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Chapter One:
The House on Kestrel Court




Just hear me out,” Sue urged Ellen and Tanya from across the
table in a booth at Panera Bread. The aroma of freshly baked
pastries filled the air. “And try to keep an open mind.”

Ellen sat up in her seat. There was no
knowing what crazy idea Sue had cooked up this time. Although it
hadn’t even been four months since their visit to La Push, and the
ghost of Dan Pullen continued to haunt Ellen’s dreams, she was
always up for a new adventure.

“What’s this about, Sue?”
Tanya tore off the end of her baguette and dipped it into her
potato soup. “I thought we were going to plan our holiday trip to
Williamsburg.”

“Well, in a way, that’s
what this is.” Sue pushed her dark bangs from her eyes. “I looked
up the rental house my mother always stayed in, like I said I
would, and I was disappointed to learn that the woman who owned it
passed away recently, so the house is no longer
available.”

“That’s no problem.” Ellen
sat back in her seat. The news was disappointing. Sue had really
talked up the house, including the possibility of a haunting. Ellen
had been looking forward to another investigation. “I’m sure there
are plenty of places to stay in the area.”

“There are, there are.”
Sue nodded before slurping a spoonful of her cheddar broccoli soup.
“But this house was so perfect. It sits on a cul-de-sac in a nice
residential area and backs up to the woods. It’s private and far
enough away from the busy touristy areas but close enough to make
visiting all the places easy. And this house would have been a nice
size for the three of us, with three bedrooms, two and a half
baths, and 2500 square feet. It really is the perfect getaway
vacation rental.”

“I know you wanted to walk
in your mother’s footsteps.” Tanya removed the scrunchie from her
blonde ponytail, made the tail tighter, and refastened the
scrunchie. “But I’m sure we can find something comparable; don’t
you think? If we don’t wait too late to book it?”

As Ellen took another bite of her Caesar
salad, she wondered if that last comment was a jab at her for
forgetting to make the reservations for Tanya’s birthday trip to La
Push back in May.

“So, here’s the thing,”
Sue began. “The house is for sale at a surprisingly low price,
considering what houses are going for today. I can’t imagine why
it’s priced so low. So, I was thinking . . . my house at Blackfeet
Nation was a great investment as a vacation rental. Maybe Tom and I
should do the same thing with this house. The three of us could
stay there when we go in December.”

Ellen’s mouth dropped open. “Really? How
exciting.”

“Why don’t we fly out and
take a look at it?” Tanya suggested.

Sue beamed. “I was going to suggest that
very thing. Ellen? You in?”

Ellen loved looking at properties, imagining
their potential, and fixing them up. “The house is haunted, right?
Isn’t that what your mother said?”

“She said a creeper
followed her everywhere she went,” Sue clarified. “She never said
whether he originated at the house, or if he caught up to her
around town. Honestly, though, I wouldn’t mind taking along our
gear to investigate.”

“I would definitely
recommend doing that before committing to a purchase,” Tanya
advised.

“Sounds fun to me,” Ellen
said enthusiastically. “When do we leave?”

 


A week later, on a Thursday afternoon in
mid-September, after a morning flight from San Antonio with a
layover in Charlottesville, Ellen and her friends sat in their
rental car in the driveway of the house on Kestrel Court in
Williamsburg, Virginia waiting for the realtor to arrive.

“I’m excited that we get
to try it out for a couple of days,” Ellen said. “I didn’t know
such a thing could be arranged.”

“Apparently, the seller is
eager to unload it,” Sue explained.

“The outside of the home
is charming,” Tanya noted from the passenger’s seat.

Sue cut the engine. “I think so, too. I love
the three dormers over the garage and the one over the front door.
It gives the house a colonial feel, don’t you think?”

“Yes, I do.” Ellen leaned
forward in the back seat. “I’d change out that light fixture over
those garage doors—maybe get one with a black iron finish to
contrast with the cream-colored siding. It would go nicely with
those black shutters.”

“That would be pretty,”
Sue agreed. “And it would look pretty with the brick skirting,
too.”

Tanya glanced back at Ellen. “It’s very
similar to Nora Phillips’ house, isn’t it?”

Nora was the great-granddaughter of Dan
Pullen, the ghost who’d haunted the enchanted bungalow in La
Push.

“Not really.” Ellen cocked
her head to the side.

“Like hers, it has the
two-door garage on the right,” Tanya pointed out. “But instead of
being cut into a hillside, this one has steps leading up to the
front door. And I bet there are windows on the left near the ground
leading to the basement, just like Nora’s, too.”

Sue turned at the sound of a car
approaching. “I guess we’re about to find out.”

The friends filed out of the vehicle into
perfect seventy-degree weather and greeted the young realtor—a
black woman who appeared to be in her early thirties. She wore a
navy skirt and a flouncy white blouse. Her curly hair fell to her
shoulders. Her thin waistline made Ellen wish for the good old days
when she had a thin waistline, too.

“Hello,” the young woman
greeted them. “Which one of you is Sue?”

“That would be me.” Sue
stepped forward and accepted the woman’s outstretched hand. “It’s
nice to meet you . . . Amanda, right?”

“That’s right. So very
nice to meet you, too.”

“These are my friends,
Tanya and Ellen. They’re going to help me decide.”

Amanda shook hands with them. “So very nice
to meet you, ladies. Do you have any questions for me before we go
inside and have a look?”

Ellen raised her hand. “Is this house known
to be haunted?”

Amanda grinned. “I don’t think there’s a
house in Virginia that isn’t haunted. However, I don’t know of any
stories about this one.”

“How far back does the
property line go?” Sue wanted to know.

“A half an acre. And
there’s another half-acre of woods along a green belt behind that.
I’ll show you once we get to the other side.”

Ellen clapped her hands. “I can’t wait to
see the inside.”

“Shall we go in?” Amanda
asked.

“Lead the way,” Sue
replied.

Although there were houses on either side,
they were far enough away that the trees and shrubs growing between
them gave a sense of privacy from every direction. Even the front
porch—made of a pebble-stone aggregate like the seven steps leading
up to it—stood far back from the curb. The house was nestled into
the trees behind it.

Amanda unlocked and opened the door. “This
home was built in the mid-eighties. Homeowners in this area, known
as the Seasons Trace community, have access to tennis courts, a
basketball court, a swimming pool, and a lot for RV and boat
storage. There’s also a pond inhabited by fish and ducks with a
fountain near the entrance to the community—you may have noticed it
driving in.”

“Yes, we did,” Tanya
confirmed.

Ellen followed Sue and Tanya into the
house.

“I was hoping for
something more colonial,” Sue remarked of the interior décor. “This
looks like 1990.”

Ellen agreed. The blond wood flooring,
wallpaper, and wallpaper borders were pretty enough but were dated
and certainly not colonial. “We wanted a project, didn’t we?”

Tanya opened the closet door. “I don’t like
this right here in the entryway. It looks like an
afterthought.”

Tanya was right. Detached from the high
ceiling, the closet looked like a box added on to increase the
home’s storage but not its beauty.

“Ripping that out is the
first thing I would do,” Ellen agreed. “Losing it would open up the
entry.”

A set of stairs were built into the left
side of the entry, and to the left of the stairs was a cased
opening to a formal living room.

“This is nice,” Sue said
of the living room. “I’d get rid of that wallpaper, of
course.”

Although a set of blue and pink sofas
occupied the room, there was nothing but pink and white striped
wallpaper on the walls and a matching window treatment draped over
the top of the big front window.

“Most of the sellers’
things have already been sold in an estate sale,” Amanda explained.
“If you see anything left that you’d like to ask for in an offer,
just let me know.”

“I think I’ll pass on
those,” Sue said of the sofas.

Tanya stopped in her tracks. “I hope we have
beds to sleep in.”

“Yes, but one of the rooms
has an air mattress, because that bed sold.”

Ellen touched her finger to her nose. Sue
quickly followed suit.

Tanya rolled her eyes. “I guess that’s where
I’m sleeping tonight.”

Attached to the formal living room was a
formal dining room with nothing but an outdated chandelier and
drapes. Ellen supposed all the furniture from this room had been
sold.

“That wallpaper is awful,”
Ellen said of paper that had been used in the dining room where
wainscotting traditionally went. “I’d put wainscotting in its
place.”

“Absolutely,” Tanya chimed
in. “Maybe carry it up five feet to picture-rail height, to make it
look more colonial.”

“I love that idea,” Sue
agreed. “I wouldn’t mind adding some crown molding in here,
too.”

Across from the dining room was a powder
room beneath the stairs, and a cased opening between them led to a
kitchen, where the light wood flooring gave way to beige porcelain
tile.

Sue stood in the middle of the u-shaped
kitchen. “This tile will have to go, too.”

“I’d install dark oak
throughout this floor,” Ellen suggested. “And the kitchen needs a
facelift, too.”

“I want white,
shaker-style cabinets and butcher block countertops,” Sue stated.
“I’ve already picked out a backsplash—a simple, subway
tile.”

“I think black iron
handles and light fixtures would go great with that,” Ellen said.
“I can already see it.”

“I like that, too,” Tanya
agreed.

Amanda led them past a round, glass table
and chairs that were tucked in a breakfast nook with a bay window
overlooking the woods. From there, they entered a family room with
a marble fireplace. The marble was an eighties’ terrazzo, which
gave the room a dated vibe.

“That needs to go.” Sue
pointed to the fireplace façade. “We need a craftsman look there.
Don’t you think? All wood facing.”

“Agreed,” Tanya said. “But
check out these high ceilings and sky lights.”

“This is beautiful,” Ellen
said of the space. “So much natural light.”

Even with bare walls and nothing but a blue
and white striped sofa, the room was lovely.

To the left of the fireplace, a door led to
a sunroom that was built of glass, like a green house.

“This is unexpected,”
Ellen said, pointing.

“Not to me,” Sue
confessed. “I’ve seen the photos on Zillow. Didn’t I show them to
you?”

A glass door with steps leading down to the
ground provided access to the woods.

“I don’t recall seeing
this sunroom.” Ellen gazed out at the woods that dropped along the
hillside behind the house. “It feels like a treehouse up here.
You’re surrounded by woods. This is incredible.”

“I wouldn’t change a thing
in here,” Tanya said. “This is where we’ll spend all our
time.”

“Look.” Sue pointed to the
wall it shared with the family room. “Another fireplace here. It
shares the chimney with the one in the next room.”

“I’m in love,” Ellen
exclaimed. “I could see myself snuggled up in here with a good
book.”

“I could knit in here and
drink my hot tea,” Tanya imagined.

“Is that a hot tub?” Ellen
asked, pointing to what looked like a covered hot tub in the
corner.

Amanda grinned. “It is. You ladies might
want to try it out tonight.”

“I didn’t bring a suit,”
Ellen said. “Did you?”

Sue nodded. “I thought I told you to.”

“She told me,” Tanya
said.

“Is that a deer out
there?” Ellen pointed toward the woods. “I saw something
move.”

“I didn’t see it.” Sue
turned to Amanda. “Do you know if there are deer in this
area?”

“Yes, there are,” Amanda
answered. “And rabbits, squirrels, racoons, and opossums,
too.”

Sue frowned. “That’s not really a selling
point for me.”

Laughing, Ellen followed Tanya back into the
family room and down a hall to the other side of the house into the
master suite, where a large wooden sleigh bed and a nightstand were
the only furnishings. A beautiful bay window, like the one in the
breakfast nook, opened out to the woods behind the house. High
ceilings, like those in the family room, added an architectural
flare. Although the en-suite bathroom was dated, it was a good size
and could easily be refaced. A large walk-in master closet and
spacious laundry room over the basement garage completed the first
floor.

They followed Amanda upstairs, where a
catwalk with views to the family room and entryway below connected
the two sides of the house. On one side were two bedrooms and a
guest bath, and on the other, the side with the garage, was a large
office space. The most attractive feature in the office was a row
of three dormers framed with built-in bookshelves.

“I love that,” Ellen said
of the bookshelves. “This would make an amazing
library.”

“The carpeting up here
looks new,” Tanya pointed out. “I wouldn’t change it.”

Amanda nodded. “It is new. The original
owner had it installed just before she passed away. The walls on
this floor were recently painted, too.”

“She took good care of
this place,” Ellen noted. “It’s in great shape, even for a
rental.”

“I’m sold,” Sue admitted.
“I’ve already made up my mind, and I haven’t even seen the
basement.”

“Well, why don’t we go
down there, now?” Amanda suggested. “It’s unfinished but has a lot
of potential.”

The basement was accessed through a door on
the back of the staircase between the breakfast nook and family
room. “Unfinished” was an understatement. The one bulb at the base
of the stairs did little to illuminate the dark, musty space, with
its exposed wood framing, concrete floor, and shadowy nooks and
crannies. The two small windows were covered with cobwebs and
offered little in the way of light. When Amanda opened the double
garage doors, light flooded in, but even then, cobwebs and shadows
dominated the gloomy ambience.

“Who needs a finished
basement?” Sue said with a laugh. “I’ll never come down
here.”

“The original owner, Mrs.
Glasgow, used to keep it locked and inaccessible to her guests,”
Amanda reported. “That’s why it wasn’t kept clean. I don’t think
she ever came down here either, even though there’s plenty of space
to park at least two cars.”

“You could use it for
storage after you rip out that closet upstairs,” Tanya
suggested.

“That’s a good idea,”
Ellen agreed. “You could put some shelving down here without
finishing out the space.”

As Ellen walked toward the back wall, a
chill ran down her back. There was something eerie about that
wall.

“That’s strange,” she
murmured.

“What is?” Sue
asked.

“It feels cold and creepy
here. I’ve got chills.”

“Maybe that’s where Mom’s
creeper lives,” Sue speculated. “Inside that wall.”

“What’s on the other side
of it?” Tanya questioned Amanda.

“There’s a storage shed
out back. Should we have a look? We can access the backyard through
here.”

Amanda opened a wooden door that was
directly across from the double garage doors. They stepped out to
find the glass sunroom above them, forming a covered space on the
ground level for an outdoor sitting area. But it was overwhelmed by
a storage shed that backed up to the house.

“Is there anything in the
shed?” Ellen asked.

“I’ve left messages with
the seller asking for a key, but I don’t have one yet,” Amanda
admitted. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s in there.”

Ellen continued to feel
something eerie about it. “Maybe that’s where the creeper
lives.”

“I feel something
emanating from it,” Sue admitted. “At least it’s down here and not
in the main part of the house.”

“We can try to talk to him
tonight,” Tanya pointed out. “Maybe we can help him to move
on.”

“Are you ghost hunters?”
Amanda asked with raised brows.

“Not really hunters,”
Ellen explained. “More like healers.”

“Cool,” Amanda said. “If
you move to Virginia, you’ll have your work cut out for you. We
have a lot of ghosts here. Have you visited Colonial Williamsburg?
They have ghost tours there, you know.”

“We haven’t been yet,” Sue
confessed, “but we plan to go soon.”

Amanda pointed toward the woods. “You see
where your neighbor’s fence ends? Just past these rows of birch
trees, where the woods get thick, that’s the property line. And
like I said, those woods go on for another half-acre.”

“I’m glad Mrs. Glasgow
never built a fence,” Ellen commented. “I love the open view of the
woods.”

“It’s so peaceful,” Sue
agreed. “I’ve made up my mind.”

Ellen felt another chill on the edge of the
woods. Something in the distance moved. It did not look like a deer
this time. It looked like a young boy.

“Do children play in these
woods?” Ellen asked Amanda. “I thought I saw a boy.”

“I suppose it’s possible,”
Amanda admitted. “Though the homes on either side are owned by
retirees.”

“Maybe grandchildren are
visiting,” Tanya speculated.

Ellen caught another glance of the boy and
gasped. He quickly vanished again, but he’d been there long enough
for her to see that he was nearly as transparent as the glass
sunroom.


Chapter Two: A
Paranormal Investigation


One glass of wine won’t hurt anything,” Sue insisted as she
climbed into the hot tub later that evening. “It might even make us
more relaxed when we try to communicate with the dead.”

Although dusk had blanketed the woods, a
string of white outdoor lights along the outside of the sunroom
emitted a soft glow about a dozen feet out from the house,
maintaining the feeling of being up in a treehouse.

Ellen, who wore her bra and panties in the
hot tub because she hadn’t felt like shopping for a bathing suit,
agreed. She took a sip from her wine glass and said, “It’s
delicious, Tanya. That’s all I’m saying.”

“I’m fine with my bottled
water. You two are going to be dehydrated if you aren’t
careful.”

“Good,” Sue jested. “Maybe
I’ll lose a few pounds of water weight.”

“That’s not the kind of
weight you want to lose,” Tanya chastised.

Sue laughed. “I’ll take it however I
can.”

Ellen tried not to envy Tanya’s thin form as
her friend joined her and Sue in the hot, bubbly water.

“I need to start walking
with you again, Tanya,” Ellen groaned. “I have twenty pounds that
won’t stay off—not to mention the other thirty that haven’t been
off in years.”

“You’re welcome to join me
any time,” Tanya said. “Geez, this water’s hot.”

“It feels good,” Sue
practically purred.

“Did you ever finish that
family tree for Lane and Maya?” Tanya asked Ellen.

“Oh, yeah.” Sue sat up.
“How’s that going? Are the Vanderbilts getting
impatient?”

“Not impatient, no. But I
think it’s hard for families like theirs to understand how families
like ours may not know our history as well as they do.” Ellen
sighed and closed her eyes. “Paul’s part of it was easy. And so was
my mother’s. It’s my father’s side I can’t trace.”

“You should try
Twenty-Three and Me,”
Tanya suggested.

“I have. I’m still waiting
on the results. Meanwhile, I researched the first Frosts. I’ve
learned it’s an Anglo-Saxon name from pre-seventh-century Old
English.”

“I doubt Maya’s family
expects you to go that far back.” Sue said with a laugh.

“Of course not. I just
thought if I started way back, I could work my way over to my
father’s father, who I know absolutely nothing about.”

Ellen had never met her paternal
grandfather, but she’d imagined him to be funny, like her father.
Her dad hadn’t been around much while she and Jody were growing up,
but he took them fishing a few times without their mother, and he’d
shown them a side they’d rarely seen. It was a funny side she had
longed to see more often.

“How’s that working out
for you?” Tanya asked.

“Not great so far. I’ve
read that there were Frosts in England and Scotland. The first to
come to America was Thomas Frost in 1635. I found records of early
colonists in Michigan, Ohio, New York, and Virginia by the name of
Frost, but that’s as far as I’ve gotten.”

Ellen put her back against one of the jets,
trying to relax her stiff muscles. Researching her family history
had brought up a lot of painful memories from her childhood. She
was amazed that she and her little brother had survived.

“Well, maybe
Twenty-Three and Me will
come through for you,” Sue reassured her.

“So, what do you think of
the old man next door?” Tanya, changing the subject, asked. “Can
you believe he knew your mother, Sue? How often did she come
here?”

“I thought it was only a
handful of times,” Sue admitted, “but now I think I know why she
never invited me to join her.”

“She was having a fling
with Mr. Benson,” Ellen teased.

“It’s hard to imagine your
mother having a fling,”

“I wasn’t imagining
that. But I am now.
Thanks a lot, guys.”

Ellen chuckled. “I’m glad she had her bit of
fun, if that’s what it was.”

“Maybe Mr. Benson is the
reason she liked Williamsburg so much,” Tanya guessed with a
grin.

“It’s too bad he doesn’t
know what’s in that shed,” Sue lamented. “He didn’t sound like much
of a believer in ghosts, either. In fact, he seemed kind of slow.
I’m not sure what my mother saw in him.”

Ellen and Tanya laughed.

“What?” Sue bent her brows
together.

“He’s attractive, even in
his eighties,” Ellen pointed out. She had barely got her words out
when she saw the boy standing on the edge of the woods outside the
windows. She sat up and covered her mouth. “There he is
again.”

“Who?” Tanya turned. “I
don’t see anyone.”

Sue whipped her head around, too. “Me,
neither.”

“He was right there,”
Ellen insisted.

Sue cocked her head to the side. “Maybe I
was wrong about the wine—at least, in Ellen’s case.”

“He’s gone now, but he was
there. It’s the same boy I saw earlier.” Ellen climbed from the hot
tub and wrapped herself in a thick towel. “I’m going to get dressed
and start setting up.”

 


Ellen sat at the round,
glass table in the breakfast nook across from Sue and Tanya. The
flames of three pillar candles in the center of the table danced
and cast shadows in the kitchen and on the basement door. Ellen had
set up her full-spectrum cameras in the family room and kitchen
from different angles. She’d also placed an EVP recorder on the
table next to her, along with her EMF reader, digital thermometer,
pencil, and notepad. The EMF generator sat on the floor near the
hearth and had been turned on before Sue and Tanya had taken their
initial readings. All three friends wore their tourmaline rings
and gris gris bags for added safety. The sage smudge stick they had used to
cleanse the house of negative energy lay smoking near the candles
in an abalone bowl.

They’d created a circle of protection on the
floor around them with salt.

Tanya, who held a pair of noise-cancelling
headphones connected to the ghost box app on her phone, asked, “Are
we ready?”

Sue nodded. “Put on the blindfold and
headphones, and let’s make sure you can’t hear us.”

They had decided to use a method they had
learned from Mary Pullen called the Estes Method. Tanya did as Sue
requested.

“Tanya?” Ellen tested,
once the blindfold and headphones had been put on.

Tanya did not reply.

“Okay.” Ellen nodded to
Sue. “We’re ready.”

“Spirits of the other
realm, we come in peace,” Sue proclaimed. “We mean no harm. We want
only to help. If there’s anyone here with us, please give us a
sign. You can speak to us through this ghost box app by choosing
the words you want to say from several radio broadcasts. Or you can
give us some other sign. Use the energy from our devices to
help.”

The room suddenly felt cold.

“Do you feel that?” Ellen
questioned Sue.

“Did it get cold to
you?”

Ellen nodded. “The thermometer reads
sixty-six. That’s eight degrees cooler than before.”

“Is anyone there?” Sue
asked again. “If so, please give us a sign.”

“You can use the REM-POD
on the kitchen floor,” Ellen pointed out. “If you touch it, it will
beep.”

“Or you could simply knock
to let us know you’re here,” Sue added.

Ellen heard a flutter of noises that sounded
like mice in the walls. “Do you think this house has a rodent
infestation?”

“Oh, gawd, I hope not,”
Sue said.

“No,” Tanya said
abruptly.

Ellen and Sue exchanged looks of
confusion.

“No?” Ellen repeated. “We
haven’t asked you a question yet.”

“Us,” Tanya
said.

“Us?” Sue questioned. “How
many of you are there?”

Tanya remained quiet.

“Are there more than two
of you?” Ellen asked.

“Thirty-eight,
thirty-nine,” Tanya counted.

Ellen’s brows shot up. Sue’s disappeared
beneath her bangs.

“Are there thirty-nine
spirits in this house?” Sue asked.

“No,” Tanya
said.

Sue tilted her head to the side. “Are there
thirty-nine of you or not?”

“Yes.”

Ellen leaned forward and whispered, “Maybe
this isn’t working. Maybe Tanya isn’t answering our questions. What
she’s saying could be coincidental.”

Sue frowned. “Please confirm that there are
thirty-nine of you.”

“Yes,” Tanya said
again.

Ellen whispered to Sue, “Maybe there are
thirty-nine spirits, but they aren’t all in the house?”

“Where are you?” Sue
asked.

“Are you in the woods?”
Ellen asked. “Are you the boy I saw today?”

“No,” Tanya
said.

“Don’t ask too many
questions at once,” Sue whispered to Ellen. “We won’t know which
question is being answered.” Then, more loudly, Sue asked, “Are you
here in the house with us?”

“Yes.”

“I still don’t think this
is working,” Ellen whispered to Sue. “Tanya is just saying yes and
no to anything.”

The REM-POD on the kitchen floor beeped,
causing Ellen to jump in her seat.

“I beg to differ,” Sue
whispered. Then, more loudly, she asked, “What’s your
name?”

Tanya didn’t say anything for several
seconds, so Sue repeated, “Can you tell us something about
yourself? Like your name, or how old you were when you died?”

“Lucy,” Tanya
said.

Sue and Ellen sat up in their seats.

“When did you die, Lucy?”
Ellen asked.

“July,” Tanya
said.

Ellen lifted her brows. “Now we’re getting
somewhere.”

“You died in July?” Sue
repeated. “Of what year?”

“Seventy-eight,” Tanya
said.

“Nineteen-seventy-eight?”
Ellen asked.

After a few seconds, Tanya said,
“Seventeen.”

“Was she seventeen when
she died?” Ellen whispered to Sue.

“No,” Tanya
said.

“Seventeen-seventy-eight?”
Sue asked. “Did you die in 1778?”

“Right,” Tanya
said.

“Revolutionaries?” Ellen
whispered.

“Yes,” Tanya
said.

Ellen sat up straighter in her chair. Now
the Estes Method seemed to be working. Were they really speaking
with the ghost of an American revolutionary named Lucy who died in
1778?

“Why are you here?” Sue
asked.

“Trapped,” Tanya
said.

“Why?” Ellen
asked.

After a few seconds, Tanya said, “Lost.”

“How did you die?” Sue
asked.

“Evil.”

Just then, all three flames of the candles
were extinguished, as if someone standing near the table had bent
over and blown them out. Ellen noticed the lights on the EMF
detector flash from yellow, which showed a low electromagnetic
field, to red, which indicated a high one. A high electromagnetic
field was often attributed by paranormal investigators to the
presence of ghosts, who they believed were comprised of energy.

“Did you blow out our
candles?” Sue asked.

“No,” Tanya
said.

Sue turned to Ellen. “Maybe someone else
did.”

“Did someone else blow out
our candles?” Ellen asked.

“Not . . . me,” Tanya
said.

“Who?” Ellen
asked.

Tanya didn’t say anything for many seconds.
Then she said, “Evil.”

Ellen and Sue exchanged worried looks.

“Is there an evil presence
here?” Sue asked.

“Yeah,” Tanya
said.

“Are you evil?” Ellen
asked.

“Friend.”

“You want to be our
friend?” Sue asked.

Tanya said nothing.

After a minute, Sue asked, “Are you still
there?”

Tanya still said nothing.

“If anyone is willing to
speak with us, give us a sign,” Ellen commanded.

The kitchen light, which had been turned off
for the investigation, flickered on and off. The REM-POD beeped
twice.

Excitement cursed through Ellen, and she
gave Sue a big smile.

“If that was you,” Sue
began, “please turn the light on and off again.”

The light flickered again while the REM-POD
remained silent.

“That’s incredible,” Ellen
whispered. “Now I’m convinced.”

“I never doubted,” Sue
said smugly.

“Why are you trapped?”
Ellen asked. “How can we help you?”

When nothing happened for many moments, Sue
asked, “Can you confirm that there are
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