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Chapter 1: The Painting

 


When Diane moved into her house in Sullivan
County, New York in October of 2001, she was already familiar with
the place as she had grown up just down the street. She had fond
memories of the man who had lived there, but she had no idea that
he had never left, even though he had died in 1993.

The first incident occurred when she heard
her 4-year-old son having a conversation with someone in his room,
although no one else was in the house. She asked who he was talking
to, and he denied talking to anyone. Diane chalked it up to an
imaginary friend, and the conversations continued.

Then one night a friend came over and while
he and Diane were in the living room, he saw someone walking in the
kitchen. They both went to look, but no one was there. On another
occasion, her friend came by to see her but she wasn’t home.
However, that didn’t mean the house was empty.

“You know, I saw a man on your porch and he
went into your house through the door there,” the friend told her.
Diane was about to say that he must be mistaken, as no one was
there that day, when her friend added, “He was Chinese.”

That changed everything. The man who used to
live in the house was Chinese, and he had written a cookbook about
Chinese food in the 1960s, and Diane had a copy.

“Was this who you saw?” she asked as she
showed her friend the man’s photo in the book.

“Yeah, that’s the guy,” he replied, thinking
that now Diane would believe him.

Of course, that’s not how things went, as
Diane explained that the Chinese man had died years ago. Her friend
couldn’t believe it, yet he knew what he saw. From that day he
refused to return to the house!

There are other strange things that happen
here, such as all kinds of noises, cold spots, the smells of
perfume and Asian cooking, and Diane’s cat seems to look at someone
and react to things she can’t see or hear. Then there’s the really
creepy painting she couldn’t stand to look at and had to put it the
attic, but more on that shortly.

Another strong presence in the house is her
friend, Paul, who died in 2008 under mysterious circumstances. The
death was ruled a suicide, but in her heart, she knew her dear
friend could never do such a thing. They had been close for many
years, and Diane always knew when Paul’s comforting and protective
spirit was visiting her.

Then there was the elderly lady who had died
on the property. About 30 years ago, another house sat behind the
present structure, and it was inhabited by a woman in her late
seventies. One day she was found hanging in an apple tree next to
the house, and her death was also ruled a suicide.

Behind Diane’s property through a locked gate
is a large estate and what the neighborhood calls the “Mafia
House,” a huge mansion owned by a known crime family. The sounds of
gunfire could often be heard from the property, and everyone always
joked about all the bodies that must be in the adjoining lake. (But
they were really only half-joking.)

Last, and not least, the property may have
been the site of a Revolutionary War-era battle, and perhaps an
army camp. Could that also have an influence on this active
property?

As I don’t have the time to visit every
potentially haunted site, before I actually go to a location I like
to have some indication that the activity is legitimate. In this
case, I heard about it through psychic Barbara Bleitzhofer, who had
already been to the house and had quite a few experiences. That was
good enough for me, so Mike Worden and I arranged to meet Barbara
and her friend, Zoe, at the house one late September evening.

It was a hot, sticky night, and as soon as we
got out of the car the mosquitoes rang the dinner bell. Before
entering the house, we wanted to check out the property. There was
an old rock wall running along the back of the property, bordering
some dense woods and jumbles of big rocks. Barbara kept seeing
people standing and crouching along that wall, as if they were
waiting for an attack. Mike and I were getting some high EMF
readings at some places along the wall, but we couldn’t get too far
as the dense thorn bushes, big rocks, and ravenous mosquitoes soon
weakened our resolve.

We walked along the flat field side of the
wall toward the west for a short distance, then turned south to the
site of the other house which used to stand there. Mike and I found
the large apple tree from which the old woman had hung herself, and
I immediately had one of those clear images in my head. The woman
was laughing as she prepared to die, as if she was not in full
possession of her faculties. The next image that flashed before my
mind’s eye was of the woman dangling from the tree in a
nightgown.

“I wonder if she was in her nightgown,” I
said to Mike.

“They didn’t say,” Mike responded, as he
snapped a few photos of the tree.

Diane was nearby, so I asked if she knew what
the old woman had been wearing when she died.

“She was always wearing one of those old
lady-type nightgowns,” she said, as my eyes widened. “She was found
in her nightwear.”

I knew this hadn’t just been a lucky guess.
So I voiced something else I had been feeling.

“I wonder if she had help?”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” Mike
said. “This is a very involved manner of suicide for an old woman
in her seventies.”

We talked about what the elderly woman would
have had to do—carry a ladder over to the tree, get a rope over the
branch and tie knots tight enough to hold her weight, etc. There
certainly seemed to be easier ways to do away with oneself, but who
can ever know what goes through the minds of such people? It was
all speculation as to the how and why of her death, but one thing
was for certain—her figure and face have been seen on the property,
so she has most surely not moved on.

While we discussed the old woman’s death,
Barbara was distracted by something—or more accurately,
someone—else. Very close by she saw a man, and he was in a “dark,
funny hat” and wore “a blue jacket with big buttons.” His most
distinguishing feature was a cloth wrapped around his head, like
the ghost of Jacob Marley in a Christmas Carol. Was this a
bandage, something to keep his head warm, or was it a cloth used to
tie under the chin of the deceased to keep his mouth closed, as was
the custom in the past?

Of course, that was all kind of beside the
point, as this was clearly a man from the distant past standing
near us. Only Barbara could see him, and she felt he was someone
from that time of battle, and he drew near to us because he knew
that Barbara had the ability to see him. Had men died on this
field? Were their bodies still here, unrecognized and unknown
soldiers who fought for their country? He definitely wanted
attention, as later he actually followed Barbara into the
house!

As she wasn’t getting any information from
him—and he was just a bit unnerving—she asked him to go back
outside, and he obliged. But he and the other soldiers apparently
kept watch on us from the field the entire time we were there.

There was an unusual “denseness” to the
atmosphere surrounding the house. Barbara described it as walking
through a “wall of Jello” to get inside. As we stood in the
kitchen, Diane began describing “Mr. Jimmy” Chan as she had called
the Chinese man. I kept “hearing” Doctor Chan, and asked if
he had also been a doctor.

“No,” replied Diane, as I was about to feel
disappointed by my intuition, when she added, “but his wife
was.”

Was the lady Dr. Chan still here, too,
looking for some recognition?

In addition to being the author of a
cookbook, Mr. Jimmy was also an accomplished artist. Many of his
belongings were left in the house after his death, including the
painting of a boy which Diane said she had to put in the attic
because she couldn’t stand looking at it.

How bad could it be, I thought, until she
went into the attic and brought down the painting. As she turned
the large canvas for all of us to see, we let out a collective
gasp.

“Oh, that’s not right!” came my instant
reaction.

“I’m all covered with goose bumps,” Barb
said. “There’s something very wrong with him.”

While we were all really creeped out by the
painting, Mike was clearly the most effected. He could barely stand
to look at it, and didn’t even want to get anywhere near it. The
painting was not only upsetting to him, it seemed to drain his
energy. Several times that night I had to ask if he was okay,
because he had that distracted, far away look I’ve seen on other
investigations, and he freely admitted that it was really getting
to him.

Even though the painting was probably done in
the late 1960s or 70s, none of us had the slightest doubt that this
boy was no longer alive. No one knew who he was or anything about
him, except that he was dead and there was something weird going on
with that painting.

A couple of weeks later, in search of answers
about the boy, Diane called a former neighbor, now living in New
York City. She was about 90-years-old and illness had kept her
housebound for the last 15 years. Diane wasn’t sure about the state
of her memory, but when asked about the painting, the woman didn’t
hesitate to say she knew exactly who it was, her son! She didn’t
elaborate about her son’s life, other than that he had moved to
California and in his early 20s was riding his bicycle when he was
hit by a car and killed!

Had the young man with the tragic death
attached himself to this painting? It’s impossible to say for sure,
but it certainly provoked strong reactions in every one of us. Even
days later, Mike said he was still feeling the effects of that
creepy painting.

There was one more surprise in store for us
that night. I asked for more details on the mysterious death of
Diane’s friend, Paul. Barbara had repeatedly said that Paul was
coming through to her loud and clear, as he had done on a previous
visit, and she was a little puzzled as to why he was so persistent
and insistent that she pay attention to him.

Diane went on to describe what a wonderful
man Paul was and how close a friendship they shared. Unfortunately,
Paul had fallen in love with a woman who had treated him very
badly, and by all accounts was universally disliked. They were
living together and she was pregnant, but after the child was born
she claimed that the baby wasn’t his, that she was seeing someone
else, and left him.

Paul was moving on with his life, and was
upbeat about several things, including having his dad return to the
area to live with him. Just a couple of days before his father
arrived, Paul was found dead in his home from a single shot to the
face. The death was ruled a suicide, but everyone who knew him,
firmly believed the ex-girlfriend was involved.

“I keep hearing him say if I was going to
shoot myself I would have used a shotgun,” Barbara said, after Mike
asked about the weapon.

It had been a .22 cal, and it was a gun he
cleaned every Friday night, and it was never kept loaded. Paul’s
friends believe that the ex-girlfriend had loaded it, in hopes that
he would accidentally shoot himself. Also, it is strange that a man
who knew guns would use a .22 to shoot himself in the face, as
there are far more effective weapons and places to point the
muzzle. At the very least, the possibility that this was an
accidental death should have been explored, but authorities didn’t
appear willing to explore any other explanation other than
suicide—a decision that would not let Paul rest in peace.

While Diane spoke, I had the distinct feeling
of déjà vu. I knew I had heard this story before, but where?

“I don’t know how I know this story, but I
must have heard it somewhere before,” I said. “This all sounds
familiar.”

No one seemed particularly convinced by my
certainty, but I knew I wasn’t that psychic that I already
knew all the details of this man’s death! Then Diane mentioned that
Paul had done maintenance at the Shanley Hotel. That was where I
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