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      “Fascinating reading. How refreshing to meet a ghost hunter who
doesn’t crave the limelight but honestly helps people. We learn
that not all ghost hunting is nice and simple!”

      PHYLLIS GALDE, EDITOR IN 
CHIEF OF
FATE MAGAZINE

      “Von Braschler offers us expert guidance and an insightful, personal
narrative of his work with spirits and other energetic entities.
This is an excellent read for those seeking a balanced and
nuanced perspective on a too-often glamorized topic.”

      ANNA CARIAD-BARRETT, DMIN, MFT, 
COAUTHOR OF SACRED MEDICINE OF BEE, BUTTERFLY, EARTHWORM, AND SPIDER

      “Von Braschler’s new book is a fascinating account of his experiences
as a ghost hunter. It’s an absorbing, compelling, authoritative
look at this fascinating subject by a renowned expert in the
field.”

      RICHARD WEBSTER, AUTHOR OF
PSYCHIC PROTECTION FOR BEGINNERS

      “Von Braschler’s firsthand accounts of confrontations with human
ghosts and nonhuman spirits throw new light on the afterlife and
our mysterious relationship to it. His often terrifying quest for
the truth connecting this world with the next amounts to nothing
less than a voyage of discovery no reader will ever forget.”

      FRANK JOSEPH, AUTHOR OF
BEFORE ATLANTIS AND GODS OF THE RUNES
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      Foreword

      If you watch TV, listen to talk radio, or use the Internet, you might think that ghost hunting is as casual a pursuit today as bowling was years ago. Paranormal groups are popping up across our cultural landscape as quickly as the manufacturers of electronics can market assorted gizmos to them, to capture various phenomena during their late-night investigations.

      What training is required to hang up one’s shingle as a ghost hunter and spirit specialist? Well, it’s on a par with what was required to declare oneself a physician in the old West. That is to say, no training whatsoever. Get a black T-shirt (with an obligatory logo) and a digital recorder, and most people will think you’re fully equipped to delve successfully into the most important spiritual mysteries in existence today.

      What’s the harm, you might ask? Isn’t it all in good fun? After all, no one gets hurt, right? We scare ourselves a bit, go home, and continue on with our lives.

      In this book, Von Braschler reminds us that ghost hunting and attempts to communicate with the dead are not necessarily all fun and games. He asserts that forays into the affairs of human and nonhuman spirits can have very real consequences. Even if the endeavor involved is as innocent as asking deceased Aunt Martha for the secret ingredient in her apple pie, forces that we don’t understand can be unleashed. These forces can create extreme mental, spiritual, and physical harm to the living—not to mention the impacts on the spirits themselves. After reading this book, one is reminded of Nietzsche’s quote, “And when you gaze long into an abyss, the abyss also gazes into you.”

      Many readers may disagree with Von Braschler’s final conclusions regarding the need for caution when practicing ghost hunting and spirit seeking. I’m not sure that I even completely agree with him. What I will say is that he has a lot of experience to draw from and, given that he himself once rushed in where fools fear to tread, his interested followers would be wise to heed his uttered words of cautionary wisdom.

      Von Braschler brings up a number of important points, some of which I hadn’t pondered until now. If the human spirits we encounter are human spirits, they deserve respect. Should we be interrupting their rest just because it makes us feel better? Is that really ethical? If they are nonhuman spirits, are we inviting in forces that are capable of wreaking all matter of real-world havoc? Are we stirring a pot that might boil over and burn us in very unanticipated and unpredictable ways?

      These and other important questions are asked in Confessions of a Reluctant Ghost Hunter. Buckle up for a ride that will chill you down to your bones but will also make you ponder the mysteries of life in a way that you probably never have before. Reading this book is a very worthwhile journey, and one that any person interested in paranormal affairs should undertake.

      JIM HAROLD

      Jim Harold is America’s most popular paranormal podcaster, with a loyal following that spans the globe. For years he has had a love affair with the strange, the supernatural, and the unexplained. The Paranormal Podcast and Jim Harold’s Campfire are regularly among the top podcasts in their categories on iTunes, often outranking mainstream media programming. You can also find his programs at jimharold.com and on Roku and TuneInRadio. Jim became a published author with his 2011 book, Jim Harold’s Campfire: True Ghost Stories, and a sequel to that book, True Ghost Stories: Jim Harold’s Campfire 2, published in 2013. He lives in northeastern Ohio.

    

  
    
      Note to Reader

      This is essentially a true ghost story, or series of ghost stories, that consumed my life and the lives of some of my friends in the 1980s. The story begins in the San Juan Islands and ends on Mount Hood in Oregon. On this mountain I had three difficult encounters with spirits that I initially had assumed were ghosts of deceased people, but have come to believe might have involved spirits other than ghosts.

      I should confess to you that I have changed a few things in the narration, which doesn’t really alter the story in any significant way. For instance, I might have changed a name, date, or location slightly in reporting the hauntings in order to protect the privacy of the people involved.

      If any details in this book appear to the actual people in the story to be slightly inaccurate or switched, I apologize in advance and request your indulgence. It was only my attempt to tell the real story as starkly and directly as possible, without intrusion into anyone’s life or past.

      Thanks to all of you for your contributions to this book. To those of you whose lives are still vexed by the accounts reported, you have my deepest concern and best wishes for a brighter tomorrow.

      VON BRASCHLER

    

  
    
      
        INTRODUCTION
      

      I Am Ready to Tell My Story

      I had always thought that ghosts were basically playful and harmless spirits of people who had passed away but never totally left us. Like many people who are sensitive psychically, I have often been able to notice ghosts. Oh, I could not always see them plainly, but I could sense when they were around; and quite often I could verify that my detections were spot-on. However, despite the fact that I could detect the ghosts, I never knew quite what to do with them or how to interact with them. I just saw them as a curiosity and pretty much ignored them as unimportant trappings that came with some buildings that had a troubled past. And I always assumed that ghosts were nothing more than the playful and harmless spirits of people who had passed on but had never totally left us.

      Then one day I met a professional named Helen who visited haunted houses on request and effectively communicated with ghosts, convincing them to leave. She told me about her successes and the easy steps she seemed to follow to extricate confused and even stubborn interlopers from the spirit realm. She made ghost busting sound easy enough that I wanted to try it; so she walked me through it during two sit-down sessions. I returned home and decided that I was up to the task, should anyone ever report a haunting to me and request that I intervene with their ghosts on site.

      Some things appear simpler than they truly are, of course. There are complexities involved with trying to contact spirits that go bump in the night, as I quickly found out. When I returned from the San Juan Islands where I met the ghost hunter Helen at the Outlook Inn, I tried contacting various ghosts to encourage them to depart the location they had chosen to haunt. I assumed that these ghosts would be easy to connect with and with little or no trouble I would be able to convince them to leave.

      These were my first big mistakes.

      I quickly learned that in some situations I was badly outmatched.

      In the past (prior to meeting Helen) I had slept in a haunted hotel in London, lived in a triplex apartment in Seattle where a wandering soul had committed suicide. I had also experienced the spirit of my deceased cat jumping onto my bed to sleep with me at night. I had spoken to my dad after he died and been startled by a Native American who popped into my living room and just as quickly popped out again. In addition, I had actually convinced ghostly presences known only by their carved graffiti on the chimney as “The Order” to relocate from my attic. So I was not afraid of ghostly spirits.

      All of that changed when, after having been trained by Helen, I began to ghost hunt in the haunted buildings of Oregon during the early 1980s. That was when I learned what fear of the unknown is all about. That was when I learned about the dangers of trying to extricate spirits from haunted buildings, spirits that did not want to leave. We came to realize in time that not all of the spirits who haunted buildings were ghosts of deceased people but were probably spirits of quite a different sort. They proved much harder to handle. My teacher had warned me about some of them. I came to learn that there were more things out there to fear.

      One can hardly blame my teacher for the problems that I later encountered. She was very proficient at contacting ghosts and gently convincing them to move on. She taught me a few simple tricks and described tools that I could bring to a haunting that would help to convince stubborn ghosts that it was time to move on. She normally was able to charm the deceased to leave. In her experience, they were normally confused or simply reluctant to depart.

      Once again, my friends and I encountered something more than simple ghosts on Mount Hood; and the interaction with these spirits was not that tame or cordial. I confess at the same time that I do not claim to be as charming or persuasive as my instructor, Helen.

      My first story involves a large, old church in Portland where a ghost had reportedly roamed the building for many years and was noticed by many people.

      The second ghost story involves the disappearance of a girl who visited a cabin in the woods and then called her sister from beyond the grave. This story is interwoven with the ghostly presence of floating heads of spirits that haunted my house at the same time that the girl disappeared and mysterious animal mutilations were occurring on Mount Hood.

      The third story takes place in a mobile home near the town of Rhododendron in the area of the Mount Hood National Forest. Here dogs died mysteriously, a spirit that resembled a little girl with golden curls played, and people were choked in their sleep.

      There are several other ghost stories in this narrative, and all of them are true. As a lifelong journalist, I have tried to tell the story as accurately and clearly as possible, reporting to you exactly what happened.

      If I have intruded into the lives of some friends and neighbors in the telling of these stories and told too much or missed something, I apologize. I might have changed a name, date, or small detail here or there, but you have in your hands the true account of what happened to me and my neighbors back in the 1980s.

      I also want to dispel any conjecture you may have, as you read these encounters with spirits, that the friends and neighbors who came up against these spirits were in any way part of the problem. These were good people in impossibly difficult situations. They didn’t bring this torment upon themselves. They were innocents caught in a web.

      Those of us who lived through these events are pleased to be around to tell our stories. Not all of us were so fortunate. Some of the survivors went on to suffer major painful disruptions in their lives. These hellish encounters with deadly spirits were so disruptive to my own life that I suppressed them for a long time, choosing not to write about them until now. In the meantime I wrote self-help books about consciousness development, time perception, dream work, and healing.

      As you read the accounts of these intense battles with unseen spirits, you might think that I have exaggerated to make the stories seem more exciting than they really were. Rest assured, that is not the case. Rather, I have tried to report the stories in the order that they occurred and as simply as possible. The reporting needs no embellishment.

      I now present for my readers a how-to primer on contacting and dealing with ghosts, along with a warning about the dangers involved. It is important to remember that not every haunting will be simply contacting the lost spirit of somebody’s dead aunt who is confused or reluctant to move on. The spirits who from time to time haunt our homes and buildings can prove to be much more difficult and dangerous. Be warned. It’s not always as fun and innocent as some of the ghost stories you might see on television.

      However, given that we seem to be going through the biggest craze in ghost hunting and spiritual contact since the spiritualist movement of the 1930s, people need to realize that disturbing spirits and hunting them down can lead to some dark confrontations without easy resolution. Although these endeavors might appear interesting on the face of things, they need to be taken seriously and treated with the utmost respect.

      Since these encounters with spirits in Oregon, I have continued to see ghosts. I have chosen not to serve as ghost hunter, however, and have not offered my services to others in helping to contact and release spirits in homes or other buildings. Yes, I still discover them rather often and find it easy to sense their presence here and there. Occasionally I acknowledge them personally. Since my ghost-hunting days I have even encouraged spirits to leave a house that I occupied or encouraged them to make friendly adjustments to make themselves more scarce. I recognize now that some spirits just don’t want to leave and cannot be convinced to leave entirely. But if they do no harm, I can live with them to a degree. But my years of actively hunting down ghosts in the homes of other people are over. I know the basics of how to contact them and encourage them to leave, but now know the dark side to stalking spirits as well.

      And so, this is my own first-person story about ghost hunting and its unforeseen pitfalls. I am indebted to many people for their roles in these encounters. But my story would not be complete without a sincere note of thanks to my publisher, who had the courage to publish a book that is somewhat outside the range of typical “how-to” books on ghost hunting or stories about haunted houses, and decidedly darker than other books that I have submitted for publication.
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      Early Ghosts I Have Known

      I’ll always remember how excited and hopeful I felt about being trained to find ghosts that haunted houses. I wanted to help them move along to the spirit realm and leave this physical world behind. It seemed so natural . . . so easy. I had a wonderful teacher who had successfully helped many people remove ghosts from their haunts simply by communicating with them and convincing them that hanging around was no longer in their best interest. My teacher showed me various ways to remove ghosts once I’d found them.

      Based on her own happy stories of resolution, I wasn’t prepared for the problems I would encounter when I tried this on my own. I blame no one for my bad experiences. Instead, I recognize that I failed to realize the complexities involved with haunted buildings and the variety of spirits I might encounter in them.

      But I’m getting ahead of my story here.

      Everybody comes to the murky world of ghost hunting with some bit of history and past orientation. Hopefully, that previous experience helps prepare them for what they may encounter when things get a little crazy. For full disclosure, I would like to share with you my early background with ghosts.

      My earliest experiences with spirits and haunted buildings were enough to raise a few hairs. I tell you this to underscore the fact that I was no babe in the woods when it came to dealing with haunted houses. But I must add that my early experiences were pretty tame compared to what I would later encounter. As I state in the introduction to this book, I’d always assumed that what I perceived as a ghostly presence was simply a person who had died and failed to fully move on. I had also assumed that the spirits I encountered were essentially benevolent and posed no real danger to me or anyone else.

      After actively attempting to deal with ghostly presences and forcefully remove spirits, however, I was shocked to encounter some very difficult spirits, which proved that my early assumptions about ghosts were erroneous. I began to find haunted buildings where I came up against spirits that were not merely the simple spirits of people who had died.

      Spirits can be deceptive and devious. They can pose as something they’re not. One might present itself as the ghost of dear old Aunt Sally or some old man who once lived in your home and now hides in its walls and crawl spaces, wandering out only at night. But you might not be seeing them as they truly are.

      They can be manipulative and bothersome. They also can try to kill you if you give them half a chance. Whether these dangerous spirits are common or rare, I can’t say. I can only report my own experiences as a trained ghost hunter who came dangerously close to losing his life in an attempt to remove a so-called ghost from a house.

      In the following pages I’ll recount to you my earliest encounters with things that go bump in the night. I’m certain you’ll agree that, compared to my later experiences, these were relatively sweet and tender encounters. In them I observed what were no doubt departed spirits that were simply confused to find themselves hanging around this physical world when their physical form had died.

      
        THE NEWSROOM GHOST

        While employed in 1979 as a publisher for the Sandy Post, a small newspaper on Mount Hood, I discovered that our printing plant, located in the town of Gresham, was haunted. The ghostly encounters that I was privy to seemed to happen late at night, close to midnight, when I was the only person in the big, empty, cement building. I would be puttering away, getting things ready for the next day’s edition of the paper, when I would hear the strange noises of a ghost that left little doubt that he was out and about.

        The first instance occurred in the summer, when I would typically be working in the air-conditioned lunchroom. Given that I was the only one around, I could spread my things out on the large lunch tables. The rest of the building consisted of the composition and press areas, which lay behind heavy doors to the back of the building, and a large combined newsroom and business area in an open room at the front of the building, just outside the lunchroom.

        My newsroom ghost made its presence known to me on three separate nights.

        The first night I was startled to hear the doors that block the pressroom slam shut. These were very large metal doors at the back of the composition area near the big presses and were heavy and hard to open for a reason: they buffered the noise of the presses. They also deterred folks from wandering back into that area when the high-speed presses were running. Given all this, it was very unlikely that the doors had been merely left ajar or had blown shut by a strange draft. It took a strong press operator, using both hands, to open and close the pressroom doors.

        When I heard the noise I naturally ran to investigate it, even though I could easily identify the sound as that of the heavy doors slamming shut; it was that distinctive. Although I knew what the sound itself was, whatever had caused the doors to open and close was a mystery. Of course, I found nobody in the pressroom or in the composition area. Both areas were dark and empty. I was the only soul around and the building was deathly quiet.

        A strange chill ran up my spine and made the hair on the back of my neck tingle. There was no earthly explanation for what might have caused the mysterious sound. Was the building haunted?

        I gathered up my things quickly, returned to the lunchroom and turned off the lights, and left the newspaper plant. I didn’t bother to look around. I didn’t want to see or hear anything else inside the building that night.

        The same thing happened the following week. Again, I found myself behind on my week’s work and struggling to get the next paper out on time. I really wasn’t expecting another scare. Nonetheless, I decided to try to hurry through my tasks and get out earlier that night. But my evening stay grew longer and longer, and soon there I was, working alone in the newspaper plant close to midnight. I was so absorbed in what I was doing that I didn’t think about the consequences of a repeat encounter with the ghost. After all, nothing had really happened to me the first time. I had merely heard a weird noise that I couldn’t explain. I hadn’t expected something so strange to happen twice.

        Not twice to the same person, right?

        Wrong.

        At about a quarter to midnight I heard what sounded like typing coming from one of the old typewriters in the business area in the front of the building. Our bookkeepers still used old Underwood manuals, given that only the newsroom was computerized back then. Thus I easily recognized the sound of the old Underwood typewriter and someone pounding its keys. They were pounding the keys in a concerted way that sounded like serious typing. There was a regular rhythm and pace to it, as though the words came easily to the typist. Whoever was typing knew how to type.

        When I tell this story, people always ask me what the ghost typed. That’s a reasonable question. To find out the answer, all I had to do was go to the front desk and check the typewriter. Even if there was no paper in its spindle, the depression of the keys would certainly have left an impression on the rubber roller itself.

        But the truth is I didn’t investigate. After hearing the sound, I quickly grabbed my papers and keys and left the building. I didn’t want to meet the ghost up close and personal.

        Unfortunately, though, I had no choice in the matter. A few weeks later I found myself working late and alone at the plant again. This time, however, I decided that I would close the doors to the lunchroom and get my work done as quickly as possible in order to leave the building as soon as I could. And the plan seemed to work. I wasn’t distracted at all, and at around 11:00 p.m., I gathered my things to leave.

        Just as I was departing the lunchroom, however, I caught sight of something out of the corner of my eye. There was no door to the composition room, and I could easily see back there even though the lighting was dim. At one of the typography machines where compositors set type for display ads I saw the hunched-over figure of what looked like a wiry old man. He wore one of those green shades on his head, the sort of visors that old typesetters used to wear in the early days of the newspaper business. He was absorbed in his work and seemed oblivious to my presence.

        I couldn’t get out of that building fast enough.

        Later, people asked me why I didn’t try to communicate with the ghost of the newspaper building. Well, I had no idea what I might say to him or what he might say to me. It was easier to avoid a confrontation entirely.

        That old newspaper ghost didn’t seem dangerous, but he certainly had made himself known.

      

      
        THE DROWNED COMPOSITOR

        On a Sunday morning a month or two later, I walked into the vacant building again, thinking I’d be all alone. I remember it was almost fall, and the building felt a bit cold. Upon entering it, I walked into the composing room because I felt like looking around, just in case the old ghost was still back there setting type.

        I was about to flick on the lights when an odd feeling came over me. I hadn’t seen anything ghostly, but one page of a newspaper hung on a far wall of the room. It was covered with photos that ordinarily do not clutter the walls at that location, which was strange in itself. And the clipping hadn’t hung there the day before. Why would anybody come down to the plant on a Sunday morning to hang up a newspaper clipping? I also realized that the clipping wasn’t from one of our publications; it was headline news that had been ripped out of our competing newspaper’s Sunday edition.

        The only light in the room was that of a hallway light spilling over into the room and thus I couldn’t ascertain what the article and its photographs were all about. But two strong images filled my head as I stared at the paper. The first image was of one of my friends, a young woman who set type in that very room. In fact, I had just seen her and spoken with her late Friday afternoon. In my mind’s eye I saw her drowning in the Columbia River. Beside her was the image of a capsized boat. These were strong impressions that came to me out of nowhere.

        I flicked on the lights and walked across the room, feeling scared deep inside. I had a horrible feeling that the clipping on the wall held bad news. And, yes, the story was a report of a boat that had capsized on the Columbia River the day before. The boat had been undergoing tests of its new steering equipment, which had malfunctioned. A woman was below deck when the boat flipped over and apparently had remained alive for a little while before drowning. She was one of several friends of the owner of the boat and had simply joined them for a ride.

        That woman was my friend from the newsroom.

        My friend sometimes worked on weekends when production at the plant fell behind, and although I didn’t see her in the newsroom that Sunday morning, I had clearly felt her ghostly presence there.

        I believe her spirit visited me that Sunday morning in the newsroom.

      

      
        GHOST CATS

        I had a kitten that was too young to go outside, but one hot summer afternoon I left the front door open so she could go out on the porch to play. I remember I was watching the classic movie National Velvet, which is about a girl’s love for a horse, and thinking about how wonderful it is to grow up with a pet one can bond with.

        My kitten, named Itty Bitty Kitty, wanted to go outside to play and fully explore the wonders of the pleasant afternoon. She liked to romp on the big front porch and bat the rope that dangled from one side of the porch pillars. I had played with her out there in days past, and she had never strayed from the porch while I was with her.

        On this day, however, Itty Bitty Kitty decided to explore. She left the porch and front lawn, and shortly thereafter two boys knocked on my door and said that my kitten was in the road. I ran outside and found her mangled body in the storm drain on the far side of the street, where apparently she had dragged herself in the hope of finding refuge. Her dead body was still warm. Minutes before, it had held her life.

        But her presence at my house didn’t end with her death. For a couple of weeks, at daybreak, I would see her playing in the backyard, where she would be darting between flowers and the rocks of my terraced garden. I don’t think she fully realized that she’d died. Clearly, she was unprepared to move on from this world.

        And Itty Bitty was not my only pet who haunted me after death. Miss Polly, a Rose Point Siamese, was a twenty-one-year-old cat who loved to sleep on my bed. She developed cancer of the mouth, which was discovered when the vet was cleaning her teeth. That cancer soon spread to her brain. Realizing that her end was near, I provided her with home hospice care. The night she died, she tried to climb onto my bed when I retired, as she usually did. She couldn’t negotiate the jump, however, and lay dying on the floor. So I carried her up to the bed, where she died peacefully, looking into my eyes as she did so.

        But her nightly habit of hopping up onto the foot of my bed was apparently a habit that she was not willing to surrender. For the next couple of weeks, I felt something hop onto the foot of my bed every night. It was easy to tell she was there—you can easily tell when something plops onto a bed where you are peacefully and gently reclining. Sometimes in the morning I would even detect a familiar cat odor and a slight indentation at the foot of my bed. For a family of cats, cuddling to sleep together is a natural part of belonging to a pride. When a cat enters your home, you adopt it as a part of your family and it adopts you as part of its pride.

        After a couple of weeks, I no longer felt my cat’s presence at night. I concluded that Miss Polly had finally moved on. Perhaps she felt that enough time had passed, and I would be able to carry on without her.

      

      
        THE LONDON HOTEL GHOST

        When a publisher sent me to London to attend a book fair one spring, I stayed in a very old townhouse that had been converted into a guesthouse. It was one of those tall, narrow buildings that is hundreds of years old. One of its features was a spiral staircase, the tiny landings of which, on each of the building’s seven floors, opened to the guest rooms on that particular floor. When I checked into the hotel, I was given keys to room 7, which was on the top floor of the building.

        At first glance room 7 looked fairly normal. It was small, with space for scarcely more than a bed and a

        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

    

  OPS/images/9781620553831_cvi.jpg
@@@f@@@i@@@

Von Braschler





OPS/images/img_tp.jpg
Confessions
of a Reluctant
Ghost Hunter

A Cautionary Tale of Encounters
with Malevolent Entities
and Other Disembodied Spirits

Von Braschler






OPS/images/img_01.jpg





