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For as long as I can remember I was always surrounded by the paranormal. I can recall times when I came into contact with spirits or saw strange lights in the sky. One of my earliest memories of seeing a spirit was when I was a small child. I can remember seeing a small black figure dancing on the wall. The head had small stubby horns that pointed up, it had skinny arms with clawed hands and the body merging into a tail with no legs. As I watched this thing dance on the wall, my mother attempted to move all types of objects in the room to figure out what was causing the shadow as it was clearly freaking me out.  No one could figure out what was causing the shadow and before we knew it, the shadow danced away on its own, never to be seen again.

Years later as I moved towards adolescence, I woke up one night to see a man in 1800’s period clothing standing in the doorway to my bedroom. We had moved into the house rather recently and this left me feeling terrified and very uneasy for a long time.  The man just stood in the doorway staring at me, almost as if trying to figure out who I was and what I was doing in the room. I can remember my mother coming to wake me up for school in the morning, but I was already awake, out of fear of going back to sleep. 

Later in life I would find that friends of mine would discuss similar interests in the paranormal, which would eventually cause us to come together and explore the unknown. We formed an investigative team called Durham Paranormal, to look for answers and seek the thrill of capturing evidence of ghosts in the area. We tried to get equipment and mimic the teachings we saw on tv or read about online. We would chase local lore and attempt for years to gather evidence. I've seen some unexplainable things during my time and caught some amazing footage, EVP’s and more. 

One of the things I have learned over the years and through my interest in the paranormal is that everyone you meet has some story or unexplainable occurrence that they can recall. Gathered in this book will be some of the stories of eyewitness accounts. I only hope you will enjoy reading about them as much as I have enjoyed gathering them and hearing what people have to tell.

Stay Spooky

Jason McGray
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Chapter 1
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Before we start exploring personal stories by people from all over North America, I thought I could take some time to go over some of my personal insights on all things unknown. Everyone has different beliefs and ideas when it comes to the paranormal. Quite frequently I find that some people have very hard rules to their beliefs and that is ok. I have learnt over time that we need to respect other thoughts and beliefs. It may even challenge us to open our minds to different possibilities.  Religion and cultures can very often influence how people perceive the paranormal. When it comes to ghosts, there are all kinds of rules and systems to how different people handle the subject matter. I have found that for some, religious beliefs are that communicating or investigating spirits is purely messing around and disturbing the dead and should not be done. Some cultures believe that unless you know exactly what you are doing, you should not attempt to communicate or do any type of investigation.  There are all kinds of beliefs and I’m not here to argue that any are wrong or right. 

If you were to ask most people, they would tell you things like UFOs and Bigfoot do not exist. Chasing creatures like Mothman is silly and not taken seriously.  There was a time when I believed that ghosts only were paranormal, and all other very strange things were foolish and not real. What if we took a moment to expand our thinking and say, “what if”.  I read somewhere that it is silly to believe in things like ghosts but not believe in Bigfoot at the same time. What if they are one and the same? I have touched on some of my current beliefs about Bigfoot and cryptids on my podcast, Elements of the Unknown. Neither Bigfoot nor ghosts have ever been captured; remains of these have never been found; and both Bigfoot and ghosts make their presence known by knocking on things. Bigfoot knocks on trees; ghosts knock on walls, doors, cabinets, etc.

You will find the more you dig into researching all types of topics in the paranormal, the more you will see all kinds of similarities. Is it a coincidence that little grey aliens also look like what is described as little goblins in Kentucky? 

There are many sources and many topics that can be explored, and if you take a moment to let some of it sink in you could come to your own conclusions without being influenced by what others believe. 

It’s also entirely possible to have your beliefs change over time. Finding religion or even going so far as to lose faith are a very common occurrence in society today. So, if we follow the same system in keeping an open mind regarding the paranormal, it’s safe to assume that we can change our beliefs towards these topics as well. 

When I was younger, I was brought up in a Christian home. I was taken to church every Sunday by my grandmother and mother.  We would sit through the preacher reciting verses from the bible and telling stories. Eventually the children would all be called up to the front of the church to sit with the minister while he told us some kind of children’s bible story with an embedded life lesson. Once that was done all the children would go down into the basement where classes were set up. We would learn more about Christ and the bible while the adults stayed upstairs and listened to more preaching and sing hymns. Eventually they would come down to get us and there would be food and refreshments served. This of course was my favourite part, Kool-Aid and Cookies.

The point of all this is that I was brought up to believe in God and everything the bible teaches. Over time though as I began to think for myself, I would start to quietly challenge these beliefs. Something very foreign was eventually introduced to me in the form of Wicca. Then I had to discern on my own which was good, and which was bad. The bible teaches that witches are evil. My family said they were the devil’s work.  But I just began to question everything.  Does magic really exist? Maybe everything isn’t so black and white. 

However, that’s not where my beliefs sit today, and I keep an open mind. I truly do believe today that the universe works on intention. Those energies can be very powerful, and the mind can do things that even the most knowledgeable of us cannot explain. It’s very possible there is a higher power looking over us. It is also entirely possible that we are in control of our own destiny, and we can tap into the energies around us. I will always thank anyone who imparts some form of knowledge they have on any of these subject matters. They may very well provide me with a prospective that I have not yet considered. 

Respect is overall the key to this entire field of the unknown. It is embedded into the very basics of paranormal investigation. When you are taught by someone how to go ghost hunting, you are told to be respectful.  That makes the most sense to me. If you are dealing with ghosts, then you are dealing with human beings. That alone takes some of the scariness out of it. So, deal with them the same way you would deal with someone in public, at the grocery store or at the mall. Most people treat others with respect and politeness. Nothing should change when dealing with the dead. 

There was a time when everything people saw on TV was ghost hunters and various groups taunting and challenging spirits to do something. If this was me and I was treated like this, I wouldn’t respond kindly. I’d either tell you to leave or just walk away. This sounds very similar to what many investigators get. Voice recorders filled with responses telling them to get out and leave. Over time we have seen a shift in how things are presented to the public on TV and social media. More people are changing how they investigate locations and trying to teach others to move forward in their approach as opposed to being stuck to the old way of challenging, taunting and being disrespectful. I have even grown my own belief system to the point I no longer even consider myself a paranormal investigator after over twenty years in the field. Now I am just an amateur researcher. I enjoy exploring topics, visiting sites, talking to people and if I can help both the living and the dead in whatever way I am capable, I will.

As I mentioned earlier, I was introduced to Wicca at a younger age. I’ll explain how that came about.  I would have been in my late teens. During that time, I played a lot of street hockey with a group of friends from school in my off time. We would take breaks during the weekend to go to someone’s house before going back out for hours and hours. Sometimes we would go to this one friend’s house and his mother would be home occasionally. She was always a very kind woman and tried to treat each of us as if we were her own when we came by. She always made sure we were hydrated with water or pop and had something quick to eat.  I’m not sure what she did for a living, but I know that she worked outside the home because there were many times we would come by, and she would not be home. Our friend would tell us his mom is at work.  When she was home, it seemed she was often on the computer, usually engaged in some kind of online video game with friends from all over the world. In the late 90’s, the concept of online gaming was still a very new thing to me. 

One afternoon our friend mentioned in passing that his mom was a witch, and this caught us all off guard. He mentioned that if anyone ever messed with him, his mother could cast a spell and turn them into a bird or frog.  We chuckled right away because this seemed very ridiculous and in hindsight it was very unlikely. Looking around the apartment it became noticeable that there were no Christian objects like in most homes I had been in. There were no crosses, portraits of Jesus or other Christian symbols.  She had dreamcatchers on the walls, and pictures of animals. She usually had a clear crystal in her hand that she shuffled around in her palm. When I asked her what the crystal was, she explained to me that she put her energy into these clear crystals. She told me that, over time, the clear crystal turned black as it filled with her energy, and then she had to cleanse and recharge them. This was extremely interesting to me. I had never heard of such things, but I wanted to hear more. I also knew immediately that I could never tell my mother that I was going to a witch’s house. I would never be allowed to go back. What confused me the most was the fact that she was no different than my own mother. She didn’t wear all black or seem evil like I had been taught. In fact, she was quite the opposite. 

After that day, every time we went over to his house and his mom was home, I would ask questions about Wicca and what she did. Eventually she gifted me a clear crystal to take home and practice holding and putting my negative energy into, so I didn’t hold it in. Ever since I have been trying to get that crystal to go black, but I have yet to succeed. I also believe she and her son had a good chuckle after convincing us that we would turn into frogs if she chose to. To this day, I still have that crystal and understand that it very much symbolizes what was a very early door opening for my curiosity into the unknown.

For some time after that I would research Wicca when I was able to without anyone knowing. I would look up spells on the internet and read about related subjects like a book of shadows. I would print pages and collect as much info as I could about rituals and magic. I have never tried to cast a spell out of fear of not knowing what would happen and if I would do more harm than good. But who knows, maybe one day I’ll pour my intentions into some magic and give this world peace or turn my enemies into goblins.

Once I started going out with my friends to search for ghosts, I put my knowledge about Wicca on the backburner. I moved on to researching local legends and the locations of reported ghost sightings. It became very exciting to learn that there were ghost sightings close to where we lived, and we could go drive to them often and try to have our own experiences. 

We learnt about a road where a motorcycle driver lost his life by driving into a fence and crashing into a rock at the end of the road. It is still said to this day that he rides up and down that road. We would take many trips up to this road. We would sit in the car with all the lights off and wait for his ghost bike to come flying down the road, but we never saw it. Eventually, on our trips, we would exit the vehicle and start walking up and down the road.  We would start watching the fields on the sides of the road and seeing what else we could find without trespassing onto anyone’s property.

One night while walking towards the north end of the road I thought I saw something moving from the corner of my eyesight. I turned to investigate the dark field to see what appeared to be the silhouettes of about half a dozen children running. It was like they were playing tag and acting as if I were not even there to see them.  With more research, I later learned that I was on indigenous land, and it was very possible that what I saw was the spirits of the Mississauga people. Back then we didn’t use things like cameras or voice recorders. There were no devices that we used to capture evidence and it hadn’t even occurred to us to try. I wanted experiences and I was getting them.

One night we decided we were going to put a serious effort into catching the motorcycle light. We would spend every night for a week up on the road until we could see it. It didn’t take long until we eventually did see some form of light shining down the road. We all agreed that this could be the motorcycle light, but we wanted to try and confirm that it was. We returned to the closest town and stopped at a gas station to purchase a paper map of the area. We then took the map to the Tim Hortons coffee shop to sit down and study the area around the road. We decided that we would send one of our three cars to some of the roads that appear to face toward the road, to see if headlights were contributing to this phenomenon. We found that the car on the last and farthest road from the road we were on produced a light that we could see.  We called the driver and told him to stop and turn his car lights off and on. Sure enough, we could see the light turning off and on. We concluded that the lights we saw were likely from cars cresting over the hill on a road about one kilometer away. We had debunked a local legend before we even knew what debunking was.

That’s not to say we didn’t have a handful of other experiences on that road. I do believe that with the amount of people going to this road looking for ghosts, that now there is a sort of energy portal or beacon created there. There has been so much intention poured into that location that it could very well be possible that people, as a collective, have created enough energy to create a variety of experiences.

It wasn’t until a couple years later, once we formed and organized Durham Paranormal, that we returned to that road and used our equipment to try to capture on film every voice and orb that we could. 

We also took interest in another local legend close to that road in town. There was a local restaurant that is known to have a resident spirit. The location had managed to gain enough notoriety that it had its story written in Haunted Ontario by Terry Boyle. Jester’s Court Restaurant and Pub in Port Perry, Ontario, is known to have the ghost of the previous owner, James Carnegie, reside still in his former homestead. When we went during business hours to ask about the haunting, all the staff told us they had personal experiences with the ghost. It is said that there are many spirits in the building still and we wanted to try our luck in investigating an indoor location. 

We set up a time and date to come back and carve out a couple hours in the restaurant to try to capture some evidence. We placed cameras and voice recorders around the building. We split into teams and spent time trying to lightly provoke some kind of communication. Eventually, on the sun porch on the main floor, we began to smell cigar smoke. We attributed this to James, as he was a known cigar smoker and most likely spent time on the sun porch relaxing with a cigar. I’m not sure if what we smelled was paranormal or just residual smoke imbedded into the wood of the building. Right after we smelled the smoke, we were called upon to go back upstairs to the second floor where we had set up a command table with our equipment. A couple of my teammates explained that they had been sitting and going through some of the recordings on the computer when they began to see a mist in the corner of the room. As they watched the mist it, began to form into the full form of a man standing in front of them. They froze in disbelief of what they were seeing, and by the time they snapped out of it, and grabbed the camera and took two pictures, the mist disappeared. Reviewing the photos revealed that out of the hundreds of photos we took that night, they were the only two pictures that ended up coming out all black with no image. The review of the audio recorder, in that room at the time of the apparition, revealed that our teammate asked, “Who are you?” and the response only heard on the recorder was “James Carnegie”.

We ended up going back a couple of days later to reveal the evidence we captured to the owner of the restaurant. Once we sat down to talk, we tried to power up the laptop. We wanted to share our audio and pictures, but the laptop would not power on. We tried over and over to get it to turn on with no success. We felt embarrassed and thanked the owner and went on our way.  During the car ride home, my teammate pulled out the laptop one more time and hit the power button. The laptop powered up without fail. 

If you are ever in Port Perry, Ontario you can stop by Jester’s Court for a bite to eat and see if you have your very own experience. 
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Currently I live in a home where we have some resident spirits that come and go. I have had my share of both positive and negative experiences. It’s sometimes difficult to discern if I brought some of that energy into the home myself, or if it was here before I arrived. It started with seeing shadow figures moving around corners of the hallway or seeing something move from the corner of my eye. Things began to escalate a bit when I was in the shower one evening and my calf began to burn. I looked down to find 3 scratches on the back of my leg. I have been asked before why I don’t try to remove whatever spirit or energy is in my home, causing activity like scratches.  Their assumption is that whatever is here is trying to be negative or harmful. For all I know, there is something here just trying to get my attention for whatever reason it has. 

Eventually you must start replacing your fear with curiosity. It’s not that I have become naive to the idea that negative things could happen in the spirit world. But it’s incredibly assumptive to believe that we know exactly what is going on based off one experience. 

It’s very easy to misunderstand what is going on based on a history of teachings and belief. I’m sure if I brought a priest into my home, they would tell me there is a demon in the home and I need to cleanse the house or exercise the home.  It’s not that I believe the activities are that extreme. A medium or sensitive person may come in and tell me that there is an energy here that is negative and needs to be removed. 

I frequently use one of our haunted dolls as an example of what I believe to be misunderstanding. I truly believe and respect that the person that donated the haunted doll to me believes that the energy surrounding the doll named Robin is negative. For that person it very truly could be that without argument.  Once Robin came into my home, I immediately began to run a spirit box to create communication.  I wanted to immediately get to the bottom of what was inside this doll. Robin was very quick to give me her name and answer questions. I learned that she is three and likes the dog in my home. She called his name a few times, which was interesting considering no one had called the dog or said the dog’s name the entire night.

It quickly occurred to me that if there was a living three year old little girl sitting in my home, and we kept telling her she was bad and negative, she might not like that and begin to act out. I can’t imagine how confusing it must be to be three years old and a spirit. Was this the age when Robin died? Or
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