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Author’s Note

 


This has not been the best year of my
life.

After what was supposed to be routine
surgery, it was discovered that my dog, Shadow, had cancer. Shadow
is a German Shepard mix, who began life as an abused and abandoned
little pup. With lots of love (and doggie treats) he grew big and
strong with two missions in life—protect us, and give us back a
hundred times more love.

When I first heard the bad news, it was like
everything crumbled inside of me and I felt hollow and empty. The
last thing I wanted to do was write about death and ghosts. My days
became consumed by trips to the animal oncology center for
radiation and chemo treatments. The treatments are still
continuing, and I’m pleased to say that Shadow has remained strong
and happy. It’s not an easy fight, this fight for life, but it is
certainly one worth the effort.

What this experience has repeatedly
emphasized, is that there are no guarantees in life. Terrible
things happen, and you can either try to come to grips with them,
or you can carry the bitterness, remorse and anger beyond your
grave. The cases of hauntings that I investigate and write about
invariably deal with those souls who have not yet released the
negativity that resulted from the misfortunes life handed them.
It’s a lesson for everyone still breathing to take to
heart—existence doesn’t end at the lid of the casket, so live the
best life you possibly can, and try to help others to do the same
while you’re at it.

For now, I still have my brave Shadow to
guard me as I sit here and finish this book. And if the powers of
medicine and love can triumph, he will be by my side for many more
volumes to come.
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Ghosts that Care and Ghosts
that Smell

 


Tina was married in 1986, and she and her
husband bought a house in Westwood, New Jersey. For the first year,
the house underwent extensive renovations, and during that time the
couple lived in the basement, which they had converted into an
apartment with a full kitchen and bathroom. When the renovations
were completed, the couple decided to continue living on the
basement level, and rented the main portion of the house.

Tina often heard footsteps above her on the
first floor, particularly in the kitchen, and naturally assumed it
was her tenants. Turns out, there wasn’t anything natural about
it.

After having a son and a daughter, it was
time to stop renting their house and move upstairs. That’s when the
trouble started. Tina continued to hear footsteps in the kitchen,
but now that the tenants were gone, she discovered that the sounds
of someone walking around occurred even when no one else was
there!

Then the footsteps began on the staircase
leading up to the second floor. Every night after she put the
children to bed, there were clear and distinct sounds of someone
climbing the stairs, and then moving to her son’s and daughter’s
rooms. It was as if someone was checking in on the children. Tina
kept checking on the sounds, and almost gave up hope of ever
finding their source. Then one night, a solution presented
itself—or herself, to be exact.

After hearing the footsteps going up the
staircase yet again, Tina went to investigate. As she walked down
the hall on the second floor, she suddenly felt a strong presence.
Turning, Tina saw the figure of an older woman, perhaps in her
sixties, at the other end of the hallway. The woman glowed with a
bluish-gray light, and although at first she appeared to be
standing, upon closer look, Tina realized that the apparition was
floating just above the floor.

As if this ghostly manifestation wasn’t
enough, the figure began to move—very rapidly. The glowing woman
rushed past Tina, buffeting her with an icy blast of wind.

“All the hair on my body stood up when she
flew by me,” Tina vividly recalls. “She went straight into my son’s
room and disappeared. I began yelling that she had scared the heck
out of me and she should never, ever do that again.”

Of course, now that the ghost had shown
herself, the question remained—who was she, and why was she there?
Tina believes that she discovered at least part of the answer.

The previous owner of the house was a woman
named Louise, who was in her sixties. She became very ill and was
confined to the house for a long time. Finally succumbing to her
illness, she died in that very house. Perhaps since life had robbed
her of the chance to watch her own grandchildren grow up, she had
chosen to watch over Tina’s children?

Fortunately, Louise complied with Tina’s
request that she never show herself again, but she clearly did not
vacate the premises. The footsteps in the kitchen and on the
staircase continued on a regular basis. Also, the banister on the
staircase had special lighting under the railing—perhaps Louise had
been afraid of falling on the steps?—and often at night Tina would
find that the lights were switched on, when no one had been near
the switch.

For years this bizarre situation continued,
but there were members of the family that still remained skeptical.
Tina’s brother-in-law thought nothing of volunteering one day to do
some work alone in the basement, even though she warned him that he
might hear strange noises. He simply did not believe the stories,
and laughed at the ridiculous idea of there being ghosts in the
house. When Tina returned home later that afternoon, her
brother-in-law wasn’t laughing anymore.

“He was standing outside, and he was as white
as a sheet, trembling like a leaf,” Tina said with some small
satisfaction. “He told me he would never go back into that house
alone again.”

It seems that as he was working in the
basement, he heard footsteps on the first floor that were loud,
clear and unmistakable. Thinking that Tina must have returned home,
he went upstairs, but found no one. Still not convinced that the
footsteps were those of the ghost of a woman named Louise who had
died in the house, he went back into the basement and continued
working.

The second time he heard the footsteps
overhead and found no one, he was a little less sure of himself.
The third time it happened he was beginning to have serious doubts.
The fourth time pushed him to the edge. The fifth time that the
persistent spirit of Louise started walking around, his nerves
snapped and he ran out of the house. The former skeptic had become
a believer in a big way, and he refused to go back into the house
until Tina came home.

“We’ve all been listening to your stories for
six years,” the man confessed to his sister-in-law, “but none of us
ever believed you.”

It was a hard lesson, but one this man will
never forget.

Unfortunately, Tina’s marriage fell apart and
her husband moved out. Tina decided it was once again time for
tenants, so she rented the basement apartment to two young women.
That situation did not last long.

The women began complaining that items were
being taken—small things such as jewelry, perfume and make-up. Tina
allowed the girls to search the upstairs, but none of the items
were ever found.

Then Tina noticed that one girl would go to
the bar were her roommate worked, and would remain there until the
bar closed at 2am. Only then, with her friend, would she go home.
As she had a day job and had to get up early, the lack of sleep was
beginning to take its toll.

After several weeks of this, Tina asked the
girl why she always stayed out so late. With some reluctance, the
girl finally confessed that she was terrified of being in that
basement apartment alone. She kept hearing and seeing things she
couldn’t explain. These encounters became too much for her nerves
to bear, and she moved out after just a few months. Her friend
continued to put up with the sights, sounds and missing items for a
while longer, but then Tina—now that she was a single
mother—decided she needed to sell the house and find someplace
smaller and more affordable.

It would be comforting, especially for the
children, to move out of that haunted house and begin living under
normal circumstances. Unfortunately, the phrase “Out of the frying
pan and into the fire” was to become more appropriate than “Home
Sweet Home.”

Tina rented a small, one bedroom apartment in
Paramus, New Jersey. The old building was on a dead end dirt road
near an exit to the Garden State Parkway, and it wasn’t in very
good condition. She spent weeks using heavy-duty cleaners to scrub
years of grime off of the floors and walls. Although the smell of
these cleaning agents was strong, it was nothing compared to what
was about to assault their noses.

One evening, Tina and her two children were
in the living room watching television. Suddenly they heard the
door to the apartment open. Then a nasty odor of sweat filled the
room, and the rocking chair began moving back and forth as if
someone was sitting in it.

“Oh no, we’re going to go through this
again!” Tina’s daughter yelled in terror.

While Tina and her son had generally looked
upon Louise’s activities as more fascinating than frightening, her
daughter had always been afraid. Whenever the subject of the
haunting came up, she would cover her ears, not wanting to hear
about it. So, when it became obvious that their new home was also
haunted, her daughter was obviously not happy. To make matters
worse, their smelly ghost had friends.

The way the entities entered the house was
always the same—although the door on the porch never moved, the
door into the apartment would swing open, and then the stench of
body odor would permeate the air. Often the rocking chair would
begin to rock. Tina and her children experienced this again and
again, but noticed that the smell wasn’t always the same. Over
time, they were actually able to identify three distinct smells and
came to believe that three entities with bad hygiene were haunting
their place.

Another strange feature of the apartment was
the huge open shower that could accommodate at least six or seven
people.

“It was like the showers in a locker room,”
Tina said, “and when the door would open and those smells would
enter the house, I used to say out loud, ‘What’s the matter, isn’t
the shower big enough for you guys?’ ”

Friends and family members who visited, would
never return a second time. The three reeking apparitions were not
shy about making themselves known to anyone. One day, one of Tina’s
friends was sitting with her in the kitchen, when the door opened.
The porch was all enclosed in glass, so it could not have been the
wind. Then the horrible smell filled the room.

“You know what?” her friend said, jumping to
her feet. “I’m leaving now!”

The poor terrified woman never came back.

Tina didn’t know most of her neighbors, and
the ones with whom she did speak never mentioned any strange goings
on. Of course, Tina never brought up the subject of ghosts either,
as she didn’t want anyone to think that she was crazy. However, she
did strike up a conversation with a deliveryman who had worked in
the area for many years. Although she didn’t mention the smelly
entities, she did ask about the history of the place, and got some
startling answers.

The man told her that the land around them
used to be a large celery farm. The building that was now rented
out as apartments, used to house the farm workers—who at the end of
a long, hot day, would return covered in all the sweat and grime of
the fields!

While this seemed to explain who these ghosts
were, it did not solve the mystery of why they kept returning to
this place. Had the three men been killed in some farming accident?
Had some other tragedy befallen them, perhaps inside the apartment?
Or, had these men simply worked the farm for so many years that
even after death they continued their old routines?

There may have been one benefit to having
ghostly farmhands sticking around. When winter approached, Tina
brought her rose bushes (there just happened to be three) into the
kitchen. They continued to bloom throughout the winter, and in a
most unusual way.

The bush with the red roses started blooming
white. When the white flowers died, pink ones would return in their
place. The other two bushes also had blooms that inexplicably kept
changing colors, which had not occurred when they were outside in
the garden. Just how a rose bush can change the color of its
flowers, over and over, remains a mystery, but perhaps the three
old farmhands had a little flower growing competition amongst
themselves. Who knows how the energy from the other world can
influence living things?

Much to the relief and delight of all the
people who refused to step foot into to that apartment again, Tina
and her children moved out after eight months. Fortunately, they
were finally able to find a ghost-free home in a house that Tina
and her new husband built in Orange County, New York. After
experiencing so much, it’s good to know that the children have
nothing to worry about but typical teenage problems (which are
scarier than most ghosts I know, if you ask me!), and that Tina has
finally found a quiet and secure environment.

Hopefully, someday Louise will finally stop
walking the floors and stairs of the house in Westwood where she
died, and move on to a more peaceful place. Also, it would be
comforting to know—for many different reasons—that the apartment in
Paramus has undergone a spiritual “cleansing,” and the farmhands
have gone on to a more fragrant afterlife.

Will Tina or her children ever experience the
paranormal again? Probably, as that is one door that once opened,
is impossible to close forever

 


Don’t Touch That Grave
Marker!

 


In October of 1998, Cheryl’s sister bought a
large Victorian home in Liberty, New York. Cheryl, her husband,
Dan, and their four-year-old daughter, Aarron, moved into the
second story of the house. The move was without incident, and they
encountered only one unusual thing.

The previous owner “had left a lot of junk,”
according to Dan, and among the many items remaining in the
basement was a grave marker. It was a small metal marker, something
used temporarily at a fresh gravesite, until a permanent stone
monument can be carved and set into place. The marker had been for
a woman named Mary, who had died in 1978. Her last name did not
match the name of the woman who sold the house, but obviously there
must have been some connection. Although it was
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