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Or one too 
many spirits? 
A night at Nashville's 
Union Station Hotel can become 
a voyage into the supernatural 
Story and photos by Chris Stovall 

A full October moon, shrouded in 
mist, hangs above the tall, 
Romanesque towers. The heavily- 
arched windows are filled with long, 
flowing white drapes and blackness. A 
bright spotlight aimed at the Viking 
points along the roof line gives the 
castle-like building an eerie glow. A 
solitary white moth flutters aimlessly 
higher and higher. 

It's almost midnight, less than a 
fortnight before Halloween. However, 
this is not the haunted house staffed 
by Boy Scouts wearing white sheets 
who lurk in the shadows waiting to 
scream. Besides, the ghosts seen in 
this 98-year-old limestone building 
aren't particularly partial to holidays. 

A ghostly chill is infecting a small 
group of customers at The Broadway 
Bistro bar in Nashville's Union Station 
Hotel. A pink neon sign is casting a 
fiery glow on the conversation. 

"Some people say there're ghosts 
here," bartender Scarlett Bernier jests 
with a grin. "But I don't believe in 
that stuff," she scoffs. "I think you 
have to be superstitious or something." 

According to Bernier, supposedly 
there's the ghost of a little girl 
haunting the seventh floor. The girl 
fell from the balcony, and her ghost 
now plays in the halls. One former 
hotel employee, mistaking her for a 
"real" child, supposedly attempted to 
catch and scold the ghost for running 
and making noise. And then there's 
Room 413, where a man died on his 
wedding night, where, Bernier adds, 
author Anne Rice, the celebrated 
queen of the damned herself, stayed 
last year while on tour. 

The Union Station's off-duty 
concierge, Carrie Dunn, is listening 
intently from a nearby barstool. 

"Are you talking about ghosts?" 
Dunn snaps. "I don't even want to 
hear about ghosts. I'm sick of it." 
Anne Rice stayed in Room 413, 
explains Dunn, because she requested, 
believe it or not. a room with a lot of 
light, not because she heard it was 
haunted. 

"Well. I don't know about ghosts, 
but I took (Anne Rice] room service," 
Bernier confides. "I walked in, and her 
hair was on the counter. That was 
pretty scary." 

Dunn, a small punchy woman, is 
well aware of the hotel's ghost stories. 
People have even called to stay here, 
she mocks, because they've heard 
about the "ghosts" and want to spend 
the night in a "haunted " hotel. 

The most common ghost seen, 
according to Dunn's account, is an 
elderly woman in a rocking chair on the 
fifth-floor balcony, which is cantilevered 
out over the main floor lobby and circles 
the entire area under the vast barrel- 
vaulted stained-glass ceiling. 

When the station's builders had to 
raze several homes in 1898 to build 
Union Station, this woman supposedly 
was waiting for her son to return home. 
She died, however, before he returned, 
and the house was eventually 
demolished. Now, according to legend, 
her ghost is here pining away. 

"But I've never seen her," jeers 
Dunn, shifting on her barstool, "and my 
office is right up there on the fifth floor. 
I don't believe in ghosts anyway." 

A customer named Jack (not his real 
name), a businessman who spends quite 
a few nights a year in residence at the 
hotel leans over, sets down his empty 
snifter and presents what he considers to 
be proof of the supernatural. 

"I was out there in the lobby," Jack 

Union Station's seventh floor hallway, said to be haunted by a young 
girl. Two floors down, the ghost of an elderly woman supposedly resides. 

Nashville's Union Station Hotel, where patrons claim to havt witnessed ghosts inside the storied building. 

recalls in a grave tone, "when Jamie 
ICamera) came running out of Arthur's 
screaming. He was white as a sheet. 
He said he saw a woman floating in 
the air." 

Jamie Camera is an icon of the 
Nashville restaurant community. He 
is never without coat and tie; his salt- 
and-pepper hair and Spanish accent 
lend a certain credibility. He is a 
current owner and maitre d' of 
Arthur's, one of the city's oldest 
restaurants, which relocated to Union 
Station several years ago. The 
restaurant occupies what was 
originally the ladies' waiting room. 

"There's not much to tell," Camera 
says earnestly of his ghost sighting. 
"It's true." 

About two years ago, Camera, who 
customarily relaxes with a glass of 
wine after a long day's work, was 
sitting alone in the dining room 
sometime after midnight when he "felt 
something was watching" him from 
above. When he looked up, he saw the 
floating figure of a woman dressed in a 
"white Roman tunic." 

"When I screamed, she went up 
into the air-return," he explains, 
pointing to a small duct in a dark 
corner of the 22-foot ceiling. "She was 
floating right up there," Camera 
continues with a deadly serious glance. 
"I saw it with my own eyes." 

Union Station is a grand building 
with a rich past. From its 
controversial rise on Nashville's barren 
1898 landscape to its decline in the 
late 1970s, and from its subsequent 
years as a derelict building inhabited 
by vagabonds, vandals and pigeons, to 
its costly revival as a hotel in the late 
1980s, Union Station has developed a 
rich reputation. 

The building is a rather impressive 
feat of architecture, even by today's 
standards, and it's construction was 
logistically spirited, to say the least. The 
limestone was mined in Bowling Green. 
Ky., and the barrel-vaulted atrium, 
which soars 63 feet above the mosaic- 
tiled lobby floor, was fitted with Tiffany 
stained glass. Almost every aspect of the 
building has a story to tell. 

According to front desk attendant 
Michael Carney, due to a political 
dispute with the mayor, Maj. Eugene 
Castner Lewis, the visionary behind 
Unioh Station, was denied his 
signature on the building's 
cornerstone—an honored tradition 
whenever a building is raised. 

Lewis' response to that snub was 
to embed his likeness in eight of the 
station's decorative gold-leaf reliefs, 
located atop arched windows halfway 
up the lobby's towering walls. 
Although no one claims to have sighted 
Lewis' ghost, the faces that subtly 
emerge from the building's interior 
decor contribute a definite "creepiness" 
to the atmosphere. 

"It's difficult to make them out," 
explains Carney, "but there's no place 
you can stand in the lobby without 
Major Lewis' eyes watching you." 

Lewis' eyes aren't the only pair 
watching, however. There are also great 
winged angels with dark discerning eyes 
that seem to follow visitors around the 
lobby. Perhaps these elements are to 
blame for the building's haunting 
reputation, or maybe it's the way voices 
seem to echo and multiply around the 

The eyes of Maj. Eugene Castner Lewis look on in the hotel lobby. 

vast chamber. Sometimes a haunting 
tune emanates from a black player- 
grand piano down on the lobby floor. 

"If this place isn't haunted," 
exclaims one guest, "it should be." 

Any adventurous soul with a head 
full of ghost stories who ventures up to 
the fifth-floor requires little incentive to 
get spooked. The high-arched windows, 
filled with billowing white drapes, seem 
to hide an infinite blackness. As a 
matter of fact, the building's dark 
wooden doors, heavy iron railings and 
shadowy halls beg for the supernatural 
to make an appearance. 

But, a rattling glass door at the 
end of the long balcony, which would 
stop the most skeptical ghost hunter in 
their tracks, is possessed by a mere 
air-conditioner, not a ghost. 

Now it's midnight. Back at the 
front desk, where a 1914 train 
schedule serves as a backdrop, Carney, 
who calls himself "the eternal skeptic," 
explains away the various claims made 
by guests attempting to identify the 
occasional mysterious noises. One 
such sound is said to come from a 
ghostly conductor who rings a bell that 
hangs far out of human reach in the 
adjacent dilapidated train shed. 

"Any old building...is going to 
settle and pop at night," Carney says 
with the self-assuredness of a 
preacher's son who, as a child used to 
explore abandoned 110-year-old 
churches armed only with a flashlight. 
'This place is no different." 

Just as he finishes, a man in his 
mid-40s, who asks not to be named, 
arrives at the front desk. He slings an 
old broken-down brown leather briefcase 
and a Harley Davidson jacket on the 
counter. 

This man, a "high—powered, well- 
respected lawyer" known on both 
coasts, according to Carney, 
"practically lives in the hotel." He also 
happens to have been in the bar the 
night Jamie Camera claims to have 
seen the floating female ghost. 

"Ask me a question," nudges the 
lawyer. 

"Have you ever seen a ghost in 
Union Station?" asks a stranger seated 
nearby. 

"Yes," the lawyer responds without 
hesitating. "Yes, I have. 

"I saw her," he continues, flashing 
an earnest smile, "right up there on the 
fifth floor, about three and a half years 

ago. It was raining like hell that night, 
and I came in about 3:30 in the morning. 
It was extremely misty in the lobby, and 
there she was up on the balcony. She 
was the exact same one Jamie saw. 

"But Room 413," the lawyer adds, 
"that's entirely different." 

This attorney's "nationally 
renowned psychic friend" was the first 
to detect the "bad spirits" in Room 413. 
Once, when he was bumped from his 
regular room by a visiting celebrity on 
a booked-up weekend, the lawyer 
begrudgingly stayed in Room 413. 
After two sleepless nights, his psychic 
friend popped in to say hello. 
"He took two steps in," the lawyer 
recalls in horror, "and said, 'Get out!' 
The place was swarming with bad 
spirits." 

Spirits, which are "trapped souls" 
of some sort, are "bad news" the lawyer 
explains; ghosts, on the other hand, 
are "cool." They have a sense of 
humor, he says, and like to play jokes. 

One former Arthur's employee 
recalls finding a pair of missing shoes 
high on a shelf that was far too high 
for any person to reach. Another 
employee says that just the day before 
the lights kept getting brighter every 
time they were turned down. 

Perhaps a mischievous ghost was 
even behind the blaze that burned the 
nearby train shed earlier this year, 
damaging several of the hotel floors 
with smoke and water. The official 
cause, according to the hotel, was a 
"domestic dispute." 

Arthur's, which is partially located 
directly below Room 413, has been 
flooded on several occasions by broken 
pipes, which often take the hotel 
engineers several hours to remedy in 
the labyrinth of retrofitted plumbing. 

And on the night the lawyer saw the 
"lady in white," it was raining so hard 
the hotel was "practically flooding." 

Is all this water a coincidence? 
Perhaps. Perhaps not. 
Some Nashvillians will swear they 

have seen ghosts in Union Station, but 
others will laugh off such accounts as 
fantasies of the superstitious or those 
with overactive imaginations. 

"'Have I ever seen any ghosts 
hsre?'" ponders Romano, a 13-year 
vwteran of Arthur's, with a glimmer in 
his deep-set old Italian eyes. 
"No....But, then again, I drink at 
home." • 


