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For my brother, Samir, 
who spent countless hours 
critiquing the chapters in this book. 
I know, I know, 
I should have come to you sooner. 
P.S. Sorry about the double vision.






From Ghosts and Ghoulies 
and Long-legged Beasties and 
Things that go BUMP in the Night, 
May the Good Lord Deliver Us!

Old Cornish prayer
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Your house may be haunted






If you find your head spinning uncontrollably in a clockwise direction or a counterclockwise direction. The direction really doesnt matter.



If you ask a question in an empty room and the room answers you.



If unseen forces move your furniture around, particularly in the direction of your head.



If your child comes to you one day and informs you that the TV is the conduit to another dimension inhabited by the spirits of people buried under the house, and the spirits really want to play.



If the exterminator tells you that the knocking in your wall isnt caused by rats but by an ancient Babylonian demon named Mazuzu.




If a priest, a rabbi, and a nun arent the beginning of a joke, but a list of visitors youve had over recently.




Disclaimer
 The views expressed in the list above are solely those of the individual providing them and do not reflect the opinions of The Cold Spot: Paranormal Investigations, its parent, affiliate, or subsidiary companies.
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Anjali





San Jose, California


When Anjali was a kid her parents made her promise never to tell anyone she was psychic.


Personally, shed found such a precaution unnecessary but she swore anyway.


Honestly, did her parents think shed go around making introductions like, Hi, my name is Anjali Kumar and I can communicate with the dead. Whats your name?


Thats right.


Anjali could communicate with the dead, but she couldnt beat the house in Vegas.


Go figure.


She was the black sheep in the family, the skeleton in the closet (although thanks to a certain fondness for vodka and chocolate, she hardly considered herself bone-thin).


But Anjali wasnt in the psychiatrists office that gloomy afternoon to talk about her parentsmuch.


She was there to talk about the whole psychic thing. Or rather, a way to shut it off.


Namely drugs.


If Prozac could quiet a childs love of starting fires, then surely it could help hera woman too psychic to function.


Across the cherrywood desk, Dr. Feldman held court in a plush leather armchair. The smile she leveled carried a distinctly patronizing glint. You realize, Anjali, that everyone is born with some extrasensory ability. Knowing the phone is going to ring before it does. Disliking someone you just met without knowing whybut reading minds, communing with spiritswell, that just doesnt exist. All of the worlds so-called psychics have proven to be frauds.


Great.


How could Dr. Feldmana psychiatrist who bore an eerie resemblance to Barbra Streisandpossibly help her when she didnt believe psychic abilities were real? When she didnt believe Anjalis problems were real?


Anjali wished shed never made the appointment. Shed gotten her hopes up after seeing an ad on TV. The actress in the commercial with the soothing voice had promised, Whatever your problem, a little white pill can help.


Whatever her problem


After she hit puberty, Anjalis abilities had zoomed into warp drive. She had only to touch an object to know who held it last. Any wonder she wasnt a big fan of vintage clothing?



Anjali had no clue where her so-called gift came from. According to what shed read, a person was usually born with ESP, inherited through DNA like blue eyes or male pattern baldness. At twenty-eight she had the same golden skin, brown eyes, and wavy black hair as the rest of her family. But to her knowledge, none of the other Kumars ever slapped a bumper sticker on a car that read: Honk if youre telepathic.


Sometimes Anjali wished she was just plain old crazy.


There was nothing wrong with crazy. They had a cure for crazy. Crazy was good.


Sanity was overrated.


Dr. Feldman steepled her hands and narrowed her eyes, focusing on her patient. Now Anjali, this problem you have of being overly sensitive to the world around you


Translation: Another neurotic basket case.


merely nerves. A change of scene might be in order.


I co-own a sanitarium.


There are methods of relaxation you can try


Electroshock therapy is making a comeback.


Great. Of all the luck, shed managed to find the one psychiatrist in the nation who didnt leap at the chance to prescribe medication. And Dr. Feldman was the only shrink in the area she could afford. Her crappy-ass health insurance didnt cover psychiatric consultations.


Shed tried everything and every form of therapy to gain control of and subdue her ability: yoga, transcendental meditation, regular meditation, therapeutic art classes, rebirthing, past life regression, interpretive dancing, and sensory deprivation. Nothing worked.


Lets get back to high school, the good doctor delved. Youd begun describing those years to me.



The words slipped from her lips before she could stop them. They called me Carrie.


Carrie?


You know the movie with Sissy Spacek? Pigs blood on prom night?


And how did that make you feel?


Lame question alert!


Angry, of coursebut eventually the teasing stopped.


Oh?


Well, I reminded them of what happened at the end of the movie. Carrie mentally locked the doors of the gym and everyone inside was burned alive.


Aha. Dr. Feldman began scribbling something in her notepad.


Anjali took a deep breath. She had to give this one more shot. Dr. Feldman, I really think what I need is an antidepressant or maybe a tranquilizer? Just something to dull my senses, help me get through the day?


Tell me more about wanting to kill your classmates, the doctor prompted.


Anjali dug her nails into her palms and bit back a scream of frustration. Dr. Feldman was no Barbra Streisand and this wasnt The Prince of Tides. Shed get no help with her demons.


She took a deep breath and tried to center herself. After all, it couldve been worse. Dr. Feldman could have prescribed what countless relatives hada husband. Time and time again shed heard, Youre a pretty girl but youre nearly thirtyHai Ram!and your looks wont last forever.



Oh, who was she kidding? There was no antidepressant on earth that could shut down her sixth sense.


Unlike most peoples image of a psychic, Anjali Kumar did not have gruesome dreams of serial killers committing their crimes, nor did she make millions dispensing advice via a 1-900 number.


Being psychic was not as cool as it sounded.
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Scott





San Francisco


Are you on welfare?


In the middle of adjusting the optical zoom on his digital camcorder, Scott looked up to see a chubby, frecklefaced, ginger-haired boy of about eight or nine hovering in the doorway of the guest bedroom. Sorry? he asked.


The boy entered the room and went straight for Scotts camera. Granddad says anyone who isnt at work during the day is a bum on welfare. He pressed his fingers against the LCD screen and began twisting the lens.


Scott gently removed the boys hands from his expensive equipment and tried not to grimace at how sticky the fingers were. Codyright? Your grandmother asked me to check out the strange noises shes been hearing in the walls.



Cody stuck one of his sticky fingers into a nostril and began digging. That doesnt sound like a real job.


Scott shuddered and looked away from Codys nasal excavation. Now you sound like my father.


When Scott informed his family he was quitting his job as stockbroker to pursue his passion full-time, his father, Garrison Wilder II, had been somewhere between infuriated and deranged. Garrison refused to tell his friends and colleagues that his namesake, Garrison Scott Wilder III, was now a full-fledged ghost hunter.


Scotts response was to inform his father that his correct title was paranormal investigator. The term ghost hunter conjured up an image of a sunburned, straw-haired Australian, dressed in khaki shirt, matching shorts, and brown boots, stomping through a haunted house shouting, Crikey! Ghosts rule!


Scotts father failed to see the difference.


Scotts mother was a bit more understanding. Shed been the one to tuck her young son in bed at night, gently stroking his brow and removing the book hed fallen asleep reading. Books with titles like Decapitated Spirits: The Ghosts of Windsor Castle and Violent Deaths: Why Ghosts Demand Revenge.


Meanwhile, Scotts younger brother, Ethan, was off skiing in Zermatt with his fiance and could not be reached for comment.


At thirty-four, Scott looked like a typical Wilder male. He possessed the classic Wilder attributes: dark hair, dark eyes, strong white teeth, height, and a shrewd financial instinct. From what hed learned, none of his predecessors, however, had ever possessed the slightest interest in the paranormal.



Spookology, his father called it.


Granddad says people who dont work are degenerates and drug addicts, Cody said, reaching for the camera again.


Scott intercepted him with a look, and Cody reluctantly pulled his hand back.


Wondering why the boy wasnt deep-frying his brains in front of the television like other kids his age, Scott double-checked that the camera was mounted securely in the corner. From that angle, the entire room was visible. Hidden Dolby speakers on either side of the camcorder would pick up the slightest noise. He intended to leave the machine on until the following morning. All his cameras came with a night shot infrared system that could capture any image in total darkness, smoke, or fog.


He had one more camera to set up. Case in hand, he ushered Cody out of the room, shut the door, and took the stairs up to the attic at a sprint, confident the pudgy boy would be slow in following. Other than nose picking, Cody didnt seem to get much exercise.


The attic door was stuck. As in many old houses, the wood had a tendency to swell. He had to push against the door several times to open it.


The room was filled with old furniture draped in white cloth. Sunbeams slanted through the dusty window. Carefully, Scott set his camera case on the floor and pulled out a slim black machine about the size of a Palm Pilothis EMF (electromagnetic frequency) meter.


Large fluctuations in electromagnetic fields occurred in areas where paranormal activity took place.


Sweeping the instrument in an arc around the room, he checked the readings.



A tingling began at the base of his spine.


He had already double-checked the neighborhood for power lines, underground metal deposits, and anything that could possibly account for unusual levels of electromagnetic energy, but hed discovered nothing out of the ordinary.


Which meant that the high fluctuation in electromagnetic frequency the meter was picking up now originated in the attic.


Excitement welled inside him. However, since Wilders were not prone to excessive enthusiasm (exhibiting such emotion was considered bad form), Scott merely allowed himself a small smile.


The door burst open and Cody stomped into the room, cheeks flushed, breathing pronounced. Out of curiosity, Scott aimed the meter at the boy, but the readings were normal. So Cody wasnt the spawn of Satan.


Scott had to check.


Cody continued to wheeze. Iveheard, he gasped, some of thestrange noises too.


A second witness to paranormal phenomena?


Any spookologist worth his salt would want to know more.


You have? Describe the sounds for me, Scott asked.


Cody stepped up to the wall, curled his hand into a fist, and started knocking. Then he curved his fingers into the plaster and began scraping the wall. Obviously enjoying himself, Cody changed from scraping to banging. Scott winced.


Despite the boys unnecessary roughness, he knew the re-creation was accurate. The sounds of hollow knocking and loud scratching, as if someone were trying to claw his way out from behind the wall, were classic signs of a haunting. Parapsychology 101.


Cody continued banging on the wall. You can stop now, Scott said. Cody ignored him and added kicking to his repertoire.


Scott checked the EMF meter again, just to make sure Cody hadnt scared away a possible spirit.


The readings were still high.


The kicking and banging stopped. Do you feel that? Cody whispered.


The cold descended upon them.


Then came the goose bumps.


Each of the soft hairs on the back of Scotts neck quivered and stood on end.


Friends and relatives frequently teased Scott, asking if he spent all his time in dusty old attics, chasing Casper.


He looked down at the EMF meter. The machine confirmed what he already knew.


Casper was here.
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Coulter





Bitterroot, Idaho


Coulter Marshall figured the old saying applied to the giant in front of him. The man had fallen out of the ugly tree and hit every branch on the way down.


Gritting his teeth, directing all his force to his right arm, Coulter pushed up as hard as he could. Beads of sweat broke out on his forehead. He was losing and the jackasses in the bar were cheering.


The hulking figure of the man across the table from him effortlessly applied more pressure and signaled the bartender for another shot with his free arm.


Cocky bastard.


Coulter was now in considerable pain. But he needed the money. He needed warm weather. He needed to get the hell out of Idaho.


His arm was almost to the table. The hulk grinned and squeezed harder than he had to. Coulter clenched his jaw. The heavily tattooed, shaved-head son of a bitchbless his heartwas trying to break the bones in his hand and having a good time doing it. Any moment now Coulter would be handicapped for life. Worse, hed be out two hundred bucks.


Once again, he pondered the wisdom of his chosen career. Walking into dives like this and challenging the biggest, meanest wastes of skin to a feat of strength was not a well-paying gig. But Coulter didnt have any other talents, other than being able to move shit with his mind.


Time to use the well-worn, tried-and-true, Marshall Method.


First, he had to find an object on or near the ugly beast. The mans boots? Nah. What would he do, pull the laces tight? The snakeskin belt? He could try to cut off his air. And then he knew.


Coulter concentrated on the table between them. It wasnt going to be hard. He was angry. It always worked best when he was angry.


He focused and felt the familiar pull as if some invisible magnet was drawing him in. Slowly, the table began to move. The Hulk looked down in surprise. No one else noticed, and Coulter wanted to keep it that way.


It would have been a damn sight easier, Coulter often reflected, if he could actually move people with his mind, but for some reason he could only control objects and not living things.



He had ventured into the local library once and discovered his ability was known as telekinesis. He also discovered that most scientists believed telekinesis, telepathy, and other so-called powers did not exist. Why the hell then, Coulter wondered, did scientists spend all that time thinking up names like telekinesis?


Meanwhile, focusing hard while fighting to keep his arm from touching the table was not the easiest task. The table moved up slightly into the air and shifted until one of the legs settled on the Hulks foot. He then concentrated hardnot enough to crack bone, but the crushing pain must have been intense.


The Hulk howled and loosened his grip. Coulter seized the advantage. He slammed the mans meaty arm to the table. There was a hushed silence and then a roar from the crowd. Coulter released the table leg, and the pull in his gut disappeared.


The Hulk opened his mouth. No! He didnt win! My foot was


The little guy really did it, someone said.


In his defense, Coulter thought little a bit extreme. At twenty-six, he stood five feet, eleven inches tall with a narrow waist, thick golden hair, blue eyes, and, according to his mother, the face of an angel that hid the devil inside.


Coulter would easily pass muster anywhere else, but in this bar in the Idaho wilderness filled with bikers, survivalists, and lumberjacks, he seemed almost femininewhich now explained the uncomfortable incident with the miner in the urinal.


He cheated, the Hulk yelled. Something happened to the table.



Coulter swiped the wad of money off the table and widened his blue eyes innocently. Prove it, he said.


They never could.


Putting on his white Stetson, Coulter threw on his denim jacket and slipped out into the cold, dark night. He headed straight for the bus station.
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Parapsychology Department 
Mill University 
Oakland, California


Mill Universitys parapsychology department was housed in an old ivy-covered building on the edge of campus, tucked as far away from proper academia as possible. The building was so old that Scott thought the ivy was the only thing holding it up.


Academic stepchild or not, the department had the facilities to carry out cattle-call psychic testing, inviting anyone who believed he had an overdeveloped sixth sense to come in and be evaluated. Thats why Scott was there.


The Greta Evans case had been an easy onebarring the annoying, albeit useful, presence of her grandson, Cody. Greta had been thrilled with the news that her house was haunted. Let Mimi Perkins have her brand-new living room set. Ive got a real live ghost! shed crowed. Future clients, however, might not take too kindly to a ghostly roommate, especially a malevolent one. And there was only one way to cleanse the house of a spirit. Make contact. For that he would need a medium.


The building had the musty smell of an old library, and Scotts steps echoed hollowly as he headed up to the second floor. His destination was the observation booth. He found Eddie there, seated and observing a test in progress. In his early fifties, short and squat, with a gruff manner and thick head of gray hair, Dr. Edward Mirza looked more like a bookie than a man whod devoted his life to the study of the paranormal. Ive seen more psychic potential on Dionne Warwicks network, Eddie grumbled as Scott laughed and dropped down into the seat next to him.


Eddie shot him an appreciative look. So you finally opened up your own firm? I knew that paper trading or dollar shuffling or whatever the hell you were doing in New York


I was a stockbroker.


Whatever. I knew that crap wouldnt last. This is your first love. Has been since you were a kid with a silver spoon up your butt. Howd your family take the news when you, ah, switched careers?


Scott raised an eyebrow. How do you think?


Eddie grinned and cocked his head toward the glass partition. Scott leaned forward and viewed the test currently in progress. The candidate was a middle-aged woman with a thick black bun and a heavily made-up face. A casually dressed female grad student was conducting the interview.


Its routine to ask a few background questions first, Eddie said. Sometimes you can eliminate the crazies just from that.


A fact Scott was well aware of. He was having a devil of a time trying to find psychics to employ in his firm. Hed combed the records of the ASPR (American Society for Psychical Research), the reports of well-known parapsychologists, and hed compiled a record of every reported paranormal event in the known world dating back fifty years.


Unfortunately, most of the people hed interviewed had leaned more toward the psychotic rather than the psychic.


Eddie raised the volume on the intercom, and the voices inside the testing room came through loud and clear.


Madame Zola, when did you first realize you have psychic ability? the grad student asked.


Madame Zola? If the madame could prove she had even a drop of Gypsy blood running through her veins, Scott would quit the firm, marry a woman named Bunny, and start spending Sundays at the country club.


Madame Zola answered, When I was five and correctly predicted the neighbors cat, Dingleberry, would return home.


Interesting, and how did


Then the world discovered my ability the day I predicted President Clinton would be assassinated.


Former President Clinton is very much alive.


He most certainly is not! Madame Zola glared through thick gobs of mascara.



Is too


Clinton is dead. The Republicans put a curse on his head. And Im the one who predicted it! Not Jeane Dixon! Me!


The grad student closed the folder on her desk and smiled tightly. Thank you, well let you know.


Amateurs! Madame Zola sniffed and exited the room with offended dignity.


Eddie turned to Scott. You-know-who is going to be plenty pissed when she finds you here.


Thats a chance Ill have to take. I had to ask you in person


Eddie drew in a sharp breath. Too late.


Scott turned to see a tall, statuesque redhead in an Armani suit heading toward them.


Dr. Vivica Bates.


The author of a number of commercially successful books on the paranormal, Vivica was considered an authority on psychic phenomena.


Scott considered her a blood-sucking she-bat from hell.


Theyd first met back when Scott was a freshman at Stanford and Vivica had been invited by the university to deliver a lecture on parapsychology. Sitting in the darkened Clark Center auditorium, Scott had been thrilled to find someone as passionate about psychic phenomena as he was. With her stunning looks and vibrant coloring, the spotlight making her translucent skin glow, Vivica held him in thrall. Afterwards he asked her out for coffee. She insisted on Scotch. Their affair began that very night.


Alas, a few weeks later Scott discovered Vivica on her office desk under the dean of social sciences. It was quite obvious the two werent discussing the origins of psychokinesis. Scott ended the relationship on the spot. Vivica chided him for being melodramatic, and the dean struggled to zip up his pants.


Needless to say, the couple did not part on the healthiest of terms.


Vivica didnt waste any time on pleasantries. What the hell are you doing here, Wilder?


Scotts gaze was cool as it traveled the length of her figure. Nice to see your hair grew back after that episode with the pyrokinetic.


Vivica narrowed her eyes. Could this visit be because of your so-called firm? She reached into her jacket pocket and drew out a folded newspaper clipping.


Scott recognized it as the ad hed placed in the Chronicle. What have you been doing? Carrying that thing around in the hopes youd run into me?


Ignoring him, she began to read. The Cold Spot: Paranormal Investigations Firm. The Cold Spot? How childishly clever.


Eddie thumped Scott on the shoulder and laughed. I like it.


Vivica rolled her eyes. Of course you would, Mirza. Maybe Wilder here can make you up a T-shirt and matching baseball cap with the logo.


Whats the matter, Vivica? Scott asked. Afraid of a little competition?


Little being the operative word. She crumpled up the clipping and flicked it with one long, manicured red nail, hitting the trash can dead center. She turned back to him, her green eyes flashing. Oh, and if I catch you anywhere near my office or using any of the equipment, Ill alert my friends at campus security. So do your socializing somewhere else. She swept past the observation booth, into her office, and slammed the door.


Well that went well, Scott murmured.


Eddie sighed and shook his head. Sorry about that, pal, but shes head of the department.


A moment later three men in dark suits, white shirts, and black ties came into the room.


Eddie lowered his voice. Vivicas minions.


The minions werent alone. A pale sliver of a man huddled in their midst. As they passed by, the slight man turned and focused his gray eyes on Scott. It was like looking into a funhouse mirror, cold, metallic, twisted, and somehow wrong.


Scott shivered. Who was that?


That, my friend, is Hans MordenVivicas latest discovery. His psi readings are off the charts.


Scott recalled the look in Hanss gray eyes. The mans unstable. He and Vivica are welcome to each other.


In the observation room another candidate was being interviewed. The grad studentlooking worse for wearwas administering the Rhine test using a deck of Zener cards, twenty-five cards each imprinted with one of five symbols. She held up a card with the symbol of a star. What am I seeing?


The subjecta man with long, greasy hair and three hoop earrings in his left earcocked his head and scratched his armpit. Sammy Sosa?



Once again, this is not a deck of baseball cards.


AhBabe Ruth?


Scott ignored the clairvoyantly challenged hippie and turned to Eddie. Remember that tidy sum I helped you make on the market? I need a favor
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