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  Born: January 26, 1920, Vienna, Austria


  Died: April 26, 2009, New York City, NY


  1920: An Austrian-Born Ghost Hunter was in the making. Professor Dr. Hans Holzer, best known for his plethora of hundreds of cases worldwide dealing with the paranormal and the occult, deeming him The Father of the Paranormal. In 1935, at the age of fifteen, Hans became an avid collector of antiques and coins and was an ardent bibliophile.


  The 1928 book, Occultism in This Modern Age by Dr. T.K. Oesterreich, a professor at the University of Tubingen in Germany, began Hans’ interest in ghosts. His was an idle curiosity, mixed with a show-me kind of skepticism. He took a course in journalism and began selling articles to local papers. In 1949, he returned to Europe as an accredited foreign correspondent, with the intent to write articles on cultural activities, the theater, and human interest stories. He also began to compose music and write scores in New York, which later led the way to Off Broadway success in Manhattan.


  One year later, Hans returned to Europe visiting many cities including London, and was invited backstage at The Hippodrome Theater where comedian Michael Bentine, was appearing. After Mr. Bentine offered Hans a home-grown tomato instead of a drink, the two hit off, as Hans was a vegan.


  Through mutual friends back in Manhattan, he began work on a television series based on actual hauntings. He met regularly with others at the Edgar Cayce Foundation in New York. The purpose was to enter into a quest for truth in the vast realm of extrasensory perception.


  From then on, he devoted more and more time to the field. One of the great mediums, Eileen Garret, president of the Parapsychology Foundation in New York, in 1946, worked with Hans and encouraged him to write about his work.


  1963, his first book was born, titled, ‘Ghost Hunter’ and went into an unheard of eleven printings. 145 more books would follow. Hans stated that sometimes an “ordinary” person does manage to see or hear a ghost in an allegedly haunted location, be it a building or even an open space. Such a person could be sensitive or mediumistic, without knowing it and is less unusual then one might think. The Holzer Method was born before the 1950’s, where combining the work of those with sight and that of the academic and science stance to the field, would yield far better results in obtaining data to help us further understand what happens when we die.


  Even though Hans was artistic and therefore sensitive person, he did not profess to mediumship and certainly would not be satisfied with the meager impressions he may have garnered himself, physically. He knew that a more advanced psychic talent would be needed for better results. So he took his “sensitive” with him, or what became affectionately known as his medium-in-tow, on cases to try and solve them for all those involved.


  His career was a unique whirl wind of books, research, lectures, teaching, hundreds of national and regional talk show appearances, co-hosting/hosting programs such as Ghost Hunter on Boston’s Channel 2, NBC’s In Search Of with Leonard Nemoy (an Alan Landsburg production), Beyond The Five Senses in Louisville, KY, Explorations with Brownville Productions in Ohio. In radio, he had a continuous segment with New York City’s WOR station with famed radio personality Joe Franklin who still remains a family friend. Some books and case work yielded films such as Amityville II: The Possession, the adaptation from his best-selling novel Murder in Amityville, based on his work on the case in Amityville, Long Island and The Amityville Curse, which also became a film in 1989 that went to Sweden, the US in 1990 and then in 1991, was released in Japan.


  Holzer became and still is considered a leading authority in the field of the paranormal, having earned his PhD from the London College of Applied Science. He spent over six decades traveling the world to obtain first-hand accounts of paranormal experiences, interviewing expert researchers, and developing para-psychological protocols and terminology such as ‘sensitive’ and ‘beings of light.’ He taught a class in parapsychology at the New York Institute of Technology for nearly a decade.


  One of his favorite quotes comes from T.S. Elliot’s Confidential Clerk saying blandly, “I don’t believe in facts.” Hans did. “Facts,”, he said, “come to think of it—are the only things—I really do believe in.”
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  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at publisher@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you’d like to be notified of new Crossroad Press titles when they are published, please send an email to publisher@crossroadpress.com and ask to be added to our mailing list.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  YANKEE GHOSTS


  


  Table of Contents


  Yankee Ghost, Go Home!



  “Ocean-Born” Mary


  The Ghosts of Barbery Tane


  The Ghost Clock


  Hungry Lucy


  Proper Bostonian Ghosts


  The Ghost of Gay Street


  When the Dead Stay On


  The Ship Chandler’s Ghost


  How the Little Girl Ghost Was Sent Out to Play


  The Ghost-Servant Problem at Ringwood Manor


  Return to Clinton Court


  The Teen-Agers and the Staten Island Ghost


  The Phantom Admiral


  The Somerville Ghost


  Come and Meet My Ghost!


  Country House Ghosts


  The Girl Ghost on Riverside Drive


  A Final


  Yankee Ghost, Go Home!


  When the first edition of Yankee Ghosts appeared some years back, and I toured the lecture and television circuit, people would ask—ghosts in New England? Why, aren’t they mainly to be found in ancient English dungeons and castles of Europe? Or, at the very least, in the exotic reaches of India?


  They assumed that England was so full of specters that few remained for that shining, modern, up-to-the-minute United States. There are, in fact, many more Yankee ghosts than British wraiths, as this book will show. This is as it should be, for our country is so much larger than England and the opportunities for tragic death are so much greater. Our wide-open spaces and ever-expanding big cities abound in tragedy, and what we lack in history and age, we make up in tempo of living.


  Once my audiences realized that ghosts were very much at home in the U.S., they began to remember this story or that one … accounts of their own experiences, long forgotten, or relegated to the realm of gossip and hearsay. Before I knew it, people from the audience surged forward to the podium eager to tell me of their ghostly experiences, their particular favorites among the specters that walk in the night … and frequently in the daytime as well.


  As a parapsychologist, I make a practice of sending restless ghosts to their appropriate homes beyond the veil. Sometimes they go at once. Sometimes they linger and I have to return to the haunted place once or twice to make the dismissal stick.


  Ghosts are people, or parts of people, anyway, governed by emotional stimuli. It is not always easy for ghosts to tell their tales, for they are like psychotics. We are dealing with the emotional memory of a person who has died under tragic circumstances and keeps re-living those final moments over and over, unaware that death, as we know it, has occurred. Once I have established the identity and problem of the ghost, I explain the true situation to him or her, and gently but firmly send them from the house to join the loved ones who have gone before them.


  My methods call for the presence of a sensitive person to pick up clairvoyantly, or through trance, tangible material about a haunted house that can then be examined for validity. I don’t hold with the ghost investigator who spends a night alone in a haunted house, and then has nothing to show for his bravery but a stiff back.


  The purpose of investigation is twofold: one, to establish the observed facts, and two, to make contact with the alleged ghost. The chance of seeing an apparition if you are not a sensitive is practically nil, and I do not profess to mediumship. So I usually take a good trance psychic along when I visit a haunted house.


  In this book you will meet Ethel Johnson Meyers and Betty Ritter, whose credentials as mediums were well established in my earlier books. In most cases it is the late British medium Sybil Leek you will be meeting. Sybil Leek was an author in her own right and never gave private readings.


  Even before we met through friends in New York, Sybil was well established in Britain. In New England, she was already known as a psychic whose predictions had often come true. Her interest in the benign aspects of ancient Druidic witchcraft had made her an authority on the subject. Less known was her great faculty as a trance medium with extremely strong control. I tested her several times before I was convinced that she was one of the truly great mediums of our time.


  Betty Ritter, who worked with me as a medium specializing in precognition and a kind of traveling trance, had developed her talent for psychic photography to a remarkable degree. With only an old Kodak bellows camera and film size 116, she showed that otherwise invisible things do appear on her film beyond any possibility of fraud or accident. Entire words, letters, lines, walls of light, and crudely formed figures have all imposed themselves on her negatives. I have examined the prints and found them similar in technique to what has already been published in F. W. Warrick’s Experiments in Psychics. I have seen ample evidence to accept the reality of psychic photography, and see great possibilities for its use in future investigations.


  What is remarkable about Yankee ghosts is their human character; ghostly New Englanders have lost none of their bite and individuality from their years in the flesh, even if they are now operating from a different level of existence. A character trait particularly prevalent to the shades of New England is their tenacious clinging to earthly possessions and rights; they are house-proud people even when in the spirit realm.


  Thus, dear reader, in making the accounts of my investigations into the colorful ghosts of New England available to you once again, 1 hope that you will also understand the ongoing need to relate to those who, for one reason or the other, are caught in the web of their own unresolved emotions at the time of physical death, who need your full understanding and, where possible, your help to move on into the wider world of spirit.


  As in so many areas of human endeavor, America seems destined to be a leader in parapsychology, too. The phenomena of ghosts and hauntings, and less complicated occurrences of extrasensory perception in general, are studied more seriously in the United States than in other countries—where there is only polite interest. From the United States will come the realization that there is a non-physical factor in human personality in all of us. It will be a major accomplishment of our century when orthodox science catches up with parapsychology.


  Prof. Hans Holzer, Ph.D.


  


  “Ocean-Born” Mary


  Among the ghostly legends of the United States, that of “Ocean-Born” Mary and her fascinating house at Henniker, New Hampshire, is probably one of the best known. To the average literate person who has heard about the colorful tale of Mary Wallace, or the New Englander who knows of it because he lives “Down East,” it is, of course, a legend—not to be taken too seriously.


  I had a vague idea of its substance when I received a note from a lady named Corinne Russell, who together with her husband, David, had bought the Henniker house and wanted me to know that it was still haunted.


  That was in October of 1963. It so happens that Halloween is the traditional date on which the ghost of six-foot Mary Wallace is supposed to “return” to her house in a coach drawn by six horses.


  On many a Halloween, youngsters from all around Henniker have come and sat around the grounds waiting for Mary to ride in. The local press had done its share of Halloween ghost hunting, so much so that the Russells had come to fear that date as one of the major nuisance days of their year.


  After all, Halloween visitors do not pay the usual fee to be shown about the house, but they do leave behind them destruction and litter at times. Needless to say, nobody has ever seen Mary ride in her coach on Halloween. Why should she when she lives there all year round?


  To explain this last statement, I shall have to take you back to the year 1720, when a group of Scottish and Irish immigrants was approaching the New World aboard a ship called the Wolf, from Londonderry, Ireland. The ship’s captain, Wilson, had just become the father of a daughter, who was actually born at sea. Within sight of land, the ship was boarded by pirates under the command of a buccaneer named Don Pedro. As the pirates removed all valuables from their prize, Don Pedro went below to the captain’s cabin. Instead of gold, he found Mrs. Wilson and her newborn baby girl.


  “What’s her name?” he demanded.


  Unafraid, the mother replied that the child had not yet been baptized, having been recently born.


  “If you will name her after my mother, Mary,” the pirate said, overcome with an emotion few pirates ever allow into their lives, “I will spare everybody aboard this ship.”


  Joyously, the mother made the bargain, and “Ocean-Born” Mary received her name. Don Pedro ordered his men to hand back what they had already taken from their prisoners, to set them free, and to leave the captured ship. The vicious-looking crew grumbled and withdrew to their own ship.


  Minutes later, however, Don Pedro returned alone. He handed Mrs. Wilson a bundle of silk.


  “For Mary’s wedding gown,” he said simply, and left again.


  As soon as the pirate ship was out of sight, the Wolf continued her voyage for Boston. Thence Captain and Mrs. Wilson went on to their new home in Londonderry, New Hampshire, where they settled down, and where Mary grew up.


  When she was 18, she married a man named Wallace, and over the years they had four sons. However, shortly after the birth of the fourth son, her husband died and Mary found herself a widow.


  Meanwhile, Don Pedro—allegedly an Englishman using the Spanish nom de pirate to disguise his noble ancestry—had kept in touch with the Wilsons. Despite the hazards of pirate life, he survived to an old age when thoughts of retirement filled his mind. Somehow, he managed to acquire a land grant of 6,000 acres in what is now Henniker, New Hampshire, far away from the sea. On this land, Pedro built himself a stately house. He employed his ship’s carpenters, as can be seen in the way the beams are joined. Ship’s carpenters have a special way of building, and “Ocean-Born” Mary’s house, as it later became known, is an example of this.


  The house was barely finished when the aging pirate heard of Mary Wallace’s loss of her husband, and he asked Mary and her children to come live with him. She accepted his invitation, and soon became his housekeeper.


  The house was then in a rather isolated part of New England, and few callers, if any, came to interrupt the long stillness of the many cold winter nights. Mary took up painting and with her own hands created the eagle that can still be seen gracing the house.


  The years went by peacefully, until one night someone attacked Don Pedro and killed him. Whether one of his men had come to challenge the pirate captain for part of the booty, or whether the reputation of a retired pirate had put ideas of treasure in the mind of some local thief, we may never know. All we know is that by the time Mary Wallace got out into the grove at the rear of the house, Don Pedro was dying with a pirate cutlass in his chest. He asked her to bury him under the hearthstone in the kitchen, which is in the rear of the house.


  Mary herself inherited the house and what went with it, treasure, buried pirate, and all. She herself passed on in 1814, and ever since then the house had been changing hands.


  Unfortunately, we cannot interview the earlier owners of the house, but during the 1930s, it belonged to one Louis Roy, retired and disabled and a permanent guest in what used to be his home. He sold the house to the Russells in the early sixties.


  During the great hurricane of 1938, Roy claims that Mary Wallace’s ghost saved his life 19 times. Trapped outside the house by falling trees, he somehow was able to get back into the house. His very psychic mother, Mrs. Roy, informed him that she had actually seen the tall, stately figure of “Ocean-Born” Mary moving behind him, as if to help him get through. In the 1950s, Life told this story in an illustrated article on famous ghost-haunted houses in America. Mrs. Roy claimed she had seen the ghost of Mary time and again, but since she herself passed on in 1948, I could not get any details from her.


  Then there were two state troopers who saw the ghost, but again I could not interview them, as they, too, were also on the other side of the veil.


  A number of visitors claimed to have felt “special vibrations” when touching the hearthstone, where Don Pedro allegedly was buried. There was, for instance, Mrs. James Nisula of Londonderry, who visited the house several times. She said that she and her “group” of ghost buffs had “felt the vibrations” around the kitchen. Mrs. David Russell, the owner who contacted me, felt nothing.


  I promised to look into the “Ocean-Born” Mary haunting the first chance I got. Halloween or about that time would be all right with me, and I wouldn’t wait around for any coach!


  “There is a lady medium I think you should know,” Mrs. Russell said when I spoke of bringing a psychic with me. “She saw Maty the very first time she came here.”


  My curiosity aroused, I communicated with the lady. She asked that I not use her married name, although she was not so shy several months after our visit to the house, when she gave a two-part interview to a Boston newspaper columnist. (Needless to say, the interview was not authorized by me, since I never allow mediums I work with to talk about their cases for publication. Thus, Lorrie shall remain without a family name and anyone wishing to reach this medium will have to do so without my help.)


  Lorrie wrote me she would be happy to serve the cause of truth, and I could count on her. There was nothing she wanted in return.


  We did not get up to New Hampshire that Halloween. Mr. Russell had to have an operation, the house was unheated in the winter except for Mr. Roy’s room, and New England winters are cold enough to freeze any ghost.


  Although there was a caretaker at the time to look after the house and Mr. Roy upstairs, the Russells did not stay at the house in the winter, but made their home in nearby Chelmsford, Massachusetts.


  1 wrote Mrs. Russell postponing the investigation until spring. Mrs. Russell accepted my decision with some disappointment, but she was willing to wait. After all, the ghost at “Ocean-Born” Mary’s house is not a malicious type. Mary Wallace just lived there, ever since she died in 1814, and you can’t call a lady who likes to hold on to what is hers an intruder.


  “We don’t want to drive her out,” Mrs. Russell repeatedly said to me. “After all, it is her house!”


  Not many haunted-house owners make statements like that.


  But something had happened at the house since our last conversation.


  “Our caretaker dropped a space heater all the way down the stairs at the ‘Ocean-Born’ Mary house, and when it reached the bottom, the kerosene and the flames started to burn the stairs and climb the wall. There was no water in the house, so my husband went out after snow. While I stood there looking at the fire and powerless to do anything about it, the fire went right out all by itself right in front of my eyes; when my husband got back with the snow it was out. It was just as if someone had smothered it with a blanket.”


  This was in December of 1963. I tried to set a new date, as soon as possible, and February 22 seemed possible. This time I would bring Bob Kennedy of WBZ, Boston, and the “Contact” producer Squire Rushnell with me to record my investigation.


  Lorrie was willing, asking only that her name not be mentioned. “I don’t want anyone to know about my being different from them,” she explained. “When I was young my family used to accuse me of spying because I knew things from the pictures I saw when I touched objects.”


  Psychometry, I explained, is very common among psychics, and nothing to be ashamed of.


  I thought it was time to find out more about Lorries experiences at the haunted house.


  “I first saw the house in September of 1961,” she began. “It was on a misty, humid day, and there was a haze over the fields.” Strange, I thought, I always get my best psychic results when the atmosphere is moist.


  Lorrie, who was in her early forties, was Vermont born and raised; she was married and had one daughter, Pauline. She was a tall redhead with sparkling eyes, and, come to think of it, not unlike the accepted picture of the ghostly Mary Wallace. Coincidence?


  A friend of Lorries had seen the eerie house and suggested she go and see it also. That was all Lorrie knew about it, and she did not really expect anything uncanny to occur. Mr. Roy showed Lorrie and her daughter through the house and nothing startling happened. They left and started to walk down the entrance steps, crossing the garden in front of the house, and had reached the gate when Pauline clutched at her mother’s arm and said:


  “Mamma, what is that?”


  Lorrie turned to look back at the house. In the upstairs window, a woman stood and looked out at them. Lorries husband was busy with the family car. Eventually, she called out to him, but as he turned to look, the apparition was gone.


  She did not think of it again, and the weeks went by. But the house kept intruding itself into her thoughts more and more. Finally she could not restrain herself any longer, and returned to the house—even though it was 120 miles from her home in Weymouth, Massachusetts.


  She confessed her extraordinary experience to the owner, and together they examined the house from top to bottom. She finally returned home.


  She promised Roy she would return on All Hallow’s Eve to see if the legend of Mary Wallace had any basis of fact. Unfortunately, word of her intentions got out, and when she finally arrived at the house, she had to sneak in the back to avoid the sensation-hungry press outside. During the days between her second visit and Halloween, the urge to go to Henniker kept getting stronger, as if someone were possessing her.


  By that time the Russells were negotiating to buy the house, and Lorrie came up with them. Nothing happened to her that Halloween night. Perhaps she was torn between fear and a desire to fight the influence that had brought her out to Henniker to begin with.


  Mediums, to be successful, must learn to relax and not allow their own notions to rule them. All through the following winter and summer, Lorrie fought the desire to return to “Ocean-Born” Mary’s house. To no avail. She returned time and again, sometimes alone and sometimes with a friend.


  Things got out of hand one summer night when she was home alone.


  Exhausted from her last visit—the visits always left her an emotional wreck—she went to bed around 9:30 P.M.


  “What happened that night?” I interjected. She seemed shaken even now.


  “At 11 p.m., Mr. Holzer,” Lorrie replied, “I found myself driving on the expressway, wearing my pajamas and robe, with no shoes or slippers, or money, or even a handkerchief. I was ten miles from my home and heading for Henniker. Terrified, I turned around and returned home, only to find my house ablaze with light, the doors open as I had left them, and the garage lights on. I must have left in an awful hurry.”


  “Have you found out why you are being pulled back to that house?”


  She shook her head.


  “No idea. But I’ve been back twice, even after that. I just can’t seem to stay away from that house.”


  I persuaded her that perhaps there was a job to be done in that house, and the ghost wanted her to do it.


  We did not go to Henniker in February, because of bad weather. We tried to set a date in May, 1964. The people from WBZ decided Henniker was too far away from Boston and dropped out of the planning.


  Summer came around, and I went to Europe instead of Henniker. However, the prospect of a visit in the fall was very much in my mind.


  It seemed as if someone were keeping me away from the house very much in the same way someone was pulling Lorrie toward it!


  Come October, and we were really on our way, at last. Owen Lake, a public relations man who dabbles in psychic matters, introduced himself as “a friend” of mine and told Lorrie he’d come along, too. I had never met the gentleman, but in the end he could not make it anyway. So just four of us—my wife Catherine and I, Lorrie, and her nice, even-tempered husband, who had volunteered to drive us up to New Hampshire—started out from Boston. It was close to Halloween, all right, only two days before. If Mary Wallace were out haunting the countryside in her coach, we might very well run into her. The coach is out of old Irish folktales; it appears in numerous ghost stories of the Ould Sod. I’m sure that in the telling and retelling of the tale of Mary and her pirate, the coach got added.


  The countryside is beautiful in a New England fall. As we rolled toward the New Hampshire state line, I asked Lorrie some more questions.


  “When you first saw the ghost of ‘Ocean-Born’ Mary at the window of the house, Lorrie,” I said, “what did she look like?”


  “A lovely lady in her thirties, with auburn-colored hair, smiling rather intensely and thoughtfully. She stayed there for maybe three minutes, and then suddenly, she just wasn’t there.”


  “What about her dress?”


  “It was a white dress.”


  Lorrie never saw an apparition of Mary again, but whenever she touched anything in the Henniker house, she received an impression of what the house was like when Mary had it, and she had felt her near the big fireplace several times.


  Did she ever get an impression of what it was Mary wanted?


  “She was a quick-tempered woman; I sensed that very strongly,” Lorrie replied. “I have been to the house maybe twenty times altogether, and still don’t know why. She just keeps pulling me there.”


  Lorrie had always felt the ghost’s presence on these visits.


  “One day I was walking among the bushes in the back of the house. I was wearing shorts, but I never got a scratch on my legs, because I kept feeling heavy skirts covering my legs. I could feel the brambles pulling at this invisible skirt I had on. I felt enveloped by something, or someone.”


  Mrs. Roy, the former owner’s mother, had told of seeing the apparition many times, Lorrie stated.


  “As a matter of fact, I have sensed her ghost in the house, too, but it is not a friendly wraith like Mary is.”


  Had she ever encountered this other ghost?


  “Yes, my arm was grabbed one time by a malevolent entity,” Lorrie said emphatically. “It was two years ago, and I was standing in what is now the living room, and my arm was taken by the elbow and pulled.


  “I snatched my arm back, because I felt she was not friendly.”


  “What were you doing at the time that she might have objected to?”


  “I really don’t know.”


  Did she know of anyone else who had had an uncanny experience at the house?


  “A strange thing happened to Mrs. Roy,” Lorrie said. “A woman came to the house and said to her, ‘What do you mean, the rest of the house?’ The woman replied, ‘Well, I was here yesterday, and a tall woman let me in and only showed me half of the house.’ But, of course, there was nobody at the house that day.”


  What about the two state troopers? Could she elaborate on their experience?


  “They met her walking down the road that leads to the house. She was wearing a Colonial-type costume, and they found that odd. Later they realized they had seen a ghost, especially as no one of her description lived in the house at the time.”


  Rudi D., Lorries husband, was a hospital technician. He was with her on two or three occasions when she visited the house. Did he ever feel anything special?


  “The only thing unusual I ever felt at the house was that I wanted to get out of there fast,” he said.


  “The very first time we went up,” Lorrie added, “something kept pulling me toward it, but my husband insisted we go back. There was an argument about our continuing the trip, when suddenly the door of the car flew open of its own volition. Somehow we decided to continue on to the house.”


  An hour later, we drove up a thickly overgrown hill and along a winding road at the end of which the “Ocean-Born” Mary house stood in solitary stateliness, a rectangular building of gray stone and brown trim, very well preserved.


  We parked the car and walked across
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