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Introduction

 


For several years now, I have been writing
about haunted places in the Hudson Valley region of New York and
New Jersey. On occasion, I’ve had to stretch that regional envelope
as opportunities for investigations came up in other locations.
Although there are still a few stories from the Hudson Valley in
Ghost Investigator, Volume 2: Gettysburg, PA to Lizzie Borden,
AX, the title makes it clear that I’ve officially expanded my
territory.

There are just too many ghosts out there to
be limited to any one area. In fact, I’m still amazed by the sheer
number and scope of haunted houses, cemeteries, businesses, ships,
roads, and just about anything else you can name. In the future, I
plan to seek out the hauntings offering the most compelling
evidence, regardless of where they may be.

The stories in this book are indeed
compelling—from terrified babysitters in a private home, to a vast
battlefield, and from a prison that held murderers, to the house
where two of the most famous unsolved murders were committed. This
is also the first book in which I have personally investigated
every location. As always, I present an honest account of what did,
or did not, happen there. Evidence is always open for different
interpretations, and readers are encouraged to form their own
opinions based upon that evidence, as well as their own common
sense.

One question I am asked on a regular basis
is, “Where can I go to see a ghost?”

Well, if it were that simple, I wouldn’t need
to keep searching for proof of the existence of ghosts. Actual
apparitions are one of the rarest manifestations of a haunting, so
you may want to decrease your expectation level to something like
cold spots, footsteps or psychic impressions. That being said, I
regularly hear eyewitness accounts of phantom figures appearing to
skeptics who weren’t even looking for them. So then, where do you
go to see a ghost?

This book contains stories about two prime
locations—Gettysburg, Pennsylvania, and Lizzie Borden’s house in
Fall River, Massachusetts. If you are unable to travel that far,
check your area’s newspapers around Halloween, when stories of
local hauntings often appear. There are also books and many
Internet sites that list haunted places by state. Local historical
societies and libraries may also be able to help. If you do find
information on a potentially haunted site, just make sure you don’t
trespass, and please respect the privacy of home and land
owners.

Another word of caution—be sure you are
prepared to deal with the possibility of finding what you are
looking for. A personal encounter with a nasty spirit just might be
more than you can handle. In the comfort and security of your own
home, it’s easy to believe you will be fearless. However, the
reality of standing alone in the damp and darkness of a prison
cell, in the uneasy silence of an isolated cemetery, or within the
musty, confining walls of an old basement, is a different
story.

What would you do if you were suddenly
engulfed by an icy cold mass of air? How would you react if you
were at the scene of a murder and a door opened on its own? Where
would you run if phantom footsteps approached you, and you had the
sickening feeling that something wanted to harm you?

Perhaps it’s best that you just keep reading
about haunted places, with all of the lights on, in the safety of
your own home. There’s no sense risking your mind, body, and soul
seeking out spirits of the dead. After all, that’s what ghost
investigators are for.
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Home Invasion

 


Everyone loves a scary story about a
terrorized babysitter—except, of course, the babysitter herself.
The homeowner usually isn’t too thrilled, either. The following
story is just such a case, and it will certainly make you think
twice about spending the night in a strange house—even when that
house appears to be just like any other in your neighborhood.

 


In February of 2001, the “Grant” family moved
into a house in Spring Valley, New York. The high ranch was built
in 1960 and was in a quiet, well-manicured development. By
September, however, a member of the family had an experience that
shattered their short-lived ideal of the tranquil, suburban home.
From that point, a string of bizarre and terrifying events began to
take place that would test the family’s strong Christian
beliefs.

In February of 2002, “Marilyn Grant,” a nurse
in a local hospital, sent me an e-mail message with the title
“Urgent Help Needed!!” She explained that she had read Ghosts of
Rockland County and was having some problems similar to those I
described in the book. She went on to write that, “four babysitters
all had the same experience in the same room,” and asked if I would
be interested in investigating. This tantalizingly brief
description certainly caught my attention, and I immediately
contacted her for more information.

After speaking with Marilyn, I felt that this
was a situation that needed a psychic with the ability to perform a
clearing. Marilyn was somewhat desperate to rid her home of what
appeared to be several spirits, so we tried to arrange a meeting at
her house with a psychic from New Jersey. However, getting three
busy people together proved to be as difficult as catching an
apparition on film, and when a particularly frightening episode
occurred at the Grant home on the night of April 29, 2002, I
decided to visit the next day by myself.

I arrived at the house around 6pm and was
greeted by Marilyn’s aunt, who had lived with the family on and off
since they moved in. She explained that Marilyn was not back from
work yet, but would be home at any minute. I stepped inside with
some trepidation, fully aware that very unpleasant things happened
inside that house. As I later told Marilyn, you would think I would
be used to this sort of thing by now, but how do you “get used” to
encountering the unknown? Especially when that unknown has proven
to be malicious and has attacked several women.

Some psychics and mediums have told me that
nothing frightens them and they have no hesitation going up against
the nastiest entities the spirit world can dish out. However, I
tend to agree with the old saying, “Fools rush in.” I prefer to
walk, carefully.

The house was a typical high ranch with the
front door opening to a landing with a short flight of stairs
leading downstairs to two rooms of living space on the right and
the garage on the left. Another short flight of stairs leads up to
the main floor with the open living/dining room area on the right,
the kitchen straight ahead and the bedrooms to the left. As I was
carrying the bags of equipment downstairs into the television room,
I felt a disturbing chill, but just then Marilyn’s car pulled into
the driveway so I went back up to greet her.

Part of my job of investigating a haunting is
to judge the character and veracity of eyewitnesses. Often, this is
the only evidence I have to go on, so it is crucial for me to be
able to distinguish between those who have truly encountered the
unknown, and those who simply have a really vivid imagination
(while they are not mutually exclusive, it is easier to deal with
the former than the latter). I immediately felt comfortable with
Marilyn and knew that her professional training makes her an
excellent observer. She also maintains a deep faith which gives her
both comfort and strength.

“Now that I think about it,” Marilyn said
once I got the tape recorder started, “At the closing I was
discussing my religious beliefs with the women who sold us the
house. She said it was a good thing, because I would need a strong
faith to live here. I really had no idea what she could have meant
at the time.”

The previous owner had lived in the house for
13 years, and during that time her marriage ended in a very painful
divorce, and many other “negative” things had happened to her which
she didn’t care to discuss. She wondered out loud if all the bad
things occurred after moving in because she never had the house
blessed. She then looked at Marilyn and insisted, “You make sure
you bless this house!”

As Marilyn related the story to me, we were
sitting on the couch in the downstairs television room, and her
aunt was facing us on a loveseat to our left. The tape recorder sat
on the sofa between us and I noticed it stopping briefly a couple
of times. Although the batteries were freshly recharged that
afternoon, I asked Marilyn to hold off speaking for a moment while
I plugged the tape recorder into an outlet. However, the mysterious
problem continued throughout our conversation. In fact, at one
point when I was asking about cold spots, the recorder turned
itself on and off several times in rapid succession. When I played
back the tape the next day, you can actually hear the distinctive
distortion sound of the tape being stopped and started.

The malfunctioning tape recorder was becoming
a real distraction, which I certainly didn’t need. I was trying to
pay attention to Marilyn and take notes, while keeping one eye on
the recorder to make sure it was working. As I was determined to
continue without these interruptions, I shut off the tape recorder
and said to Marilyn that if something was trying to get our
attention it had succeeded. I then said that hopefully it would
leave us alone so I could get the rest of her story. Once I started
the tape recorder again, there were no more problems. Skeptics
would call this a coincidence. I consider it lucky that my words
had the desired effect, and didn’t annoy whatever it was causing
the odd malfunction!

Marilyn related how the bizarre activity in
the house first began. About six months after moving in, around
late August or early September, her Aunt was sleeping in the room
downstairs, next to the television room on the back side of the
house when something terrifying and inexplicable happened.

“She looked petrified,” Marilyn explained.
“When I looked into her face it was not the person I knew. I had
never seen her so afraid. She said, ‘Marilyn, you need to do
something about this house. Something is not right here.’ Then she
told me what had happened.”

While she was sleeping, her aunt had terrible
nightmares about other people in the house, in particular, a man
who had a very overpowering presence. Waking up from what she
thought was only a dream, she physically felt this male
presence on top of her. It was a very real and very frightening
attack, and it would only be the first of many.
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Soon after this shocking experience, Marilyn
began feeling like she was constantly being watched. She and her
husband both saw shadowy figures moving from the kitchen and going
downstairs. It would feel unnaturally cold some times, particularly
in “The Room”, as they came to call the downstairs bedroom. Even
though they never mentioned these things to their two children
(eight-year-old twins, a boy and a girl), they also appeared to
have experienced several unusual things.

Marilyn explained that her daughter was the
more vocal of the two children, and that her son was more likely
not to express himself. While he had never outwardly spoken about
anything strange, one night as he was entering the bathroom, he
froze at the doorway and stared straight ahead. He wouldn’t say
what he saw, but he also wouldn’t step inside the bathroom that
night.

Soon after the first attack in The Room,
Marilyn’s daughter came to her in the downstairs TV room and asked,
“Mommy, do we have someone living in the basement?”

“We don’t have a basement. We have a room,
here,” Marilyn explained, pointing to the bedroom on the other side
of the wall.

“You mean below the TV room,” her
daughter insisted, pointing to the floor under which was only solid
ground.

“No,” Marilyn replied a bit concerned. “Right
here, next to this room.”

The child then simply laughed and walked
away.

“It was like someone was speaking through
her,” Marilyn said with a shudder. “I don’t want to imagine that,
but it scared me.”

Another evening she heard her daughter scream
and went into her bedroom to see what was the matter. Her daughter
said she had seen a blue facemask with red bloody teeth. While
children often imagine things, Marilyn explained that her daughter
was very mature and intelligent for her age, and didn’t make up
things. This terrifying blue masked face was to show itself to her
daughter on another occasion, and she was able to describe it
exactly as it had appeared the first time.

While Marilyn never saw this mask, one thing
everyone saw and couldn’t get rid of was the disturbing painting on
the wall of her son’s room. One of the previous owners had painted
a large, black, reclining skeletal figure on the wall, and numerous
coats of paint failed to conceal it.

“Every time I paint over it, the image comes
back. My son is terrified of it, so I finally had to get this
bookshelf to conceal it,” Marilyn said as she slid back the shelf
so I could photograph the image. She has no idea why this skeleton
was on the wall, and why the realtor didn’t have the previous
owners remove it before trying to sell the house.

Since Marilyn is often on the night shift at
the hospital, it was nice to have her aunt living with them to help
take care of the children. However, at the end of 2001, her aunt
went back to Jamaica to spend some time with family there. After
searching for a suitable sleep-in nanny, Marilyn found a woman who
came highly recommended and was very enthusiastic about the
position. The woman needed work and Marilyn needed a nanny, so it
seemed like an ideal situation. Except for one small thing…

Not wanting to scare the woman, Marilyn did
not mention any of the house’s more unusual aspects, hoping that
whatever it was would leave the new resident alone. Unfortunately,
almost immediately the new nanny began complaining of banging
noises in The Room where she slept. She described the sounds as
being like something heavy striking an iron pipe. Even though
Marilyn suggested that it was probably just the heating or water
pipes in the walls, she knew that in fact, there were no pipes.

The nanny also began having terrible
nightmares about another family in the house, and she said that she
felt as if someone was trying to get on top of her in the middle of
the night. After only two weeks the nanny quit. As much as she
needed a job, this was more than her nerves could stand.

Once again, Marilyn began searching. This
time she found a woman who was pregnant, and was thrilled at the
prospect of a comfortable room in a nice house. She moved in on a
Friday night and moved out the first thing Monday morning. She
claimed that someone was trying to get on top of her in the middle
of the night.

There were to be a total of four babysitters
who left in rapid succession, due to the disturbing activities in
The Room.

Another person who had no prior knowledge of
the house had strange experiences. A male nurse who worked with
Marilyn also did home improvement as a side job. As he was working
on remodeling the upstairs bathroom, he said it sounded like
someone kept snapping his fingers at him, as if trying to get his
attention. The repeated snapping sound certainly had the desired
effect and the man became convinced the house was haunted.

When the aunt’s daughter came for a visit,
she had strange dreams about a strange man and a woman in the
house. One afternoon while she was there, they all heard a loud
smashing sound, as if a large glass object had been shattered on
the floor. Searching the house from top to bottom, they never
discovered a single piece of broken glass, or anything else that
could have accounted for the noise. Then there were the footsteps,
creaking doors and floorboards, all occurring when none of the
living inhabitants of the house were moving about.

A female friend at the hospital, who knew
nothing of what went on in Marilyn’s house, told her one day that
she thought it was odd that she had a dream about the house. She
said that there was another family there. There was a very stern
and domineering father who ruled his family and household, a
slender wife, a blond girl about seven to ten years old, a boy and
a dog. In her dream the father was very annoyed that Marilyn’s
family was in his house and wanted her family out of
there.

A month after moving in, Marilyn’s pastor had
blessed the house. As that blessing was apparently unsuccessfully,
she now sought the help of a local Catholic priest. Marilyn
explained to the priest’s secretary that she needed help, that
something very disturbing was happening in her home, that she had
strong Christian beliefs, and even though she wasn’t Catholic, she
hoped the priest would be able to help. The priest never contacted
her and never offered any help.

When Marilyn’s aunt returned from Jamaica,
they decided to take matters into their own hands. At about 10:45pm
one night, they began a series of prayers and rituals they hoped
would rid the house of the unwanted spirits. Unfortunately, at
least one spirit didn’t appreciate the attempted eviction, as some
unseen force began violently kicking the sliding doors (leading to
the outside) next to The Room. It clearly sounded like someone
kicking the outer screens of the large glass doors, as if trying to
get into the house. Marilyn and her aunt did not continue with the
rituals.

All of this convinced the Grants that
something had to be done. Since the clergy seemed either unable or
unwilling to help, Marilyn contacted me in February of 2002 to see
if I knew of any psychics who could bring peace and quiet to the
house. As I mentioned, we were hoping a psychic would join us at
the house, but Marilyn could no longer wait after what occurred the
last week of April.

One evening, she and her husband were
watching television downstairs when the washing machine, which was
in a utility room by the garage, suddenly came on by itself. All
that week Marilyn had trouble sleeping, waking up every hour. Then
one night as her aunt sat on the couch downstairs, she underwent
another intense and terrifying attack by an unseen male presence
who tried to force his way on top of her.

The next day I arrived. In addition to my
tape recorder starting and stopping, both my digital and 35mm
cameras refused to work several times when I tried to photograph
The Room. I finally did manage to get several pictures, but
numerous times I pressed the shutter release buttons and nothing
happened. Both cameras worked fine before I arrived (I check every
piece of equipment before an investigation) and they worked with no
problem in the rest of the house. There were also high EMF
(electromagnetic field) readings in The Room. A few times on the
stairs and in the kitchen and living room there were high readings,
but they came and went as if something was passing through.

As Marilyn gave me a tour of the upstairs, in
the area between the living and dining room we distinctly heard a
loud sneezing or “shushing” sound just a few feet behind or backs.
We immediately turned to find the source. Marilyn’s aunt was right
behind us and we both said, “God bless you.” She put up her hands
and shook her head and said, “That wasn’t me!” As we went into the
kitchen, we heard the sound again, only a few feet away from us. It
was loud and sharp, and either intended to simply distract us, or
get us to be quiet. (It is interesting to note that one woman who
had stayed in the house said she had dreamt that a schoolteacher
and two male students were in the house. The “shushing” sounds
would certainly be in keeping with a teacher trying to quiet her
unruly students!)

As I drove home from Marilyn’s house (in a
very nasty thunderstorm, I might add), I went over in my mind
everything that had transpired. Here was a case were numerous
credible and independent witnesses with no prior knowledge all had
the same experiences. Electronic equipment malfunctioned. There
were inexplicable sounds and cold spots. Most disturbing, however,
was that this classic haunting was not friendly or even benign—it
was dark, negative and potentially harmful. This was not just a
curiosity, it was something that needed to be dealt with quickly
and decisively. As it didn’t look likely that we would be able to
get a psychic on the scene any time soon, I immediately looked for
alternatives.

In March of 2002, I was the guest on the
popular radio program Coast to Coast with Art Bell. The show
ran from 2am to 6am EST (way past my usual bedtime!), and by 7am
that morning when I checked my email I already had several screens
full of messages. It was impossible to respond to all of them, but
I did my best and made note of a few which were of particular
interest. One such message was from Thomas Ellis, in Ohio, who
explained that he performed remote house clearings; i.e., he didn’t
need to actually go to a site to work on it. Realizing I would be
skeptical, he offered
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The room where
the attacks occurred.






