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Five forgotten places. Five stories the land has never stopped telling.

Where history and mystery meet —along the rivers, roads,
and forgotten corridors of the Mid-Atlantic.
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| ntroduction

Every landscape holds memory. Not the clean, catalogued memory of a textbook, but something ol der
and less manageable — the kind that seeps into the soil, curls around the roots of trees, and rises as mist on
certain mornings when the light is just wrong enough to make you look twice.

The stories gathered here come from the Mid-Atlantic — a region layered with colonial settlement,
revolutionary sacrifice, civil war, and the quiet tragedies that history tends to forget. These are places
where the past did not stay past. They are places where people still feel something when they stand still long
enough to listen.

We offer these stories not to frighten, but to remember. Because the best ghost stories are never really
about ghosts. They are about the human beings who lived, suffered, loved, and were lost —and the land that
never quite let them go.

Walk softly. Listen carefully. They are till here.
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Chapter 1

Balls Bluff Battlefield

& Haunted House Bend

If you stand very still here, it is hard to believe how loud this hillside once was.

On an October afternoon in 1861, Union soldiers were driven to the edge of these bluffs, the Potomac at
their backs, Confederate fire in front of them, and nowhere left to go. Men stumbled and fell down this slope
in the chaos, some leaping for the river in the gathering dark.

The boats below were already overcrowded; panicked soldierstried to climb aboard, capsizing them and
sending wounded men into the current to drown. Others tried to swim for Harrison's Island, only to be
dragged under by the weight of their wool uniformsin the cold river.

In the days that followed, bodies floated downriver, past lockkeepers and canal boatmen who had heard
the gunfire but knew nothing yet of the battle. They began calling the bend in the canal "Haunted House
Bend," and many refused to tie up there at night.

Today, visitors still speak of strange sounds by the river—distant splashes, muffled cries, footsteps
where no one walks. Whether you believe in ghosts or not, the ground here holds the memory of men who
died far from home, in confusion and fear, at the very beginning of along and bitter war.

Out of respect, we walk softly, we speak quietly, and we remember them.

"Even the mules would hurry through this stretch of towpath, ears back, asif they
sensed they were not alone.”
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Chapter 2

Old House Woods

The Forest That Watches Back

If you look out past the trees here, it's hard to imagine that this quiet stretch of shoreline once had avery
different reputation. For more than a century, locals have whispered about Old House Woods as a place you
don't wander into alone, and certainly not after dark.

They tell of ghostly soldiers marching through the pines, uniforms ragged, muskets on their shoulders,
moving in a line that leads to nowhere. Out over the water, people have reported silent, spectral ships
appearing in the fog—rigging trailing, lanterns glowing faintly—only to vanish when you try to get a closer
look. Some even speak of phantom riders on horseback, charging through the trees without a sound of
hoofbeats, asif chasing a battle that ended |ong ago.

Old stories say there is lost treasure buried somewhere in these woods, hidden by men who never made
it home. The curse, they warn, is not on the gold itself, but on anyone who comes here driven by greed.
Those are the ones who get turned around, see lights where no lights should be, and feel that heavy weight of
being watched from just beyond the tree line.

Even today, folks talk about sudden drops in temperature, strange lights flickering between the trunks,
and that uneasy sense that the woods are aware of you, measuring you.

"Old House Woods may not be famous outside this region, but to the people who
live nearby, it is still one of the most haunted placesin Virginia."
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Chapter 3

Suicide Bridge

The Choptank River's Dark Crossing

If you listen closely on a still night out here, you will hear more than just the water moving under the
Choptank. For years, locals have called this "Suicide Bridge," a name that grew out of too many bodies
pulled from the river below and too many stories of people who chose this spot to end their lives.

Modern ghost stories talk about phantom footsteps crossing the bridge when no cars are coming—slow,
deliberate steps that seem to start right beside you and fade into the darkness. Drivers have reported seeing
pale figures standing at the railings, hands resting on the metal, staring down into the black water, only to
vanish when headlights sweep past.

Some people go further, whispering that the bridge has a kind of pull, that it calls to the desperate and
the lonely, drawing them back here even when they have no reason to be on this road. Whether you believe
that or not, there is no denying that this place carries a heavy history.

Out of respect—for the dead and for the living—we tread lightly, we speak softly, and we remember
that every ghost story here began as someone's real pain.

"They say the sorrow sank into the pilings and never really left.”
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Chapter 4

St. Albans Sanatorium

Wher e the Walls Remember

From the outside, St. Albans Sanatorium looks like so many other old institutions—brick walls, long
halls, windows like blank eyes. But for more than a century, people have said that something inside this
building is different, heavier, asif the walls themselves remember too much.

The official history speaks of mental illness, experimental treatments, and the everyday tragedy of
patients who never left. The unofficial history—the one investigators talk about on late-night radio and in
tour brochures—adds another layer: dark rituals in hidden corners, oppressive presences that press on your
chest, and encounters with entities that do not seem quite human.

Some rooms have reputations al their own. People step through the doorway and feel an instant
shift—air that feels thicker, colder, or charged, asif they've crossed into someone else's territory. There are
stories of shadows that move against the light, voices that answer when no oneis visible, and sudden surges
of anger or despair that vanish the moment you leave the room.

Investigators who spend time here rarely describe St. Albans as a place of quiet, residua ghosts
replaying the past. Instead, they talk about focused, intelligent attention—something watching, reacting,
sometimes even challenging anyone who daresto linger too long.

Whether you believe in demons, in the power of ritual, or smply in the weight of human suffering, St.
Albans Sanatorium remains one of those places where ailmost everyone agrees on one thing: whatever is
here has not moved on.

"Whatever is here has not moved on."
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These places are till there.
The stories are still being told.
And somewhere, the past is till listening.

RELICS OF THE PAST
Hauntingly Good Historical Sories

Join us for more stories, tours, and living history presentations.
Follow Relics of the Past for upcoming events.

Relics of the Past [0 Hauntingly Good Historical Stories



