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CASE FILE: 028, Texas Goatman 

Location: Old Alton Rd, Denton, TX 76210 
Status: Ongoing Investigation 
Classification: Unexplained Phenomenon / 
Multiple Missing Persons 

Summary 

A group of twenty individuals from Orlando, 
Florida, embarked on a road trip to attend a 
music festival in Texas. The group rented a 
private party bus for the journey. 



According to surviving witnesses and 
recovered digital evidence, the group made an 
unscheduled stop at Old Alton Bridge—
locally known as “Goatman Bridge”—shortly 
after midnight. Within hours, contact with the 
group was lost. 

Background 

Old Alton Bridge has long been associated 
with local folklore involving a half-man, half-
goat entity known as the “Goatman.” 

Reports of strange noises, animal mutilations, 
and unexplained disappearances have 
circulated for decades. 

Despite repeated warnings from locals, the 
site remains a popular destination for thrill-
seekers and paranormal enthusiasts. 

Evidence Collected 

• Party Bus: Found with claw-like gouges 
along the exterior. Back window smashed. 
Interior shows signs of struggle and blood 



spatter analysis consistent with multiple 
injuries. 

• Digital Footage: Partial video recovered 
from a passenger’s phone depicts a large, 
horned silhouette moving through fog 
near the bridge. 

• Audio Recording: Low-frequency growls 
and distorted vocalizations captured on 
the bus’s dashcam. 

• Personal Effects: Phones, wallets, and 
clothing items scattered across the bridge 
and nearby creek under the bridge. 

Witness Statements 

Two survivors that live at a nearby farm 
located approximately three miles from the 
bridge described a “creature with the head of 
a goat and the body of a man” attacking them. 

Current Status 

• All 20 individuals remain missing. 



• The area surrounding Old Alton Bridge is 
off limits pending further investigation. 

• Paranormal research teams and law 
enforcement continue to analyze evidence. 

Notes 

Local authorities urge the public to avoid Old 
Alton Bridge and surrounding areas 
after dark. 
This case remains open under the jurisdiction 
of Denton County Sheriff’s Department and 
the Texas Department of Public Safety. 
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Case File: 028A 

The names haven’t been changed to protect their 
identity. 

A group of men and women in their twenties 
had an idea to take a three-day road trip on a 
party bus to Dallas, Texas and attend a Post 
Malone concert. 

Everything is big in Texas. 



But so was this mistake… 

~ 

“He will divide them into two groups, just as 
shepherds divide sheep from goats…” ~ 
Matthew 25:32 

~ 

September 9th, 2019…Somewhere in Texas 

The Rippers, consisting of four females 
named Lenora, Riah, Halie and MJ, along with 
five males named Vincent, Edgar., Bram, 
Silas., and Ali, drove to the bridge in their 
black Lincoln Continentals. 

Their leader, Liz, had a live goat in the 
backseat of her car. 

They parked on the edge of the bridge and 
exited their vehicles. All were dressed in black 
sweaters and black slacks. 

Liz guided the goat from her car by pulling 
on a rope connected to the goat’s neck. 
Stuffed in the back pocket of Liz’s pants was 
a long knife. 



The group crowded around the goat as Liz 
slid the knife from her back pocket and placed 
it near the goat’s neck. 

Liz closed her eyes and spoke in a soft, yet 
demanding voice. “Indulge to further our 
existence. Give us wisdom and love…give us 
vengeance.” 

Lenora, Riah and MJ repeated the word, 
“Vengeance.” 

Liz opened her eyes. “Man is just another 
animal, but better than those who walk on all 
fours.” 

Vincent and Edgar closed their eyes and 
spoke in booming voices, “Vengeance!” 

Liz eased the knife closer to the goat’s neck. 
“Gratify our bodies!” 

Bram and Halie: “Vengeance!” 
Liz’s eyes began to flutter. “Gratify our 

souls!” 
Silas and Ali: “Vengeance!” 
Liz dug the knife into the goat’s neck. It 

squealed as Liz held the rope, cutting deep, 



blood splattering the group until the head fell 
off. 

Liz held the bloody goat head up with one 
hand and then she began to shriek, like the 
sound the goat made during its final 
moments. 

The awful sounds on the bridge echoed into 
the endless night. 

Lenora, Vincent and Edgar picked up the 
dead goat’s headless body and tossed it over 
the side of the bridge. It landed next to a 
small river below. 

Liz lowered the goat head, kissed its bloody 
mouth, then tossed it over the bridge, 
watching it bounce on the shore of the river, 
rolling, then coming to a rest. 

The goat’s dead eyes gazed up at the group. 
A noise suddenly caught their attention. 
It came from the other side of the bridge. 
Liz recognized the man, Jonesy, dressed in 

overhauls. He never wore shoes. Instead, he 
walked around in bare feet with a rusted 



shovel, claiming to be searching for an old 
horn that had been hidden by his great-
grandfather. 

Liz waved her bloody hand. “Hello there, 
Jonesy. What brings you this far away from 
your farm?” 

Jonesy took a step back. “Um…just looking 
for something that might be near the river.” 

Liz formed a grin. “Where are you going? 
Come here and look at what we’ve done.” 

“I…well…” Jonesy took another step back. 
“I’m going to be heading home now. It’s 
late.” 

Bram, Riah and Silas ran towards Jonesy 
and easily reached the farmer and pounced. 

Jonesy attempted to swing his rusted shovel 
in defense, but instead the shovel slipped 
from his hand and caught the edge of his toe, 
forming a deep gash. 

The toe dangled as Jonesy was dragged by 
Bram, Riah and Silas back to the bridge. Liz 
took the shovel, gripped it with both hands 



and shoved it down on Jonesy’s toe, cutting it 
all the way off. 

“There,” Liz said, tossing the shovel into 
the river. “That’s better.” 

Halie leaned over the edge of the bridge and 
vomited. 

Jonesy bit down on his tongue, wailing in 
pain. 

Liz picked up the bloody rope that was 
once wrapped around the goat’s neck and 
wrapped it around Jonesy’s neck then 
tightened. Liz secured the other end to the 
bridge, kissed Jonesy on the lips and 
whispered, “Vengeance,” into Jonesy’s ear. 

Lenora, Vincent and Edgar picked up 
Jonesy and tossed him over the bridge. 

Jonesy flailed his arms as he descended 
downward. 

Suddenly the rope snapped into place, 
ripped off Jonesy’s head, sending his torso to 
the ground next to the river as it bounced and 
rolled, landing next to the goat head. 



As for Jonesy’s head, it dangled in the rope 
for a moment, then fell into the river. 

Liz and the Rippers looked down, gazing at 
Jonesy’s body with the goat head perfectly 
resting at the top. It looked like Jonesy’s body 
was attached to the head of the goat. 

“Hmmm…” Liz looked around. “That 
might not be good.” 

~ 

Nine days later, Liz and all the Rippers were 
found in their homes torn to pieces like 
someone had eaten a raw steak for dinner and 
spit it back out. 

Local farmers wrapped the disfigured 
bodies in thick plastic and buried them in a 
cemetery next to the river. 

On the other side of the river, the farmers 
buried the dead headless goat left behind by 
the Rippers. 



Also, they buried the body of Jonesy. The 
farmers prayed that the bodies of the Satanic 
group would forever be trapped in hell. 

They also prayed that the headless goat, 
along with the body of Jonesy, would lay in 
peace, protected by their grave for all time. 

What the farmers didn’t realize was that the 
two cemeteries on either side of the river 
became eternally joined by the old bridge, 
jetting evil back and forth like an electric 
current. 

Nothing would stay in hell…nor would it 
remain in peace. 

~ 

The Goatman growls at night, cries over the 
pain it still endures and gazes into the 
darkness with yellow rectangle glowing eyes, 
searching for groups of young men and 
women. 



Its horns protrude from the head, face 
overgrown with hair and body covered in 
bloody overhauls. 

There are only nine toes on the Goatman, 
but this demon can chase anyone just as easily 
as Jonesy had been originally caught by the 
Ripper’s. 

~ 

In Texas, you can make a simple detour off 
the main highway and visit the haunted 
Goatman Bridge. Many people have done it, 
especially ghost hunters. 

However not all have returned, mainly 
those who were younger. 

Local farmers advise to stay away from the 
two cemeteries on either side of the river, 
connected by the demonic bridge. 

Not all have listened to their warning. 

To be continued… 

You have completed 9 minutes of this case. 

Case File: 028B 



2022…Somewhere in Texas. 

The party bus had black leather seats, blue 
and purple neon lights around the tinted 
windows and lights along the ceiling. Music 
pumped at an earsplitting level. There was a 
small fridge and snack station with chips and a 
variety of candy. 

In the back was a small bathroom like what 
you would find on an airplane. Underneath 
the bus was a large storage compartment for 
their suitcases. 

Ophelia drove the party bus. It was a 
sixteen-hour drive from Orlando, Florida to 
Dallas, Texas, which went by quickly. Once 
the bus reached Dallas, Ophelia drove north 
where their hotel was located, about an hour 
away. 

The hotel was cheaper than staying in the 
city of Dallas and just a small detour from 
where they would see the concert. 



Just a small detour. (Never a good idea in a 
horror story.) 

Lillian slid to the passenger’s seat. “How 
much longer?” 

Ophelia: “Forty minutes. Maybe sooner. 
I’m not sure where we are at the moment.” 

The group partied behind them as Moreen 
and Iris danced to Better Now, by Post Malone. 

Lillian gazed out the window. “Can you see 
the road?” 

Ophelia: “It’s tough. Texas needs more 
streetlights.” 

Lillian: “Do you want something to drink?” 
Ophelia didn’t respond. She leaned forward, 

narrowing her eyes. 
Lillian also looked. “Is that a bridge?” 
Ophelia: “I think so. Look how small it is.” 
Lillian: “Will the bus fit?” 
Ophelia lifted her foot off the gas and took 

it slow for the next twenty yards. She noticed 
two cars on the side of the road, then a third 
car on the other side. All three appeared to 



have stalled and the owners abandoned the 
vehicles. 

Sylvia stepped up front. “Why we slowing 
down?” 

Lillian pointed to the bridge. “Look.” 
Sylvia stood between them and pressed her 

hands on the dashboard, staring at the small 
bridge. “Maybe we should go a different way.” 

Ophelia: “Yeah. There’s another option 
back a ways. We can-” 

The engine cut off, followed by the lights 
and music. 

Ophelia stepped on the break. The bus 
made a hissing sound as her foot pressed all 
the way to the floor. 

The bus kept moving, creeping onto the 
bridge, easing to a stop. 

Sylvia looked out the passenger’s window, 
then the driver’s side. “We just barely fit on 
the bridge.” 

Moreen yelled from the back. “What’s 
going on?” 



Ophelia still had her hands on the steering 
wheel as if the bus was going to suddenly 
come to life with lights, music and the sound 
of the engine roaring. 

Wilda switched spots with Sylvia. “Someone 
needs to look under the hood.” 

Lillian: “We can’t get out. Both sides of the 
bridge are on the edge of the bus.” 

Wilda looked out the windows. “Dang 
we’re close. I can see the river below.” 

Moreen screamed from the back, “You’re 
ruining my vibe! Turn the music back on!” 

Ophelia reached down and shoved the gear 
into park, then tried turning the key in the 
ignition. 

Nothing. 
A pounding noise on the roof caused the 

entire bus to be silent. 
The pounding appeared again as if someone 

(or something) was running back and forth. 
The windows began to shake, followed by 

the front doors. 



Wilda turned, barely able to see everyone in 
the dark. She could sense their terror because 
she felt the same way. 

Thalia looked up at the ceiling. “Maybe it’s 
a raccoon or something.” 

Iris: “Sounds more like a deer.” 
Corvus blindly rubbed his hands on the 

windows to try and get a better look. “There 
has to be an emergency exit.” 

Rowena: “Why? Are you planning on going 
somewhere?” 

Iris: “No one better be opening any doors. 
There’s something out there.” 

Magen: “We can’t just sit here.” 
Celeste: “I’ll go outside with Lillian and 

check the engine.” 
Raven: “Is anyone’s cell phone working? 

Mine is frozen on the lock screen.” 
Everyone looked down at their cell phone, 

realizing the same thing. 
Luther: “So we’re out in the middle of 

nowhere, stuck on a bridge and our cell 



phones are for some reason frozen on the 
lock screen.” 

Magen: “Yep. We’re now characters in a 
horror movie.” 

Quentin: “Actually I know what’s going on. 
We’re in some sort of electrical field. It’s what 
caused the bus to shut down and it’s the 
reason our phones aren’t working.” 

Corbin: “Wait…what?” 
Quentin: “Or maybe it’s a magnetic field…” 
Sydney: “Or maybe you have no clue on 

what the hell you’re saying.” 
Quentin: “True…but it’s possible.” 
Farrah: “Isn’t anyone else concerned that 

something was running across the roof?” 
Raven: “Actually I’m more concerned that 

we’re stuck on a bridge and have no contact 
with the world.” 

Sarah headed to the door. 
Roderick: “Where’re you going?” 
Sarah: “I’m not going to just sit here.” 
Sydney: “You can’t go outside!” 



Sarah: “Try and stop me.” She waited as 
Lillian moved from the passenger’s seat. Sarah 
then pressed the window button and watched 
as it rolled down. 

Ophelia: “Wait, how can the window be the 
only thing working?” 

Sarah: “No idea, but I’m gone.” 
Sarah carefully crawled out, stepped on the 

wood railing of the bridge, took a few 
cautious steps like walking a tightrope, then 
jumped down on the bridge. 

Ophelia looked out the front window. 
“Well, she made it.” 

Roderick hurried to the front. “I’m next.” 
Corbin: “I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 
Roderick didn’t hesitate. He crawled over 

the passenger’s seat and somehow his massive 
body fit out the window. He then duplicated 
the tightrope walk over the rail of the bridge 
and jumped down by Sarah. 

Celeste, who hadn’t spoken a single word 
up to this point, decided to follow. Once she 



reached Sarah and Roderick, they began 
walking to the other side of the bridge. 

Ophelia watched them from the driver’s 
seat. “What are those morons doing?” 

Quentin couldn’t just sit there. He rushed 
to the front, crawled out the passenger’s 
window, stepped on the rail, and then… 

Lost his balance and fell. 
Thalia screamed. 
Sylvia ran to the passenger’s window to get 

a better look. “I can’t see anything except the 
river. There’s no way Quentin survived that 
fall!” 

Wilda: “Where’s Sarah? Roderick? Celeste?” 
Sylvia looked forward. “I think they’re at 

the edge of the bridge.” She pressed the 
button on the passenger’s window and rolled 
it back up. 

The pounding sound on the roof returned, 
followed by a horrifying screech. Both 
Ophelia and Sylvia watched as something ran 



on all fours, but then on two feet towards 
their friends. 

Wilda and Lillian moved to the front, seeing 
Sarah had returned, but suddenly was lifted 
into the air and thrown with enormous force 
into the railing. 

A creature with similarities to a man and a 
goat finished off Sarah by ripping her to 
shreds with its mouth and claw-like fingers. 

Roderick and Celeste also began running 
back towards the bus. The creature caught 
Roderick first, ripped off one of his thick legs 
then sunk its teeth into Roderick’s neck. 

As Celeste reached the bus, Ophelia opened 
the driver’s side door to let her in, but the 
door banged against the bridge railing. 

The creature caught Celeste, yanked her 
back and pressed her against the front 
window. Everyone, especially Ophelia, could 
see the terror in Celeste’s eyes. 

She was thrown back to the bridge and 
eaten alive. 



Ophelia quickly shut the door and locked it. 
Sylvia made sure the passenger’s door was 

locked and the window all the way up. 
That’s when she saw another figure near the 

bus. It was Bella, one of their friend’s from 
Orlando. 

Sylvia screamed, “Bella! What are you doing 
out there?” 

Bella waved. “Oh hey. I decided to go on 
the trip. My car broke down. I was trying to 
catch up to you-” 

Without warning, a horn from the Goatman 
stuck into Bella’s neck. A gusher of blood 
rushed from her body as the Goatman swung 
its head and tossed Bella over the bridge. 

Casually, the Goatman disappeared into the 
darkness. 

Moreen wrapped her arm around Farrah 
and her other arm around Sydney. The three 
of them began sobbing. 



Corvus: “Wait. How are the automatic door 
locks and windows working? The bus is 
dead.” 

Before anyone could answer, Ophelia 
pointed outside. “There’s a woman on the 
bridge, standing over Sarah’s dead body.” 

The woman examined Sarah for a moment, 
then looked at the bus. 

Sylvia: “She’s walking towards us.” 
Thalia: “Beep the horn or something! She’s 

going to get killed!” 
Ophelia pressed her hand on the horn, but 

it didn’t make a sound. 
The woman kept walking, noticing the 

bloody remains of Roderick and Celeste. 
She continued moving until she reached the 

bus. 

To be continued… 

You have completed 9 minutes of this case. 

Case File: 028C 



Ophelia opened the driver’s door, praying the 
creature that killed her friends wasn’t close by, 
hiding on the bridge. The young woman was 
able to crawl under the door and climb inside 
the bus. Ophelia moved to the middle so she 
could get through. 

That’s when they noticed she was a co-
worker of Moreen’s and Farrah’s. 

Moreen let go of Farrah and Sydney. 
“Gildy! What are you doing here?” 

Farrah raised her hands. “How the hell did 
you get here?” 

Gildy cocked her head, eyes wide like 
saucers behind her black glasses. “I decided to 
come on the trip.” 

Sydney: “Okay...” 
Moreen: “You told me that you weren’t 

coming.” 
Her eyes darted in every direction. “I 

changed my mind.” 
Wilda: “She’s clearly in shock.” 



Gildy: “My car stalled by the bridge.” She 
adjusted her glasses. “So, I decided to take a 
walk and check things out.” 

Wilda: “What? Are you crazy?” 
Gildy: “No.” 
Sydney: “Did see our friends on the bridge? 

Something killed them.” 
Gildy: “Yes. It looked like the work of the 

Goatman. I read about this bridge. The 
Goatman doesn’t like people.” 

Iris: “How can you be so calm? What’s the 
matter with you?” 

Gildy: “I have Urbach-Wiethe disease, 
which means I have the inability to experience 
fear due to the damage to my amygdala, a 
roughly almond-shaped mass of gray matter 
part in my brain that processes emotions.” 

Corvus: “Well, understand this. Five of our 
friends are dead. Did you say your car 
stalled?” 

Gildy: “Five dead? I only saw the bodies of 
three?” 



Corvus: “Our friend Quentin fell off the 
bridge. He’s in the river.” 

Gildy: “Oh, he probably died. People 
commit suicide off the bridge all the time. If 
somehow he did live, the Goatman most 
certainly finished the job.” 

Moreen: “I’ve had enough of you, Gildy! 
Get off the bus!” 

Gildy: “Okay.” She turned and was about to 
leave when Ophelia put her hand on Gildy’s 
shoulder to stop her. 

Ophelia: “Wait. Do you have a phone that 
works?” 

Gildy: “Sure I do.” 
Ophelia: “Awesome. Can you call the 

police?” 
Gildy: “It doesn’t work here on this bridge, 

silly.” She headed for the driver’s side door. 
Rowena: “Then where can we call the 

police?” 
Gildy faced the group. “First of all, this is a 

dead zone when it comes to anything 



electrical. There was sign explaining this about 
a mile back. Ghosts are directly associated 
with electrical disturbances, causing vehicles 
to die and cell phones to freeze.” 

Everyone looked at Ophelia. 
She shrugged. “I could barely see the road 

much less a random sign.” 
Gildy: “Don’t feel bad. I noticed there are 

abandon cars on both sides of the bridge.” 
Sylvia: “Where can we use our phones?” 
Gildy: “We can try to get a signal down the 

road where my car is parked next to a bunch 
of other cars. If not, there were a few houses 
that I’m sure have a landline for us to call the 
police.” 

Sylvia: “How far?” 
Corbin: “I want to know how Gildy 

survived out there.” 
Gildy sighed. “Do we really have time for 

this? I saw a house about two hundred yards 
up the road.” 

Corvus: “I’ll go with you.” 



Magen: “I’m going.” 
Thalia: “I don’t think any of you should 

go!” 
Iris moved to the front. “I’m not sitting 

here anymore.” 
Corbin: “What about the thing…you 

know…the Goatman?” 
Gildy: “It’s a risk we’ll have to take.” 
Sydney: “Why didn’t it attack you?” 
Gildy: “I know how it thinks. I’ve read 

ghost hunting books on how to avoid the 
Goatman.” 

Sydney: “Great. Very helpful.” 
Gildy smiled. “Who’s coming with me?” 
Sylvia, Lillian, Corvus, Magen, Iris, Moreen, 

Luther, Rowena and Farrah all decided to go. 
Gildy: “Oh, when we get on the bridge, try 

to keep your eyes up and not look down at 
the dead bodies. Your friends look like they 
spent a few hours in a butcher shop. You 
won’t get that image out of your brain so 
don’t look.” 



Sydney: “Really? Could you be more 
heartless?” 

Gildy: “Maybe. I’m not sure.” 
They worked their way to the driver’s side 

door, squeezed down between the railing on 
the bridge and the bus, then moved forward. 

Ophelia watched as they crossed the bridge, 
disappearing into the night. 

Wilda: “Well, I guess we’ll be okay in an 
hour or so. We can just sit tight and wait for 
the police.” 

Ophelia: “We’re idiots.” 
Raven grabbed a bottle of water from the 

fridge. “That’s an understatement, but what 
do you mean?” 

Ophelia: “How could we let Gildy convince 
so many people to just walk off the bus? Do 
any of us really know Gildy other than 
Moreen who works with her?” 

Raven: “It was strange how she appeared 
out of the darkness like nothing was 



happening. She practically walked over the 
dead bodies.” 

Corbin: “Maybe Gildy’s lack of fear 
intrigues the Goatman?” 

Ophelia: “That’s probably not true, but still 
a fair point.” 

Sydney: “It makes sense. Maybe the 
Goatman doesn’t hurt people who aren’t 
afraid.” 

Corbin: “Does anyone realize what’s going 
on? We’ll never see five of our friends again! 
They’re dead! Maybe the rest of them are 
already dead!” 

Raven: “I can’t deal with it right now. I just 
want to get the hell out of here.” 

Thalia: “Awesome. How can we get out of 
here? Walk back?” 

Raven: “I don’t know.” 
Thalia: “Well that’s helpful.” 
The bus doors suddenly began to shake, 

followed by screaming. Ophelia looked out 



the window and saw Lillian on the driver’s 
side, squeezed between the door and bridge. 

Ophelia then saw Rowena on the 
passenger’s side, yanking on the door while 
standing on the rail of the bridge. 

It looked like both of them were spray 
painted with thick blood on their face and 
clothes. 

Ophelia quickly opened the driver door, 
then rolled down the window and helped 
Rowena crawl inside. Rowena pushed past 
Ophelia and ran to the back of the bus, 
screaming with tears draining down her face 
that mixed with the blood on her cheeks. 

Lillian squeezed up into the bus through the 
driver’s door and stepped into the aisle with 
her hands on her knees, catching her breath. 

Wilda handed her a water. 
Wilda: “Catch your breath.” 
Lillian took several sips of water, watching 

as Rowena collapsed to her knees, sobbing. 
Suddenly her eyes became wide like saucers as 



if recalling the horrific moment of what just 
occurred. 

Corbin kneeled by Lillian. “What 
happened?” 

Lillian took a deep breath. “They’re 
dead…all of them…ripped to shreds.” 

Wilda: “What about Gildy?” 
Lillian rolled her eyes up, locking them on 

Wilda. “Actually, besides me and Rowena, 
Gildy was the only one to get away.” 

To be continued… 

You have completed 9 minutes of this case. 

Find this case in its entirety at the Middle 
Room Haunted Experience: 

Go to: www.MiddleRoomHaunted.com 

Click: Case Files 

http://www.middleroomhaunted.com/

