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The Tall Man
North Wiltshire, Prince Edward Island

“It’s superstition,” the townsfolk said with laughter. “Nothing 

but a bunch of nonsense.” The Irish immigrants who had 

built their family log cabin in North Wiltshire, about twenty- 

two kilometres west of Charlottetown, must have been  

mistaken. There was no way the home was haunted.

But the family claimed to hear disturbing things com-

ing from one particular bedroom every night. Footsteps, 

and dragging, scraping, crashing sounds. No one dared 

sleep in that room. In fact the family opened the door as 

infrequently as possible. But after each noisy, restless 

night, they’d discover that something had moved all of 

the room’s furniture and strewn objects about the small 

space.
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This went on every night for years and the family grew 

increasingly tired — both from their lack of sleep and from  

being laughed at. So they offered their skeptical neigh-

bours a challenge: Don’t believe us? Then spend a night.

When push came to shove, only two people were brave 

enough to accept. They spent the evening talking before 

going to bed a little past 11 p.m., assuming they’d have a 

lovely, uninterrupted sleep, thereby confirming that the 

room in the log cabin wasn’t haunted. They turned out 

the lights and laid down in bed. Before they fell asleep, 

things began to happen.

The sheets were yanked off the bed, leaving them 

exposed and feeling vulnerable. A couple of chairs slid 

noisily across the floor. Then their bed began spinning 

in circles as quickly as a playground merry-go-round. As 

soon as they could, they leapt out of the rotating bed, got 

dressed, and ran out of the house, convinced that super-

stition had played no part in the family’s claims that 

their house was haunted.

The family couldn’t stand living in the house they’d 

built anymore. They moved out. It didn’t take long for 

the new owners to discover that the house they had  

purchased was haunted. They experienced all the same 

disturbances in the bedroom, and Bill, the father of the 

family, caught sight of the ghost that had before remained 

unseen. He was tall, lean and haggard, and when he 

smiled there wasn’t a tooth to be seen in his mouth. Bill 

and his family remained for the time being, but like the 

first family before them, they seldom ventured into the 

room and no one ever slept in there.
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One night when Bill was home alone, an old friend 

came for a visit. With a small knot in his stomach, Bill 

gave up his bedroom for his friend and retired to the 

haunted room. He was a little hesitant but not outright 

afraid. After all, the ghost had never hurt him before, and 

Bill didn’t think the tall man ever would.

Bill soon found out how wrong he was. He closed the 

door, laid down, and blew out the candle on the bedside 

table. The room was plunged into a darkness so abso-

lute he could hardly see his hand before his face. Before 

he fell asleep, someone yanked his blankets. He gripped 

them tightly and fought back as best as he could but, 

despite being very strong, he was overpowered. The blan-

kets were stripped clean off the bed and tossed some-

where into the darkness. Bill sat up, struck a match, and 

lit the candle. Someone blew it out with a cold, icy breath. 

Bill lit it a second and a third time, both times with the 

same result. 

Bill sat statue-still in bed, shivering against the chill 

of the night, giving his eyes time to adjust to the dark-

ness on their own. After some time he spied the blan-

kets balled up in the corner of the room. Although he 

didn’t love the thought of jumping out of bed and racing 

through the room while the ghost was hiding somewhere 

in the shadows, he also didn’t want to freeze to death. If 

he ran fast enough, perhaps he could outrun the ghost.

As soon as his feet touched the ground the ghost 

attacked him. The tall, gangly spirit lifted Bill up into the 

air and threw him onto the bed as if he were nothing but 

a ragdoll. Before Bill had time to act or even think, the 
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ghost pounced on him. Bill struggled to breathe. He felt 

like he was being crushed. He fought back, but not for 

long. The ghost grabbed Bill’s neck with his long, bony 

fingers and squeezed. Stars exploded before Bill’s eyes, 

his heart pounded in his ears, and everything faded to 

black as he lost consciousness.

Although he had come close enough to death to reach 

out and touch it, the townsfolk found him wandering 

around town early the next morning. He was naked and 

wrapped in one of the blankets — the ghost had appar-

ently stolen his clothing some time after the attack. Tears 

ran freely out of Bill’s eyes as he uttered nonsense and 

sobbed. Whenever anyone approached to help he flinched 

and ran away whimpering. 

Eventually he was able to share the story of what had 

happened to him that night, but neither friends nor fam-

ily were able to convince Bill to enter the old log home 

again. He wandered across the island until he was never 

seen again. Some say he purposefully walked into a mill 

pond until he was completely submerged, and he never 

walked back out. But whatever came of poor Bill, his 

family couldn’t continue living in the log cabin. They set 

it on fire and watched as it burned to the ground, hopeful 

the flames would also consume the tall ghost who had 

robbed them of their husband and father.
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