Colonial House Inn
This is a personal account from an employee who worked there.
I was working as a bartender/waiter there at the time. This is in year (2000).  There were about 100 people at a company gathering we were catering to in the downstairs area.  The people had retired to a one-hour meeting in another room, and I was cleaning up. The layout is as follows: the bar area and a dining room are open to an old concrete pool, which has a door leading out in one direction to a stone walkway, somewhat under the level of the surrounding ground. There are glass French doors in the other direction, leading to a room set up for conferences and wedding receptions. There is also a door that opens to a stairway to the kitchen; this is on the wall where the bar opens to the pool. The people were in the conference room and the main bartender was upstairs.  I distinctly heard one of the French doors open and then I heard footsteps in the pool area that seemed to come from the French door and lead to the door outside, which was open on a warm, clear night.  I was in the bar room and could not see the French doors, but I expected to see someone pass my field of vision when I heard the footsteps. When I did not, I stopped what I was doing and looked into the poolroom, still hearing the footsteps, I then called out the obligatory movie scene-like "hello...” I then walked into the room, scanning around for a person. When I looked to the outer door, I thought someone was standing outside and was looking in, as if my hello seconds before had caught his attention. When I got closer, there was no one there, and no one outside in the general area.  The man I saw looked like a grim yet not unpleasant version of the ghost in the ghost and Mrs. Muir, (slight pun intended). He had captain’s attire, a hat, black full rounded beard, small intelligent eyes and brown shoes.  I thought about it later and could only recall seeing a torso and feet up to the knees. I was informed after telling my story to the main bartender that I had seen the 'Captain'.  The bartender was a spiritualist as I found out moments later, and had known of a few sightings of this Captain. Evidently, he had owned either the main house, or the outbuilding that was taken from its original location in Nantucket.  His picture is supposedly one of the old pictures in the bar on the main level; I saw this picture and would attest that the man in the picture was a damn good likeness of who I saw looking at me from the doorway.  I then found out that a good deal of the staff had at least some encounter, and later that night I came back to the downstairs bar to find the bartender a little shaken and taking a stiff shot looking towards the pool. She said " I've just seen him", she told me she saw him looking through one of the windows from the outside. I cannot corroborate her story, as I was not there at the time.
        I would like to add that while I was hearing the footsteps, it was like I was looking right where they should be landing in my field of vision, and the feeling of something being absent from the scene was dramatic. I had no inkling about the area being haunted, I was very accustomed to the sounds of the room, and it is echo-y effects. No person could have escaped my vision and retreated through any of the doors in time for me not to catch them. 
** The story above does not reflect the views or beliefs of the owner of the Colonial House Inn**
