The Albion Hotel Ghost

The Albion Hotel was built in 1860 on the corner of what is now Highway 38 and Rutledge Road in Harrowsmith.  At the time it was built, the hotel was close to the railway, had stabling for horses, and rooms for travelers to stay.  In 1919, Portland became a dry county, and no liquor could be served.  The building became a rooming house, then apartments.  In the late 70’s, when alcohol was allowed again, the main floor was converted to a famous local bar, which stayed for more than a decade.  That bar was later sold and others took its place, and in 2006 I bought the building and have run it as a retail store since.

When I started renovations in February 2006, the second floor was going to be vacant, so I decided to use it for storage.  The second floor has 8 rooms, with a large centre hallway.  I put items into every room, but for some reason left one of them empty.  I don’t know why I didn’t use this room, I just didn’t.  The room next to it was immediately designated my “tool room”, as I was going to be doing some renovations and wanted to have everything handy.  Several times in the early days, I would climb the stairs to retrieve a tool or item, trying to visualize which box it might be in.  I clearly remember going into the room to find a blue extension cord, only to find it sitting, alone, atop a pile of unpacked boxes, coiled and ready for use.  I know that I did not leave it there, but happily grabbed it and went about my business, having that odd feeling I just couldn’t shake.  This happened a couple of other times I went to get items, only to find them sitting out in the open, waiting for me.
One night, after a long day of renovations, before the store was opened, I cleaned up the entire workspace on the first floor, put away all the tools, swept the floors, to be a clean slate for the next day’s work.  My handyman met me in the morning and began to build the change rooms.  I thought I would install the locks on the second floor doors, but when I couldn’t find the locks, purchased a couple of weeks before, and put in the “tool room”, I started to ask my handyman if he had seen them.  When I turned around, I saw a small paper bag, neatly sitting alone on one of the work tables.  The locks were inside.  We were the only two people who had been in the building since the night before when I cleaned up, and neither of us, a half hour before, knew I was going to be looking for the locks.  I turned my head to the ceiling, said thank you, and continued on with my work.  I was already sure I wasn’t here alone.

During the renovations, people would drop in, curious about the old building.  One woman marched in and said “You know the place is haunted, right?”  She told me she had been a waitress during the reign of the first bar.  She told me that there was a woman ghost who inhabited the second floor.  The room I had left empty.  She said they had named her Emily and there was supposedly a picture of the outside of the building somewhere, with a shadowy figure looking out that window.

Several other former employees dropped in and shared similar stories.  One young woman told me she had always felt a bit creepy about that room and once had to go in at night to retrieve something.  In those days, when it was run as a restaurant/bar, the room had a couple of freezers for the food.  The only light in the room is a centre ceiling fixture, operated by a pull chain.  This woman told me she was afraid to crawl up onto the freezer by herself to pull the chain, so went back downstairs to get a co-worker to help her.  When they went back upstairs, the light was on.  The employee definitely did not want to go into the room then!  When I purchased the building, there was no light bulb in that light fixture.  After hearing that story, to this day, I have not put a bulb in there.
Six months after I had purchased the building, a friend of mine was, ironically, having septic issues and I offered for her to stay at my place.  She was looking forward to a bath in my nice deep tub.  She started to run the water.  It started out hot, then quickly ran ice cold and turned black.  I laughed at my quirky building and boiled her some water in the kettle to add to the bath.  Right after her bath, I had a nice, hot shower without incident.  The same friend returned several weeks later and repeated the bath process.  The same thing happened!  I have never had an issue with the water before or since.   I guess Emily just doesn’t like this woman?  We still laugh about that story.
One night, I decided to let my cats explore the second floor.  The older tortoiseshell cat made one quick loop around and dashed up the stairs looking panicked.  The younger cat, known for being friendly, sauntered down the hall and straight into the vacant room.  She’s known for seeking out new people to meet.  She rubbed against the door frame and started purring and eventually I had to go and pick her up to get her out of that room.
In the summer of 2007, my neighbour dropped in to the store to say hello.  “Were you just upstairs?” he asked.  I shook my head no.  “Oh, I thought I saw a woman in the second floor window.”  I blinked a few times at him but said nothing.

In the summer of 2008, a woman in her mid-50’s came into the store.  She is not from the area and did not know the building’s history.  We were standing in the middle of the room, chatting about horses.  Suddenly, she let out a little “Oooohhh” sound, but continued with her chatting.  Then she made the sound again and scooted sideways about an inch, the kind of movement you’d make if the wind caught your skirt.  I asked if she was alright.  She said “Yes, but you’ve got a ghost!  She’s just a tiny little thing, and she’s fluttering all around us.”  I just smiled.

Once, I moved a large mirror into the empty room, as I had to clear out one of the other rooms to be used as an office.  I don’t know what it was about the mirror, but every time I walked passed that room, the hair on my arms would stand on end.  Several days passed and then I covered the mirror over with something else.  The feeling went away.  “Ghosts don’t like mirrors” one friend sharply stated.  Okay then, no more mirrors for Emily.

This winter, my renovation bug hit again, and I decided Emily’s room (as it has fondly been labeled) was next on the list.  I cleared the room and plastered and painted the walls.  One evening, I decided to paint some of the trim and brought in a lamp from the neighbouring room.  I decided that I would return a phone call while I was painting.  Shortly after I started talking, the light started to flicker wildly on and off.  I laughed and told my friend that Emily wanted my company to herself, and didn’t like my work on her room interrupted.  Once off the phone, the lamp never flickered again.

I’ve never been afraid of the “presence” in my building.  I think she likes me and tries to be helpful.  I believe she is happy that finally her home is being cared for.  I am a logical person, with little flair for drama, but too many things have happened not to pique my interest.  If you’ve had any similar experiences in this old building, I’d love to hear from you!
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