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G in perfect detail. Mr. G's former 
attorney, the legendary Major RobertA 
McIntyre, was in court that day. He 
heard the women's statement, and 
verified her description of the old 
gentleman. 

Strange Footfalls 
More recently, unexplainable phe­

nomena have been noted by Fauquier 
Historical Society members and others 
who have spent time working in the Old 
Jail Museum. 

Former Society President H. Gary 
Heath, who spent many hours working 
on the kitchen and other rooms in the 
museum, recalled an incident that oc­
curred several times during the winter 
of 1982-83. 

WI ile hard at work scraping loose 
paint from th e ceiling of the old kitchen, 
he distinctly heard someone walking on 
the floor above him, only inches away 
from his head. 

Convince d that someone had 
slipped into the museum and gone up­
stairs unnoticed, he searched the entire 
upper level, but found nothing. 

Th is strange interruption occurred 
at least four more times during the six 
months that he worked in the kitchen. 

One time,when his wife,Sheila, was 
working in th e War Room, she, too 
heard the strange footfalls upstairs. 

Calling her husband, the couple 
stopped their work and went upstairs to 
investigate. Again, no one was found. 

"I don't believe in ghosts," said Mr. 
Heath later. "Perhaps it was a unique 
echo from the street, or the creaking of 
the old building ... but whatever it was, 
it got a reaction out of me!" 

That was not his only experience at 
the Old Jail that he could not explain. 

Working upstairs this time, Mr. 
Heath had just painted the new book­
shelves in the library, and the small step 
leading to the computer room. 

Before leaving the room, he 
checked his work, and noticed a small 
footprint had appeared in the fresh paint 
on the step. 

"I don 't know where it came from," 
he said. "But 1 know it wasn't from my 
work boots!" 

The Mysterious Woman 
Perhaps one of the most vivid 

sightings is also the most recent. 
Rober t W. McMeans, the contrac­

tor who did extensive restoration and 

paint work in the museum, was appar­
ently visited the ghost of a yet-unidenti­
fied woman. 

Mr. McMeans was so impressed by 
his experience that he prepared a report 
to the Society describing his encounter, 
which occurred while he van working 
at the 1822cellblock on the morning of 
February 15, 1994. 

Due to the icy weather, Mr. 
McMeans' son had not been able to join 
him at work that day. 

He had just moved his materials and 
supplies up the steep steel stairs, and 
was scraping paint from the walls and 
ceiling of the upper hallways. 

"I was half-sitting, half-standing on 
the stairs, scraping the wall, when 1be­
came aware that 1 was not alone," re­
ported Mr. McMeans. "I saw a shape 
appear on my right , at the top ofthe stair­
way, only three feet away from me." 

''To say the least, 1 was startled. 
There was no one else in th e entire 
building, and no way for anyone to have 
come up the stairs without my knowing 
it," he said. 

"I quickly moved down the few 
steps toward the doorway, all the time 
watching this image of a woman at the 
top of the stairs. " 

"My first reaction was to run, but 
yet, 1 wanted to stay. She remained at 
the top of tfie st~Irs for several seconds, 
before fadi ng away before my 
bewildered eyes," aid Mr. McMeans. 

Although he only saw her for a few 
seconds, Mr. McMeans remembered 
her appearance in surprising detail . 

"She was a small lady of slender 
build, but shapely by anyone's stan­
dards," he wrote. 

''The image had very few facial fea­
tures, but the impression that remains 

is one of softness. Her arms were be­
hind her, or beneath some sort of loose 
white shawl, which was draped over one 
shoulder and pulled tightly around her 
waist. 

Her dress came all the way to the 
floor, and concealed here feet. She had 
the most yellow hair 1have ever seen; it 
was pulled to the right side, and bound 
with awhite ribbon ,"said Mr. McMeans. 

"Her dress was lovely,with lacy,lay­
ered edges covering her ample bosom," 
he continued. 

"Six white, pearl-like buttons went 
down each side from shoulders, con­
trasting with the color of the fabric, 
which softened from the medium blue 
at the top to a softer blue-white at the 
waist. 

"Below her waist, the flowing white 
fabric of the dress and the woven shawl 
came together as one, and sparkled like 
softly falling snowflakes sparkle before 
the headlights of a car," he recalled. 

"She spoke not a word, nor made 
any movement after she appeared. To 
say she had an effect on me would be 
putting it mildly!", said Mr. McMeans. 

"I am convince d that 1 have met a 
ghost! 1 have thought long and hard 
about why she appeared to me, and why 
this happened, but to no avail," he said . 

"Maybe she just w ted to watc 
me wor ing ...I guess we will never 
know." 

"If you see her, will you give her a 
hug for me?,"he concluded. "She looked 
like someone who needed a hug ." 

Now do you believe in ghosts? 
- John Toler 
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