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Gruesome Tale of Six Mile House

'THE POUNDING of the horse's 
f hoofs resounded in the still 
ness of the night. To Jesse, pos 
sessed as he was with a (ear 
ful uneasiness, they seemed like 
  drum beating time to the song 
of the tiny frogs piping their 
incessant "Peep peep peep   
peep "

All of the long way frnm Geor 
gia, Jesse had driven the mare 
hard hoping to reach Charles 
ton before dark. His wife had 
Implored him not to be on the 

i road at night for there w*re tales 
I of robberies and murders that 
I now made his hair stand on end 
as he recalled them. He realiz- 

Icd how easy it would be for a 
j robber or two to step out of 
I the woods and do away with him. 

And thpre were tales of mys 
terious disappearances of how 
many a man set out for Char 
leston with his wagon load and 
never got there. He thought of 
the way in which a body could 
be disposed of buried of course 
or even easier, thrown out in 
the swamp to rot. Who would

"He tat now, huddled on 
the wagon teat, hit eyet 
northing the darkneu of Me 
wcy ahead."

know? The man would never be 
beard from again. It was as sim 
ple as that.

j JESSE SHUDDERED. He almost 
IJ wished that he had not come 

and yet   he had counted it 
i worth the risk Bark home in the 
.security of his Little cottage, it 
'did not wem possible that such 
things really happened, and the 

'tales of the good prices to be 
[gotten in the Charleston Market

for his hides was of (ar more 
Import to him. With the increas 
ing size o( his lamily he (pit 
impelled to seek to better his 
condition.
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"She tmiled at him and there wat a hint oi pleasant tatit- 
/oer/on in her wide velvety eye*.

but he guessed it would be worth 
the price to avoid the dangers 
o( the road. Anyway, the very 
thought ot Charleston cheered 
him, for in his wallet was all of 
the money that his thrifty wif«

He sat now huddled on the 
wagon seat, his eyes searching 
the darkness of the way ahead, 
his ears alert to every sound. 
How lonely and dark it was with 
not a star in the sky. Jess let
the horse (ind for herself the i Sarah, had saved over the years,
road that he could scarcely see. 
The warmth of the day was gone 
and he shivered. This dampness 
chilled him to the bone or was 
it fright?

SUDDENLY FROM afar h*> saw 
the twinkle of a tiny light. 

Speculating about it he thought. 
Too low (or a star-must b*» n 
friend a robber would not car 
ry a light, or would he? Jesse 
watched anxiously «s it came 
nearer and grew larger and then 
it became apparent that it came 
from a lighted window. His 
heart gave a leap of gladness 
and he picked up the reins and 
flirked them on the horse's back, 
urging her on to more effort. 

A tavern, he thought. What 
luck. Here he would stay for 
the night. Here he would safe 
ly get some rest and in the morn-

and he looked forward to bring 
ing it hack doubled in size.

So with a lift in spirit, he rac 
ed toward the lighted windows, 
drawing his mare to a sudden 
halt beside them. Tying her there 
to the hitching post, he went 
over and pushed open the door. 
Ah what a cheerful sight. a 
fire on the hearth and laughter 
 and behind the bar the most 
beautiful woman that he had 
ever seen. She smiled at him 
and there was a hint of pleasant 
satisfaction in her wide velvety 
eyes.

"Good e'en, traveler," she said. 
"Welcome to Six Mile House."

TTHERE WERE men th*re too,
1  a tall one named John and

'one they called Hayward. They
all bade him wvlcorne and one

_ went to take care of his horse
ing push on into the city. He 1 and ,mt nis W8ffon in thp harn .
«••»< rr!.:.-fnnt to srx-nd fl- r- <.y I TKo wrwvi , , . , ,

a Rood meal, and they offered 
to play him a game of chance. 
But Jesse was wary- He was not 
of a mind to lose all of his sav 
ings to this gang of sharks. He 
said that he was a countryman i 
and sundown was bedtime for ] 
him. so with much jollity and j 
patting of his back, they showed ! 
him to the sleeping quarters be 
hind the tap room and bade him 
goodnight. ' i

Rut Jessr was not the country 
man that he pretended to be. He   
did not like the look* of this com- j 
pany or of the woman with her 
impudent beauty. He did not like 
the meaning glances that they ' 
exchange! slyly from time to 
time. He thought once more of 
the tales that he had heard and 
wished that he had stayed out 
upon the lonely road.

HE SCRATCHED his head and 
weighed the matter care 

fully  a/id finally hit upon a plan. 
Taking some of the bed clothes 
and a pillow, he made a dummy 
and covered it up on the bed. 
Then removing half of the money 
fmm his wallet, he put it in his 
pocket and placed the wallet on 
the chair beside where the dum 
my lay. Blowing out the lantern. 
he sat himself behind a stand 
in the dark cornel to witch.

Time passed and Jesse, weary 
from his traveling, (ell asleep. 

\ for how long he could not tell, 
*hut he waked to hear a low mur 
mur of voices. Light came from 
a slit in the wall and he stole 
over to peer through this crack 
into the birght tap room. There 
he saw the man John and the 
woman, seated at a table count 
ing the coins from his wallet.

The man pushed them aside in 
disgust. "Scarcely enough." he 
said, "to pay for his board."

"But the wagon," whispered 
his wife. "Aye, ye will realize 
a goodly sum (or that."

He puckered up his mouth and 
nodded his head, and the woman 
spoke again, "I will attend to 
him at Breakfast."

Jesse stared at her thinking, 
Oh* no, my beauty, I will be on
my way long before breakfp.st, 
when he heard the man nay:

"We'll turn him In now and 
go to sleep."

The wife clutched at his arm, 
"No John no I cannot listen to 
his cries for all the time it takes 
to die."

Ho pushrit hrr a\v;iv and strode i1   i
over to the wall, she crying af 
ter hinv, "John I beg ye. No- 
no Ye promised. That last one 
was awful John ."

Her entreaties only served to 
hurry him. He reached up and 
grasped a bar in both hands and 
straining and pulling, managed 
to force it all the way to the 
floor.

There was a rushing noise be 
hind him and Jesse turned his 
head to look. What he saw made 
his knees so weak that he must 
needs lean against the wall for 
support. For there, whore the 
bed had been was no bed no 
door but only a great black hole. 
THERE was where he, Jesse, 
was supposed to be in there 
where his cries would be heard 
for all the time that it took 
him to die.

One thought was clear in his 
mind. He must get out and quick 
ly, if he hoped to live.

HE MADE a dash for the win 
dow and leaping to the 

ground, ran for the stable. There, 
thank Heaven, was his horse. 
He swung himself upon her back 
and, clinging to her mane, kick 
ed his heels into her sides. The 
good beast responded and raced 
for the open road to the now 
welcome darkness and the Iriend- 
ly cheering frogs.

There was shouting behind 
him and two musket shots went

THE TRIAL record. 1819, tells 
that "two bodies were dug 

up, which was enough to con 
demn them." The rest was sup 
pressed, but the people ol that 
day knew about the skeletons 
in the cellar. They told their 
children about them, some wrote 
about them in diaries, and the 
burning of Six Mile House could 
not hush the matter up.

The beautiful Lavinia, dressed 
in her wedding clothrs and hop 
ing to the end that her beauty 
would save her, was hanged be-

.11

"There wos thouting 
him and two muiket ihott 
went by his Aeorf . . ."

by his head, but he had a good 
start and pursuit was not at 
tempted. Jese had escaped. He 
stopped at no more inns, but 
pressed on to Charleston where

next morning he told his tale. 
The authorities listened with 

interest. At last thry had proof. 
This was no vague rumor of a 
crime, but evidence of attempt 
ed murder. Now the law must 
take a hand. The sheriffs depu- 
iy and "a party of gentlemen" 
set oui to capture the gang and 
bring them into Charleston. La- 
vinia Fisher and her husband, 
John, were taken with five of 
their accomplices and lodgrd in 
Jail. Thc-y were tried and found 
guilty and hanged.

"The beautiful Lavinto, 
dressed in her wedding c/oM« 
and hoping to the end that 
her beauty would save her . ."

(ore a grrat croud. The galtowt 
wore set up on the Meeting Street 
Road where the Cooper River 
Bridge traftic now comes into 
it. When she fmind that she had 
to die, she stood on the plat 
form and crird

"II ye have a message ye want 
to send to hell, give it to me,  
I'D carry it."

S IX MILK HOUSK stood whera 
the old Dorchester Road 

cussed the Goose Creek Road at 
Ashlcy Kerry. These roads led, 
one to ihr upper part of the state 
and the other into Georgia. Four 
Mile House still stands, (or it 
was run by reputable people. It 
is often erroneously pointed out 
as the scene of the crimes. This 
is not so. The rrr-ord of the trval 
of the Fishers tolls ol the burn 
ing of Six Mile House where the 
murders took place. Its scorcl* 
ed ruins remained for year* be 
side the nrw inn that was built 
to replace it.

No one has PVPF known where 
Lavinia an<l John Fisher came 
from. No one has ever heard of 
anyone evm remotely related to 

' them. But in Charleston the wo 
man is a legend and her beau 
ty grows « "h 1h" ;.r;irs.


