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      1920: An Austrian-Born Ghost Hunter was in the making. Professor Dr. Hans Holzer, best known for his plethora of hundreds of cases worldwide dealing with the paranormal and the occult, deeming him The Father of the Paranormal. In 1935, at the age of fifteen, Hans became an avid collector of antiques and coins and was an ardent bibliophile.


      The 1928 book, Occultism in This Modern Age by Dr. T.K. Oesterreich, a professor at the University of Tubingen in Germany, began Hans' interest in ghosts. His was an idle curiosity, mixed with a show-me kind of skepticism. He took a course in journalism and began selling articles to local papers. In 1949, he returned to Europe as an accredited foreign correspondent, with the intent to write articles on cultural activities, the theater, and human interest stories. He also began to compose music and write scores in New York, which later led the way to Off Broadway success in Manhattan.


      One year later, Hans returned to Europe visiting many cities including London, and was invited backstage at The Hippodrome Theater where comedian Michael Bentine, was appearing. After Mr. Bentine offered Hans a home-grown tomato instead of a drink, the two hit off, as Hans was a vegan.


      Through mutual friends back in Manhattan, he began work on a television series based on actual hauntings. He met regularly with others at the Edgar Cayce Foundation in New York. The purpose was to enter into a quest for truth in the vast realm of extrasensory perception.


      From then on, he devoted more and more time to the field. One of the great mediums, Eileen Garret, president of the Parapsychology Foundation in New York, in 1946, worked with Hans and encouraged him to write about his work.


      1963, his first book was born, titled, 'Ghost Hunter' and went into an unheard of eleven printings. 145 more books would follow. Hans stated that sometimes an "ordinary" person does manage to see or hear a ghost in an allegedly haunted location, be it a building or even an open space. Such a person could be sensitive or mediumistic, without knowing it and is less unusual then one might think. The Holzer Method was born before the 1950's, where combining the work of those with sight and that of the academic and science stance to the field, would yield far better results in obtaining data to help us further understand what happens when we die.


      Even though Hans was artistic and therefore sensitive person, he did not profess to mediumship and certainly would not be satisfied with the meager impressions he may have garnered himself, physically. He knew that a more advanced psychic talent would be needed for better results. So he took his "sensitive" with him, or what became affectionately known as his medium-in-tow, on cases to try and solve them for all those involved.


      His career was a unique whirl wind of books, research, lectures, teaching, hundreds of national and regional talk show appearances, co-hosting/hosting programs such as Ghost Hunter on Boston's Channel 2, NBC's In Search Of with Leonard Nimoy (an Alan Landsburg production), Beyond the Five Senses in Louisville, KY, Explorations with Brownville Productions in Ohio. In radio, he had a continuous segment with New York City's WOR station with famed radio personality Joe Franklin who still remains a family friend. Some books and case work yielded films such as Amityville II: The Possession, the adaptation from his best-selling novel Murder in Amityville, based on his work on the case in Amityville, Long Island and The Amityville Curse, which also became a film in 1989 that went to Sweden, the US in 1990 and then in 1991, was released in Japan.


      Holzer became and still is considered a leading authority in the field of the paranormal, having earned his PhD from the London College of Applied Science. He spent over six decades traveling the world to obtain first-hand accounts of paranormal experiences, interviewing expert researchers, and developing para-psychological protocols and terminology such as 'sensitive' and 'beings of light.' He taught a class in parapsychology at the New York Institute of Technology for nearly a decade.


      One of his favorite quotes comes from T.S. Elliot's Confidential Clerk saying blandly, "I don't believe in facts." Hans did. "Facts," he said, "come to think of it—are the only things—I really do believe in."
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      Author and Scientific Paranormal Researcher Alexandra Holzer, is no stranger to the world of the supernatural, publishing or art. She attended The Fashion Institute of Technology earning two degrees in Fine Arts and Advertising, following her mother Countess Catherine Buxhoeveden, who also attended the art school.


      Stepping into her late father’s (Dr. Hans Holzer) ghostly footsteps, she is a published author and writes for different organizations from AOL’s Huffington Post to Canada’s UFO Digest and the popular holistic green zine, OM Times, in Asheville, North Carolina. Her fresh, journalistic approach has a “don’t hold back” feel and an openness welcoming in all types of stories.


      Her Parisian grandmother, Rosine Claire, married The Count of Russia which had relations to Catherine the Great. Rosine affectionately known as “Nana” also authored titles French Gourmet Vegetarian, New French Gourmet Vegetarian and French Vegetarian Cosmetics. The Buxhoeveden Family has a published family book written in German entitled, Riga 1201 Buxhoeveden, 2001. They also once produced a Red and Black Label Vodka difficult to get it into the states.


      Holzer has appeared in several film documentaries associated with the paranormal field and has done hundreds of national talk radio shows including hosting. She's published a few books, one of which, Growing up Haunted, was optioned for TV and film rights with award winning producers in Hollywood, Marilyn and Gregg Vance. With a comic book series called Ghost Gal in the works through Raven’s Head Press, books and screenplays, her plate is full but she has goals for television as well.


      Holzer's vegan iconic father was the late prolific author, lyricist, speaker, spiritualist and ground-breaking modern Parapsychologist, Professor Dr. Hans Holzer, Ph.D. He's authored hundreds of titles from non-fiction to fiction in the genres of parapsychology, paranormal, religion, healing and poetry. He is most known for the adaptation of his book, Murder in Amityville, for the film Amityville Horror: The Possession and NBC's television show In Search Of with Leonard Nimoy. He also had a radio stint with Manhattan's radio station WOR with the legendary Joe Franklin.


      While helping others with a reading if needed as well as taking cases lending her support, Holzer has gone on investigations but feels that her expertise lies not just with haunted homes, places or people, but also in getting “impressions” and being “sensitive” to her surroundings on a quest for the unknown with a sense of humor. She grew up haunted and therefore has known nothing else.


      She's married with four children, has a couple of rescue dogs and fights the good fight for two of her children that have Type 1 Diabetes. Learn more about this chronic illness at www.jdrf.org. For up-to-date information on Alexandra, please visit www.alexandraholzer.com
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      Have you ever come home and wondered what might be lurking up the stairs, in the dark of the corridor where the lights don’t reach and the soft footfalls of the visitor disappear into the thick carpet?


      If your house is devoid of all unseen presences, then you would not think along those lines. But thousands of people who live in old houses and some who live in comparatively modern homes have come face to face with something that wasn’t in their lease or purchasing contract.


      The presence that lets you know it is its house and not yet yours, and the disturbances to attract your attention to make sure you realize that you’re never really alone—those are the earmarks of the haunted house, and if you’re only a little bit psychic, sooner or later you will have to come to grips with the problem.


      Across the nation and all over the world, sane, respectable people report experiences with ghosts or what for want of a better and less frightening term is called spectral. These people don’t go about telling the newspapers, for they do not wish to be made the butt of cheap jokes, nor do they tell their ministers and doctors, for the men of religion and science instinctively fear the reality of ghostly phenomena as representing a threat to their preconceived notion of what the universe is all about.


      Finally, these people turn to writers like me, who are experts in such matters, and ask for advice and comfort: the comfort of knowing they are not alone in their predicament and their experiences with the world of the uncanny.


      I cannot always come and lay the ghost right away, nor is it necessarily desirable to do so. Often the matter is complex and involves both the living and the dead in a mutually entwining relationship that cannot exist one without the other, and to sever arbitrarily that which nature has evidently ordained somehow, would be as wrong as not heeding the cry for help from those who desperately want help and release.


      Man’s inhumanity to man has created countless remnants of tragic events that persist in the areas of their demise and even the walls seem to be able to talk at times and tell posterity what has happened in them.


      Wherever stark human emotions are involved there is no boundary of time or expiration, for these emotions cling to the surroundings forever. It does not really matter if you step into such whirlpools of feelings today or a hundred years hence, they will still be there and you will relive the moments as if the time in between had never passed.


      The events I am reporting here are but a fraction of those in my files awaiting disposition or perhaps only a word of understanding. People keep having parallel experiences and they are the ones for whom I write especially, so that they may know theirs is not a unique world but one fashioned by an unsentimental nature in a rather routine way that has occurred elsewhere and will recur to the end of time. If this is not exactly comforting to those caught up in the turmoil of the experience, on both sides of the veil, it is at least a finger pointing to a better understanding of what hauntings are all about. Many of these cases remind one of the Gothic novels of the 19th century, for even though the surroundings are modern, the problems are like the sufferings of the Gothic tragedies, equally beyond real help. I am telling the stories from the point of view of the victims, for they are the ones who create the Gothic character of these true accounts.


      The very fact that these are not cases easily resolved in the way many other ghost cases are resolved through trance investigations, points at the tragic character of the stories: for neither victim nor ghost escapes the consequences of their being put in each other’s way. The victims may move on and find new surroundings, without, however, ever forgetting the imprint of what they have experienced previously. The ghost will keep re-enacting his final compulsion until the house is pulled down around him, or even beyond.


      I have not intruded myself into these accounts other than to verify them as best I could. For one reason or another, dispatching the restless ghosts herein reported was neither possible nor desirable, and the introduction of a medium was neither required nor desired by those most concerned.


      What we present then are ghost stories that have the touch of the tragic; even if they are happening in today’s world, they are true Gothic in character, and above all, they are also true in fact.


      
        
      


      Hans Holzer


      Summer, 1969


      


      
        

      

    

  


  
    
      The Somerset Scent


      
        
      


      (Pennsylvania)


      
        
      


      Somerset is one of those nondescript small towns that abound in rural Pennsylvania and that boast nothing more exciting than a few thousand homes, a few churches, a club or two and a lot of hardworking people whose lives pass under pretty ordinary and often drab circumstances. Those who leave may go on to better things in the big cities of the East, and those who stay have the comparative security of being among their own and living out their lives peacefully. But then there are those who leave not because they want to but because they are driven, driven by forces greater than themselves that they cannot resist.


      The Manners are middle-aged people with two children, a fourteen-year-old son and a six-year-old daughter. The husband ran a television and radio shop which gave them an average income, neither below middle-class standards for a small town, nor much above it. Although Catholic, they did not consider themselves particularly religious. Mrs. Manner’s people originally came from Austria, so there was enough European background in the family to give their lives a slight continental tinge, but other than that, they were and are typical Pennsylvania people without the slightest interest in, or knowledge of, such sophisticated matters as psychic research.


      Of course, the occult was never unknown to Mrs. Manner. She was born with a veil over her eyes, which to many means the Second Sight. Her ability to see things before they happened was not “precognition” to her, but merely a special talent she took in her stride. One night she had a vivid dream about her son, then miles away in the Army. She vividly saw him walking down a hall in a bathrobe, with blood running down his leg. Shortly after she awakened the next day, she was notified that her son had been attacked by a rattlesnake and, when found, was near death. One night she awoke to see an image of her sister standing beside her bed. There was nothing fearful about the apparition, but she was dressed all in black.


      The next day that sister died.


      But these instances did not frighten Mrs. Manner; they were glimpses into eternity and nothing more.


      As the years went by, the Manners accumulated enough funds to look for a more comfortable home than the one they were occupying, and as luck—or fate—would have it, one day in 1966 they were offered a fine, old house in one of the better parts of town. The house seemed in excellent condition; it had the appearance of a Victorian home with all the lovely touches of that bygone era about it. It had stood empty for two years, and since it belonged to an estate, the executors seemed anxious to finally sell the house. The Manners made no special inquiries about their projected new home simply because everything seemed so right and pleasant. The former owners had been wealthy people, they were informed, and had lavished much money and love on the house.


      When the price was quoted to them, the Manners looked at each other in disbelief. It was far below what they had expected for such a splendid house. “We’ll take it,” they said, almost in unison, and soon the house was theirs.


      “Why do you suppose we got it for such a ridiculously low price?” Mr. Manner mused, but his wife could only shrug. To her, that was not at all important. She never believed one should look a gift horse in the mouth.


      It was late summer when they finally moved into their newly acquired home. Hardly had they been installed when Mrs. Manner knew there was something not right with the place.


      From the very first, she had felt uncomfortable in it, but being a sensible person, she had put it down to being in a new and unaccustomed place. But as this feeling persisted she realized that she was being watched by some unseen force all the time, day and night, and her nerves began to tense under the strain.


      The very first night she spent in the house, she was aroused at exactly two o’clock in the morning, seemingly for no reason. Her hair stood up on her arms and chills shook her body. Again, she put this down to having worked so hard getting the new home into shape.


      But the “witching hour” of two A.M. kept awakening her with the same uncanny feeling that something was wrong, and instinctively she knew it was not her, or someone in her family, who was in trouble, but the new house.


      With doubled vigor, she put all her energies into polishing furniture and getting the rooms into proper condition. That way, she was very tired and hoped to sleep through the night. But no matter how physically exhausted she was, at two o’clock the uncanny feeling woke her.


      The first week somehow passed despite this eerie feeling, and Monday rolled around again. In the bright light of the late-summer day, the house somehow seemed friendlier and her fears of the night had vanished.


      She was preparing breakfast in the kitchen for her children that Monday morning. As she was buttering a piece of toast for her little girl, she happened to glance up toward the doorway. There, immaculately dressed, stood a man. The stranger, she noticed, wore shiny black shoes, navy blue pants, and a white shirt. She even made out his tie, saw it was striped, and then went on to observe the man’s face. The picture was so clear she could make out the way the man’s snowy white hair was parted.


      Her immediate reaction was that he had somehow entered the house and she was about to say hello, when it occurred to her that she had not heard the opening of a door or any other sound—no footfalls, no steps.


      “Look,” she said to her son, whose back was turned to the apparition, but by the time her children turned around, the man was gone like a puff of smoke.


      Mrs. Manner was not too frightened by what she had witnessed, although she realized her visitor had not been of the flesh-and-blood variety. When she told her husband about it that evening, he laughed.


      Ghosts, indeed!


      The matter would have rested there had it not been for the fact that the very next day something else happened. Mrs. Manner was on her way into the kitchen from the back yard of the house, when she suddenly saw a woman go past her refrigerator. This time the materialization was not as perfect. Only half of the body was visible, but she noticed her shoes, dress up to the knees, and that the figure seemed in a hurry.


      This still did not frighten her, but she began to wonder. All those eerie feelings seemed to add up now. What had they gotten themselves into by buying this house? No wonder it was so cheap. It was haunted!


      Mrs. Manner was a practical person, the uncanny experiences notwithstanding, or perhaps because of them. They had paid good money for the house and no specters were going to dislodge them!


      But the fight had just begun. A strange kind of web began to envelop her frequently, as if some unseen force were trying to wrap her into a wet, cold blanket. When she touched the “web,” there was nothing to be seen or felt, and yet, the clammy, cold force was still with her. A strange scent of flowers manifested itself out of nowhere and followed her from room to room. Soon her husband smelled it too, and his laughing stopped. He, too, became concerned: their children must not be frightened by whatever it was that was present in the house.


      It soon was impossible to keep doors locked. No matter how often they would lock a door in the house, it was found wide open soon afterwards, the locks turned by unseen hands. One center of particular activities was the old china closet, and the scent of flowers was especially strong in its vicinity.


      “What are we going to do about this?” Mrs. Manner asked her husband one night. They decided to find out more about the house, as a starter. They had hesitated to mention anything about their plight out of fear of being ridiculed or thought unbalanced. In a small town, people don’t like to talk about ghosts.


      The first person Mrs. Manner turned to was a neighbor who had lived down the street for many years. When she noticed that the neighbor did not pull back at the mention of weird goings-on in the house, but, to the contrary, seemed genuinely interested, Mrs. Manner poured out her heart and described what she had seen.


      In particular, she took great pains to describe the two apparitions. The neighbor nodded gravely.


      “It’s them, all right,” she said, and started to fill Mrs. Manner in on the history of their house. This was the first time Mrs. Manner had heard of it and the description of the man she had seen tallied completely with the appearance of the man who had owned the house before.


      “He died here,” the neighbor explained. “They really loved their home, he and his wife. The old lady never wanted to leave or sell it.”


      “But what do you make of the strange scent of flowers?” Mrs. Manner asked.


      “The old lady loved flowers, had fresh ones in the house every day.”


      Relieved to know what it was all about, but hardly happy at the prospect of sharing her house with ghosts, Mrs. Manner then went to see the chief of police in the hope of finding some way of getting rid of her unwanted “guests.”


      The chief scratched his head.


      “Ghosts?” he said, not at all jokingly. “You’ve got me there. That’s not my territory.”


      But he promised to send an extra patrol around in case it was just old-fashioned burglars.


      Mrs. Manner thanked him and left. She knew otherwise and realized the police would not be able to help her.


      She decided they had to learn to live with their ghosts, especially as the latter had been in the house before them. Perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad after all, she mused, now that they knew who it was that would not leave.


      Perhaps one could even become friendly, sort of one big, happy family, half people, half ghosts? But she immediately rejected the notion. What about the children? So far, they had not seen them, but they knew of the doors that wouldn’t stay shut and the other uncanny phenomena.


      Fortunately, Mrs. Manner did not understand the nature of poltergeists. Had she realized that the very presence of her teenage son was in part responsible for the physical nature of the happenings, she would no doubt have sent him away. But the phenomena continued unabated, day and night.


      One night at dinner, with everyone accounted for, an enormous crash shook the house. It felt as if a ton of glass had fallen onto the kitchen floor. When they rushed into the kitchen, they found everything in order, nothing misplaced.


      At this point, Mrs. Manner fell back on her early religious world.


      “Maybe we should call the minister?” she suggested, and no sooner said than done. The following day, the minister came to their house. When he had heard their story, he nodded quietly and said a silent prayer for the souls of the disturbed ones.


      He had a special reason to do so, it developed. They had been among his parishioners when alive. In fact, he had been to their home for dinner many times, and the house was familiar to him despite the changes the present owners had made.


      If anyone could, surely their own minister should be able to send those ghosts away.


      Not by a long shot.


      Either the couple did not put much stock into their minister’s powers, or the pull of the house was stronger, but the phenomena continued. In fact, after the minister had tried to exorcise the ghosts, things got worse.


      Many a night, the Manners ran out into the street when lights kept going on and off by themselves. Fortunately, the children slept through all this, but how long would they remain unaffected?


      At times, the atmosphere was so thick Mrs. Manner could not get near the breakfast nook in the kitchen to clear the table. Enveloped by the strong vibrations, she felt herself tremble and on two occasions fainted and was thus found by her family.


      They were seriously considering moving now, and let the original “owners” have the house again. They realized now that the house had never been truly “empty” for those two years the real estate man had said it was not in use.


      It was 2 A.M. when they finally went up to bed.


      Things felt worse than ever before. Mrs. Manner clearly sensed three presences with her now and started to cry.


      “I’m leaving this house,” she exclaimed. “You can have it back!” Her husband had gone ahead of her up the stairs to get the bedding from the linen closet. She began to follow him and slowly went up the stairs. After she had climbed about halfway up, something forced her to turn around and look back.


      What she saw has remained with her ever since, deeply impressed into her mind with the acid of stark fear.


      Down below her on the stairway, was a big, burly man, trying to pull himself up the stairs.


      His eyes were red with torture as he tried to talk to her.


      Evidently he had been hurt, for his trousers and shirt were covered with mud. Or was it dried blood?


      He was trying to hang on to the banister and held his hands out towards her.


      “Oh, God, it can’t be true,” she thought and went up a few more steps. Then she dared look down again.


      The man was still holding out his hand in a desperate move to get her attention. When she failed to respond, he threw it down in a gesture of impatience and frustration.


      With a piercing scream she ran up the stairs to her husband, weeping out of control.


      The house had been firmly locked and no one could have gained entrance. Not that they thought the apparitions were flesh-and-blood people. The next morning, no trace of the nocturnal phenomenon could be found on the stairs. It was as if it had never happened.


      But that morning, the Manners decided to pack and get out fast. “I want no more houses,” Mrs. Manner said firmly, and so they bought a trailer. Meanwhile, they lived in an apartment.


      But their furniture and all their belongings were still in the house, and it was necessary to go back a few more times to get them. They thought that since they had signed over the deed, it would be all right for them to go back. After all, it was no longer their house.


      As Mrs. Manner cautiously ascended the stairs, she was still trembling with fear. Any moment now, the specter might confront her again. But all seemed calm. Suddenly, the scent of flowers was with her again and she knew the ghosts were still in residence.


      As if to answer her doubts, the doors to the china closet flew open at that moment.


      Although she wanted nothing further to do with the old house, Mrs. Manner made some more inquiries. The terrible picture of the tortured man on the stairs did not leave her mind. Who was he, and what could she have done for him?


      Then she heard that the estate wasn’t really settled, the children were still fighting over it. Was that the reason the parents could not leave the house in peace? Was the man on the stairs someone who needed help, someone who had been hurt in the house?


      “Forget it,” the husband said, and they stored most of their furniture. The new house trailer would have no bad vibrations and they could travel wherever they wanted, if necessary.


      After they had moved into the trailer, they heard rumors that the new owners of their house had encountered problems also. But they did not care to hear about them and studiously stayed away from the house. That way, they felt, the ghosts would avoid them also, now that they were back in what used to be their beloved home!


      But a few days later, Mrs. Manner noticed a strange scent of flowers wafting through her brand-new trailer. Since she had not bought any flowers, nor opened a perfume bottle, it puzzled her. Then, with a sudden impact that was almost crushing, she knew where and when she had smelled this scent before. It was the personal scent of the ghostly woman in the old house! Had she followed her here into the trailer?


      When she discussed this new development with her husband that night, they decided to fumigate the trailer, air it, and get rid of the scent, if they could. Somehow they thought they might be mistaken and it was just coincidence. But the scent remained, clear and strong, and the feeling of a presence that came with it soon convinced them that they had not yet seen the last of the Somerset ghosts.


      They sold the new trailer and bought another house, a fifty-seven-year-old, nice, rambling home in a nearby Pennsylvania town called Stoystown, far enough from Somerset to give them the hope that the Unseen Ones would not be able to follow them there.


      Everything was fine after they had moved their furniture in and for the first time in many a month, the Manners could relax. About two months after they had moved to Stoystown, the scent of flowers returned. Now it was accompanied by another smell, that resembling burned matches.


      The Manners were terrified. Was there no escape from the Uncanny? A few days later, Mrs. Manner observed a smoky form rise up in the house. Nobody had been smoking. The form roughly resembled the vague outlines of a human being.


      Her husband, fortunately, experienced the smells also, so she was not alone in her plight. But the children, who had barely shaken off their terror, were now faced with renewed fears. They could not keep running, running away from what?


      They tried every means at their command. Holy water, incense, a minister’s prayer, their own prayers, curses and commands to the Unseen, but the scent remained.


      Gradually, they learned to live with their psychic problems. For a mother possessed of definite mediumistic powers from youth and a young adult in the household are easy prey to those among the restless dead who desire a continued life of earthly activities. With the physical powers drawn from these living people, they play and continue to exist in a world of which they are no longer a part.


      As the young man grew older, the available power dwindled and the scent was noticed less frequently. But the tortured man on the stairs of the house in Somerset will have to wait for a more willing medium to be set free.


      


      
        

      

    

  


  
    
      The House of Evil


      
        
      


      (New York)


      
        
      


      Parker Keegan is a practical man not much given to daydreaming or speculation. That is as it should be. For Parker makes his living, if you can call it that, driving a truck with high explosives, tanks containing acetylene, oxygen, nitrogen, and other flammable substances for a welding company in upstate New York.


      So you see, he has to have his mind on his work all the time, if he wants to get old.


      His wife Rebecca is a more emotional type. That, too, is as it should be. She is an artist, freelancing and now and again making sales. There is some Indian blood in her and she has had an occasional bout with the supernatural. But these were mainly small things, telepathy or dream experiences and nothing that really worried her. Neither she nor her husband had any notions that such things as haunted houses really existed, except, of course, in Victorian novels. Now the Keegans already had one child and Rebecca was expecting her second, so they decided to look for a larger place. As if by the finger of fate, an opportunity came their way just about then. Her teenage cousin Jane telephoned Rebecca at her parents’ home to tell them of a house they might possibly rent. It developed she did this not entirely out of the goodness of her heart, but also because she didn’t like being alone nights in the big place she and her husband lived in. He worked most of the night in another city.


      “There are two halves to this house,” Jane explained, and she made it so enticing that Parker and Rebecca decided then and there to drive over and have a look at it.


      Even though they arrived there after dark, they saw immediately that the house was attractive, at least from the outside. Built in pre-Civil War days, it had stood the test of time well. As is often the case with old houses, the servant quarters are in a separate unit and parallel, but do not intrude upon, the main section of the house. So it was here, and it was the former servant quarters that Jane and Harry occupied. As the visitors had not spoken to the landlord about their interest, they entered the unused portion of the building from their cousin’s apartment. This was once the main house and contained eight rooms, just what they needed.


      The ground floor consisted of a large front room with two windows facing the road and two facing the other way. Next to it was an old-fashioned dining room, and branching off from it, a narrow kitchen and a small laundry room. In the dim light they could make out a marvelous staircase with a lovely, oiled banister. It was at this point that the two apartments which made up the house connected, and one could be entered into from the other. Underneath the front stairway was a closet and the door leading to the other side of the house, but they found another, enclosed, stairway leading from the bedroom at the top of the front stairs into the dining room. Exactly below this enclosed staircase were the cellar stairs leading into the basement. There were three cellars, one under the servant quarters, one underneath the front room, and one below the dining room.


      As Rebecca set foot into the cellar under the dining room, which had apparently served as a fruit cellar, she grew panicky for a moment. She immediately dismissed her anxiety with a proper explanation: they had seen the thriller Psycho the night before and this cellar reminded her of one of the gruesome incidents in that movie. But later she was to learn that the feeling of panic persisted whenever she came down into this particular part of the basement, even long after she had forgotten the plot of that movie.


      For the present, they inspected the rest of the house. The upstairs portion contained two large bedrooms and two smaller ones. Only the larger rooms were heated. There was an attic but nobody ever investigated it during their entire stay in the house.


      They decided the house was just what they wanted and the next morning they contacted the owner.


      George Jones turned out to be a very proper, somewhat tight-lipped man. He inquired what they did for a living and then added, “Are you religious people?”


      Rebecca thought this an odd question, but since she had told him
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