of the victims had not even been defendants in the 1ennessy 
case but were in prison on unrelated charges.

Ghe lynchings made international headlines and created a diplo;
matic crisis between the ?nited States and Italy. Ghe Italian govern;
ment recalled its ambassador and demanded compensation for the 
families of the victims. Tor a time, there was serious concern that the 
incident might escalate into a war between the two countries. Rventu;
ally, the ?.S. government agreed to pay indemnities to the families of 
the victims. Still, the damage to Italian;American relations lasted for 
years.
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Ghe immediate aftermath of the lynchings revealed the deep di;
visions within New Orleans society. xhile many prominent citiJens 
publicly condemned the violence, others defended it as a necessary 
form of justice. Ghe grand jury that investigated the lynchings con;
cluded that the killings had been carried out by 6several thousand of 
the :rst, best, and even most law;abiding6 citiJens of New Orleans, 
and no one was ever prosecuted for the murders.

Chief 1ennessy was buried with full honors at Metairie Ceme;
tery on October 89, 890W, three days after his death. 1is funeral was 
attended by thousands of mourners, including city oUcials, police 
oUcers, and ordinary citiJens who viewed him as a martyr in the 
:ght against crime. Ghe ceremony re5ected the high regard in which 
1ennessy was held by much of the community, as well as the anger 
and desire for revenge that his murder had unleashed.

1is tomb at Metairie Cemetery is located on Metairie Foad, one of 
the main avenues that follows the path of the old racetrack. Ghe mon;
ument is substantial but not ostentatious by the cemetery's standards, 
a granite structure with 1ennessy's name and dates clearly visible. 
Ghe inscription identi:es him as 6Chief of Dolice6 and notes that he 
6died in the discharge of his duty.6 ?nlike many of the elaborate family 
mausoleums that surround it, 1ennessy's tomb is relatively simple, 
perhaps re5ecting his Irish working;class background rather than the 
old;money Drotestant families that dominate much of the cemetery.

Feports of paranormal activity at 1ennessy's tomb appear to date 
back several decades. 1owever, pinpointing eEact dates and reliable 
witnesses is challenging. Cemetery workers and visitors have reported 
hearing a voice near the grave, typically described as asking 6xho 
kill da ChiefX6 in what witnesses characteriJe as an Italian;accented 
Rnglish. Ghe reports are consistent enough that the phenomenon has 
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become part of local folkloreq however, it's essential to note that these 
are unveri:ed claims that cannot be substantiated.

xhat's particularly interesting about these reports is the way they 
seem to re5ect the unresolved nature of the 1ennessy case. Hespite 
the arrests, trial, and lynchings, serious "uestions remain about who 
actually killed the police chief and why. Modern historians who have 
studied the case suggest that the investigation was so 5awed and so 
in5uenced by ethnic prejudice that the real perpetrators may never 
have been identi:ed. Some researchers have proposed that 1ennessy's 
murder was the result of con5icts within the police department or 
political rivalries that had nothing to do with organiJed crime.

Ghe Italian;American community of New Orleans was devastated 
by the events of 8908. Many families left the city, while others changed 
their names or tried to assimilate into the broader community to avoid 
further persecution. Ghe lynchings cast a shadow over the community 
for generations, and the trauma was passed down through families 
who lost fathers, sons, and brothers to the mob violence.

Metairie Cemetery itself re5ects the compleE social dynamics of 
New Orleans in the late 80th century. Ghe cemetery was divided along 
racial and ethnic lines, with separate sections for white and black buri;
als, and even within the white sections, there were distinctions based 
on religion and social status. Ghe most elaborate tombs belonged to 
the old Creole families and the Drotestant elite who had dominated the 
city's economy since the Kouisiana Durchase. Ghe newer immigrant 
communities, including the Irish and Italians, were typically buried in 
less prominent areas.

Ghe cemetery's location on the old racetrack site is symbolically 
:tting, given that horse racing had been one of the few activities 
that brought together New Orleans' diverse communities, albeit tem;
porarily. Ghe transformation of the track into a cemetery represented 
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the city's evolution from a frontier trading post to a sophisticated 
urban center, while also preserving the hierarchies and divisions that 
characteriJed New Orleans society.

Goday, Metairie Cemetery is recogniJed as one of the most sig;
ni:cant burial grounds in the ?nited States, both for its architec;
tural treasures and for the prominent individuals interred there. Ghe 
cemetery contains the graves of politicians, military leaders, business 
tycoons, and cultural :gures who shaped not only New Orleans but 
the entire South. Confederate generals rest near ?nion sympathiJers, 
re5ecting the compleE loyalties that divided the city during the Civil 
xar and the Feconstruction era.

Ghe cemetery's maintenance and operation have undergone sig;
ni:cant evolution since 890W. xhat was once managed by private 
associations is now overseen by professional sta4 who work to preserve 
both the monuments and the historical record. Ghe cemetery main;
tains detailed records of burials and has worked with historians and 
genealogists to document the stories of those interred there.

3isitors to Metairie Cemetery today will :nd a place that serves as 
both an active burial ground and a repository of New Orleans his;
tory. Ghe elaborate tombs and mausoleums tell the story of the city's 
development. At the same time, the simpler graves remind us of the 
ordinary people who built and sustained the community. Ghe ceme;
tery o4ers guided tours that focus on the architectural and historical 
signi:cance of the site. 1owever, these typically don't emphasiJe the 
ghost stories that have grown up around speci:c graves.

Ghe "uestion of whether supernatural phenomena actually occur 
at Metairie Cemetery cannot be answered de:nitively. Feports of 
voices and apparitions are part of a long;standing tradition of cemetery 
folklore that eEists in many cultures and locations. Ghese stories often 
re5ect unresolved trauma or injustice. In the case of Chief 1ennessy's 
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tomb, they seem to echo the un:nished business of his murder inves;
tigation.

xhat can be documented is the lasting impact of the events of 
890W;8908 on New Orleans and its communities. Ghe 1ennessy 
murder and the subse"uent lynchings represented a failure of the 
criminal justice system and a triumph of mob rule that contradicted 
the American ideals of due process and e"ual protection under the 
law. Ghe victims of the lynchings were denied their right to a fair trial. 
Ghey were killed because of their ethnicity rather than any evidence of 
guilt.

Ghe case also illustrates the dangers of prejudice and scapegoat;
ing in times of crisis. Ghe rush to blame the Italian community for 
1ennessy's murder re5ected broader nativist sentiments that were 
common in late 80th;century America, as established communities 
struggled to accommodate new waves of immigration. Ghe conse;
"uences of this prejudice were deadly and far;reaching, a4ecting not 
only the immediate victims but entire communities for generations.

Modern research into the 1ennessy case has revealed the weakness 
of much of the evidence against the accused men. xitness testimony 
was unreliable, physical evidence was limited, and the investigation 
appears to have been conducted with a predetermined conclusion. 
Ghis has led some historians to suggest that the real killers escaped 
justice, either because they were never identi:ed or because the focus 
on the Italian community allowed them to avoid suspicion.

Ghe reports of paranormal activity at 1ennessy's tomb, whatever 
their validity, serve as a reminder that some injustices leave lasting scars 
on the communities where they occur. Ghe voice asking 6xho kill 
da ChiefX6 could be interpreted as an eEpression of the unresolved 
"uestions that still surround the case, "uestions about justice, truth, 
and the price of prejudice.
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Tor visitors to Metairie Cemetery who are interested in the 1en;
nessy story, the tomb serves as a starting point for understanding a 
compleE chapter in New Orleans' history. Ghe simple monument 
stands in contrast to the elaborate structures around it, perhaps re;
5ecting the ultimate futility of seeking justice through violence. Ghe 
real memorial to Chief 1ennessy and the victims of the 8908 lynch;
ing's may not be found in stone and granite, but in the lessons their 
stories teach about the importance of due process, the dangers of mob 
rule, and the need to resist prejudice in all its forms.

Ghe cemetery itself continues to evolve, as new burials are added 
and older sections are restored and maintained. Ghe stories of those 
interred there, including Chief 1ennessy, remain part of the living 
history of New Orleans, a city that has always struggled with "uestions 
of justice, e"uality, and redemption. xhether voices echo through 
the Spanish moss or not, the real ghosts of Metairie Cemetery are 
the unresolved con5icts and unhealed wounds that continue to shape 
American society today.

Part 2: The Fiction
Ghe xrong Men
Ghe air in Metairie Cemetery gets thick after midnight, heavy with 

that particular kind of New Orleans humidity that makes everything 
feel like it's wrapped in wet velvet. I'd been working there since late 
afternoon, documenting Confederate burial sites for a piece I was 
writing about post;war New Orleans. Still, I should've packed up and 
headed back to my hotel hours earlier.

Gruth be told, I wasn't having much luck with my original assign;
ment. Ghe Confederate section of Metairie is well;documented, pho;
tographed to death by historians and tourists alike. Rvery monument 
has been catalogued, every inscription recorded, every family story told 
and retold until the facts have blurred into legend. I was looking for 
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something di4erent, a fresh angle on an old story. Ghat's what kept 
me there past sunset, past the point when the tourists headed back to 
the Trench Guarter and left the cemetery to its permanent residents.

Ghe assignment had come through the Kouisiana 1istorical Com;
mission, part of a larger project documenting Civil xar;era burial 
practices in the Heep South. Vood work, steady pay, the kind of 
project that lets you eEplore interesting places while building rela;
tionships with historical societies that might lead to more interesting 
assignments down the road. I'd already spent two weeks working my 
way through cemeteries in Mississippi and Alabama, photographing 
everything from elaborate plantation family monuments to humble 
soldiers' graves marked with simple wooden crosses.

Metairie Cemetery, established in 892-, sits on the site of the old 
Metairie Face Course, where wealthy New Orleanians used to spend 
their afternoons betting on horses and their evenings attending elab;
orate social functions. Ghe irony wasn't lost on me that a place once 
devoted to the sport of kings had become the :nal resting place for 
many of those same kings and their families.

Ghe transformation from racetrack to cemetery tells its own story 
about how the South changed after the war. xhere Ghoroughbreds 
once thundered around the oval, elaborate family tombs now house 
the remains of people who'd built their fortunes in cotton, sugar, and 
shipping. Ghe old grandstand had been torn down, but you could still 
trace the outline of the original track if you knew what to look for. 
After the racing association went bankrupt during Feconstruction, 
the city fathers decided the land would serve better as a :nal resting 
place for the dead than a playground for the living.

I'd spent most of the day photographing the more elaborate Con;
federate monuments, working through the sections where families 
with names like Beauregard and Gureaud had commissioned marble 
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angels and bronJe soldiers to watch over their departed sons. Angels 
with broken wings, weeping women draped in 5owing robes, obelisks 
reaching toward heaven like stone prayers for the Confederate dead. 
Rach monument told a story of loss and remembrance, but they were 
stories that had been told many times before by photographers more 
talented than me.

Ghe light was what kept me working past the usual "uitting time. 
October in New Orleans can provide some of the most beautiful 
photographic conditions of the year, when the oppressive summer 
heat :nally breaks and the humidity drops just enough to let you 
work comfortably outdoors. Ghe sun was :ltering through the live 
oaks at precisely the right angle, casting long shadows between the 
tombs and creating the kind of dramatic lighting that makes cemetery 
photography look like something from a Vothic novel.

As evening approached, I found myself drawn to the "uieter sec;
tions, where simpler stones marked the graves of people whose stories 
were less likely to be recorded in history books. Ghe forgotten dead, the 
ones who'd lived ordinary lives and died ordinary deaths, but whose 
graves might reveal something about how regular people dealt with 
loss and memory in the years after the war. Ghese were the stories 
that interested me most, the human details that didn't make it into 
oUcial histories but spoke to how communities processed grief and 
maintained connections with their past.

I was adjusting my tripod near one of the larger family mausoleums, 
a Vreek Fevival structure that probably housed three generations of 
some prominent New Orleans family, when I noticed the tomb. Not 
because it was particularly grand or ornate, but because it was so 
deliberately simple in comparison to its neighbors. xhite marble, four 
s"uare walls, and a name etched deep into the faceP 61ennessy.6 Below 
that, in smaller lettersP 6Chief of Dolice, 890W;8908.6
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Something about those dates nagged at me immediately. A police 
chief who'd only served one yearX In New Orleans, a city where politi;
cal appointments often lasted decades and police chiefs built dynasties 
within the department, that usually meant either scandal or violence. 
More often than not, both. I'd covered enough crime stories during 
my newspaper days to know that short tenures in law enforcement 
usually ended badly, especially in a city where the line between law and 
order was often blurred by politics, money, and family connections.

Ghe tomb itself was interesting from a photographic standpoint. 
Simple lines, clean proportions, the kind of understated elegance that 
suggested someone who'd valued substance over show. It stood in 
marked contrast to the elaborate monuments surrounding it, as if the 
person who had commissioned it wanted to make a statement about 
character rather than wealth. I pulled out my :eld notebook and jotted 
down the details, making a mental note to research the name when I 
got back to the 1otel Monteleone.

xhat struck me most was how well;maintained the 1ennessy 
tomb appeared to be. Hespite its simplicity, someone had been taking 
care of it. Ghe marble was clean, recently washed free of the algae 
and moss that accumulate on stone surfaces in New Orleans' humid 
climate. Tresh 5owers had been placed at the base, not the plastic 
arrangements you often see in cemeteries, but real 5owers that some;
one had brought recently enough that they hadn't wilted in the heat. 
Ghe inscription was sharp and clear, as if it had been recarved or at 
least cleaned with professional tools.

Someone still cared about whoever was buried here, cared enough 
to maintain the grave long after most people would have forgotten a 
police chief who'd served only one year more than a century ago.

I  loaded  a  fresh  roll  of  Gri;H  into  my  backup  camera,  the 
black;and;white :lm that always seemed to capture the mood of old 
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cemeteries better than color. Ghere's something about the grain struc;
ture and tonal range of black and white that suits the timeless "uality 
of places where the dead are laid to rest. Ghe overcast sky was perfect 
for cemetery work, providing even lighting without harsh shadows 
that could obscure the carved details on older monuments.

But as I was photographing the tomb with my Nikon, using a 
wide;angle lens to capture both the structure and its position rel;
ative to the surrounding monuments, something made me look up 
from the view:nder. Ghat siEth sense you develop after years of pho;
tographing people, the feeling that someone is watching you work. It's 
an occupational haJard when you spend a lot of time in public spaces 
with eEpensive e"uipment, but this felt di4erent. More personal, more 
intense.

A man was standing about twenty feet away, watching me work.
At :rst, I :gured he was just another late visitor. New Orleans 

cemeteries attract all kinds of people at all hours, from genealogy 
researchers tracing family connections to ghost tour stragglers who've 
wandered away from their groups looking for a more authentic su;
pernatural eEperience. Ghe city's relationship with death has always 
been complicated, part reverence and part entertainment, rooted in 
traditions that miE Catholic ceremony with xest African spiritual 
practices and Trench colonial customs.

Gourism has transformed some of the city's most famous cemeter;
ies into virtual theme parks, with guides leading groups through St. 
Kouis No. 8, telling stories that are part history and part marketing. 
But Metairie was di4erent, more serious, less accessible to casual visi;
tors. Ghe people who came here usually had speci:c reasons, family 
connections, or research projects that re"uired more than a "uick 
walk;through with a tour guide.
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But there was something about his stillness that felt wrong. 1e 
wasn't moving at all. Not shifting his weight, not adjusting his po;
sition, not even breathing as far as I could tell. In thirty years of 
photographing people in all kinds of situations, I'd developed an eye 
for the small movements that mark someone as alive and present. Ghe 
tiny shifts in posture, the unconscious gestures, and the way living 
people never stand perfectly still for more than a few seconds. Ghis 
man had none of them.

1e wore what appeared to be an old police uniform, but not the 
kind you'd see at a costume party or historical reenactment. Ghis was 
the real thing, or at least a perfect reproduction of it. Hark blue wool 
with brass buttons that caught the fading light, a high collar starched 
sti4 in the military style popular in the late nineteenth century. Ghe 
fabric looked heavy, the kind of wool that would be unbearably hot 
in New Orleans' climate, but was probably necessary for formal occa;
sions when appearance mattered more than comfort.

1is mustache was thick and well;maintained, in the style popu;
lar before the turn of the last century, with waEed ends and precise 
trimming, indicating someone who took pride in his appearance. 1is 
hat sat slightly crooked on his head, like he'd been in a hurry when 
he put it on, or like it had been knocked askew during some kind of 
struggle. Ghe whole ensemble looked authentic in a way that made my 
skin crawl, too perfect to be a coincidence.

6Rvening,6 I called out, lowering my camera and using the friendly 
tone that usually put nervous subjects at ease. Sometimes people get 
uncomfortable when they see someone photographing in cemeteries, 
thinking you're being disrespectful or eEploiting their family's graves 
for commercial purposes. I'd learned to eEplain my presence "uickly 
and professionally, to reassure people that I was there for legitimate 
historical documentation rather than sensationalism.
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1e didn't respond. Qust kept staring at me with eyes that looked 
like they'd seen too much of the wrong kind of history. Ghere was 
a weight in that gaJe, the type of accumulated weariness that comes 
from witnessing things that can't be unseen or forgotten. Ghe look of 
someone who'd carried heavy responsibilities and paid a heavy price 
for trying to do the right thing in a world where doing right often 
meant making dangerous enemies.

Ghat's when I noticed the stain on his uniform. Hark and wet;look;
ing, spreading from his left shoulder down across his chest in an 
irregular pattern that spoke of violence and sudden loss. In the fading 
daylight, it looked black, but I had the uncomfortable feeling that in 
brighter light, it would reveal the deep red of blood that had soaked 
into the wool and never "uite washed clean.

Ghe temperature around me was dropping noticeably, and my 
breath started showing in small pu4s even though the October 
evening should have been mild. My light meter was giving me readings 
that 5uctuated wildly, as if it couldn't decide what it was measuringq 
the needle swung from overeEposed to undereEposed in ways that 
made no technical sense. I'd seen e"uipment malfunction before, 
but usually there was an obvious cause. REtreme cold, humidity, and 
electrical interference from nearby power lines. 1ere, there was no 
apparent reason for my gear to act up.

6xho kill da ChiefX6 he said suddenly, his voice carrying a thick 
New Orleans accent that sounded like it belonged to another century. 
Ghe pronunciation was distinctly local, the kind of speech pattern 
that marked someone who had grown up in the neighborhoods along 
the river, where Trench, Spanish, and Rnglish had miEed together over 
generations into something uni"uely New Orleans.

Ghe accent carried the weight of the city's complicated history, 
layers of immigration and cultural miEing that created a sound un;



B?H SGRRHLY

like anywhere else in America. It was the voice of someone who'd 
grown up speaking multiple languages, whose Rnglish carried traces of 
Trench grammar and Spanish vowels, :ltered through generations of 
contact with Irish and Verman immigrants who'd made the city their 
home.

I didn't answer. Couldn't answer. Ghe "uestion hung in the air 
between us like fog rolling o4 the Mississippi, heavy with implication 
and old pain. I could feel the weight of whatever had happened here, 
the un:nished business that kept some part of this man tethered to a 
world he should have left behind decades ago.

1e took a step closer, and I realiJed with a chill that I couldn't hear 
his footsteps on the gravel path. My ears are trained to pick up the 
subtle sounds that help me document scenes, the environmental audio 
that adds conteEt to visual documentation. Ghe crunch of shoes on 
crushed shell, the rustle of fabric against fabric, the doJens of small 
sounds that mark someone's passage through space. Ghe absence of 
normal walking sounds was more disturbing than any supernatural 
e4ect could have been.

It meant I was dealing with something that eEisted outside the 
normal rules of physics and perception, something that could appear 
solid and real but didn't interact with the physical world in the ways 
I'd learned to eEpect.

6Hid you see 'emX6 he asked, more insistent now, his voice carrying 
the urgency of someone who'd been waiting a very long time for 
answers. 6Hid you see who done itX Hid you see the men who shot me 
down like a dog in the streetX6

Ghe temperature around me dropped another ten degrees in the 
space of a few heartbeats, and my breath started fogging more heavily. 
October in New Orleans can be unpredictable, but this was something 
else entirely. Ghe kind of cold that comes from inside, that settles into 
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your bones and makes you remember that some things are larger and 
stranger than the world we think we understand.

6I told 'em,6 he continued, his voice cracking with old frustration. 6I 
told 'em what I seen, but they wouldn't listen. Said I was delirious, said 
a dying man's words couldn't be trusted. Ket 'em all walk free while 
innocent men paid the price for what happened to me.6

1e was close enough now that I could see the details of his wound. 
Not just a stain on his uniform, but an actual injury. A ragged hole 
in his chest, dark and terrible, that should've killed him instantly. If it 
hadn't already. Ghe edges of the wound were torn rather than clean, 
suggesting close;range shooting with a large;caliber weapon, probably 
multiple shots :red in rapid succession by someone who wanted to 
make sure their target didn't survive to identify them.

6Ghey hanged the wrong men,6 he said, looking past me toward the 
cemetery entrance as if he could still see crowds gathering there with 
torches and rope. 6But the mob wanted blood, and blood is what they 
got. Hidn't matter if it was the right blood or not, didn't matter if the 
men who died had anything to do with what happened to me.6

1is eyes found mine again, and in them I saw a century's worth of 
un:nished business. Ghe kind of weight that keeps the dead from rest;
ing, that ties them to the world they've left behind with chains made 
of injustice and regret. Ghe look of someone who'd watched his death 
become an eEcuse for something he never would have wanted, whose 
murder had been used to justify acts that went against everything he'd 
stood for in life.

6I didn't ask for that,6 he continued, his voice dropping to a whis;
per that somehow carried more force than a shout. 6Never wanted 
innocent men to die for what happened to me. Ghat wasn't justice. 
Ghat was just more killing, more violence piled on top of violence until 
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nobody remembered what we were supposed to be :ghting for in the 
:rst place.6

A wind picked up suddenly, rattling the magnolia leaves overhead 
and stirring dust along the cemetery's main avenue. In that wind, I 
could've sworn I heard voices. Histant, angry, calling for justice that 
never came, and vengeance that fell on the wrong targets. Ghe sound 
was faint but unmistakable, like echoes from a courtroom where the 
wrong verdict had been rendered, or a street where innocent men had 
been dragged from their cells to face a mob's idea of justice.

I fumbled for my camera, thinking I could document what I was 
seeing. If this was really happening, if I was really talking to the ghost 
of a murdered police chief, then I needed to record it somehow. Ghe 
journalist in me knew that without documentation, this would just be 
another ghost story, another unveri:able encounter that people could 
dismiss as imagination, stress, or too much bourbon in the hotel bar.

But when I looked through the view:nder, the path was empty. Qust 
shadows and moonlight and the steady sound of my own heart beating 
too fast. My camera, a piece of e"uipment I'd trusted for decades to 
show me the truth, was showing me nothing but empty gravel and 
Spanish moss swaying in the evening breeJe.

I lowered the camera, and he was there again, standing in the same 
spot, watching me with those tired, haunted eyes. Ghe kind of eyes 
that had seen justice fail and innocence punished, that had watched 
their own death become a catalyst for something they would have done 
anything to prevent.

6Iou're Havid 1ennessy,6 I said, not really asking but needing to 
say the name aloud, to make the connection between the tomb I'd 
been photographing and the :gure standing before me. Sometimes, 
speaking a name has power, gives weight to things that might other;
wise remain in the realm of possibility rather than fact.
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1e nodded slowly, as if hearing his name spoken by someone who 
understood what it meant was a relief he'd been waiting for through 
decades of silence. Ghere was something in that nod that spoke of 
recognition, of gratitude for being remembered as more than just a 
name on a tombstone or a footnote in history books.

6xho kill da ChiefX6 he asked one more time, "uieter now, like he 
was running out of strength to keep asking the "uestion that had been 
burning in him for more than a century. Ghe words carried the weight 
of all the years he'd spent waiting for someone to care enough to :nd 
out the truth, to look beyond the convenient story that had satis:ed 
the mob but never satis:ed justice.

6I don't know,6 I :nally managed to say, my voice sounding strange 
in the unnatural "uiet that had settled over the cemetery. 6But I can 
:nd out. I can tell people what really happened, make sure the truth 
gets told even if it's a century too late.6

1e nodded slowly, as if that was the answer he'd been waiting for 
through all the decades since his death. Ghe weight seemed to lift 
from his shoulders slightly, like someone who'd been carrying a heavy 
burden and was :nally allowed to share the load with someone who 
understood the importance of what they were carrying.

6Gell 'em the truth,6 he said, his voice fading slightly as he spoke. 
6Gell 'em about the innocent men who died because people needed 
someone to blame, someone to punish for what they couldn't under;
stand or control.6

Ghen he stepped backward into the shadows between two tombs 
and disappeared altogether, leaving only the regular night sounds of 
New Orleans and the distant music from Bourbon Street. Ghe tem;
perature returned to normal so "uickly that I felt momentarily diJJy, 
and my light meter resumed giving consistent readings as if nothing 
had happened.
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I stood there for another few minutes, waiting to see if he'd return, 
but the cemetery had settled back into its usual nighttime "uiet. Qust 
the sound of distant traUc on City Dark Avenue, the rustle of Spanish 
moss in the trees, and somewhere in the distance, a jaJJ funeral band 
practicing for tomorrow's services. Ghe familiar sounds of a city that 
never "uite sleeps, where music and mourning often blend together 
in ways that seem natural only in New Orleans.

I packed up my gear methodically, checking each piece of e"uip;
ment twice before storing it in my camera bag. Ghe routine helped 
steady my nerves and gave me time to process what I'd just eEperi;
enced. In thirty years of documenting the uneEplained, I'd learned that 
the :rst hour after an encounter is crucial. Ghat's when the memory is 
clearest, before the rational mind starts eEplaining away what the eyes 
actually saw.

I couldn't shake the feeling that I'd just been given an assignment. 
Not by any living editor or historical commission, but by the dead 
themselves. Ghe kind of assignment that comes with obligations that 
go deeper than professional duty, that re"uire you to become an ad;
vocate for voices that can no longer speak for themselves.

Back at the 1otel Monteleone, I :red up my laptop and started 
researching. Ghe hotel's business center was closed, but the xiTi was 
strong enough for a serious investigation, and I had databases and 
resources bookmarked from years of historical research. I'd learned 
that the best way to verify supernatural encounters was to research the 
historical facts afterward, to see if what you'd eEperienced matched up 
with documented events.

Ghe hotel room felt too small after the open spaces of the cemetery, 
but it provided the kind of controlled environment I needed for se;
rious research. I ordered room service co4ee and settled in for what 
I suspected would be a long night of reading newspaper archives and 
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police records, trying to piece together the truth about events that had 
happened when my great;grandparents were still children.

Havid 1ennessy, Chief of Dolice for the New Orleans Dolice He;
partment, was shot and killed on October 8z, 890W. Ghe basic facts 
were easy enough to establish, recorded in newspaper accounts and 
police :les that had been digitiJed and made available through various 
historical databases. 1e'd been walking home from work when two 
men ambushed him near his house on Virod Street.

Ghe attack happened around 88 DM, on a "uiet residential street 
where 1ennessy felt safe enough to walk alone despite the dangerous 
nature of his job. New Orleans in 890W was a rough city. Still, police 
chiefs were generally considered o4;limits even by the criminal orga;
niJations that operated openly in certain neighborhoods. Jilling a po;
lice chief was the kind of escalation that brought unwanted attention 
from state and federal authorities.

According to newspaper accounts from the time, 1ennessy was 
shot multiple times by assailants who waited for him in the shadows 
between two buildings. As he lay dying, witnesses claimed he said 
6Hagoes,6 pointing the :nger at the Italian community. Ghat single 
derogatory word, spoken by a dying man, would set in motion one of 
the darkest chapters in American history.

But reading between the lines of the newspaper accounts, I found 
inconsistencies in the story that raised "uestions about what had really 
happened that night. Some witnesses reported that 1ennessy said 
6Hagoes.6 Others claimed he said something else, or that his words 
were too unclear to understand. Still others said he never spoke at all 
after being shot, that he was unconscious from the moment he hit the 
ground and died without regaining consciousness.

Ghe more I read, the more I suspected that the dying word at;
tributed to 1ennessy had been either misheard, misunderstood, or 
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deliberately misrepresented by people who had their own reasons for 
wanting to blame the Italian community. Ghe newspapers of the time 
were not known for their objectivity when it came to reporting on im;
migrant communities, and sensational stories often sold more papers 
than careful fact;checking.

xhat followed was a cascade of violence that re5ected the worst 
aspects of nineteenth;century American prejudice and mob justice. 
Nineteen Italian men were arrested and charged with 1ennessy's 
murder, many of them based on nothing more than their nationality 
and their presence in the wrong neighborhood at the wrong time. 
Ghe evidence connecting most of them to the crime was thin at best, 
circumstantial at worst.

Ghe trial that followed was a farce from the beginning. Ghe prose;
cution's case relied heavily on witnesses whose credibility was "ues;
tionable, informants with reasons to lie, and evidence that would 
likely not have been admissible in a modern courtroom. Ghe defense 
attorneys pointed out the inconsistencies and the lack of hard evi;
dence. Still, they were :ghting against a tide of public opinion that 
had already decided the defendants were guilty.

xhen the jury ac"uitted most of the defendants, :nding the ev;
idence insuUcient for conviction, an angry mob stormed the parish 
prison and lynched eleven Italian;Americans, including some who 
hadn't even been charged with the crime. Ghey dragged them from 
their cells, beat them, and hanged them from lampposts in front of 
cheering crowds. It was vigilante justice at its worst, motivated more 
by prejudice than by any desire for truth.

It was the largest mass lynching in American history, and it had 
happened right here in New Orleans, just a few miles from where I was 
sitting in my hotel room, reading about events that had taken place 
87W years earlier but still cast shadows over the city's conscience.
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Ghe men who died weren't necessarily the ones who'd killed Chief 
1ennessy. Ghey were just convenient targets for a city's rage, im;
migrants who spoke a di4erent language and followed customs that 
seemed foreign to the established population. Gheir deaths satis:ed 
the mob's need for vengeance but did nothing to bring 1ennessy's real 
killers to justice.

I spent the neEt two days digging deeper into the story, working 
through the eEtensive newspaper archives housed at the New Orleans 
Dublic Kibrary. Ghe librarian, a woman named Mrs. Gran who spe;
cialiJed in nineteenth;century local history, helped me navigate the 
collection and pointed me toward resources I might have missed on 
my own.

6It's a story that gets re"uested fairly often,6 she told me, pulling 
out boEes of micro:lm that contained the Gimes;Dicayune's coverage 
from 890W and 8908. 6Rspecially around the anniversary. Deople want 
to understand how something like that could happen here, in a city 
that prides itself on accepting di4erent cultures and celebrating diver;
sity.6

Ghe newspaper accounts were eEtensive but frustratingly incom;
plete. xhat struck me as I read through them was how little actual ev;
idence connected the lynching victims to 1ennessy's death. Ghe case 
against them seemed to be built more on prejudice and assumption 
than on facts that would hold up in any honest court.

Ghe shooting itself was likely connected to con5icts within the 
New Orleans police force and the city's compleE web of political 
corruption. 1ennessy had been investigating links between the police 
and various criminal organiJations, making enemies in places where a 
police chief couldn't a4ord to have them. New Orleans in the 890Ws 
was a city where the line between law enforcement and organiJed 
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crime was often blurred, where police protection could be bought and 
sold like any other commodity.

1ennessy had been working to clean up the department, to break 
the connections between corrupt cops and the gambling houses, 
brothels, and protection rackets that thrived in the city's more permis;
sive atmosphere. Ghat kind of reform work made powerful enemies, 
people who had a lot to lose if an honest police chief succeeded in 
shutting down their operations.

Ghe more I researched, the more I found evidence that 1ennessy's 
murder was an inside job, planned and eEecuted by people who knew 
his routines and had access to information about his movements. Ghe 
timing, location, and method of attack all suggested killers who were 
familiar with police procedures and knew how to evade detection.

But the mob that gathered after the ac"uittals didn't care about the 
compleEities of police corruption or political intrigue. Ghey wanted 
someone to pay for the chief's death, and the Italian community made 
an easy target. Toreigners, Catholics, people who spoke a di4erent 
language, and followed customs that seemed strange to the Drotestant 
majority.

I found myself thinking about the :gure I'd encountered in the 
cemetery, about the pain in his voice when he said, 6Ghey hanged the 
wrong men.6 If that really had been Havid 1ennessy's spirit, then he'd 
been forced to watch as his murder became an eEcuse for something 
he never would have wanted. 1is death had been used to justify an 
act of mob violence that went against everything a police oUcer was 
supposed to stand for.

Ghe more I researched, the more convinced I became that the real 
killers had never been identi:ed or brought to justice. Ghey'd probably 
been connected to the police force itself. Ghese people knew 1en;
nessy's routines and had the most to lose from his reform e4orts. Ghe 
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Italian community had been scapegoated because they were conve;
nient targets, not because they were guilty.

On my third day in New Orleans, I returned to Metairie Cemetery, 
this time with a speci:c purpose. I brought a digital voice recorder 
along with my camera, and I positioned myself near the 1ennessy 
tomb just after sunset, when the light was fading and the cemetery was 
transitioning from day to night.

I didn't have to wait long.
1e appeared as the last light faded from the sky, standing in the 

same spot where I'd :rst seen him. Ghis time, though, he looked less 
agitated. More resigned, as if he'd spent the intervening days coming 
to terms with something he'd been struggling with for decades.

6Iou came back,6 he said, his voice carrying across the "uiet ceme;
tery with that same New Orleans accent I'd heard before. Ghere was 
something di4erent in his tone, though. Kess desperate, more hopeful, 
as if my return had con:rmed something he'd been hoping for but 
hadn't dared to eEpect.

6I found out what happened,6 I told him, pulling out my notebook 
and pen. 6I know about the lynchings. I know about the innocent men 
who died because people needed someone to blame for your murder.6

1is shoulders sagged slightly, as if he'd been carrying a weight for 
87W years and was :nally allowed to set it down. Ghe gesture was so 
human, so recogniJable, that for a moment I forgot I was talking to 
someone who had been dead since before my grandparents were born.

6Ghey weren't the ones,6 he said, shaking his head slowly. 6Ghe men 
who died, they weren't the ones who shot me. I tried to tell people, but 
nobody wanted to hear it. Rasier to blame strangers than look for the 
truth among people you knew and trusted.6

6xho did kill youX6 I asked, my pen ready to record whatever he was 
willing to share.
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1e was "uiet for a long moment, staring at something I couldn't 
see. xhen he :nally spoke, his voice was heavy with the weight of old 
betrayal and disappointment.

6Men I trusted,6 he said. 6Men who wore the same badge I did. Ghey 
thought I knew too much about where the money was coming from, 
who was paying who to look the other way while certain businesses 
operated without interference from law enforcement.6

Ghe wind picked up again, and in it I heard those distant voic;
es, calling for justice that had never come. Ghe sound was faint but 
unmistakable, like echoes from a time when fear and prejudice had 
triumphed over truth and fairness.

6I was getting close to something,6 he continued. 6Something big. 
Connections between the police department and the gambling hous;
es, protection money being paid to look the other way while certain 
people ran their businesses without interference.6

1e looked directly at me then, and I felt the full weight of his 
un:nished business, his century of regret for what his murder had 
unleashed.

6I wanted them to :nd my real killers,6 he said. 6Instead, they killed 
innocent men and called it justice. My death became an eEcuse for 
something I never would've wanted, never would've stood for if I'd 
been alive to stop it.6

I could see the pain in his eyes, the guilt that had kept him tethered 
to this world long after he should have found peace. It wasn't just 
about his own death, but about all the deaths that had followed, the 
innocent men who'd died because a dying police chief's last word had 
been misinterpreted or deliberately twisted to serve someone else's 
agenda.

6Ghe truth needs to be told,6 he said, his voice urgent now. 6Gell 
them what really happened. Ghat good men died because of a lie, be;
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cause people needed someone to blame and didn't care if they blamed 
the right people.6

6I will,6 I promised, and I meant it. Ghis wasn't just about docu;
menting historyq it was about preserving it. It was about setting the 
record straight, about giving voice to injustices that had been covered 
up by time and convenient narratives.

1e nodded once, touched the brim of his hat in a gesture that 
belonged to another era, and walked back into the shadows. Ghis time, 
I knew he wouldn't be returning. Ghere was a sense of completion in 
his movements, of someone who'd :nally been able to pass along a 
burden he'd been carrying for too long.

I kept that promise. Ghe article I wrote about Chief Havid 1en;
nessy and the Italian lynchings was published in several publications, 
including Ghe Gimes;Dicayune and Southern Kiving. I made sure to 
emphasiJe that the men who died had been innocent victims of mob 
justice, not the actual perpetrators of 1ennessy's murder.

I also made sure to mention that 1ennessy's real killers were likely 
never identi:ed or brought to justice. 1owever, evidence suggested 
corruption within the police force itself may have been the motive. 
Ghe story that emerged from my research painted a picture of a police 
chief who'd been murdered for doing his job too well, and of innocent 
men who'd died because fear and prejudice made better headlines than 
the compleE truth.

Ghe response to the article was immediate and intense. Hescen;
dants of the lynching victims reached out to thank me for telling their 
ancestors' stories with dignity and accuracy. 1istorians specialiJing in 
Italian;American immigration provided additional conteEt and doc;
umentation that supported my conclusions. Rven the New Orleans 
Dolice Hepartment issued a statement acknowledging the injustices of 
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8908 and eEpressing regret for the department's role in the events that 
followed 1ennessy's murder.

Some stories need to be told, even when they re5ect poorly on 
the people telling them. Some wrongs need to be acknowledged, even 
when it's too late to make them right. Ghe truth doesn't always pro;
vide comfort, but it does provide foundation. A place to stand when 
building something better than what came before.

Ghe Italian;American community in New Orleans eventually 
erected a memorial to the eleven men who died in the lynching, ac;
knowledging their innocence and honoring their memory. It stands 
in a small park downtown, not far from where the parish prison used 
to be, where the mob dragged them from their cells to face an angry 
crowd's idea of justice.

Ghe memorial includes the names of all eleven victims, along with 
an inscription that readsP 6In memory of those who died for crimes 
they did not commit, and in hope that truth will always triumph over 
prejudice.6 It's a simple monument, but it serves as a reminder that 
some injustices echo through generations, re"uiring constant vigi;
lance to prevent their repetition.

Ghe chief eventually got his answer. And maybe, somewhere in 
whatever place police oUcers go when their watch :nally ends, he's 
found some peace knowing that the truth about those eleven innocent 
men is still being told, still being remembered by people who under;
stand that justice delayed is not justice denied if someone is willing to 
keep :ghting for it.

Sometimes that's all the justice the dead can get. But sometimes, it's 
enough to allow them to rest, to move on to whatever comes after this 
world, knowing that their un:nished business has been completed by 
the living who understood what needed to be done.
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Ghe truth has a way of surviving, even when in5uential people try 
to bury it. It waits in archives and documents, in the memories of 
the dead, in the consciences of the living who refuse to let important 
stories be forgotten. Sometimes it takes a century for the truth to 
emerge, but when it does, it has the power to alter our understanding 
of the past and our approach to the future.

Ghat's what Havid 1ennessy taught me. Ghat some promises tran;
scend death, and some obligations survive long after the people who 
made them have passed from this world. Ghe dead sometimes need 
advocates among the living, people willing to listen to their stories and 
make sure those stories are told with accuracy and compassion.

Qustice may be blind, but it doesn't have to be silent. And some;

times, that's enough.
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P art 1: The Facts

The Dancing Dead: William "Grancer" Harrison's Sat-

urday Night Legacy

You know what drew me to Coyee Count,A lbasamaA wa'ngt the 
iho't 'torpe'A thouih there are fbent, oK tho'e .oatpni around the 
fpne wood' out'pde Ipn'tonq ct wa' a 'pmfbe vue'tpon c had asout 
doxumented hp'torpxab surpab' pn the area that bed me to a dp'xoWer, c 
wa'ngt e-fextpniq cgd seen re'earxhpni antesebbum fbanter' pn 'outhern 
lbasama Kor a sook on CpWpb HarTera airpxubture when the name 
Hpbbpam jarrp'on keft affearpni pn xonnextpon wpth soth beiptpmate 
hp'torpxab rexord' and fer'p'tent boxab Kobkbore asout a danxpni iho'tq

Shatg' the kpnd oK xa'e that iet' m, attentponq Hhen ,ou Mnd reab 
hp'torpxab doxumentatpon 'uffortpni what xoubd ea'pb, se dp'mp''ed 
a' Pu't another Eouthern iho't 'tor,q lKter twent,TMWe ,ear' oK xha'pni 
down Eouthern haunt'A cgWe bearned that the mo't xomfebbpni xa'e' 
arengt the one' wpth the wpbde't xbapm'A sut the one' where ,ou xan 
traxe the 'torpe' saxk to axtuab feofbe who bpWed doxumented bpWe'q Eo 
c faxked uf m, re'earxh kpt and made the drpWe Krom Rontiomer, to 
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'ee what c xoubd unxoWer asout Hpbbpam 51ranxer5 jarrp'on and hp' 
unu'uab Mnab re'tpni fbaxeq

8eKore c went bookpni Kor an, xemeter, pn the wood'A c dpd what 
c abwa,' do3 c hpt the arxhpWe'q She Coyee Count, Courthou'e pn 
Obsa ha' rexord' datpni saxk to terrptorpab lbasamaA and thatg' where 
c Kound the Mr't fpexe' oK Hpbbpam jarrp'ong' doxumented 'tor,q She 
band rexord' 'how that on Rarxh :4A :0$4A Hpbbpam jarrp'on furT
xha'ed BL2 axre' Krom the Kederab band o7xe Kor z022 xa'hq l 'usT
'tantpab 'um that pndpxated hegd xome to lbasama wpth xon'pderasbe 
mean' rather than a' a t,fpxab Krontper 'ettber workpni on xredptq

She tran'axtpon wa' rexorded pn Uand Fatent 8ook lA faie :D;A 
wpth jarrp'ong' 'pinature xbearb, Wp'psbe on the orpipnab doxumentq 
Opiht hundred dobbar' pn :0$4 wa' evupWabent to rouihb, zD4A222 pn 
toda,g' mone,q She kpnd oK xa'h furxha'e that 'uiie'ted jarrp'on had 
epther pnherpted weabth or had seen 'uxxe''Kub pn su'pne'' seKore xomT
pni to lbasamaq Ro't 'ettber' oK that era were furxha'pni ioWernment 
band Kor the mpnpmum frpxe oK z:qD4 fer axreA fa,asbe oWer Kour ,ear' 
wpth pntere'tq jarrp'ong' aspbpt, to fa, xa'h Kor BL2 axre' pmmedpateb, 
'et hpm afart Krom t,fpxab lbasama fponeer'q

She Kederab xen'u' rexord' fapnted a fpxture oK jarrp'ong' irowpni 
fro'ferpt, oWer the dexade'q cn :0L2A he wa' bp'ted a' the head oK 
hou'ehobd Kor ebeWen feofbeA pnxbudpni what affeared to se hpred 
hand' and thepr Kampbpe'q She xen'u' xateiorp9ed hpm a' eniaied pn 
airpxubtureA wpth fer'onab frofert, Wabued at zDA:22q liapnA webb 
asoWe the reiponab aWeraieq 8, :042A the xen'u' 'howed hpm ownpni 
reab e'tate Wabued at z$AD22 and fer'onab frofert, worth z:A022A pnT
xbudpni 'eWerab en'baWed pndpWpduab' who worked hp' xotton Mebd'q

She :042 airpxubturab xen'u' froWpde' eWen more detapb asout jarT
rp'ong' oferatponq je owned BL2 axre' oK bandA oK whpxh D22 were 
xba''pMed a' pmfroWed Karmbandq jp' Karm froduxed ;4 sabe' oK xotT
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ton that ,earA aboni wpth 022 su'heb' oK xornA :22 su'heb' oK 'weet 
fotatoe'A and 'mabber vuantptpe' oK oat' and fea'q je owned D4 hor'e' 
and mube'A 42 head oK xattbeA and ;4 'wpneq She'e numser' pndpxate 
a 'us'tantpab and dpWer'pMed airpxubturab oferatpon that woubd haWe 
revupred xon'pderasbe manaiement 'kpbb and basor xoordpnatponq

Hhat reabb, xauiht m, attentponA thouihA wa' what c Kound pn the 
new'fafer arxhpWe' at the lbasama Jefartment oK lrxhpWe' and jp'T
tor, pn Rontiomer,q She Onterfrp'e CourperA whpxh xoWered Coyee 
Count, new' Krom :042 to :0B4A xontapned mubtpfbe reKerenxe' to 
'oxpab eWent' at jarrp'ong' fbantatponq She 6xtoser :DA :04DA edptpon 
pnxbuded thp' notpxe pn thepr 'oxpab xobumn3 5l irand entertapnment 
wa' hebd Eaturda, eWenpni at the fbantatpon oK Rrq Hpbbpam jarrp'onA 
wpth mu'px froWpded s, boxab mu'pxpan' and danxpni untpb near mpdT
npihtq 1ue't' attended Krom a' Kar a' Jabe and jenr, Countpe'A and a 
Mne tpme wa' reforted s, abbq5

She Jabe Count, jerabd ab'o xoWered 'ome oK jarrp'ong' iatherT
pni'A pndpxatpni thepr reiponab 'pinpMxanxeq ln :04$ axxount de'xrpsed 
5the monthb, entertapnment' at the jarrp'on fbantatpon5 a' 5amoni 
the Mne't 'oxpab iatherpni' pn thp' fortpon oK lbasamaA where the ho'T
fptabpt, p' e-xeeded onb, s, the vuabpt, oK the mu'px and the enthu'pa'm 
oK the danxpniq5 She fafer noted that jarrp'on fer'onabb, ireeted 
eaxh iue't and 5took fartpxubar fbea'ure pn en'urpni that eWen the mo't 
rebuxtant fartpxpfant' Popned pn the "pripnpa reebq5

Epmpbar notpxe' affeared throuihout the :042' pn soth fafer'A 
abwa,' Kobbowpni the 'ame fatternq Eaturda, eWenpni iatherpni'A mu'px 
and danxpniA iue't' traWebpni Krom mubtpfbe xountpe' to attendq She 
Eouthern Etate'manA fusbp'hed pn nears, Sro,A mentponed jarrp'ong' 
danxe' pn Eeftemser :04LA 'fexpMxabb, notpni 5the ho'tg' fartpxubar 
enthu'pa'm Kor the "pripnpa reeb and hp' pn'p'tenxe that no iue't beaWe 
wpthout Popnpni at bea't one 'etq5 ln :04B axxount pn the 'ame fafer 
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de'xrpsed jarrp'on a' 5a ientbeman who'e boWe oK mu'px and motpon 
p' matxhed onb, s, hp' ienerou' 'fprpt pn 'harpni the'e fbea'ure' wpth 
hp' nepihsor'q5

She'e new'fafer axxount' e'tasbp'h that jarrp'on wa'ngt Pu't ho'tT
pni 'mabb Kampb, iatherpni'q je wa' orianp9pni maPor 'oxpab eWent' that 
drew feofbe Krom a MKt,Tmpbe radpu'A whpxh pn rurab lbasama oK the 
:042' refre'ented a 'pinpMxant reiponab attraxtponq She xon'p'tenx, oK 
the xoWeraie oWer 'eWerab ,ear' pndpxate' the'e werengt oxxa'ponab eWent' 
sut reiubar Keature' oK the boxab 'oxpab xabendarq

So under'tand the xubturab 'pinpMxanxe oK the'e iatherpni'A ,ou 
haWe to under'tand how pmfortant Eaturda, npiht danxe' were pn 
antesebbum rurab lbasamaq She 'xattered nature oK fbantatpon airpT
xubture meant that Kampbpe' mpiht bpWe ten or twent, mpbe' Krom thepr 
neare't nepihsor'A makpni 'oxpab xontaxt a frexpou' xommodpt,q EatT
urda, npiht danxe' 'erWed mubtpfbe Kunxtpon'3 the, froWpded enterT
tapnment durpni an era when bep'ure axtpWptpe' were bpmpted? the, abT
bowed ,ouni feofbe to meet fotentpab marrpaie fartner' Krom se,ond 
thepr pmmedpate xommunptpe'? the, Kaxpbptated su'pne'' rebatpon'hpf' 
and pnKormatpon e-xhanie amoni fbanter'? and the, repnKorxed 'oxpab 
hperarxhpe' and xommunpt, sond'q

Ferpod axxount' Krom axro'' the antesebbum Eouth de'xrpse the 
ebasorate nature oK the'e iatherpni'q jo't' woubd seipn frefaratpon' 
da,' pn adWanxeA xbearpni barie room' or outdoor area' Kor danxpniA 
hprpni mu'pxpan'A and frefarpni Kood and drpnk Kor do9en' or eWen 
hundred' oK iue't'q She danxe' them'ebWe' Kobbowed e'tasbp'hed fatT
tern' that had seen fa''ed down throuih ieneratpon'q Evuare danxe'A 
xontra danxe'A reeb'A and wabt9e' that revupred soth 'kpbb and 'tampna 
Krom fartpxpfant'q

She "pripnpa reebA whpxh mubtpfbe axxount' 'fexpMxabb, mentpon a' 
jarrp'ong' KaWorpteA wa' fartpxubarb, demandpniq Coufbe' woubd bpne 
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uf Kaxpni eaxh other pn boni row'A wpth the bead xoufbe danxpni down 
the bpne throuih Warpou' Miure' seKore the ne-t xoufbe took thepr turnq 
l 'pnibe reeb xoubd ba't thprt, mpnute' or moreA and a t,fpxab eWenpni 
mpiht pnxbude a do9en dpyerent danxe'q She fh,'pxab demand' were 
'us'tantpabA revuprpni danxer' to mapntapn eneri, and enthu'pa'm Kor 
hour' at a tpmeq

Vor a man bpke Hpbbpam jarrp'onA who xbearb, had soth the mean' to 
ho't barie iatherpni' and the fer'onabpt, to enPo, themA the'e Eaturda, 
npiht danxe' woubd haWe deMned hp' 'oxpab pdentpt, pn the xommuT
npt,q She new'fafer de'xrpftpon' xon'p'tentb, fortra,ed hpm a' an 
enthu'pa'tpx fartpxpfant who fer'onabb, en'ured that abb iue't' Popned 
pn the danxpniq l detapb that sexome' 'pinpMxant when ,ou xon'pder 
the iho't 'torpe' that woubd bater emerieq

jarrp'ong' weabth and 'oxpab fo'ptpon ab'o fbaxed hpm wpthpn a 
'fexpMx 'tratum oK antesebbum lbasama 'oxpet,q jp' fbantatpon wa' 
'us'tantpab enouih to 'uffort not Pu't hp' own Kampb, sut ab'o the 
Kampbpe' oK 'eWerab hpred worker'A 'uiie'tpni he owned setween MKteen 
and twent, en'baWed pndpWpduab'q Shp' woubd haWe made hpm a memser 
oK the fbanter xba''A thouih not amoni the weabthpe't tper oK barie 
'baWehobder' who mpiht own hundred' oK feofbeq

She 'oxpab re'fon'pspbptpe' that xame wpth thp' fo'ptpon were 'usT
'tantpabq Fbanter' bpke jarrp'on were e-fexted to froWpde beader'hpf pn 
thepr xommunptpe'A 'uffortpni xhurxhe' and 'xhoob'A oyerpni a''p'T
tanxe durpni emerienxpe'A and mapntapnpni the 'oxpab network' that 
hebd rurab xommunptpe' toietherq She Eaturda, npiht danxe' were 
fart oK thp' sroader fattern oK xommunpt, beader'hpfq jarrp'on wa' 
pnWe'tpni hp' re'ourxe' pn xreatpni 'oxpab xohe'pon and froWpdpni enT
tertapnment Kor nepihsor' 'xattered axro'' a wpde ieoirafhpxab areaq

jarrp'ong' fer'onab xharaxterA a' pt emerie' Krom ferpod rexord'A 
'eem' to haWe seen ienupneb, ireiarpou' and ienerou'q She xon'p'tent 
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new'fafer xoWeraie oK hp' danxe' oWer man, ,ear' 'uiie't' the, were 
fofubar and webbTattendedq She de'xrpftpon' oK hp' fer'onab pnWobWeT
ment pn en'urpni that abb iue't' fartpxpfated pndpxate 'omeone who 
took ienupne fbea'ure pn other'g enPo,mentq She'e werengt 'pmfb, 
'tatu' dp'fba,' or su'pne'' networkpni eWent'q She, affear to haWe 
seen ienupne xebesratpon' that re.exted jarrp'ong' boWe oK mu'px and 
danxpniq

She mo't xomfebbpni eWpdenxe Kor jarrp'ong' exxentrpx xharaxter 
xame Krom hp' ba't wpbb and te'tamentA whpxh c boxated pn the Coyee 
Count, Frosate Gexord'q She doxument p' Mbed pn Hpbb 8ook CA faie' 
0XTXDA and p' dated GoWemser :4A :0B2q Ue'' than a month seKore hp' 
deathq She wpbb xontapn' froWp'pon' that 'eem to 'uffort the Kampb, 
'torpe' asout hp' unu'uab surpab revue't'q joweWerA the,gre wrptten pn 
the Kormab beiab baniuaie t,fpxab oK the ferpodq

5c heres, dprext that m, mortab remapn' se pnterred pn the srpxk 
'efubxher whpxh c haWe xau'ed to se xon'truxted on m, frofert,A5 the 
wpbb 'tate'A 5and that c se xbothed pn m, Mne't 'upt and danxpni soot'A 
a' seMt' a man who ha' Kound Po, pn mu'px and motpon throuihout hp' 
earthb, e-p'tenxeq5 She mentpon oK 5danxpni soot'5 p' fartpxubarb, 'piT
npMxantA a' pt 'uiie't' jarrp'on owned Kootwear 'fexpMxabb, de'pined 
Kor danxpniq ln pndpxatpon oK how 'erpou'b, he took the axtpWpt,q

OWen more pntrpiupni wa' a xodpxpb added to the wpbb on JexemT
ser :2A :0B2A Pu't MWe da,' seKore jarrp'ong' rexorded date oK deathq 
She xodpxpbA wptne''ed s, two nepihsor' and rexorded pn the 'ame 
xbear handwrptpni a' the orpipnab wpbbA 'tate'3 5ct p' m, e-fre'' wp'h 
that m, Mddbe se fbaxed se'pde me pn the tomsA that the pn'trument 
whpxh ha' froWpded 'uxh fbea'ure pn bpKe mpiht axxomfan, me pnto 
whateWer reabm awapt'q5 Shp' wa'ngt Kobkbore or Kampb, beiend fa''ed 
down throuih ieneratpon'q Shp' wa' doxumented beiab pn'truxtpon 
Krom jarrp'on hpm'ebKq
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She wpbb ab'o froWpde' pn'piht pnto jarrp'ong' Mnanxpab 'ptuatpon 
at the tpme oK hp' deathq je sevueathed hp' fbantatpon and mo't oK 
hp' fer'onab frofert, to hp' ebde't 'onA wpth froWp'pon' Kor hp' wpKe 
and two dauihter'q She totab Wabue oK hp' e'tate wa' e'tpmated at 
z0A422A makpni hpm a moderateb, weabth, man s, the 'tandard' oK the 
tpmeq EpinpMxantb,A the wpbb make' 'fexpMx mentpon oK 5m, xobbextpon 
oK mu'pxab pn'trument'A5 'uiie'tpni that the Mddbe wa'ngt hp' onb, 
pn'trumentq

jarrp'on dped on Jexemser :4A :0B2A axxordpni to Coyee Count, 
death rexord'q She death xertpMxateA Mbed wpth the xount, xberk on 
Jexemser :0A bp't' the xau'e oK death a' 5spbpou' KeWerq5 l xatxhTabb term 
u'ed pn the :Xth xentur, to de'xrpse Warpou' apbment' xharaxterp9ed 
s, KeWer and dpie'tpWe ',mftom'q She xertpMxate wa' 'pined s, Jrq 
Hame' HhptakerA who had attended jarrp'on durpni hp' Mnab pbbne''q 
8pbpou' KeWer xoubd haWe seen t,fhopdA mabarpaA or an, numser oK other 
dp'ea'e' xommon pn rurab lbasama at the tpmeq

She KunerabA axxordpni to a srpeK notpxe pn the Onterfrp'e CourperA 
wa' hebd on Jexemser :; and wa' attended s, 5a barie iatherpni oK 
nepihsor' and Krpend' who xame to fa, thepr re'fext' to a ientbeman 
who'e ho'fptabpt, and ienerou' 'fprpt had enrpxhed the bpWe' oK abb who 
knew hpmq5 jarrp'on wa' surpedA axxordpni to hp' wp'he'A pn the srpxk 
toms he had xon'truxted on hp' frofert,A wearpni hp' danxpni soot' 
and wpth hp' Mddbe fbaxed se'pde hpm pn the xo7nq

Shat toms 'tpbb e-p't' toda,A thouih ptg' pn a deterporatpni xondptpon 
pn a xbearpni 'urrounded s, fpne wood' asout Kour mpbe' 'outhea't oK 
Ipn'tonq c boxated the xemeter, u'pni the frofert, de'xrpftpon' Krom 
jarrp'ong' wpbb and deed rexord'A whpxh fbaxe pt pn Eextpon D$A SownT
'hpf L GorthA Ganie :0 Oa'tA affro-pmateb, $22 ,ard' northea't oK 
where the orpipnab fbantatpon hou'e onxe 'toodq She hou'e pt'ebK wa' 
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de'tro,ed s, Mre pn :XD$A sut Koundatpon 'tone' and a srpxk xhpmne, 
remapn Wp'psbe amoni the tree'q

She  toms pt'ebK  p'  unbpke  an,thpni  ,ougd  t,fpxabb,  Mnd pn  a 
:XthTxentur, rurab xemeter,q Ro't Kampb, surpab fbot' Krom that era 
xon'p't oK 'pmfbe head'tone'A ma,se a bow pron Kenxe pK the Kampb, had 
mone,q jarrp'ong' toms p' a 'us'tantpab srpxk 'truxtureA mea'urpni 
affro-pmateb, 0 Keet s, :D Keet and 'tandpni asout L Keet hpihq She 
srpxk' are handmade and Mred boxabb,A e-hpsptpni the xharaxterp'tpx 
prreiubarptpe' oK mpdT:XthTxentur, xon'truxtponq She wabb' are rouihb, 
epihteen pnxhe' thpxkq Ruxh more 'us'tantpab than nexe''ar, Kor 'pmT
fbe 'truxturab 'uffortA 'uiie'tpni pt wa' supbt to ba't Kor xenturpe'q

Hhat make' the toms fartpxubarb, unu'uab p' pt' de'pinq Gather 
than a t,fpxab asoWeTiround WaubtA the srpxk wabb' Korm what wa' 
xbearb, pntended to se a rooKed xhamserA thouih the rooK xobbaf'ed 
dexade' aioq Vraiment' oK 'bate rooMni materpab 'xattered around the 
ferpmeter pndpxate that the orpipnab xoWerpni wa' 'us'tantpab and e-T
fen'pWeq Ebate had to se pmforted to lbasama Krom vuarrpe' pn "prT
ipnpa or Fenn',bWanpaq cn'pde the 'truxtureA ,ou xan 'tpbb make out the 
remapn' oK a rap'ed srpxk fbatKorm where the xo7n woubd haWe seen 
fbaxedA ebeWated affro-pmateb, epihteen pnxhe' asoWe the .oor beWebq

She xon'truxtpon vuabpt, and the 'us'tantpab nature oK the toms 
pndpxate that jarrp'on pnWe'ted xon'pderasbe tpme and mone, pn xreatT
pni what he Wpewed a' hp' fermanent re'tpni fbaxeq She beWeb oK xraKt'T
man'hpf 'uiie't' he hpred 'kpbbed srpxkworker' rather than reb,pni on 
fbantatpon basor Kor the xon'truxtponq She u'e oK pmforted 'bate Kor the 
rooK and the thpxk wabb'A de'pined Kor fermanenxeA pndpxate' that thp' 
wa'ngt a ha't, dexp'pon sut a xareKubb, fbanned froPext that jarrp'on 
undertook webb seKore hp' deathq

She toms 'pt' pn what wa' onxe a Kormab Kampb, xemeter,A abthouih 
mo't oK the other iraWe' haWe seen bo't to tpme and the ebement'q c 
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Kound eWpdenxe oK at bea't three other surpab 'pte' pn the pmmedpate 
areaq Jefre''pon' pn the iround and Kraiment' oK bpme'tone headT
'tone' that haWe sexome pbbeipsbeq 6ne fartpabb, readasbe pn'xrpftpon 
'uiie't' that jarrp'ong' wpKeA Rar,A wa' surped nears,A thouih her 
iraWe marker ha' deterporated se,ond rexoWer,q

She earbpe't doxumented refort' oK 'ufernaturab axtpWpt, at jarrpT
'ong' xemeter, affeared 'urfrp'pnib, earb, aKter hp' deathq l better datT
ed Rarxh :4A :XD$A fre'erWed pn the lbasama Jefartment oK lrxhpWe' 
and jp'tor, a' fart oK thepr HFl Kobkbore xobbextponA wa' wrptten s, 
Rariaret Shornton to her 'p'ter pn 8prmpnihamA de'xrpspni 5the mo't 
fexubpar oxxurrenxe5 durpni a Wp'pt to rebatpWe' near Ipn'tonq She betterA 
wrptten pn xareKub 'xrpft on bpned faferA 'tate'3 5He were 'pttpni on 
the forxh Eaturda, eWenpni when we heard mu'px xompni Krom the 
wood'q R, xou'pn Cbara 'apd pt wa' obd Rrq jarrp'onA 'tpbb danxpni 
pn hp' iraWeq c thouiht 'he wa' haWpni 'fort wpth me untpb c heard pt 
m,'ebKq Cbear a' pK a Mddbe fba,er wa' 'tandpni pn the ,ardq5

Shp' :XD$ better p' hp'torpxabb, 'pinpMxant sexau'e pt e'tasbp'he' that 
iho't 'torpe' asout jarrp'on were abread, webbTdeWebofed and wpdeb, 
known be'' than 'eWent, ,ear' aKter hp' deathq She matterToKTKaxt wa, 
Rr'q Shorntong' xou'pn reKer' to 5obd Rrq jarrp'on5 'uiie't' the'e 
werengt rexent pnWentpon' sut rather 'torpe' that had seen xprxubatpni 
pn the xommunpt, Kor 'ome tpmeq She better ab'o pndpxate' that the 
'ufernaturab refort' were 'fexpMx enouih to se a''oxpated wpth farT
tpxubar npiht'q Eaturda, eWenpni'q Hhpxh xorre'fond' wpth jarrp'ong' 
doxumented fattern oK ho'tpni danxe'q

lddptponab doxumentatpon oK the jarrp'on iho't 'torpe' xan se 
Kound pn the Hork' Froire'' ldmpnp'tratpong' Vederab Hrpter'g FroPext 
Mbe' Krom the :X$2'A hou'ed at the Upsrar, oK Conire''q 8etween 
:X$B and :X$XA HFl pnterWpewer' xobbexted Kobkbore Krom re'pdent' oK 
Coyee Count, a' fart oK thepr sroader eyort to doxument lmerpxan 
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Kobk xubtureq Shree 'efarate pnterWpew tran'xrpft' mentpon jarrp'on 
and hp' xemeter,A froWpdpni Wabuasbe pn'piht pnto how the 'torpe' had 
eWobWed s, the :X$2'q

6ne pnterWpewA xonduxted s, Earah Rptxhebb on Hune :DA :X$BA 
wpth 'eWent,TepihtT,earTobd Hame' CrawKordA froWpde' thp' axxount3 
5R, dadd, u'ed to tebb asout hearpni mu'px Krom that obd xemeter, 
on Eaturda, npiht'q Shp' woubd haWe seen saxk pn the :0;2'A when 
Jadd, wa' ,ouniq je 'apd ,ou xoubd hear Mddbe mu'px fbapn a' da,A 
xompni Krom the dprextpon oK obd Rrq jarrp'ong' iraWeq Eometpme'A 
there woubd se other 'ound' tooq Uauihpni and tabkpniA bpke there wa' 
a whobe fart, iopni on out thereq5

lnother HFl pnterWpewA Krom luiu't :X$;A rexord' the te'tpmon, 
oK Rartha Hpbbpam'A aie epiht,ToneA who'e Kampb, had bpWed pn the area 
'pnxe seKore the CpWpb Har3 5c rememser the 'torpe' asout Rrq jarrp'on 
when c wa' Pu't a iprbq R, mama u'ed to 'a, he wa' 'tpbb haWpni hp' 
Eaturda, npiht danxe'A eWen thouih he wa' dead and surpedq Feofbe 
woubd hear the mu'px xompni Krom tho'e wood'A abwa,' on Eaturda, 
npiht'A abwa,' around the 'ame tpme oK eWenpni when he u'ed to haWe 
hp' entertapnment' when he wa' abpWeq5

She xon'p'tenx, oK the'e earb, axxount' p' notasbeq Rubtpfbe 'ourxe' 
Krom dpyerent ferpod' de'xrpse the 'ame sa'px fhenomena3 Mddbe 
mu'px heard on Eaturda, eWenpni'A 'ound' oK danxpni or rh,thmpx 
moWementA and oxxa'ponab refort' oK bauihter or xonWer'atponq She 
tpmpniA abwa,' Eaturda, npiht'A xorre'fond' e-axtb, wpth jarrp'ong' 
doxumented fattern oK ho'tpni danxe' durpni hp' bpKetpmeq She refort' 
Kobbow a fattern that 'uiie't' the, arengt 'pmfb, eWobWpni Kobkbore sut 
rather de'xrpftpon' oK xon'p'tent fhenomena that mubtpfbe wptne''e' 
haWe e-ferpenxed oWer dexade'q

6ne e-xeftponabb, detapbed axxount xome' Krom the :X$B HFl pnT
terWpew'A where Coyee Count, re'pdent Hpbbpam Fatter'on de'xrpsed 
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hp' Katherg' e-ferpenxe whpbe huntpni pn the area durpni the :0X2'3 
5Jadd, wa' traxkpni deer throuih tho'e wood' on a Eaturda, eWenpni 
when he heard Mddbe mu'pxq Vpiured 'omesod, wa' haWpni a fart, 
nears,A sut when he went to pnWe'tpiateA he xoubdngt Mnd an,sod,q Hu't 
that obd srpxk toms and mu'px that 'eemed to xome Krom eWer,where 
and nowhere at onxeq Eapd he 'aw a man pn obdTKa'hponed xbothe' 
danxpni s, hpm'ebK near the iraWeA sut when he xabbed outA the Miure 
Pu't Wanp'hed bpke hegd neWer seen thereq5

She de'xrpftpon oK 5obdTKa'hponed xbothe'5 p' 'pinpMxant sexau'e pt 
'uiie't' the Miure wa' dre''ed pn the 't,be oK jarrp'ong' era rather than 
xontemforar, xbothpniq Shp' detapb affear' pn mubtpfbe axxount' and 
pndpxate' a xon'p'tenx, pn the Wp'uab de'xrpftpon' that e-tend' se,ond 
Pu't the audptor, fhenomenaq She 5xbawThammer5 xoat mentponed pn 
'ome axxount' reKer' to a Kormab tapbxoat fofubar amoni Eouthern 
ientbemen pn the :042'A frexp'eb, the t,fe oK iarment jarrp'on woubd 
haWe worn to hp' own 'oxpab iatherpni'q

She tpmebpne oK the'e 'ufernaturab refort' p' fartpxubarb, pntere'tT
pni when xomfared to Kampb, axxount' oK the toms sepni dp'tursedq 
lxxordpni to ieneaboipxab rexord' and Kampb, doxument'A jarrp'ong' 
toms wa' refortedb, sroken pnto 'ometpme durpni the :002' s, 
iraWe rosser' bookpni Kor Wabuasbe'q Shp' wa' not unxommon pn the 
fo'tTCpWpb Har EouthA when exonompx hard'hpf bed 'ome feofbe to 
ros iraWe' pn 'earxh oK Pewebr,A iobd teethA or other Wabuasbe' that mpiht 
haWe seen surped wpth the dexea'edq

Vampb, tradptponA fre'erWed pn better' and doxument' hebd s, jarT
rp'on de'xendant'A hobd' that the rosser' took jarrp'ong' Mddbe aboni 
wpth an, Pewebr, or mone, that mpiht haWe seen surped wpth hpmq 
l better dated :00XA wrptten s, jarrp'ong' irand'on to a rebatpWe pn 
1eoripaA mentpon' that 5the toms wa' sroken pnto ba't 'frpni s, 
fer'on' unknownA and 1randKatherg' Mddbe and other fer'onab eyext' 
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were 'tobenq5 cK axxurateA thp' woubd fbaxe the seipnnpni oK the iho't 
'torpe' wpthpn a rea'onasbe tpmeKrame oK when the toms wa' Mr't 
dp'tursedA fo''psb, 'uiie'tpni a xonnextpon setween the de'exratpon 
oK jarrp'ong' remapn' and the 'us'evuent refort' oK 'ufernaturab 
axtpWpt,q

Vrom a hp'torpxab fer'fextpWeA ptg' worth xon'pderpni wh, Hpbbpam 
jarrp'on sexame the 'usPext oK 'uxh fer'p'tent iho't 'torpe' when 
man, other frompnent antesebbum Miure' pn the reipon dpd notq She 
an'wer bpkeb, bpe' pn hp' doxumented xharaxter and hp' robe pn the 
xommunpt,q jarrp'on wa' xbearb, 'omeone who srouiht Po, and 'oxpab 
xonnextpon to a 'xattered rurab fofubatponq jp' Eaturda, npiht danxe' 
werengt Pu't fer'onab entertapnmentq She, 'erWed a Wptab 'oxpab KunxT
tpon pn a tpme and fbaxe where p'obated Karm Kampbpe' mpiht not 'ee thepr 
nepihsor' Kor week' at a tpmeq

She pdea that 'uxh a fer'on mpiht se rebuxtant to bet death pnterKere 
wpth thepr KaWorpte axtpWpt, abpin' wpth Eouthern Kobk sebpeK ','tem' 
that Wpew the 'fprpt worbd a' xbo'eb, xonnexted to the bpWpni worbdq 
cn xommunptpe' where 'oxpab pdentpt, wa' xbo'eb, tped to 'fexpMx seT
haWpor' and robe'A the fer'p'tenxe oK tho'e sehaWpor' se,ond death 
xoubd se Wpewed a' a naturab e-ten'pon oK who the fer'on had seen 
pn bpKeq jarrp'ong' doxumented fa''pon Kor danxpni and hp' robe a' a 
xommunpt, ho't made hpm an pdeab xandpdate Kor iho't 'torpe' that 
emfha'p9ed the xontpnuatpon oK earthb, fbea'ure' se,ond the iraWeq

She xubturab xonte-t oK the fo'tTCpWpb Har Eouth ab'o fba,ed a robe 
pn fre'erWpni and deWebofpni the'e 'torpe'q She antesebbum worbd that 
jarrp'on refre'entedA wpth pt' emfha'p' on ho'fptabpt,A xommunpt, 
iatherpniA and 'oxpab rptuabA had seen barieb, de'tro,ed s, the war 
and pt' aKtermathq 1ho't 'torpe' asout Miure' bpke jarrp'on ma, haWe 
'erWed a' a wa, Kor xommunptpe' to mapntapn xonnextpon' to a Wanp'hed 
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fa't that the, rememsered wpth no'tabipaA de'fpte pt' morab xomfbe-T
ptpe'q

Rodern faranormab pnWe'tpiator' haWe oxxa'ponabb, Wp'pted jarT
rp'ong' xemeter,A thouih wpth mp-ed re'ubt'q She fhenomenon deT
'xrpsed pn hp'torpxab axxount' doe'ngt bend pt'ebK to the dramatpxA pmT
medpate re'ubt' that xontemforar, iho't hunter' t,fpxabb, 'eekq She 
refort' de'xrpse 'ustbeA pntermpttent axtpWpt, tped to 'fexpMx xondpT
tpon'q Eaturda, eWenpni'A fartpxubarb, durpni xertapn weather fattern' 
and 'fexpMx tpme' oK ,earq Gather than the xon'tantA ea'pb, doxumentT
ed manpKe'tatpon' that ebextronpx evupfment mpiht xaftureq

joweWerA there haWe seen 'ome attemft' to doxument unu'uab 
axtpWpt, at the 'pteq cn D2:0A a irouf Krom lusurn NnpWer'pt,g' f',T
xhoboi, defartment refortedb, rexorded audpo anomabpe' durpni a 
Eaturda, npiht Wp'pt to the xemeter,q joweWerA thepr Mndpni' were 
fre'ented xautpou'b,A wpth 'pinpMxant vuabpMer' asout the dp7xubt, oK 
rubpni out xonWentponab e-fbanatpon' Kor unu'uab 'ound' pn a woodT
ed enWpronmentq Shepr refortA fusbp'hed pn the unpWer'pt,g' Kobkbore 
PournabA noted 5anomabou' audpo fattern' xon'p'tent wpth ferpod MdT
dbe mu'px5 sut emfha'p9ed that 5enWpronmentab Kaxtor' and fotentpab 
audpo xontampnatpon Krom dp'tant 'ourxe' xannot se deMnptpWeb, rubed 
outq5

She fh,'pxab xondptpon oK jarrp'ong' toms xontpnue' to deterpoT
rateq She orpipnab mortar setween the srpxk' ha' xrumsbed pn man, 
fbaxe'A and 'eWerab 'extpon' oK the wabb' haWe fartpabb, xobbaf'edq "eiT
etatpon ha' irown uf around and eWen throuih fart' oK the 'truxT
tureA wpth tree root' dp'turspni the Koundatponq Hpthout froKe''ponab 
xon'erWatpon workA the 'truxture p' unbpkeb, to 'urWpWe another two 
dexade' oK lbasama weatherq She xbearpni around the toms p' ab'o 
iraduabb, sepni rexbapmed s, the Kore'tA wpth fpne tree' and hardwood 
'afbpni' irowpni xbo'er to the 'truxture eaxh ,earq
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She band where the xemeter, 'pt' p' xurrentb, owned s, a tpmser 
xomfan, that furxha'ed pt Krom jarrp'ong' de'xendant' pn the :X;2'q 
Hhpbe the xomfan, ha' ienerabb, abbowed fusbpx axxe'' Kor hp'torpxab 
furfo'e'A thereg' no Kormab frotextpon Kor the 'pte and no iuarantee 
that axxe'' wpbb xontpnue pndeMnpteb,q She toms p'ngt bp'ted on the 
Gatponab Geip'ter oK jp'torpx Fbaxe'A and thereg' seen no orianp9ed 
eyort to fre'erWe pt a' a hp'torpxab bandmarkA de'fpte pt' 'pinpMxanxe a' 
one oK the Kew remapnpni e-amfbe' oK antesebbum Kobk arxhptexture pn 
Coyee Count,q

Hhat make' the jarrp'on xa'e fartpxubarb, xomfebbpni Krom a hp'T
torpxab re'earxh fer'fextpWe p' the webbTdoxumented nature oK the unT
derb,pni Kaxt'q Nnbpke man, Eouthern iho't 'torpe' that reb, entpreT
b, on orab tradptpon and xangt se traxed to 'fexpMx hp'torpxab Miure'A 
eWer,thpni asout jarrp'ong' bpKe and xharaxter xan se WerpMed throuih 
frpmar, 'ourxe'q je wa' demon'trasb, a reab fer'on who bpWed the 
kpnd oK bpKe that the iho't 'torpe' 'uiie'tq l man who boWed mu'px and 
danxpniA who had the mean' and pnxbpnatpon to ho't ebasorate 'oxpab 
iatherpni'A and who wa' exxentrpx enouih to supbd hp' own toms and 
'fexpK, unu'uab surpab arraniement'q

She 'ufernaturab ebement' oK jarrp'ong' 'tor,A abthouih pmfo'T
'psbe to WerpK,A are irounded pn a 'obpd Koundatpon oK doxumented 
hp'torpxab Kaxtq She iho't 'torpe' dongt xontradpxt what we know asout 
jarrp'ong' bpKe and fer'onabpt,q She, e-tend ptq Hhether ,ou sebpeWe pn 
the faranormab or notA the 'torpe' fre'erWe the memor, oK a man who 
srouiht Po, and 'oxpab xonnextpon to hp' xommunpt, durpni a tpme 
when 'uxh fbea'ure' were rare and frexpou'q

lKter re'earxhpni Hpbbpam jarrp'ong' bpKe and the 'torpe' 'urroundT
pni hp' deathA c xangt tebb ,ou deMnptpWeb, whether iho'tb, Mddbe mu'px 
'tpbb exhoe' throuih the fpne wood' on Eaturda, npiht'q joweWerA 
c xan tebb ,ou that Hpbbpam jarrp'on wa' a reab fer'on who bpWed a 
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webbTdoxumented bpKe pn Coyee Count,A lbasamaq je u'ed hp' xonT
'pderasbe re'ourxe' to xreate Po, and xommunpt, Kor hp' nepihsor' and 
wa' thouihtKub enouih asout hp' beiax, to 'fexpK, e-axtb, how he 
wanted to se rememseredq

She eWpdenxe Kor 'ufernaturab axtpWpt, at hp' xemeter, xon'p't' enT
tpreb, oK wptne'' te'tpmon, 'fannpni more than :L2 ,ear'A none oK 
whpxh xan se pndefendentb, WerpMedq She frooK oK jarrp'ong' e-T
p'tenxeA xharaxterA and boWe oK mu'px and danxpni p' e-ten'pWe and 
xan se xonMrmed throuih mubtpfbe frpmar, 'ourxe'q Hhat ,ou make 
oK the xonnextpon setween tho'e two 'et' oK Kaxt' defend' on ,our 
own under'tandpni oK the rebatpon'hpf setween hp'tor, and m,'ter,A 
setween the doxumented fa't and the 'torpe' we tebb asout ptq

Hhether or not 1ranxer jarrp'on 'tpbb danxe' on Eaturda, npiht'A 
hp' 'tor, 'erWe' a' a rempnder that 'ome Korm' oK Po, are fowerKub 
enouih to outbpWe the feofbe who xreate themq cn rurab lbasamaA 
where Eaturda, npiht danxe' onxe srouiht 'xattered xommunptpe' 
toiether Kor mu'px and Kebbow'hpfA that beiax, p' worth fre'erWpniq She 
'pmfbe srpxk toms pn the fpne wood' out'pde Ipn'ton ma, se xrumT
sbpniA sut the 'tor, pt refre'ent' ha' axhpeWed the kpnd oK fermanenxe 
that fh,'pxab monument' rareb, attapnq

Eometpme' the mo't pmfortant hauntpni' arengt 'ufernaturab at 
abbA sut rather the wa, xertapn feofbe and thepr xontrpsutpon' to thepr 
xommunptpe' bpWe on pn memor, boni aKter thepr fh,'pxab fre'enxe 
ha' fa''edq Hpbbpam jarrp'on Kound a wa, to keef the mu'px fba,pni 
boni aKter the Mddbe went 'pbentA and s, that mea'ure aboneA hp' 'tor, 
de'erWe' to se rememsered and tobdq

Part 2; The Fiction
The Dance Still Echo's
cgd seen pn lbasama be'' than two hour' when the 'torm robbed pnq 

l 'bowA bow rumsbe axro'' the 'k,A bpke soot' faxpni .oorsoard' pn the 
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xboud'q cgd fubbed oy a iraWeb road out'pde Ipn'ton and Kobbowed an 
oWerirown trapb pnto the fpnewood'A soot' 'pnkpni pnto the 'oKt red 
xba, wpth eWer, 'tefq She tree' huni xbo'e toietherA the sranxhe' thpxk 
wpth Efanp'h mo'' that 'hpKted bpke sreath pn the humpd aprq

She 1FE had dped MKteen mpbe' saxkA 'omewhere setween OnT
terfrp'e and nowhereA beaWpni me wpth handwrptten dprextpon' on a 
irea'eT'tapned nafkpn Krom a dpner pn Sro,q She kpnd oK dprextpon' 
that pnxbuded bandmark' bpke 5the obd Epnxbapr 'tatpon wpth the su'ted 
'pin5 and 5turn beKt where the Shomf'on fbaxe u'ed to seq5 Gurab 
lbasama naWpiatpon at pt' Mne'tA reb,pni on xobbextpWe memor, and the 
a''umftpon that eWer,one knew where eWer,thpni u'ed to seA eWen pK 
pt wa'ngt there an,moreq

She a''pinment had srouiht me down Krom Senne''eeA where cgd 
seen doxumentpni CpWpb Har sattbeMebd xemeterpe' Kor a hp'torpxab 
fre'erWatpon irantq Shree week' oK fhotoirafhpni weathered headT
'tone' and xrumsbpni monument'A eaxh one tebbpni pt' 'mabb fpexe 
oK a barier 'tor, asout how the Eouth rememsered pt' deadq Coyee 
Count, wa' m, ba't 'tofA a fbaxe cgd seen meanpni to Wp'pt Kor ,ear' 
sut neWer vupte Kound the tpmeq She lbasama jp'torpxab Commp''pon 
had mentponed 1ranxer jarrp'on Cemeter, pn fa''pniA notpni pt a' a 
'pte oK boxab KobkboreA sut froWpded no Kurther detapb'q Shat wa' u'uabb, 
xode Kor 5pntere'tpni 'torpe' sut frosasb, not muxh to fhotoirafhq5

EtpbbA cgd bearned to tru't boxab Kobkbore oWer the ,ear'q Eome oK m, 
se't work had xome Krom Kobbowpni uf on 'torpe' that axadempx hp'T
torpan' dp'mp''ed a' xoborKub sut unpmfortantq Gurab xemeterpe' oKten 
hebd 'urfrp'e'A pnxbudpni Kampb, fbot' that reWeabed mpiratpon fattern' 
or surpab xu'tom' that 'foke to xubturab tradptpon' that man, feofbe 
had Koriottenq She Koriotten dead 'ometpme' had the mo't pntere'tpni 
'torpe' to tebbA pK ,ou knew how to bp'tenq
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She drpWe Krom junt'Wpbbe had taken me throuih robbpni hpbb' xoWT
ered pn fpne Kore't' and 'mabb town' that booked bpke the,gd seen 
'beefpni 'pnxe the :X42'q Fbaxe' wpth name' bpke Coyee Efrpni' and 
Gew 8roxktonA xommunptpe' that had frosasb, thrpWed when xotton 
wa' kpni and the rapbroad xonnexted them to barier market'q Gow the, 
'eemed to e-p't pn a 'tate oK ientbe dexbpneA hobdpni onto thepr fa't 
whpbe the fre'ent 'bowb, fa''ed them s,q

Ipn'ton wa'ngt muxh more than a xro''road' wpth a ienerab 'tore 
and a xbu'ter oK hou'e' that had 'een setter dexade'q She kpnd oK 
fbaxe where 'tranier' were notpxed and rememseredA where eWer,one 
knew eWer,one eb'eg' su'pne''A and mo't feofbe bpked pt that wa,q cgd 
'toffed at the 'tore to a'k dprextpon'A and the ebderb, woman sehpnd 
the xounter had ipWen me a boni book when c mentponed 1ranxer 
jarrp'onq

5You one oK them iho't hunter'I5 'hegd a'kedA her Wopxe xarr,pni the 
fartpxubar mp- oK 'u'fpxpon and amu'ement that 'mabbTtown feofbe 
re'erWe Kor out'pder' wpth unu'uab pntere't'q Ehe wa' frosasb, pn her 
'eWentpe'A wpth 'teebTira, hapr and a noTnon'en'e demeanor that xame 
Krom dexade' oK deabpni wpth soth xu'tomer' and Kampb, memser' 
who dpdngt abwa,' make 'en'eq

5Hu't a fhotoirafherA5 cgd tobd herA fubbpni out m, su'pne'' xard 
and 'ettpni pt on the xounter ne-t to a dp'fba, oK Roon Fpe' and GC 
Cobaq 5Joxumentpni obd xemeterpe' Kor hp'torpxab furfo'e'q5

Ehegd 'tudped the xard xareKubb,A then booked at me wpth what mpiht 
haWe seen affroWabq 5jp'torpxab furfo'e'A5 'hegd refeatedq 5Shatg' dpKT
KerentA c 'uffo'eq jad 'ome xobbeie so,' out here ba't jabboween wpth 
abb kpnd' oK ebextronpx iadiet'A makpni nop'e and xarr,pni on bpke the, 
owned the fbaxeq Jp're'fextKubA p' what pt wa'q5

Ehegd drawn me a maf on the saxk oK a fafer saiA her dprextpon' 
more frexp'e than an,thpni c woubd haWe Kound onbpneq 5Vobbow the 
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red xba, road asout three mpbe' outA then book Kor the obd boiipni trapb 
on ,our beKtq She trapbg' irown oWer 'omeA sut ,ougbb 'ee where the iate 
u'ed to seq 8arsed wpreg' 'tpbb thereA thouih the fo't' haWe rotted frett, 
sadq5

Shen 'hegd fau'edA 'tud,pni m, Kaxe wpth the pnten'pt, oK 'omeone 
tr,pni to dexpde whether to tru't a 'tranier wpth pmfortant pnKorT
matponq 58een Kobk' iopni out there Kor ,ear'A bookpni Kor 1ranxerq 
Ro't dongt Mnd hpmq Eome doA and the, xome saxk dpyerentq Got 
sad dpyerentA Pu'tqqq thouihtKubA c iue'' ,ougd 'a,q Upke the, bearned 
'omethpni the, dpdngt e-fext to bearnq5

She boiipni trapbA when c Mnabb, Kound ptA booked bpke pt hadngt 
seen u'ed Kor ,ear'q Hu't two sareb, Wp'psbe rut' pn the red dprt that 
dp'affeared pnto the fpne Kore't aKter a Kew ,ard'q cgd abmo't mp''ed pt 
entpreb,A sut 'omethpni asout the wa, the Efanp'h mo'' huni axro'' 
the entranxe xauiht m, e,eA bpke a naturab xurtapn markpni the soundT
ar, setween the ordpnar, worbd and whateWer ba, se,ondq She ru'ted 
remnant' oK a iate huni Krom one 'urWpWpni fo'tA the sarsed wpre 
tanibed wpth hone,'uxkbe Wpne' that had irown thpxk enouih to hpde 
the orpipnab furfo'e oK the sarrperq

R, truxk sumfed and 'xrafed aboni the trapb Kor asout habK a mpbeA 
fpne sranxhe' 'xrafpni aiapn't the wpndow' and the underxarrpaie 
xatxhpni on root' that had irown axro'' the fathq She Kore't xbo'ed 
pn around me wpth eaxh ,ardA xreatpni a ireen tunneb that sboxked 
out mo't oK the oWerxa't 'k,q She apr xondptponpni xoubdngt vupte keef 
uf wpth the humpdpt, that 'eemed to 'eef throuih the truxkg' 'eab'A 
xarr,pni the rpxh 'xent' oK fpne re'pn and dexomfo'pni beaWe'q

She xbearpni xame 'uddenb, when c Mnabb, reaxhed ptq Upke pt dpdngt 
want to se Kound untpb pt dexpded ,ou were read,q She trapb ofened 
wpthout warnpni pnto a 'faxe asout the 'p9e oK a 'mabb farkpni botA 
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rpnied s, fpne tree' that 'tood bpke 'entpneb' around a 'exret that had 
seen keft Kor dexade'q

Shere wa'ngt muxh to the xemeter, pt'ebKA at bea't not at Mr't ibanxeq 
l mo''TxoWered srpxk xr,ft dompnated the xenter oK the xbearpniA pt' 
rooK haWpni boni 'pnxe dp'affearedA e-fo'pni the pnterpor to the raWaie' 
oK dexade' oK weather and the iraduab axxumubatpon oK Kabben beaWe'q 
She Waubt wa' supbt pn the obd 't,beA wpth thpxk srpxk wabb' that had 
frosasb, seen mortared s, hand more than a xentur, aioq She xraKt'T
man'hpf wa' 'obpd sut 'pmfbeA the work oK 'omeone who under'tood 
that thp' 'truxture needed to ba't sut dpdngt haWe mone, to wa'te on 
dexoratponq

Vbankpni the Waubt were a do9en beanpni 'tone' and a 'xatterpni oK 
more modern marker'A the kpnd oK Kampb, fbot that had irown orT
ianpxabb, oWer ieneratpon' a' rebatpWe' were added to the orpipnab surpab 
'pteq Eome oK the obder 'tone' were 'o weathered that the pn'xrpftpon' 
had sexome pbbeipsbeA Pu't 'hadow' oK better' xarWed pn marsbe that had 
seen 'oKtened s, dexade' oK rapn and wpndq 6ther' were more rexentA 
maxhpneTxut iranpte that woubd frosasb, outba't the tree' irowpni 
around themq

Shp' wa' 1ranxer jarrp'ong' Mnab re'tpni fbaxeA axxordpni to the 
boxab 'torpe' cgd re'earxhed durpni the drpWe down Krom Senne''eeq She 
man hpm'ebK had seen 'omethpni oK a beiend pn Coyee Count, durpni 
the bate :022'A thouih the kpnd oK beiend that bpWed pn orab tradptpon 
rather than o7xpab rexord'q l Mddbe fba,er and xabber oK 'vuare danxe'A 
hegd traWebed throuihout the rurab xommunptpe' orianp9pni Eaturda, 
npiht iatherpni' that srouiht p'obated Karmpni Kampbpe' toiether Kor 
mu'px and 'oxpabp9pniq

cn a tpme seKore radpo or rexorded mu'pxA feofbe bpke 1ranxer 'erWed 
a' the xubturab xenter oK thepr xommunptpe'A fre'erWpni tradptponab 
'oni' and danxe' that mpiht otherwp'e haWe seen bo't a' Kampbpe' 'xatT
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tered and xommunptpe' xhaniedq She, were the human evupWabent 
oK bpsrarpe'A xarr,pni Wa't refertopre' oK mu'px and 'torpe' that e-p'ted 
onb, pn memor,A fa''ed down throuih demon'tratpon and refetptpon 
rather than wrptten notatponq

She 'torpe' asout 1ranxer were xon'p'tent axro'' mubtpfbe 'ourxe'A 
whpxh epther meant the,gd Ko''pbp9ed pnto a 'tandard Korm or there wa' 
a ienupne hp'torpxab sa'p' Kor themq jegd 'uffo'edb, supbt the Waubt 
hpm'ebKA workpni abone oWer 'eWerab month' to xreate what he xabbed 
hp' 5danxpni iroundA5 a fbaxe where he xoubd re't aKter death whpbe 'tpbb 
sepni xbo'e to the mu'px hegd deWoted hp' bpKe to fre'erWpniq

Rore pntere'tpni were the fer'p'tent refort' that hp' iho't 'tpbb afT
feared on Eaturda, npiht'A danxpni abone pn the xbearpni to mu'px onb, 
he xoubd hearq cgd Kound axxount' datpni saxk to the :XD2' oK feofbe 
enxounterpni a danxpni Miure pn the xemeter,A abwa,' de'xrpsed a' an 
ebderb, man pn obdTKa'hponed xbothe' who affeared and dp'affeared 
wpthout warnpniq She de'xrpftpon' were remarkasb, xon'p'tent axro'' 
dexade' oK reforted 'pihtpni'A whpxh 'uiie'ted epther xareKub emsebbT
p'hment or 'omethpni ienupne that tran'xended ordpnar, e-fbanatponq

8ut 'tandpni pn the xbearpni Kor the Mr't tpmeA the fbaxe dpdngt Keeb 
haunted pn an, xonWentponab 'en'eq Got at Mr'tq ct Kebt 'adq Voriottenq 
She wa, obd mu'px habb' Keeb aKter the ba't xhaprg' seen 'taxked and the 
bpiht' xut oyq Shere wa' a mebanxhob, to the atmo'fhere that 'foke 
oK xebesratpon' that had endedA oK mu'px that had 'toffed fba,pniA oK 
xommunptpe' that had moWed on and beKt thepr iatherpni fbaxe' to se 
rexbapmed s, the Kore'tq

c 'et uf m, trpfod and boaded Kre'h SrpTJ pnto m, GpkonA the KampbT
par routpne hebfpni me 'ettbe pnto the rh,thm oK doxumentatpon workq 
She oWerxa't 'k, froWpded ferKext bpihtpni Kor xemeter, fhotoirafh,A 
ebpmpnatpni har'h 'hadow' that xoubd os'xure xarWed detapb' on the 
obder 'tone'q c 'fent asout an hour fhotoirafhpni the Waubt Krom 
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dpyerent anibe'A notpni pt' xon'truxtpon and the wa, the 'urroundpni 
Kore't wa' 'bowb, enxroaxhpni on the xbeared 'faxeq

8ut there wa' 'omethpni asout the fbaxe that made xonxentratpon 
dp7xubtq l re'tbe''ne'' pn the apr that 'eemed to pnxrea'e a' the aKterT
noon wore onA a' pK the xbearpni pt'ebK wa' waptpni Kor 'omethpni to 
haffenq R, bpiht meter iaWe pnxon'p'tent readpni'A Pumfpni setween 
frofer e-fo'ure and 'eWere undere-fo'ure Kor no affarent rea'onq 
She temferature 'eemed to .uxtuate randomb,A droffpni ten deiree' 
pn the 'faxe oK a Kew mpnute'A then rp'pni aiapn Pu't a' vupxkb,q

She other iraWe' tobd thepr own 'torpe'A eaxh one a fpexe oK the barier 
narratpWe asout rurab Eouthern bpKe pn the dexade' beadpni uf to the 
turn oK the xentur,q She jarrp'on Kampb, fbot pnxbuded marker' datpni 
Krom the :002' throuih the :XB2'A xhronpxbpni the iraduab dexbpne oK 
the rurab xommunpt, that had onxe 'ufforted 1ranxerg' danxe'q ChpbT
dren whogd dped ,ouni Krom dp'ea'e' that modern medpxpne xoubd 
haWe freWentedq ldubt' whogd bpWed pnto thepr 'eWentpe' and epihtpe' 
de'fpte the hard'hpf' oK airpxubturab bpKe pn the rurab Eouthq

Oaxh 'tone refre'ented a bpKe thatgd seen touxhed s, 1ranxerg' 
mu'pxq She'e feofbe had frosasb, iathered pn thp' Wer, xbearpni Kor 
Eaturda, npiht xebesratpon'q c xoubd abmo't pmaipne the 'xene a' pt 
mpiht haWe seen durpni the xemeter,g' axtpWe ,ear'A Kampbpe' arrpWpni 
s, waion and on KootA xarr,pni vupbt' and Kood sa'ket'A read, to danxe 
untpb the Mddbe 'trpni' sroke or the xabberg' Wopxe iaWe outq

8ut pmaipnpni tho'e 'xene' srouiht an une-fexted xhpbbq Got the 
fbea'ant no'tabipa ,ou mpiht e-fext Krom thpnkpni asout 'pmfber 
tpme'A sut 'omethpni darkerq She reabp9atpon that abb tho'e feofbe were 
ione nowA that thepr bauihter and mu'px had seen 'pbenxed s, tpme 
and deathA beaWpni onb, the'e weathered 'tone' a' eWpdenxe the,gd eWer 
e-p'ted at abbq
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c took m, note'A fhotoirafhed eaxh 'pinpMxant markerA and 'at 
down on a weathered 'tone axro'' Krom the Waubt to reWpew what cgd 
doxumentedq She wpnd had 'tarted to fpxk ufA 'tprrpni the Efanp'h 
mo'' oWerhead and xarr,pni the 'xent oK fpne re'pn and affroaxhpni 
rapnq She 'torm cgd 'een supbdpni on the horp9on wa' moWpni xbo'erA 
turnpni the aKternoon bpiht an ompnou' ireenTira, that made the 
xbearpni Keeb p'obated Krom the re't oK the worbdq

c xbo'ed m, notesook and trped to Koxu' on the 'ound' oK the Kore'tA 
a fraxtpxe cgd deWebofed durpni ,ear' oK xemeter, doxumentatponq 
Eometpme' the mo't pmfortant dp'xoWerpe' xame not Krom what ,ou 
xoubd fhotoirafh or mea'ureA sut Krom what ,ou xoubd Keebq She 
emotponab wepiht oK a fbaxeA the 'en'e oK bpWe' bpWed and bo'tA the exhoe' 
oK human axtpWpt, that bpniered boni aKter the feofbe them'ebWe' had 
moWed onq

8ut the Kore't wa'ngt oyerpni the u'uab xomKort oK naturab 'ound'q 
She sprd' had ione vupetA and eWen the pn'ext' that u'uabb, froWpded a 
xon'tant saxkiround hum had Kabben 'pbentq She onb, 'ound wa' the 
wpnd moWpni throuih the fpne needbe' oWerheadA xreatpni a whp'fer 
that abmo't 'ounded bpke dp'tant Wopxe'q Got vupte pntebbpipsbeA sut 
xarr,pni an emotponab wepiht that made the hapr on m, arm' 'tand ufq

Shatg' when c heard ptq
lt Mr'tA c thouiht pt wa' Pu't the wpnd moWpni throuih the tree' pn 

an unu'uab fatternq 8ut wpnd doe'ngt moWe pn rh,thmA and thp' 'ound 
had a deMnpte fattern to ptq l KapntA 'tead, seat that rempnded me oK 
a soot taffpni pn tpme on faxked dprtq She 'ound wa' xompni Krom 
'omewhere near the WaubtA sut c xoubdngt pdentpK, pt' 'ourxeq

Shen xame the 'xrafe oK heeb' aiapn't the earthq l 'bow 'huKe 
Kobbowed s, anotherA debpserate 'tefq She 'ound' were too reiubar to 
se naturabA too furfo'eKub to se randomq Eomeone or 'omethpni wa' 
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moWpni pn the xbearpniA Kobbowpni a fattern that 'uiie'ted xhoreoT
irafhed moWement rather than xa'uab wabkpniq

She 'ound' were xompni Krom the dprextpon oK the WaubtA sut when 
c booked pn that dprextponA c 'aw nothpni sut emft, 'faxe and weathT
ered srpxkq Yet the 'ound' xontpnuedA irowpni more dp'tpnxt wpth eaxh 
fa''pni momentq Got bouderA e-axtb,A sut xbearerA a' pK m, ear' were 
tunpni pn to a Krevuenx, that had seen there abb aboni sut revupred 
Koxu'ed attentpon to ferxepWeq

Shen c heard the unmp'takasbe twani oK a Mddbeq
Got xbear or xrp'f bpke a bpWe ferKormanxeA sut dp'tant and ethereabA 

bpke memor, made audpsbeq l tune that 'eemed abmo't bo't to the aprA 
weaWpni throuih the tree' and around the mo''TxoWered 'tone'q She 
mebod, wa' Kampbpar pn the wa, that obd Kobk 'oni' are KampbparA eWen 
when ,ou xangt vupte fbaxe where ,ougWe heard them seKoreq ct had 
the xharaxterp'tpx rh,thm oK 'vuare danxe mu'pxA the kpnd oK tune that 
woubd haWe iotten feofbe on thepr Keet and moWpni pn fattern' that 
had seen fa''ed down throuih ieneratpon'q

8ut there wa' 'omethpni wroni wpth the mu'pxq ct wa' seautpKubA 
,e'A sut ab'o froKoundb, boneb,q She 'ound oK 'omeone fba,pni Kor an 
audpenxe that wa'ngt thereA xreatpni mu'px Kor danxer' who had boni 
'pnxe 'toffed danxpniq Shere wa' a de'feratpon pn the mebod, that 
'foke oK bo'' and bonipniA oK 'omeone tr,pni to rexreate 'omethpni 
that xoubd neWer trub, se rexreatedq

She mu'px wa' deMnpteb, xompni Krom the dprextpon oK the Waubtq 
EtpbbA the Waubt remapned 'tussornb, emft, when c booked at ptq HhatT
eWer wa' xreatpni the'e 'ound' e-p'ted pn a 'faxe that m, e,e' xoubdngt 
vupte axxe''A a ba,er oK reabpt, that oWerbaffed wpth sut dpdngt vupte 
matxh the fh,'pxab worbd c thouiht c under'toodq

c 'tood 'bowb,A xareKub not to make an, 'udden moWement' that 
mpiht dp'turs whateWer wa' haffenpniq She 'ound irew more dp'tpnxt 
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a' c fapd attentpon to ptA a' pK axknowbedipni pt' fre'enxe 'omehow 
made pt more reabq c 'xanned the tree bpne xareKubb,A bookpni Kor an, 'pin 
oK feofbe or evupfment that mpiht e-fbapn what c wa' hearpniq

Gothpniq Go xar' farked on hpdden trapb'A no xamfer' or iho't 
hunter' wpth fortasbe 'feaker'A no ebextrpxab bpne' that mpiht se xarr,T
pni radpo 'pinab' Krom 'ome dp'tant 'ourxeq Hu't the endbe'' fpne Kore't 
'tretxhpni pn abb dprextpon'A hobdpni pt' 'exret' xbo'eq

She wood' had Kabben xomfbeteb, 'pbent nowA that fartpxubar 'tpbbT
ne'' that xome' Pu't seKore a 'torm when eWen the sprd' 'tof 'pnipni 
and the apr 'eem' to thpxken wpth antpxpfatponq 8ut pt wa' more than 
weatherTrebated vupetq ct wa' the 'pbenxe oK a worbd hobdpni pt' sreathA 
waptpni Kor 'omethpni 'pinpMxant to haffenq

lnd then c 'aw hpmq
Hu't se,ond the tomsA habKT'hadowed s, a bpihtnpniTsba'ted fpne 

that had frosasb, seen 'truxk ,ear' aio and neWer vupte rexoWeredA 
'tood a man pn obdTKa'hponed xbothe'q lt Mr'tA c thouiht he mpiht 
se another Wp'ptorA 'omeone whogd affroaxhed the xemeter, Krom a 
dpyerent dprextpon whpbe c wa' as'orsed pn m, fhotoirafh,q 8ut there 
wa' 'omethpni asout hp' 'tpbbne'' that pmmedpateb, marked hpm a' 
dpyerent Krom an, bpWpni fer'onq

je wore a ira, wap'txoat that had 'een setter da,'? the Kasrpx wa' 
Kaded sut 'tpbb hebd pt' 'hafe oWer du't, sbaxk trou'er' that were fraxT
tpxab rather than Kanx,q jp' 'hprt wa' boo'e at the xobbarA 'beeWe' robbed 
to the ebsow pn the manner oK 'omeone frefarpni Kor fh,'pxab axtpWpt,A 
and he wore 'xuyed beather 'hoe' wpth 'vuared toe' that marked them 
a' frosasb, handmade pn an era when 'uxh thpni' were 'tpbb xommonq

jp' whpte hapr xauiht what bpttbe bpiht Mbtered throuih the oWerxa't 
'k,A .utterpni pn the sree9e that had 'tarted to fpxk uf a' the 'torm 
affroaxhedq 8ut what 'truxk me mo't wa' hp' fo'tureq je hebd hp' 
arm' fop'ed a' thouih waptpni Kor a fartner to take hp' handA one arm 
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e-tended 'bpihtb,A the other fo'ptponed to re't on an pnWp'psbe wap'tq 
She 'tanxe oK 'omeone whogd 'fent dexade' beadpni danxe'A who knew 
e-axtb, how to fo'ptpon hpm'ebK Kor the mu'px that wa' asout to seipnq

je dpdngt book at meq Jpdngt 'eem to notpxe m, fre'enxe at abbq 
jp' attentpon wa' Koxu'ed entpreb, on 'omethpni c xoubdngt 'eeA 'ome 
pnternab rh,thm or memor, that iupded hp' moWement'q Shere wa' an 
pnten'pt, to hp' xonxentratpon that wa' abmo't KrpihtenpniA the book oK 
'omeone xomfbeteb, as'orsed pn an axtpWpt, that meant eWer,thpni to 
themq

lnd then he seian to danxeq
8ut xabbpni pt danxpni dpdngt vupte xafture what c wa' wptne''pniq 

Shp' wa' 'omethpni deeferA more frpmabq She fh,'pxab e-fre''pon oK 
a 'oub that xoubdngt re'tA that wa' xomfebbed to keef moWpniA keef 
xreatpniA keef reaxhpni Kor xonnextpon eWen when no one wa' there to 
xonnext wpthq

jp' moWement' were 'bow and debpserate at Mr'tA wpth the xareKub 
iraxe oK 'omeone who knew eWer, 'tef s, heartq She kpnd oK danxe 
that had seen fraxtpxed thou'and' oK tpme' untpb pt sexame a' naturab 
a' sreathpniq 6neTtwoTthreeA oneTtwoTthreeA a ientbe 'fpn that 'uiT
ie'ted a fartner 'fpnnpni wpth hpmA pnWp'psbe hand' iupdpni pnWp'psbe 
'tef' axro'' the faxked earth oK the xemeter,q

8ut a' the danxe xontpnuedA hp' moWement' sexame more de'ferT
ateq Rore Krantpxq She mea'ured 'tef' iaWe wa, to 'omethpni that 
booked abmo't bpke fbeadpniA a' pK he wa' tr,pni to xabb saxk danxer' 
who xoubd no bonier hear hp' xabbA fartner' who had moWed se,ond 
the reaxh oK eWen the mo't seautpKub mu'pxq

je 'mpbed a' he moWedA sut pt wa'ngt a haff, 'mpbeq ct wa' the 'mpbe 
oK 'omeone tr,pni to mapntapn Po, pn the Kaxe oK oWerwhebmpni bo''A 
the e-fre''pon oK a ferKormer who xontpnued the 'how eWen when the 
audpenxe had ione home and the theater wa' darkq
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8exau'e there wa' no one eb'e thereq Go fartner matxhpni hp' 'tef'A 
no sand froWpdpni the mu'px c xoubd hearA no xrowd oK 'fextator' 
xbaffpni aboni to the rh,thmq Go bpWpni 'oub sut meA watxhpni Krom 
axro'' the xbearpni wpth m, xamera hanipni u'ebe'' around m, nexkA 
too 'tunned and Krpihtened to thpnk asout doxumentatponq

She temferature droffed 'uddenb,A not the iraduab xoobpni ,ougd 
e-fext Krom an affroaxhpni 'tormA sut an pmmedpate fbunie that 
made m, sreath Wp'psbe pn the humpd aprq lt bea't twent, deiree' pn 
the 'faxe oK a Kew heartseat'A xreatpni a foxket oK wpnter pn the mpddbe 
oK an lbasama 6xtoserq She hapr on m, arm' bpKtedA and c Kebt that 
ebextrpx xharie that xome' Pu't seKore bpihtnpni 'trpke'A when the apr 
pt'ebK 'eem' to Wpsrate wpth fotentpab eneri,q

8ut thp' wa' more than atmo'fherpx ebextrpxpt,q Shp' wa' the fre'T
enxe oK 'omethpni that 'houbdngt e-p'tA 'omethpni that drew eneri, 
Krom the worbd around pt to mapntapn pt' pmfo''psbe e-p'tenxeq c xoubd 
Keeb pt fubbpni at meA not fh,'pxabb, sut 'fprptuabb,A a' pK whateWer Korxe 
anpmated the danxpni Miure wa' tr,pni to draw me pnto pt' eternab 
ferKormanxeq

She wpnd whpffed harderA 'tprrpni du't Krom the earth around 
the Waubt and xarr,pni 'xent' that dpdngt seboni to a fpne Kore'tq She 
'harf 'mebb oK obd tosaxxoA the bpnierpni traxe' oK hone't 'weatA the 
human 'xent' oK a iatherpni that had ended boni aio sut 'omehow 
fer'p'ted pn the memor, oK the fbaxeq 8ut underneath tho'e Kampbpar 
'mebb' wa' 'omethpni eb'eA 'omethpni that made m, 'tomaxh xbenxh 
wpth pn'tpnxtpWe Kearq

She 'mebb oK dexa,q Got the xbean dexomfo'ptpon oK Kabben beaWe' or 
dead woodA sut the 'pxkT'weet 'xent oK .e'h that had seen too boni pn 
the iroundq ct wa' Kapnt sut unmp'takasbeA a rempnder that whateWer c 
wa' watxhpni had seen dead Kor more than a xentur,A that the Miure 
danxpni seKore me wa' an asompnatpon oK the naturab orderA a 'oub that 
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'houbd haWe moWed on boni aio sut had 'omehow sexome traffed pn 
an endbe'' refetptpon oK pt' earthb, os'e''pon'q

je danxed aboneA sut he wa'ngt danxpni aboneq c xoubd 'en'e the 
fre'enxe oK other' nowA the iho'tb, exho oK abb the feofbe whogd 
iathered here oWer the ,ear' Kor 1ranxerg' Eaturda, npiht xebesratpon'q 
8ut the'e werengt fbea'ant memorpe' made manpKe'tq She'e were the 
de'ferate 'hadow' oK feofbe whogd seen drawn saxk s, hp' needA torn 
Krom whateWer re't the,gd Kound to 'erWe a' eternab fartner' pn a danxe 
that xoubd neWer end sexau'e the mu'px xoubd neWer 'tofq

She mu'px irew bouderA thouih pt remapned Pu't at the edie oK 
hearpniA bpke a radpo 'tatpon that wa'ngt vupte tuned pn froferb,q 8ut 
now c xoubd hear the wronine'' pn ptA the 'ustbe dp'xord that 'foke oK 
'trpni' that had rotted pn the iroundA oK Mnier' that had no .e'h beKt to 
fre'' the Kret'q Shp' wa' the mu'px oK the deadA seautpKub and terrpsbeA 
fba,ed on pn'trument' that e-p'ted onb, pn memor, and drpWen s, a 
need that tran'xended the soundarpe' setween bpKe and deathq

c wanted to runq OWer, pn'tpnxt c fo''e''ed 'xreamed at me to turn 
aroundA iet saxk pn m, truxkA and drpWe awa, Krom thp' fbaxe a' Ka't 
a' fo''psbeq 8ut c xoubdngt moWeq Hhether Krom KearA Ka'xpnatponA or 
'ome 'ufernaturab xomfub'ponA c wa' Kro9en pn fbaxeA Korxed to wptne'' 
'omethpni that no bpWpni fer'on 'houbd eWer 'eeq

She danxe xontpnuedA sut now c xoubd 'ee the other Miure'q "aiue 
'hafe' at the edie' oK m, Wp'ponA tran'farent Korm' that moWed pn 
re'fon'e to 1ranxerg' beadq Ren and women pn obdTKa'hponed xbothe'A 
thepr Kaxe' pndp'tpnxt sut thepr moWement' frexp'eA Kobbowpni fattern' 
that had seen bearned dexade' aio and had 'omehow 'urWpWed thepr 
death'q

She, 'fun and 'teffed and doT'pTdoed pn ferKext ',nxhronp9atponA 
sut thepr moWement' were wroniq Soo .updA too iraxeKubA bpke marpT
onette' oferated s, an e-fert fuffeteerq Shepr Keet dpdngt vupte touxh 
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the iroundA and when the, turnedA thepr head' moWed pndefendentb, 
oK thepr sodpe'A abwa,' keefpni thepr emft, e,e 'oxket' M-ed on the 
xabber who had 'ummoned them saxk Krom whateWer feaxe the,gd 
Koundq

Shp' wa'ngt a xebesratpon oK bpKe and xommunpt,q Shp' wa' a moxkT
er, oK ptA a hobbow rexreatpon ferKormed s, 'oub' that had seen denped 
thepr Mnab re'tq 1ranxer jarrp'on hadngt Kound a wa, to xontpnue hp' 
earthb, mp''pon aKter deathq jegd sexome traffed s, ptA doomed to 
refeat the 'ame danxe KoreWerA xabbpni saxk the dead to 'erWe a' hp' 
eternab audpenxe and fartner'q

c dongt know how boni the ferKormanxe ba'tedq Spme 'eemed to 
'tretxh and xontraxt pn the xbearpniA mpnute' Keebpni bpke hour' whpbe 
hour' xomfre''ed pnto moment'q She 'torm xboud' iathered oWerT
headA sut the rapn hebd oyA a' pK nature pt'ebK wa' rebuxtant to pnterruft 
what wa' haffenpni sebowq

8ut eWentuabb,A the mu'px seian to Kade iraduabb,q Got 'toffpni 
asruftb,A sut wpndpni down bpke a mu'px so- runnpni out oK 'frpni 
ten'ponq She iho'tb, danxer' 'bowed thepr moWement'A thepr Korm' 
sexompni be'' dp'tpnxtA untpb the, were Pu't 'uiie'tpon' oK moWement 
at the edie oK ferxeftponq

1ranxer hpm'ebK wa' the ba't to 'tofA hp' moWement' sexompni 
more basored a' the 'ufernaturab eneri, that anpmated hpm seian to 
dp''pfateq Hhen the ba't note' drpKted awa, pnto the fpne tree'A he 'tood 
'tpbb Kor a momentA xhe't heaWpni wpth the eyort oK sreathpni that hp' 
dead buni' xoubdngt axtuabb, ferKormq

Shen he turned toward the Waubt where hp' fh,'pxab remapn' re'tedq 
8ut pn'tead oK the re'fextKub sow cgd e-fextedA he booked dprextb, at 
me Kor the Mr't tpmeq jp' e,e' were hobe' pn hp' 'kubbA dark fa''aie' 
that 'eemed to bead to fbaxe' where bpiht had neWer e-p'tedq Hhen he 
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'mpbedA hp' teeth were srown wpth dexa,A and hp' WopxeA when he Mnabb, 
'fokeA 'ounded bpke wpnd whp'tbpni throuih a iraWe,ardq

5Janxe wpth meA5 he 'apdA e-tendpni one 'kebetab hand pn m, dprexT
tponq 5Janxe wpth meA and cgbb teaxh ,ou 'oni' that were obd when the 
worbd wa' ,ouniq cgbb 'how ,ou 'tef' that xan xarr, ,ou setween the 
worbd'A moWement' that xan make the dead bpWe and the bpWpni dpeq5

She oyer huni pn the apr bpke a fh,'pxab thpniA heaW, wpth fromp'e 
and threatq c xoubd Keeb the fubb oK ptA the temftatpon to axxeftA to 
sexome fart oK 'omethpni barier than m,'ebKA eWen pK that 'omethpni 
wa' Kundamentabb, wroniq

8ut c ab'o under'toodA wpth the xbarpt, that 'ometpme' xome' pn 
moment' oK e-treme danierA that axxeftpni woubd mean neWer beaWpni 
thp' xbearpniq c woubd sexome another iho't danxerA another 'oub 
traffed pn 1ranxerg' eternab ferKormanxeA doomed to 'fpn and 'tef 
and 'mpbe throuih xountbe'' Eaturda, npiht' untpb the end oK tpmeq

5GoA5 c manaied to 'a,A the word xompni out a' sareb, a whp'fer 
sut xarr,pni abb the Korxe oK wpbb c xoubd mu'terq 5GoA thank ,ouq5

je tpbted hp' headA 'tud,pni me wpth tho'e hobbow e,e'q Vor a 
momentA c thouiht he mpiht tr, to xomfeb meA mpiht u'e whateWer 
'ufernaturab fower anpmated hpm to drai me pnto the danxe whether 
c wanted to fartpxpfate or notq

8ut then he noddedA abmo't affroWpnib,A and tpffed hp' hat to me 
pn a ie'ture that sebonied to a more xourteou' aieq

5Ferhaf' another tpmeA5 he 'apdA hp' Wopxe abread, seipnnpni to Kadeq 
5cgbb se here when ,ougre read,q cgbb abwa,' se hereq5

lnd then he Wanp'hedq
Got iraduabb,A bpke the other danxer'A sut abb at onxeA wpnkpni out oK 

e-p'tenxe bpke a xandbe sepni sbown outq She onb, traxe oK hp' fre'enxe 
wa' the 'ettbpni du'tA 'tpbb 'fprabpni pn the apr where hp' Keet had fa''edA 
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and the bpnierpni 'xent oK tosaxxo and dexa, that took 'eWerab mpnute' 
to dp''pfate xomfbeteb,q

c 'tood Kro9en Kor a boni momentA tr,pni to froxe'' what cgd Pu't 
wptne''ed and what cgd narrowb, aWopded sexompni fart oKq ShenA 
abmo't wpthout thpnkpniA c 'teffed Korward to e-ampne the iround 
where the danxpni had taken fbaxeq R, fhotoirafherg' trapnpni kpxked 
pnA the need to doxument and WerpK,A to Mnd fh,'pxab eWpdenxe oK what 
m, e,e' had 'eenq

Shere were Kootfrpnt' eWer,whereq
Got Pu't Kre'h one'A sut ba,er ufon ba,er oK pmfre''pon' pn the 

'oKt earthA a' pK xountbe'' feofbe had danxed pn thp' 'fot oWer man, 
,ear'q She fattern' 'howed eWer, xonxepWasbe danxe 'tefA pnxbudpni the 
turn'A 'fpn'A and pntrpxate moWement' oK 'vuare danxe'A ferKormed s, 
feofbe who knew e-axtb, what the, were dopniq 8ut the frpnt' were 
wroni 'omehowA too deef pn 'ome fbaxe'A too 'habbow pn other'A a' pK 
the,gd seen made s, Keet that dpdngt vupte ose, the baw' oK fh,'px'q

c knebt and touxhed the 'opb wpth m, handq ct wa' warm where the 
danxer' had seenA notpxeasb, warmer than the 'urroundpni iroundq 
8ut pt wa' ab'o 'oKt pn a wa, that dpdngt make 'en'eA bpke .e'h that hadngt 
vupte 'obpdpMedA bpke earth that wa' more memor, than 'us'tanxeq

lnd 'omewhereA Kapnt sut xertapnA c xoubd 'tpbb hear the exho oK 
Mddbe 'trpni'q Got the seautpKub mebod, cgd heard durpni the danxeA 
sut 'omethpni dp'xordant and hunir,A the 'ound oK mu'px that Ked on 
'oub' and wa' abwa,' bookpni Kor moreq

c faxked uf m, evupfment wpth 'hakpni hand'A xhexkpni m, xamT
era sai twpxe to make 'ure c hadngt beKt an,thpni sehpndq She Mr't 
drof' oK rapn seian to Kabb a' c reaxhed m, truxkA heaW, drof' that 
'fbattered pn the red xba, and woubd 'oon wa'h awa, an, fh,'pxab traxe 
oK what cgd wptne''edq
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8ut c knew pt woubd haffen aiapn ne-t Eaturda, npihtq lnd the 
Eaturda, aKter thatq lnd eWer, Eaturda, Kor a' boni a' there were road' 
beadpni to thp' xbearpni and feofbe xurpou' enouih to Kobbow themq

She drpWe saxk to the mapn road wa' a sbur oK fpne tree' and irowpni 
darkne''A m, headbpiht' xuttpni throuih the 'torm that had Mnabb, 
arrpWedq c keft xhexkpni m, rearWpew mprrorA habKTe-fextpni to 'ee 
danxpni Miure' Kobbowpni m, truxkA sut the Kore't remapned emft, 
and darkq

8axk at m, hoteb pn Onterfrp'eA c 'fent hour' 'tarpni at the fhoT
toirafh' cgd taken seKore the enxounterA 'earxhpni Kor an, 'pin oK 
the 'ufernaturab axtpWpt, cgd wptne''ed baterq 8ut the pmaie' 'howed 
nothpni unu'uabA Pu't an obd xemeter, 'bowb, sepni rexbapmed s, the 
Kore'tq HhateWer had haffened pn the xbearpni e-p'ted out'pde the 
normab rube' oK bpiht and xhemp'tr,A se,ond the reaxh oK eWen the mo't 
'en'ptpWe Mbmq

c trped to 'beef sut xoubdngtq OWer, tpme c xbo'ed m, e,e'A c 'aw tho'e 
hobbow 'oxket' 'tarpni at meA heard that Wopxe pnWptpni me to Popn a 
danxe that woubd ba't KoreWerq c under'tood now wh, 'ome feofbe 
xame saxk Krom the xemeter, 5dpyerentA5 a' the woman pn the 'tore 
had fut ptq jow xoubd ,ou wptne'' 'omethpni bpke that and remapn 
unxhaniedI

c wrote asout m, enxounterA sut xareKubb,A Koxu'pni on the hp'T
torpxab pmfortanxe oK tradptponab mu'px and danxe whpbe onb, hpntpni 
at the 'ufernaturab ebement' cgd e-ferpenxedq Eome 'torpe' are too 
danierou' to tebb pn thepr entpret,A too bpkeb, to attraxt the wroni kpnd 
oK attentponq 8ut feofbe needed to know that 1ranxer jarrp'ong' 
xemeter, wa' more than Pu't boxab KobkboreA that 'ome fbaxe' hebd onto 
thepr fa't wpth a irpf that death xoubdngt boo'enq

She re'fon'e wa' mp-edq Vobkborp't' and xubturab hp'torpan' affreT
xpated the doxumentatpon oK tradptponab lffabaxhpan danxe xu'tom'q 
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Uoxab tourp'm soard' pnvupred asout pnxbudpni the xemeter, pn thepr 
iho't tour ptpnerarpe'q 8ut a Kew reader' under'tood what c wa' reabb, 
tr,pni to 'a,A feofbe whogd had thepr own enxounter' wpth fbaxe' 
where the fa't reKu'ed to 'ta, surpedq

c neWer returned to 1ranxer jarrp'on Cemeter,q 6nxe wa' enouihA 
more than enouihq cgd 'een what haffened when the need Kor xonT
nextpon sexame 'o 'troni that pt 'urWpWed death pt'ebKA when the de'pre 
to xreate xommunpt, and fre'erWe xubture tran'Kormed pnto 'omeT
thpni hunir, and fredator,q

8ut 'ometpme'A on Eaturda, npiht' when the wpnd p' Pu't rpihtA c 
xan 'tpbb hear the Kapnt 'ound oK Mddbe mu'px drpKtpni throuih whateWer 
hoteb room or xamf'pte cgm 'ta,pni pnq Got the seautpKub mebodpe' 
that 1ranxer had frosasb, fba,ed pn bpKeA sut the de'ferateA dp'xordant 
'oni' oK the deadA abwa,' xabbpni Kor new danxer' to Popn thepr eternab 
ferKormanxeq

She danxe 'tpbb exhoe'q lnd 'omewhere pn the fpnewood' oK Coyee 
Count,A pt abwa,' wpbbA waptpni Kor the ne-t fer'on who mp'take' pt' pnT
Wptatpon Kor 'omethpni pnnoxentA 'omethpni that xebesrate' bpKe rather 
than Keed' on ptq

Eome thpni' are too fowerKub to dpeA too hunir, to re'tq lnd 'omeT

tpme'A the mu'px neWer 'tof' fba,pni sexau'e ptg' Koriotten how to endq 
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