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Introduction

Last year as I was writing the introduction
to Volume 8, I was facing some medical issues. I really don’t want
to get into it all, but suffice to say that I can now fully
appreciate that there are worse things than death. Therefore, the
title of this Volume 9, Back From the Dead, was derived not
only from the subject matter of these cases, but my own personal
ordeal.

Enough said, on with the introduction.

I was nothing short of astonished by several
cases in this book… well, most of them, really. From the crashing
sound and creepy photographs at the Patchett House, to the
remarkable psychic validations at The Columns, Cliff Park, the
train station, and the Greenfield Park Museum, these cases may just
contain the strongest evidence to date of ghostly activity.

I could go on about the figure at the
Tamarack, the child Mike encountered at Iron Island, or my return
visit to Boulderberg Manor after eleven years, but I think I will
keep this intro short and sweet and let you get straight to the
cases.

So dim the lights, curl up by the fire, shut
off your cell phone, and delve into my world—the bizarre,
unsettling, but always fascinating world of a ghost
investigator.

Linda Zimmermann

July 2009

Dedication

To all my family and friends who were there
when I needed them.

Your love and support will always be
cherished, and will never be forgotten.


Chapter 1: Patchett House, Montgomery,
NY

I have certainly been surprised on
investigations. In fact, it happens a lot, but seldom has a place
been so surprisingly different over the course of two
investigations. From a benign and relatively uneventful first
visit, to literally a slam-bang, shocking second night several
months later, the Patchett House in Montgomery, New York, presented
a Tale of Two Investigations. If was the calmest of times, it was
the most frightening of times, we had no photographic evidence, we
captured some terrifying images.

The house was originally built around 1824 as
an inn on the Newburgh-Cochecton Turnpike. Little is known about
the early history of the place and its owners. However, there is
documented history beginning in 1891 when Arthur Patchett converted
the structure into a one-family house. Patchett was a partner with
William Crabtree, and together they operated a woolen mill that was
right down the street by the Wallkill River.
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A Catholic priest claimed that after the
Patchett family sold the property the building was used to house
priests, but no records have been found to corroborate that
assertion. What is clearly documented, however, is the fact that
the place became a funeral parlor. In fact, the three sinks where
the bodies were placed for embalming still exist in the
basement.

In 1977, the funeral parlor director ran off
under suspicious circumstances, and the building remained vacant
for twenty-five years. Those years of neglect took their toll, but
fortunately one couple could still appreciate the beauty of place.
They purchased the property and renovated the structure to house
the Wallkill River School & Art Gallery. The WRS Director,
Shawn Dell Joyce, also appreciates the beauty of the old inn and
has devoted considerable time and effort to make it something of a
sanctuary for local artists and students, where they can learn,
teach, share ideas, and display their work. On occasion, visitors
can also have a rare glimpse into the past of the Patchett House,
thanks to some unusual activity that paints this place directly
onto the paranormal map.

So what type of things happen in this former
inn/private home/funeral parlor? There is a phone that rings, which
at first may not sound very unusual. However, when Shawn first
heard the ringing there was only one phone installed in the house,
and it had a modern electronic ring. What she heard was the sound
of an old phone with a real bell, and she couldn’t find the source
anywhere in the building.

Others heard the phantom phone, as well.
During a class she was teaching, the ringing phone echoed through
the house.

“Aren’t you going to answer that?” several
people asked.

“I would if I could find the phone!” Shawn
replied.

Several years ago, a member of the Patchett
family was driving past the house. He pulled over to look at the
place he remembered from his childhood, and there was his aunt Emma
looking out her bedroom window at him. The only problem is that
Emma had died many years earlier and the house was vacant!

[image: tmp_6e812f5802a93aa8e1c57070930ae048_Dl2tVM_html_4d531c38.jpg]

Much of the activity here has been ascribed
to Emma Patchett, and Shawn and others have felt a very helpful
female presence on many occasions. However, Emma does have her
little quirks, as it appears as though she does not like to have
doors and windows left open. She won’t make a fuss about it, she
will simply close the door or window herself.

While some people have sensed a gentle female
presence in the basement—which may or may not be Emma—there could
be at least one other spirit down there that unnerves people. An
electrician working in the basement felt a cold chill sweep through
him. He screamed, dropped his tools, and ran out. He was so
frightened by the episode he refused to return. Other people have
also felt some unnatural energy pass through them in the basement.
And one artist would not enter the former embalming room, as she
insisted there was a woman standing in the doorway.

Then there are the lights that go on by
themselves, objects that move, and myriad other signs that the
Patchett House was never truly abandoned. With the long and varied
history of the building and its paranormal activity, it all
promised to make for a fascinating investigation. Or not, at least
during the initial visit, but then there were mitigating
circumstances.

When Mike and I arrived in October of 2008, a
class was in progress at the Wallkill River School, so we couldn’t
set up our equipment right away. Shawn gave us an excellent tour of
the house, highlighting where the unusual activity took place. We
were also joined by reporter Matt Frey, who was writing an article
on the place for a Hudson Valley newspaper.

As it was impossible to conduct an
investigation while the class was in session, we discussed past
cases and how we go about doing what we do. Mike made an excellent
point about some of these shows on television that go to a location
that has over a hundred years of ghostly activity, but if they
don’t find anything in a few hours they declare that the place is
not haunted. Little did we realize how that concept of no “ghosts
on demand” would apply to the Patchett House.

The class participants eventually all
departed, and Shawn also had to leave, but Matt bravely stayed
behind. The building does take on a much different character when
it is quiet and dark—especially the basement, and specifically the
room that contains the embalming sinks.

While sitting quietly in the old embalming
room, we saw an eerily glowing light in the adjacent room which
caught our attention. All hopes of any paranormal origins were
dashed, however, when we traced it to an LED light deep inside the
furnace, which seemed to be an odd place to put a light. Matt made
a good point about it when he said, “What function would that
serve, other than to freak us out?”

Indeed, seemingly innocuous lights, objects,
and sounds that go unnoticed during the hustle and bustle of the
day can certainly be startling, or at the least puzzling, during
the silence of night—particularly so in room where dead bodies were
drained of blood and infused with embalming fluids!

The only possible inexplicable occurrences
that night came when we were seated in the wide hall area of the
second floor. Mike was trying to stir things up by challenging the
spirits to give us a sign, and we did feel a cool breeze—but then
it was an old house on an October evening, so we couldn’t get too
excited. Shortly after, we heard creaking floorboards beneath us on
the first floor, as if someone was walking. Again, being an old
house this simply could have been one of the building’s natural
sounds. Finally, there was the briefest of EMF readings in the
attic.

So all things considered, as exciting as it
was to tour this beautiful and historic house, it didn’t register
very high on the paranormal scale. But as the article Matt
subsequently wrote quoted Mike as saying, “This place has been here
for over 150 years, and we’ve been here for two and a half hours.
We’ll have to come back.”

I did return a few weeks later to give a
lecture and take part in the public ghost tours. It was a great
venue for a lecture, as I always enjoy speaking “on location” at a
haunted site. Afterward, the groups of visitors explored the creepy
basement, the two floors of living space, and the attic. As the
expansive attic has only a narrow strip of boards on which to walk,
everyone had to be very careful where they stepped. While trying to
maneuver along the line of people with my EMF meter, I took an
ill-advised step backward. I don’t know who it was who reacted
quickly and gave me a helping hand, but many thanks for preventing
me from stepping through the second floor ceiling!

I found some very interesting EMF readings
this time, which had been all but absent on our first visit. Two
“hot spots” appeared to be by the second floor bedroom window where
the Patchett family member saw his Aunt Emma, and along the front
wall of the middle bedroom on that same floor. The readings were
consistent and persistent, and did not appear to be emanating from
the walls themselves—where electrical lines could reside—but rather
from discreet areas away from the walls and floor. It was certainly
something to note.

Even though these two visits didn’t provide
any remarkable evidence, there were enough tantalizing tidbits and
credible stories to warrant a full investigation when the house was
completely empty. That chance came in April of 2009, and it would
Mike, me, and Barbara Bleitzhofer. I was hoping Barb’s psychic
talents would shed some light on the house’s many mysteries, but I
must admit I wasn’t expecting much in the way of other evidence.
Was I ever wrong.

We briefly met with Shawn, who had other
commitments that night, and then we were left alone in the house to
get to work. Immediately upon entering, Barbara got a pain in her
temple, and kept hearing the name Frank. Overall, there seemed to
be a different atmosphere to the place that night, more of a sense
of being on the defensive, but the early tension was quickly broken
by an episode in the basement.

During our usual initial walkthrough, Mike
came upon something in the basement that terrified him —a spider in
one of the embalming sinks. From his reaction, Barb and I figured
that the spider must be at least the size of a small horse, but in
reality it was just an average household arachnid. It’s simply that
Mike doesn’t care for “anything with more than four legs or less
than two.”

I pointed out that while he was “screaming
like a little girl” I was capturing it all on my digital recorder,
but he didn’t care and continued to claim it was “the size of a
dollar bill.” He was also certain that it must be a poisonous
spider of foreign origin, ultimately declaring it to be a “Peruvian
Death Spider.”

I really got a laugh out of that, as it was a
running joke from last year when Mike and I were eating at an
Indian buffet. The food was particularly hot that day, with one
dish containing little peppers that packed more Scoville units than
weapons-grade pepper spray. Catching his breath after eating one,
Mike dubbed them “Peruvian Death Peppers” for some reason, and now
we had the foreign killer spider to go along with them.

However, despite the threatening title, the
tranquil little spider never moved from his comfortable spot in the
dreaded Peruvian Death Sink, and we carried on with the
investigation.

Our plan was to set up Mike’s new trail
camera in the embalming room in the basement. It is one of those
cameras that hunters use to get pictures of animals that happen to
wander by and trip the motion sensor. He had been anxious to use it
on an investigation, and was quite disappointed to find that the
batteries had already gone dead. Fortunately, I happened to have
bought some spare batteries that day so Mike was able to get the
camera up and running. And given the nature of the images the
camera captured that night, I shudder to think (or would that be
shutter to think?) of how a few dead batteries almost prevented
some of the most stunning photos we’ve ever seen from an
investigation, but you’ll just have to wait a few more pages for
that. (Hey, no fair peeking!)

We moved back toward the staircase to another
room where Mike decided to place a motion detector in the doorway.
As he switched it on, he commented, “If that thing goes off and
sounds an alarm we’re leaving!”

Within minutes, a flurry of things happened
in rapid succession—all culminating in the motion alarm going
off!

We all felt a chill, and I kept picturing in
my mind an unnaturally white man with his arms outstretched trying
to come through that doorway, but he couldn’t cross the threshold
for some reason. I was beginning to think my imagination was
running away with me, until Barbara said that she actually saw
“something white moving in front of us.” At that point the motion
alarm started wailing. Believe me, it all made quite an impression
on us, but we didn’t leave.

We then heard some sounds coming from the
room at the base of the stairs, so we slowly moved into that room.
I was standing closest to the back wall, Mike was behind me, and
Barbara was behind him, in basically a straight line. I was holding
my K2 meter in front of me and was facing the wall. I was aware
that two people were behind me, but I felt another presence as
well, so I specifically said, “Is there someone behind me that can
make the meter go up?”

Immediately I felt an icy cold sensation
travel up my legs and throughout my body, and the K2 meter lit
up!

“Yes, yes, yes!” I said in excitement. “Do
you see it?”

“Oh my God! That is incredible!” Mike said in
astonishment. “That’s the most incredible EMF response I’ve ever
seen. I’m blown away!”

And so was I. For those of you who may think
I’m used to these kinds of things, let me assure you, I’m not.
There we were in the basement of an old funeral home, we’re already
hearing and seeing things, and a motion detector was set off. Then
I feel a strong presence behind me, which proceeds to sweep
through my body with enough energy to light up my K2 meter
like a Christmas tree. How could you ever prepare yourself or get
used to something like that?

I thanked the presence for the quick and
strong response, the meter stayed lit up for a few more moments,
then returned to the single standby light. Just as I was taking a
deep breath to relax a bit, Barbara took a sudden step backward and
gasped. She had just seen the figure of a man descending the
staircase. It was “black, husky, and shorter than Mike” and either
didn’t care that Barbara was able to see him, or wasn’t aware that
he was visible, as he didn’t hesitate to come all the way down the
stairs and walk right past her!

We waited a while longer to see what other
evidence would present itself (a fancy way of saying what else
there was that was going to freak us out). Fortunately for our
nerves, it was quiet and uneventful—or so we thought—so we decided
to head upstairs. Before leaving, however, Mike set up another
motion detector. When I checked the audio the next day, I
discovered that just after I asked him about the position of the
detector, my digital recorder captured a long “Shhhhh!” which was
much louder than our voices, and it wasn’t anything we heard at the
time. Perhaps someone was displeased that we were trying to track
their movements?

We went to the second floor and chose the
bedroom on the right front corner of the house (if you were looking
at it from the street). We sat on the floor on different sides of
the room with our cameras and meters. At one point, Barbara said
the temperature had suddenly dropped several degrees, and both
Mike’s and my K2 meters lit up again. We tried to find a natural
source for the strong EMF readings, but we could not find any
logical explanation for them. And if it was faulty wiring or
something natural, the readings should have been consistent, not
coming and going, especially in response to our questions.

While in this bedroom, Mike—who was closest
to the door—heard a noise from somewhere in the house and actually
thought someone else had come in.

“Hello? Is anybody here?” he shouted down the
stairs, but received no response.

Shortly after, my attention was drawn
downward to the embalming room, which I realized, was directly
below where I was sitting. I made a point of mentioning the time
“in case something shows up on the trail camera.” But as we were
continuing to hear strange noises on the second floor where we
were, my attention was drawn back to my immediate surroundings.
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In order to try to place the origin of the
sounds, we moved into the hallway near the banister. There is a
mirror on the landing that gave a view underneath us of the front
door, and Barbara saw a shadowy shape pass in front of that door.
The figure had moved towards the dining room, but she “heard” that
it wasn’t the dining room, “it was the viewing room.” Perhaps that
room had been used to view the bodies when the place was a funeral
home?

We didn’t have time to ponder the former
floor plan of place, because a minute or so later there was one of
the loudest sounds I ever heard on an investigation—probably
the loudest. It was like someone on the first floor picked
up a piece of furniture and threw it across the room. I admit it
startled me so badly that I gasped. Despite my fear, however, I
started down the stairs.

“Let me go first,” Mike said calmly, his hand
on his gun. The noise was so loud he assumed someone had broken in,
and he instantly switched from ghost detective
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Note the K2
meter lit up.





tmp_6e812f5802a93aa8e1c57070930ae048_Dl2tVM_html_25fda87e.jpg





tmp_6e812f5802a93aa8e1c57070930ae048_Dl2tVM_html_4d531c38.jpg
The embalming in the basement.
(Infrared image.)
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