The Gettysburg Ghost - Tattered Man of Devil's Den

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HDWWi6P3RM8

Transcript: https://dontveter.com/ec/gettysburg.pdf
They call him the tattered man.

Tourists, re-enactors, and even park rangers have reported meeting him, a ragged
Confederate soldier at Gettysburg.

The question is, how do you explain a ghost that talks back?

Welcome back to What If We're Wrong. Today we're heading to Gettysburg's most
haunted ground, Devil's Den.

A place feared even before the war, that was drowned in blood in 1863 and still
haunted by a barefoot Confederate soldier who appears when you least expect it.

And before we get into it, if you love strange and unsolved history, don't forget to
like and subscribe for more weekly episodes just like this one.

Gettysburg is far from the only battlefield said to be haunted. Across Civil War
battlefields, there are countless tales of phantom soldiers marching, drummers

beating, and voices calling through the night.

But in this episode, we're going to focus on one of the most enduring, the so-called
tattered man of Devil's Den.

Long before musket fire echoed across, before the war, Gettsburg’s, Devil's Den
already had a dark reputation.

Local settlers whispered of strange shapes among the rocks. Hunters said they felt
watched. Parents warned their children to stay away.

And before all that, the Lenipe and Susquehana people spoke of dark spirits moving
among the boulders.

Some even told of a giant black snake, so large they called it the devil himself.

Over the years, the pile of ancient stone became known as cursed ground, a place
where spirits lingered.

And so the name Devil's Den stuck, waiting for the day when war would arrive to
write its darkest chapter.



And when the armies did come, this cursed ground would live up to its name in the
most horrific way imaginable.

On July 2nd, 1863, the second day of Gettysburg, Devil's Den became one of the
bloodiest corners of the battlefield.

The rocks sit at the base of Hap's Ridge, looking out over the valley of death, just
beyond Ris's Little Round Top, high ground the Union Army couldn't afford to lose.

If Confederates took Devil's Den and then Little Roundtop, they could roll up the
Union line along Cemetery Ridge and perhaps win the battle outright.

General John Bell Hood's division stormed across the valley. Texans, Arkinsons, and
Georgians advancing under fire.

Waiting for them were General Hobart Ward's brigade. New Yorkers,
Pennsylvanians, and Mainers, backed by Union sharpshooters hidden among the

rocks.

The fight descended into chaos. Rifles cracking, cannons roaring, men clashing with
bayonets in the gullies.

Bodies piled up in the crevices, and blood ran between the boulders.

By late afternoon, the Confederates had seized Devil's Den and even turned captured
Union guns against Little Round Top.

But that was as far as they got, Union reinforcements rushed in and held the heights.

The line bent, but it didn't break. Gettysburg and maybe the war itself turned on that
stand.

And while the fighting finally ebbed, Devil's Den became an open grave. Corpses lay
in the July sun for days.

Some were never properly recovered, left in the clefts of rocks where they had fallen.

War photographers soon arrived, sometimes dragging bodies into positions for their
lenses.

The most famous image, home of a rebel sharpshooter by Alexander Gardner,
showed a Confederate soldier slumped against a stone wall, now believed by some
historians to be John Rutherford Ash of the Second Georgia Infantry.



With so many left unburied, it's little wonder Devil's Den gained its chilling
reputation.

Even in death, the men of that battlefield were impossible to forget.

Their final moments frozen in photographs that shaped how the world would
remember them.

But history wasn't the only thing left behind. For many who came after, there were
encounters that just couldn't be explained by history at all.

Among all Gettysburg's ghost stories, Devil's Den has one of the most persistent.

Witnesses describe the figure of a Confederate soldier, disheveled, shoeless, and
sometimes in a floppy hat.

Unlike wisps or shadows, from witness accounts, this man actually interacts with
people. He speaks and gives directions and then he vanishes.

Mark Nesbert, a former Gettysburg park ranger who later published the Ghosts of
Gettysburg series, collected dozens of accounts of the tattered man.

One woman told him she'd been climbing the rocks when she felt a hand grab her
ankle.

She looked down to see a soldier in gray staring up before vanishing into the fissures.

Another account Nesbert recorded came from a visitor lost in the boulders during the
mist.

A ragged man appeared, pointed, and said, "What you're looking for is over there."
When she turned back, he was gone.

Every account describes the same figure, barefoot, ragged, and out of place.

And Devil's Den isn't the only place touched by him.

Just beyond lies a field where the strangeness deepens.

Just beyond Devil's Den lies the Triangular Field, another patch of haunted ground.
Here, visitors report phantom gunfire, drum beats, and shouts on the wind.

Cameras fail and batteries drain. Photographs come back corrupted or show pale
figures no one remembers seeing.



Even park rangers admit how often equipment fails here.

To many, it feels as though the land itself refuses to be recorded.
And yet perhaps the strangest account of all isn't about equipment.
It's about a man who hands you something solid.

On the Civil War talk forum, a re-enactor named Robin Futcher Seaborn described
attending the 130th anniversary in 1993.

She wrote of seeing a ragged Confederate in full detail, filthy, barefoot, every button
visible. When she turned to point him out to others, he was gone.

Stories like hers attached to name witnesses stand apart from the more folkloric tale
of the 1993 Gettsburg film shoot, where extras claimed a ragged old man appeared,

handed them a cartridge and disappeared.

The rounds they said turned out to be authentic Civil War ammunition, but no
production records or named participants have ever confirmed that account.

It survives only in re-tellings, a legend layered onto the battlefield's ghost law.
So, what explains Devil's Den? Skeptics will point to acoustics and atmosphere.

The rocks throw sound in strange directions while mist, fatigue and suggestion fill in
the rest.

And in the power of expectation, the tourists arriving already primed with ghost
stories.

And you have a recipe for eerie experiences that feel all too real.
And then there's a truly fascinating stone tape theory, first suggested in the 1970s.

It claims that moments of extreme emotion, terror, violence, or death can imprint
themselves onto the environment like a recording on magnetic tape.

Under the right conditions, that recording might play back.
Not a conscious ghost, but an echo of the past replaying itself.

If ever there was a ground soaked in that kind of energy, Devil's Den with its chaos of
gunfire, blood, and fear would be it.



A place where it feels like even the rocks remember.

I'm actually going to be doing a deep dive into the stone tape theory in a future
episode.

And finally, of course, there are time slips. Unlike ghostly echoes, time slips suggest
something even stranger, that the past itself still runs parallel to us, occasionally

brushing against our own.

If the tattered man feels solid, speaks, even leaves objects behind, perhaps he's alive
in his own time, just glimpses across a crack in our time.

It's a pattern seen elsewhere. The famous Roman soldiers cited in York, or the
phantom marches of Mury Island, which I've covered in earlier videos.

Always solid men, not shadows or ghosts so much, carrying on as though the
centuries in between had never passed.

Which brings us back to the heart of Devil's Den?
Not just a battlefield, but something closer to a crossroads in time, maybe.
So, what really walks among the rocks at Gettysburg?

A ragged Confederate soldier unable to rest? An echo of the fallen frozen in
Gardener's photographs?

Or maybe something stranger? A battlefield where the past still bleeds into the
present.

And what if we're wrong? What if the tattered man isn't a ghost at all, but a living
soldier still marching, still fighting, unaware that nearly two centuries have passed?

Let me know your thoughts in the comments below. I'd love to read it.

And if you've enjoyed this story, please like, subscribe, and turn on notifications so
you don't miss the next episode.

And for those of you who want to go even deeper, channel memberships are now
open with bonus early access to videos, membership badges, and even emojis.

You'll find the join button below. I'll see you next time.



