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This book is dedicated to every person who has suffered
the pain of intolerance, indifference, bigotry, prejudice,
hatred, and/or abuse.

I pray to God that, someday, our world will be
a different, kinder, better place.

Amen.
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The names and identifying characteristics of some individuals mentioned in this book have been changed in order to protect their privacy.





They live among us. They are very real and they look just like you and me. They number in the thousands, perhaps millions. In the past, they used to hide in the shadows and carefully guard their secrets, but now, more and more children with paranormal abilities are “coming out of the psychic closet” in vast numbers and refusing to remain silent.

What can we do to help these psychic kids? Sadly, no one really knows the answer to that question, but until mainstream society at least acknowledges their existence, we cannot even begin the process. And very little will change. They will continue to be misunderstood, mistreated, misdiagnosed, and considered misfits.

The time has come to recognize that these children do exist. They need our understanding and our guidance because right now, at this very moment, there are children and families in crisis.

That’s why I wanted to write this book: to rattle some cages and continue the process of educating the public about psychic kids. It is my hope that I can help to change the ways psychic children—and all true psychics—are perceived and treated.
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FOREWORD

In this delightfully engaging book, my friend Chip Coffey discusses a puzzling, enormously portentous, and yet quite common kind of occurrence: seemingly normal kids who say that they see spirits or talk to dead people. I hear from parents with stories like these all the time, and generally they are curious about what’s happening to their child, but even more, they are worried. They worry that their child might be mentally ill or disturbed despite the fact that otherwise the child seems perfectly okay.

Chip Coffey’s book will be very useful for these parents, I believe, and a source of comfort and reassurance. He offers insightful observations and practical tips about how to handle this perhaps strange-seeming, but nonetheless remarkably frequent, set of circumstances.

I could relate plenty of cases like those Chip describes in this book, but instead, I would like to share what happened to me with two of my own kids. My wife, Cheryl, and I don’t talk about life after death. Talking about life after death is my profession, something I do when I am on the road on lecture tours. At home, Cheryl and I talk about what we are having for dinner that night. We talk about how we are going to pay the phone bill. We talk about what to do about our kids’ homework assignments. In sum, we just talk about normal, regular, everyday family things. Plus we don’t go to church, so our children have grown up insulated from speculations about the afterlife.

Nevertheless, things have happened with our two young kids, both adopted at birth, that thrilled, inspired, and astonished me beyond words. When my son, Carter, was five years old, he and I were sitting together on the bed watching television. I was flipping through the channels with the remote control. As I flipped past what turned out to be the National Geographic Channel, Carter suddenly became very animated. “Dad! Dad! That’s my village!” he shouted.

When I turned back to the channel, a documentary about village life in China was playing. Carter started chattering away about the life he had lived in China with his previous mother, father, and siblings. Then, obviously realizing that I was utterly dumbstruck and baffled, he paused to orient me.

“Yeah,” he said, “and then I was up in the air and I looked down and I saw you and Mom lying in the grass.” To make a long story short, five years before Carter was born, Cheryl and I were touring Greece. One day when we were visiting an archaeological site and were really tired, the guard at the site invited us to lie down on the grass and take a nap. As we were lying there, we began talking about our desire to adopt a child.

The same kind of thing also happened with my daughter, Carol Ann, when she was nine years old. Together these incidents absolutely convinced me that our children came specifically to us, albeit not by the biological route, but by a spiritual pathway instead.

I know that many, many other parents have had these same kinds of life-changing spiritual experiences with their own children, and my hope is that in the future academia won’t be as timid or rigid as it is today and serious, rigorous scholarly investigation will be supported for these experiences and the biggest question of human existence, life after death.

Exciting, authentically rational new means of studying the question of life after death are on the horizon, but for now, read Chip Coffey’s book to learn about an astonishing, inspiring, unexplained propensity of the human mind.

—Dr. Raymond Moody, author of Life After Life


INTRODUCTION
Growing Up Psychic—My Own Story

I have often heard the old adage that one should write about what one knows. If that’s true, this is the book I was born to write. Growing up psychic is a subject I know very well, because it is precisely what I did: I grew up psychic.

It is my belief that everyone is, in some manner, psychic or intuitive or sensitive. You choose the word. Psychic ability is the sixth sense with which I believe every one of us is born.

My own psychic abilities manifested when I was very young. My family tells me that when I was a very small child—before I can actually remember—I would frequently stare at the telephone, mention a name, and that person would call shortly thereafter. When telling people about this early ability, I’ve often joked that I was the original caller ID.

Perhaps my “psychic destiny” was written long before I was born. My maternal great-grandmother was a Native American medicine woman whose own abilities were widely known throughout the Southeast during the early years of the twentieth century. And my mother also had unique abilities that she believed she’d inherited from her grandmother.

Some people believe that we plan our life prior to incarnating into the “living world.” If that is true, I certainly chose a difficult beginning. My mother always maintained that she’d had a near-death experience during my birth. She’d had a previous child who died when he was less than one day old as a result of complications during his difficult delivery. When it came time for my own birth, I was trapped inside her womb by the scar tissue that had formed there, and the doctors had to perform a Cesarean section to get me out. While my mother was on the operating table her blood pressure suddenly plummeted. She later told me that she’d heard a nurse say, “We’re losing her,” and, at that moment, two beautiful angels in white robes appeared, took her by the arms, and started to lift her off the table. She begged the angels not to take her because she wanted to stay with me, and as they returned her soul to her body, I was born.

So, based on my ancestry and the way I came into this world, you could say that being psychic is in my DNA.

Both my parents had deep Southern roots, but I was born in Elmira, New York, where they had moved after visiting my dad’s sister, my aunt Polly, and her husband, Kenneth, who was from Elmira. I was baptized into the Catholic faith at Saints Peter and Paul Catholic Church in Elmira, but we moved back “home” to Spartanburg, South Carolina, shortly after my first birthday. There, my parents opened a traditional 1950s-style café called the Be-Bop, complete with a pinball machine and a Wurlitzer jukebox loaded with records by contemporary music icons like Elvis Presley, Connie Francis, the Everly Brothers, Fats Domino, and the Platters. I was a precocious child; I learned to read and to write—both printing and cursive—by the time I was three or four years old. I excelled in school and I loved to read. When I was seven, my parents sold the Be-Bop and we moved into a lovely home in the suburbs of Spartanburg. Tragically, however, it was destroyed by fire a couple of years later, and soon after that my parents decided to move back to Elmira.

That’s when they bought the Murphy house, which had been built in the mid-1800s by Michael and Mary Murphy to house them and their five children—James, Mary Frances, Bridget, Margaret, and William. Margaret, the last of the Murphy clan, died in 1964, and my parents bought the house from her estate. Needless to say, after a century of continued occupation, the place had fallen into disrepair. So our entire family, including my aunt and uncle and their son, my cousin Kenny, went to work renovating it from top to bottom. When we got done, it was a real showplace, but after a couple of years my father once again wanted to move back to South Carolina. A country boy at heart, he had always longed to live again on a farm.

A few days after he put the Murphy house up for sale, my father received a call from the Realtor who had been doing the necessary title search. It seemed that there was a potential Murphy heir unaccounted for. A brief entry in the abstract of the title mentioned a sixth child, John, who was apparently the eldest son of Michael and Mary. According to the abstract, John had disappeared sometime in the mid-1880s, never to be heard from again. So, until it was proved that he had no living heirs who could claim the property, my parents didn’t legally own the house, despite the fact that they’d paid for it and received a deed. The Realtor told them that they would have to place advertisements in newspapers across the country and wait for a period of six months. If, after that time, no heir came forward, they would receive a deed free and clear.

While we were waiting, my mother decided to do some investigating on her own. She and I spent hours combing through old newspapers in the basement of the local library, and what we discovered was absolutely fascinating. James, Michael and Mary’s oldest known son, had been murdered in 1898. According to the newspaper, James and another young man had argued just a few blocks from the Murphy house, and James was stabbed to death. His murder had created quite a stir in Elmira, with daily accounts of the investigation, the suspect’s arrest, and the subsequent trial featured in the newspaper. We also discovered information about another tragic death. Daughter Bridget had fallen down the stairs in the Murphys’ house, broken her neck, and died at the age of five. What we didn’t find, however, was any mention of the elusive John.

Mother and I even visited the local Catholic cemetery, hoping to find him buried there along with the rest of his family. We found the graves of all the others in the Murphy family, but not John’s. His whereabouts still remained a mystery. In fact, we were beginning to wonder if John had ever existed.

During this time, strange things started happening in the house. Whether or not our sleuthing in the library had awakened long-dormant spirits, I can’t say for sure, but the lights in the huge brass chandeliers that hung in both the dining room and the formal living room started to turn themselves on and off. We heard music being played on the spinet piano in the empty living room. There was suddenly a “cold spot” in the archway between the living room and the den that never warmed up even though there was a heat vent only steps away. At Christmastime, pinecone decorations we’d placed on top of the television began to levitate several inches into the air and then lower themselves back onto the TV.

Dad called in a team of ghost hunters from nearby Cornell University who verified the cold spot and placed a tape recorder on a table in the hallway. With the tape recorder left running, we all went out to dinner, and when we returned the voice of a little girl could be heard on the tape along with the voice of a man whom she identified as her father. We also heard piano music in the background and the sound of a steam locomotive, even though no trains had run on the nearby tracks for more than a decade. The ghost hunters determined that the house was “definitely haunted”—a conclusion that even I, at the age of thirteen, considered the understatement of the century.

My parents ultimately received their free-and-clear deed in the spring of 1968, and the house sold quickly. By the end of August, we were packed up and ready to move. As we were taking a last look around while our belongings were being loaded into the moving van, my mother mentioned that she’d miss the house and all its ghosts, so my father suggested that we invite them along. As we were walking out the door he called back, “You’re welcome to come with us if you want to, as long as you behave yourselves.” It didn’t take long for us to discover that they had accepted his last-minute invitation.

Shortly after we moved into our new home, while my parents and a bunch of our relatives were busy unpacking, someone volunteered to take us kids to the movies to get us out from underfoot. I’d brought a clean shirt into the living room to change into so that I’d be “presentable” for our trip to town and had just laid it on a table when it spontaneously rose up and floated halfway across the room before dropping onto the floor. We all looked at one another as my father smiled and said, “Well, I guess the Murphys took me up on my offer.” That’s actually the last concrete sign we had from the Murphys, but I’ve always continued to feel a special kinship with them.


FINDING MARGARET MURPHY

One of the few items left in the Murphy house when my parents bought it in 1965 was an Irish greeting mounted in a plain dark wood frame that we found hanging by the front door. The greeting reads:


The house is yours,

Its portal opens wide

And welcomes you to all inside.

Dear friend and guest,

Enter in peace and rest,

The house is yours.



It has been several decades since I moved from the Murphy house and ever since, this framed greeting has hung near the front door of every place that I have called home.

In the mid-1990s, I decided to take apart the frame in order to polish the wood and clean the glass. (Don’t ask why I hadn’t done this before. I hate housecleaning!) I removed the tiny nails that secured the cardboard backing to the frame and made an amazing discovery.

Hidden behind the Irish greeting was a photograph of a lovely dark-haired young woman wearing a high-necked lace blouse with a buttoned-up silk overgarment. I assumed that she had to be one of the Murphy women, which was confirmed when I showed the photo to several people who had been neighbors of the Murphys back in Elmira.

The woman in the photo is Margaret, the youngest daughter and last of the Murphy clan, since, strangely enough, none of the children ever married. I’ve often wondered why her photo was hidden so many years.

I had the greeting reframed and placed the photograph of Margaret back in the original frame. Both are now hanging, side by side, in the foyer of my home in Georgia, a constant reminder of the family I never met in life but about whom I’d learned so much after their deaths.



After leaving Elmira, my family moved to a thirty-two-acre farm in rural South Carolina. In addition to the sprawling wooden farmhouse that had been built at the turn of the twentieth century, there was a small boathouse on the shore of a lake, a barn for the horse and Shetland pony my father had bought me, and, in the woods near the house, the ruins of an old log fort that we’d been told was built in the late 1700s. It was a rather idyllic, although sometimes lonely, life for a teenage boy.

One spring day not long after we’d moved in, we had a couple of unexpected visitors. A car came down the winding dirt road that led to the house, and an elderly man and a middle-aged woman got out. The man introduced himself by saying that he lived on the farm as a young boy and had asked his daughter to take him back to see it. We invited them to come inside to take a look around, and it was fascinating to watch the expressions on the old man’s face as he revisited the past, with memories of days long ago replaying in his mind. Later, while sitting at the kitchen table and sipping a glass of lemonade, he told us that he’d actually lived in the fort until his father and uncle built the farmhouse. Then he asked a puzzling question: “Did you ever see anything strange in the woods?”

When my father asked what he meant by that, the old man took a deep breath and launched into his story. It seemed that he and his sister had been playing in the woods not far from the fort one day at just about sundown when they heard a rustling in the trees and turned to see what he called “this thing” standing upright and covered with long shaggy hair staring at them. The terrified kids ran home to tell their father, who went back out to see if he could find anything. But all he saw were “some weird tracks in the dirt” that looked sort of like three-toed hoofprints.

My father admitted that he and my mother had also seen some unusual footprints in the mud down by the lake. He said that they were pretty small but that when he’d stepped in the mud next to one, his foot didn’t sink down nearly as deep, which he took to mean that whatever had made the prints was much heavier than he was.

“Then he’s still here,” the old guy said, shaking his head. “We used to call him the Wangdoodle, but my grandma insisted it was the devil.”

At that point I was ready to pack up and leave the farm forever, but my parents assured me, after the man and his daughter had gone, that the creature was nothing but a figment of the old man’s fanciful imagination and the prints my father had found were no doubt made by some kind of wild animal. Then, several weeks later, I was home alone one evening when the dogs outside suddenly started to growl and bark their heads off. Someone—or something—was walking on the front porch. I ran through the house locking all the doors and, on my way back to the living room, grabbed my dad’s handgun from the drawer of his bedside table. I collapsed back onto the couch and held my breath as I heard the screen door creak and the knob on the front door slowly begin to turn. I yelled that I had a gun, and after a moment I heard the screen door closing and lumbering footsteps leaving the porch. I sat frozen in place until my parents got home. When I frantically described what had happened, my parents took me out on the porch to investigate. We were all shocked by what we found. There, on the painted wooden boards, was a trail of muddy footprints just like the ones my mom and dad had seen near the lake. So what was this “thing”? A wild animal, as my father had insisted? A Bigfoot, yeti, or Sasquatch? The Wangdoodle? Or was the old man’s grandma correct after all? I still don’t know the answer, but, thankfully, the creature never returned.

My interest in things paranormal, which had begun with the phenomena we’d experienced in Elmira, grew over the next several years. Dark Shadows, which was at the time a wildly popular television soap opera whose supernatural characters included vampires, werewolves, and warlocks, captured not only my imagination but also the imagination of practically every kid I knew. We were all avid viewers, and I became fascinated by the idea of time travel, making predictions based on the use of tarot cards, and all things occult. I desperately wanted to own a deck of tarot cards, which wasn’t easy to come by in Spartanburg in the 1970s and well before the advent of Internet shopping, but I finally found one in a small shop filled with an eclectic collection of odds and ends and taught myself to read them. I had a subscription to Fate, a magazine devoted to the occult, and I was reading about Nostradamus and Edgar Cayce as well as Ruth Montgomery’s biography of famed psychic Jeane Dixon. A friend of my mother’s did card readings and handwriting analysis, and I was very curious to know more about these things. I’d sometimes use tarot cards or psychometry (feeling the energy of an object) to do readings for my parents’ friends and my family, and, from time to time, I’d spontaneously tell my friends about something that was going to happen before it actually occurred. One particular memory I have is of being ten years old when one of my mother’s friends said she had something to tell me and I spontaneously asked, “When is the baby due?” without knowing that she was pregnant.

Then, when I got to Elmira College, I found that many of my contemporaries were interested in these things as well. We were studying Jungian psychology and the religions of various cultures, and we were fascinated by the concept of reincarnation and past-life experiences.

I still had no idea that I had the ability to communicate with those in spirit, although I did realize that I sometimes had the ability to know things before they occurred, an ability known as precognition. I knew this was part of who I was, but I didn’t particularly consider it weird or unusual. Because many of my friends were also interested in mysticism and the supernatural, I continued to do some tarot readings and psychometry with them, but it certainly never occurred to me then to turn my gift into a career choice.

I’ve worked in many industries over the years. As a child, I worked as an actor and a model. I’ve been a traditional counselor, and I’ve worked as a social worker and handicap services coordinator for Head Start, a federally funded preschool program for low-income families. I’ve had successful careers in both the entertainment and hospitality industries, and I was working in travel management while also doing some psychic readings by phone on the side to make extra money when the events of 9/11 occurred, sending the travel business into a state of free fall. As a result, I lost my job as a travel agent, and as I was walking out of the building for the last time, carrying my personal belongings in a cardboard box, I said to myself, “Well, Chip, it looks like you’re a full-time psychic medium now.”

Truthfully, I had absolutely no idea whether I’d be able to support my lifelong habits of living indoors and eating on a regular basis by doing psychic readings. But at the same time, I knew somewhere deep within me that the universe had just provided me with the opportunity to do what I’d been afraid to do on my own—and, as I now realize, what I was destined to do my entire life!

I started doing some local events, like small psychic fairs, which quickly evolved into regional and national conferences and conventions. My career as a professional psychic and medium was starting to take off, and when I met the renowned ghost hunter Patti Starr, I added “paranormal investigator” to my résumé.

I met Patti through a paranormal-related website in 2002 and was intrigued when I read in her profile that she had grown up in a small town in South Carolina not far from where I had lived as a child. We began exchanging e-mails and soon progressed to chatting by phone. I learned that Patti was the founder of an investigative group called Ghost Chasers International, located in Lexington, Kentucky, and was very excited when she invited me to join them for an investigation at a place called the Bishop’s House in Lexington. “You’re welcome to stay with my husband, Chuck, and me, but I have to warn you that our guest room is haunted,” she told me. Despite the fact that I really don’t like sleeping all by myself in haunted locations, I graciously—and somewhat hesitantly—accepted Patti’s invitation.

I drove to Kentucky and met the members of Patti’s group when they assembled at her house prior to the investigation. While we were all talking, something very strange occurred. The cell phone of Jason Lewis, one of Patti’s group members who is also a psychic and medium, began to ring. He looked to see who was calling and his jaw dropped in amazement. “You are not going to believe this,” he said, walking toward me. I looked down at Jason’s phone, and caller ID revealed that the incoming call had been placed from my cell phone, which was impossible because my phone was on the counter in Patti’s kitchen. Even stranger was the fact that I had met Jason less than an hour earlier and did not even know his cell phone number. There was absolutely no rational explanation for how this could have happened.

Before we all left for the investigation, Patti briefed us on the history of the Bishop’s House. It had been the home of the local Episcopal bishop from the late 1800s to the mid-1960s. The house was later sold by the church and converted into an apartment building. The current owner, a young man named Stuart, had contacted Patti to request an investigation of the house. Prior to purchasing the property, he had not known about its reported history of hauntings, but he soon discovered that others in the community did know.

Employees of the gas, electric, and water companies refused to go into the basement in order to read the meters. Some contractors and home repairmen were also hesitant to enter the building. Once, when Stuart’s father was helping him with repairs in the basement, he asked his son, who he thought was standing behind him, to hand him a wrench. Without looking back, he held out his hand and the wrench was placed in it. Moments later, he turned to speak to Stuart and was surprised to find that he was not there. He called out to his son and was flabbergasted when Stuart answered from the floor above.

Several other strange incidents had occurred at the Bishop’s House. The tenant of one apartment reported returning home one evening to find all the candles in her apartment had been lit when no one had been there. Another tenant claimed that the cabinet doors and drawers in his kitchen would constantly open on their own. It certainly appeared as if the place was, indeed, haunted, and we hoped to confirm that or find some other explanation.

Our investigation lasted for several hours, and later I would describe the experience as my baptism by fire into the strange world of ghost hunting. I was intrigued by all the equipment Patti and her team members used, including meters that detected electromagnetic fields and laser thermometers that tracked sudden changes in temperature, as well as digital and video cameras and audio recorders.

At one point during the investigation, several of us were standing in the dark foyer of the Bishop’s House. The only light came from the viewfinders of the video cameras a couple of people were holding. Unexpectedly, someone took a photo with a digital camera and in the light from the flash, I saw a little girl with long blond hair wearing an old-fashioned dress standing beside me! Startled, I shouted out, “Holy $#&@! Did anyone else see that little girl standing next to me?” I was relieved when others said that they, too, had seen her.

When Patti, her husband, and I returned to their home in the wee hours of the morning, I went downstairs to the guest room, but the strange things I’d experienced at the Bishop’s House, coupled with the fact that Patti had informed me her basement was also haunted, made it virtually impossible for me to sleep.

A few weeks later, Patti called to inform me that Stuart had told her about another strange incident that had occurred since our visit. His telephone rang one day and when he answered, a little girl’s voice asked, “Can Chloe come down and play with me?”

“You must have the wrong number. There’s no little girl named Chloe here,” he told her gently. Then, a few minutes later, Stuart’s phone rang again.

“I want Chloe to come down and play with me,” the same small voice said.

“Honey, I told you before, there’s no one here named—” Stuart began, then stopped when he realized that perhaps the child was talking about his dog, whose name was Chloe. In fact, he’d noticed that Chloe had recently begun to act strangely whenever she went into the foyer, as if she were looking at something or someone he couldn’t see, then wagging her tail and running around like she was playing. “Are you talking about
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