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Introduction

 


Darkness comes in many forms. It can creep
across the landscape at nightfall, turning a previously pleasing
view into foreboding and frightening blackness. It can also come
from within, when the human heart can no longer bear some awful
weight and the mind then sinks into the darkness of despair.

Then there are the darker forces around us,
spirits of the dead who often choose to invade our homes. Some have
no ill intentions, yet their mere presence unsettles the living.
There are those, whoever, who seek us out as victims of their
wrath, hoping to feed off the energy of our fear.

This book contains cases involving the dead
who are both simply harmlessly going about their business, as well
as the more sinister entities who seek to make the lives of
homeowners a living hell. There is also the amazing case of a
famous Revolutionary War battlefield where soldiers relive their
final hours, and the fascinating case of the jail where the
suicides of desperate prisoners have left terrifying spirits who
remain locked to their misery.

For those spirits who are lost and confused,
I have the utmost compassion and pray for their release. For those
who intentionally victimize innocent occupants, I have recently
lost patience. I am increasingly finding that in such cases the
homeowner must fight back—not with a vindictive manner to cast
these spirits to who-knows- where, but with the force of light.

Back into the Light evokes many
images, first and foremost for this book it is both a concept and a
way of life. When people employ all the mental, emotional, and
physical powers of light and positivity, the darkness loses its
grip and has no choice but to leave or be transformed. People who
find themselves in the midst of a negative haunting have an
obligation to themselves and their loved ones to fight back and
regain control of their homes and lives.

On a personal level, Back into the
Light is an opportunity for me to practice what I preach. After
the devastating losses of loved ones last year, this year I find
myself within another form of darkness—the fear of a personal
health crisis. As I write these words I face surgery, and who knows
what else, but I am trying to hold myself above the darkness. It
will be one of the toughest battles I have ever fought, but I have
every intention of fighting on.

To those who look at ghost stories as amusing
entertainment, enjoy yourselves with this book! For those who look
for deeper meanings in the affairs of restless spirits, there is
plenty of paranormal meat within these pages in which you can sink
your teeth. As I have said in the past, there is much the dead can
teach the living.

In closing, remember it is always best to
stay along the path of light. It’s not always easy with forces
poised to tackle you at every step, but when all is said and done,
at least you will have the satisfaction of having fought with the
right team.


Linda Zimmermann

August 2008

 


 


A Patriot’s Home

 


While conducting a public ghost hunt at the
Shanley Hotel in Napanoch, New York, one of the participants,
Denise, told me some fascinating stories about the old house in
which she lived. I asked if she would be interested in an
investigation, which she was, and then asked where she lived. As we
were about an hour from where I lived, I hoped it wasn’t too much
farther away. To my surprise, the location turned out to be less
than a mile from my house, on a street I passed just about every
day.

It was a memorable Sunday in January when I
first went to Denise’s house in Chester, New York—because the NY
Giants had finally won a playoff game for the first time in seven
years! As football comes before ghost hunting, I had arranged to
arrive at the house in the early evening (having given a sufficient
buffer in case there had been overtime). The sun had just set and
it was starting to get cold again, but before the car heater had a
chance to warm up I was already turning onto her street. Although I
had passed that street for ten years, I had never been all the way
down it, and noticed that like in the rest of the county there was
a lot of recent construction.

However, at the end of this long road full of
new houses stands one of the oldest homes in Orange County. The
original structure had been built around 1750, when residents were
still saying “God save the King” and many future patriots were
still in diapers. Over the years the structure evolved into two
stories of living space, with the former ground floor kitchen
becoming the basement.

Records indicate that the man who constructed
the earliest section was Elihu Marvin, who along with his son,
Seth, fought for the patriot cause during the Revolutionary War, as
a general and captain, respectively. He later became an elder for
the town of Chester, and an 1850 map of the county showed a number
of Marvin families around the area. The property was passed through
the female line, and the names changed to Dawes and Murray as the
generations lived and died on the land.

When Denise’s parents bought the house in the
1980s, it was the first time in over 200 years that the place left
the ownership of the original family. But don’t think the haunted
activity began because the spirits of Elihu and his descendants
were angry that there were outsiders in their home. Apparently, the
Marvins, Dawes, and Murrays were not averse to haunting their own
family members, as the place had been used as a rental property for
many years because the paranormal activity was so unpleasant, no
one in the family wanted to live there.

When Denise’s parents went to look at the
house, the real estate agent told them that she had to disclose
that the place had ghosts. Specifically, the house was haunted by
the ghosts of two men and a little girl.

“You’re kidding, right?” Denise’s father
asked, laughing off the entire idea as being utterly absurd. That
was the end of that discussion, and the deal went through.

Of course, it’s easy to discount the idea of
ghosts if you don’t plan on living in the house. The place was
purchased as an investment property, and for many years they rented
it to tenants. Then in 1989 Denise’s family did move in, and she
recalled a rather peaceful ten years growing up in the place, with
nothing particularly frightening occurring.

After she left home, her parents stayed for a
few more years, but they moved out in 2004. While they didn’t give
the reason for their leaving as being anything ghostly, they had
removed the chandelier in the dining room—which was part of
original 1750s structure—as it had the most unnerving habit of
swinging back and forth for no apparent reason.

The house stood vacant for six months until
Denise and her husband, Jim, bought it. With a family that
presently consists of two boys, two dogs, and three pigs, all the
room and the property would be welcome. Unfortunately, they felt
anything but welcome when they first moved in.

“I couldn’t understand it,” Denise explained.
“I always loved this house. But suddenly, everything was different
and I never felt comfortable in it at any time of the day.”

Jim was to have an even more unpleasant
reception. A retired New York City cop, Jim is not one to be easily
rattled, but something certainly grabbed his attention—quite
literally—the first night he slept in the house.

“I was in bed asleep when someone grabbed the
calves of my legs and began shaking me very hard,” he said. “I woke
up and saw that a dark figure had a hold of me. Then the figure
just vanished and the shaking stopped.”

Both Jim and Denise would often have the
covers yanked off of them at night, and on at least one occasion a
small depression appeared on the mattress as if a child had climbed
up on the bed.

Another intense encounter occurred when a
friend spent the night in the bedroom at the east end of the house.
She awoke to see a man standing just a few feet away by the window
and closet. The man was tall, bearded, and was wearing a dark
uniform with a row of large brass buttons. He stared intently and
sternly at her, then simply vanished. Had this been the general or
the captain?

Shortly after the appearance of this menacing
apparition, a few of Denise’s cousins used a Ouija board to try to
get some answers about the activity. One of the questions they
asked was why the ghost of the man in the uniform had frightened
the woman. They didn’t understand the response, but it was all too
clear to Denise.

The letters came up B-R-I-T-I-S-H. Denise’s
friend was, in fact, from England. Apparently 200 years hasn’t
alleviated the hatred this patriot officer felt for anyone
British!

Keeping that in mind, Jim is very careful
when playing his fife, which was a popular flute-like instrument
during the Revolutionary War. The first time he started playing the
fife in the house, he felt a heavy, physical pressure on his
shoulders as if two strong hands were pressing down. It wasn’t
threatening, just completely unnerving, and to this day Jim makes
sure he only plays American tunes!

There was another sighting near the window
where the officer had appeared, this time from the outside.
Denise’s aunt had visited with her children. As they were getting
ready to leave, her aunt was in the driveway standing by the car,
and she looked up and saw a blond girl looking out that bedroom
window. Thinking it was her nine-year-old daughter, she called the
girl’s name and said it was time to go.

Her daughter responded, but the voice came
from directly behind her. Quickly turning, she saw that her
daughter was standing right next to her. Confused, she turned back
toward the window, but the other girl was gone. Perhaps the real
estate agent knew what she was talking about, after all?

Jim decided he needed to do some research on
the families who had lived in the house. He went to a local
cemetery and started taking photos of the headstones. Suddenly and
inexplicably, he got sharp abdominal pains that were so severe he
had to go home. Later, when he had his film developed, he
discovered that none of the cemetery pictures came out. They all
were so badly fogged that none of the headstones could be seen.

Jim collects cameras and has been an avid
photographer for many years, and he has no explanation for the
ruined film. The camera took good pictures both before and after
the cemetery. The mysterious and painful experience convinced him
to drop the research, just in case someone wasn’t too happy that he
was poking around in their past.

Every family has skeletons in their closet,
and many houses have things to hide from their pasts as well. When
doing some work in the kid’s rooms, Denise discovered burned
timbers behind the walls. The structure had obviously suffered a
bad fire at some point. Had one or more of the spirits in the house
met their demise in those flames? At present, there is some
understandable reluctance to investigate any further!

Despite the appearance of apparitions, the
most frequent occurrences have been audio, not visual. At least one
entity in the house has the uncanny and unnerving ability to mimic
people’s voices. For example, early one morning about 5am, Denise
and Jim woke up to a banging sound as if their front door had been
slammed shut. Then the voice of their friend Pat called Denise’s
name. Puzzled as to what Pat was doing there at that hour, Denise
was nonetheless very concerned as it must be something
important.

“What do you think is the matter?” Jim
asked.

“I have no idea,” Denise replied, “but I’ll
go find out.”

Grabbing her bathrobe, she hurried
downstairs. The lights were all out, and she wondered why her
friend hadn’t turned them on when he came inside.

“Pat, what’s going on?” she asked, but there
was only silence. Searching the house, she found no one. The doors
were all locked, and there wasn’t a car in the driveway.

As Denise climbed the stairs back to her
bedroom, she was wondering if she could have imagined the entire
thing. Perhaps it was just some other sound that had awakened them,
and she just imagined it was her friend’s voice. There was one way
to find out.

“Jim, exactly what did you hear?” she
asked.

“I heard Pat calling your name,” he replied,
wondering why he was being interrogated.

They were both shocked by the incident, and
it was to happen on other occasions, and with other voices. One
night when Denise’s mother was spending the night, the frightened
woman burst into her daughter’s room.

“Mom, have you ever heard of knocking?”
Denise said, somewhat annoyed until she saw her mother’s
expression.

“What’s the matter, are you okay?” her mother
asked, visibly shaken.

“What do you mean what’s the matter with me?
What’s wrong with you?

“You were just screaming ‘Mom’. I just heard
you screaming for help,” her mother insisted.

Denise assured her she hadn’t said a word,
although it’s doubtful that it was any consolation under the
circumstances! This is a remarkably creepy phenomenon, for lack of
a better scientific description, having the ability to recreate the
voices of friends and family members. It seems to go beyond simply
trying to get the attention of the living, as the alleged frantic
call for help frightened Denise’s mother. This is clearly a very
interactive haunting—the spirits know everyone’s voices, and just
what buttons to push to get a reaction.

Fortunately, the two boys have not been
bothered by the ghosts. The only incident was when one of Denise’s
young sons came up to her and casually said, “My friend in the
black shirt is sitting in the dining room.”

Of course, no one was there, and it was the
only time the boy mentioned his “friend.” Had there been more
encounters that the boy never mentioned? If so, his matter-of-fact
attitude indicated that he wasn’t the least bit frightened, so
Denise didn’t ask any questions that might alarm her son.

There have been other incidents with family
members and friends who have come to the house, but for the most
part these people simply get uncomfortable feelings, particularly
like they are not alone. These feelings most often occur in the
dining room and that upstairs bedroom where the figures have been
seen. Such sensations can be frightening, but it’s never
threatening.

On my brief investigation, the most
frightening thing that happened was when I stepped on a piece of
bubble wrap in the dark. A tall figure in a uniform would have been
nothing after that! I did find some high EMF readings by the
fireplace in the dining room, but Jim and I tracked down some
electrical wiring beneath it in the basement that was most likely
the cause.

It was difficult to hear if anything unusual
was going on, as the boys were at home, and one was playing a very
lively video game. However, I was able to set up a camcorder in the
relative quiet of the mysterious upstairs bedroom. I set my
Trifield meter on Denise’s altar table (she is a Wiccan), and I
found it interesting that she located this in the spot where two
spirits have been seen. The meter did go off a couple of times, but
unfortunately, neither the general nor the little girl made an
appearance.
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The more investigations I do, the less and
less surprised I am that old homes such as this are haunted. In
fact, it seems as though any place where people have lived (and
more importantly, died) for several generations is




Borland House

















































































The Un-vestigation

























































Boscobel






























Fort Montgomery

















































































	






























































Stewart House



























Ulster County Jail


























































































































Sins of the Father
































































###















cover.jpg
Gt

INVESTIGATOR

g velumg

v, " 8 .
{ %
gy e





tmp_9538d1e4dc37fc5401eef11a85e792bc_XCuQ2K_html_6aaa72fc.jpg
The altar Ltable‘ -





