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My Spooky Encounters

Well Wishes | Remember You Are Not Alone

Whether you truly believe in something ‘other’ or not, I’m writing this book to let you know that you are not alone with your strange experiences. And I want you to know that you will always have someone who believes in what happened to you, someone who won’t just blow you off. That whether there is a scientific explanation or not you are not crazy. That you don’t have to try to justify your experience to everyone or anyone. 

Year 8

In year 8 of my high school a friend and I were running a little late to class, with only a few other stragglers out and about. I remember I was looking a little down and to the right as my friend was talking to me when it felt like I was shoulder barged. My whole left side swung back and to the side. 

Suffice it to say I was pissed, there was plenty of pathway around us considering our tardiness. So, I followed through with the momentum, prepared to demand an apology or at least see the kind of asshole who shoulder checked me for no reason. But no one was there, I swung around looking everywhere, but nothing. 

I swung back around to ask my friend if she’d seen anything. She just looked at me like I was crazy, she hadn’t seen anyone, just seen me jolt to the left and swing round angrily. After I had explained to her what had happened, she jokingly said a ghost must have hit me. We didn’t think any more of it and finished heading towards our destination. 

Fucking Cursed Doll

When I was a young kid, I was obsessed with a certain Pixar film (I will not name names as I don’t want any copyright infringements), so my parents got me a doll of one of the characters. The doll was battery powered and had quite a few buttons to light up and say set phrases. Obviously as kids do, I got bored of the doll and packed it away deep in my wardrobe, forgetting all about it. 

Years later, when I was in high school, I remember one night laying in bed unable to fall asleep. It was extremely late or early depending on your definition. Something about my room just felt off, unsafe. And that’s when I saw it, through gaps in the floor and sides of the sliding door, red and green lights. Officially freaked out, that doll wasn’t even the closest thing on my mind.

I Just laid there, eyes wide, breathes quick and sharp and body shaking. Thinking some eldritch horror was taking up residence in my wardrobe. Thinking that I was seconds away from dying. And that’s when I started hearing the set phrases, over and over again, accompanying the lights. 

That was when I finally kicked the freeze response and bolted to my parents’ bedroom. Not even feeling an ounce of embarrassment that as a teenager I was fleeing to the safety of my parents. Suffice it to say they didn’t believe me, especially when they went to my room and after 10 minutes nothing happened, no lights, no sounds.

Thankfully my mother was kind enough to set up our spare bedroom and sleep with me in there. Suffice it to say the next morning I immediately removed that cursed fucking doll and through it into my parents’ bedroom since they were making fun of me, they could deal with it. 
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[image: ]


The Quick Save

IN MY FIRST YEAR OF senior high school, I was in a large friend group and this specific lunch period the boys and a couple of the girls wanted to play soccer. So, we all headed to the back of our oval and took over one of the goal posts. The rest of the girls and a couple of the boys who weren’t participating in the game formed a circle to eat and talk together. 

Yet I couldn’t relax or even properly participate in the conversation, its like everything around me was trying to push through water. All I could sense in the back of my mind was an impending doom. And that was when the random thought popped into my head and wouldn’t leave – ‘someone is going to get hit in the head with the ball and its not going to end well’. 

I had no idea who and I didn’t really believe my own thoughts, just thinking it was paranoia. Or just a simple guess, when there’s a ball and rowdy people of course someone is going to get hit. But out of the 10 of us in the circle my mind just kept focusing on blurring out everyone but this one girl closest to me. 

And as if I wasn’t fully in control, I kept inching closer and closer to her. Until I was quite literally brushing shoulders with her. She gave me a look of concern and asked if I was ok, considering that kind of behaviour was extremely out of context for me. I tried to brush it off, but when she kept pressing, I admitted that I had a feeling the ball might hit her. She just laughed it off and said she was the least likely to get hit as the goal past was blocking her. 

I laughed and admitted that she was probably right and backed up a couple steps. Yet that feeling persisted, so I kept half an eye on the game while trying to pay attention to the rest of my friends. When again my body moved without my thoughts and shot my arm out hand about 1cm away from the back of her head. 

And that was when we all heard the loud smack of the ball hitting flesh. I felt every eye turn to me and her all with various shocked expressions. I hadn’t even felt the impact, but my friend who I blocked had hunched and said she felt the wind of the hit. She thanked me profusely and then everyone started asking how I knew and how I moved so quickly. 

Most of them even commented that they hadn’t even seen me move, just suddenly saw my hand blocking the ball. I had no idea how to explain anything, I just told them I had the feeling the ball was going to hit her in the head. 

No Idea How I Passed that Exam

On one early morning lesson in my legal studies class, we were given an online pop quiz, which had about 15 questions. And unfortunately, I had been sick at home for the last few lessons and had no idea what our previous lessons had been about. And since I had been feeling so unwell I had not done any catch up work at home. 

Suffice it to say I was incredibly worried, especially as I was reading through the questions. I only actually knew the information of at most three of them off the top of my head. The rest were all new concepts to me I had obviously missed while at home. But again, it was as if my body had a mind of its own and my hand kept clicking the answers without too much thought. 

My results even surprised myself as I got 13 out of the 15 questions correct and got one of the highest scores in the class. Some of my classmates were not impressed. 

The Graveyard Whisper

A couple years ago my cousin and I were really getting into everything and anything paranormal and decided to visit a few graveyards and other spooky attractions. This specific time was at around 5/5:30 in wintertime, so it was plenty dark enough. We’d brought our phones and an old-style recording device, hoping to pick up on any sound bites our human ears couldn’t pick up on. 

We had been wondering around together for about 20 minutes, when I got stuck staring at a completely random tombstone. I have no idea why or how it caught my attention, but I stood there for at least a solid minute unmoving. And that’s when I heard it – “This way”. It was whispered in a woman’s voice. I startled assuming it was my cousin. 

I had the deepest urge to walk off to the left of myself after the words, yet as I looked up expecting to see my cousin right next to me. She was three rows ahead of me and to the right, so I half jogged to catch up with her, still feeling the urge to go to the left and walk off. When I caught up to her, I was slightly out of breath even though I had used no exuberance to catch up. 

And when I started walking with her, I asked her if it was her who whispered to me earlier. She looked at me with a mixture of confusion and excitement. After she told me it wasn’t her, we both got a bit excited, although I
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