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      Thousands of people, many of them currently on earth, contributed to this book. There are the spirits and ghosts around the
         world who’ve been kind enough to show up and tell me their stories for the last half a century or so. There are the 2,014
         visitors to my Web site who had the courage and generosity to e-mail their experiences to me, some of which you’ll find in
         the pages that follow—and let me make it clear right now, I read every single one of those e-mails. Those 2,014 brave people
         were on the receiving end of some fascinating appearances by spirits and ghosts, some of them deeply comforting and some of
         them terrifying. There’s a victim of an unsolved murder who told me the name of her killer, and there’s a Spirit Guide who
         left her voice on an audiotape, repeating a single word that gave a woman the key to her husband’s criminal life. There’s
         a woman who was given strength by a visit with an ex-boyfriend on The Other Side who she didn’t know had passed away, and
         a man who would never have found out he had a stillborn baby sister if her spirit hadn’t come to introduce herself when he
         was four years old.
      

      
      To the thousands of us collaborators on this particular book, and the many millions who don’t question any more than we do that of course there’s an afterlife, there are those who will always
         be ready with a list of handy explanations for what we “think” we’re seeing, hearing, and feeling. “Grief hysteria,” “oxygen
         deprivation,” and variations on terms for both “mental illness” and “scam” are among the most popular. What these skeptics
         and “experts” are usually insisting on, though, is the same cynical demand, over and over and over again, which boils down
         to:
      

      
      “Prove that there’s life after death.”

      
      I’m sixty-six years old, and I’ve never spent one instant doubting that there’s life after death. The thousands of us who
         contributed to this book, on earth and beyond it, don’t doubt it. The millions we represent don’t doubt it. God certainly
         doesn’t doubt it, since He’s the One who told us it’s true in the first place, and we take His word for everything. We’re
         not the ones who are having a problem with this. You are. So why do we keep knocking ourselves out trying to prove something
         we already know with absolute certainty?
      

      
      Here’s my suggestion to the skeptics and “experts,” for a refreshing change of pace. We’re done proving that there’s life
         after death. We’ve proven it well past our own satisfaction. From now on, let’s do it this way: You prove that there’s not.
      

   
      
      Chapter One
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      THE TRUTH ABOUT 
GHOSTS AND SPIRITS

      
      
      I believe in ghosts, and in the real and magnificent presence of spirits among us from The Other Side.
      

      
      I believe because, like so many of you, I’ve seen them, heard them, been startled by them, even smelled the faint familiar
         fragrance of a lost loved one, urging me to notice, to embrace their assurance that they’re not gone at all, they’re right
         here, not some trick of my imagination or wishful thinking, if I’ll just open my eyes, ears, mind, and heart and pay attention.
      

      
      I believe because, surrounded by so much overwhelming evidence of their existence during my sixty-six years on this earth,
         I’d be insane not to believe.
      

      
      Most of all, I believe because I know to the core of my being that the majority of the world’s great religions are right—we
         are all eternal, every one of us, as our birthright from God who created us. Our spirits always were and always will be. Our
         physical bodies are only temporary housing for the essence of who we are, that divine part of us that feels joy and sorrow
         and love and reverence and holds our truth and our timeless memories and our wisdom intact. Death will take our bodies sooner or later, but it can never, ever destroy us. God promised us everlasting lives, and He doesn’t break His promises.
      

      
      And it’s precisely because I take God at His word that I can’t imagine not believing in the existence of ghosts and spirits among us. If our spirits really do transcend death, if they’re immortal
         as we know they are, that means they never cease to exist. So why on earth would we disbelieve the existence of something
         we agree never ceases to exist? In fact, why not recognize that the presence of ghosts, and of spirits from Home, is actually
         comforting, even worthy of celebration, proving as it does that eternal life is a beautiful, sacred, God-given certainty?
      

      
      Don’t get me wrong. I’m not saying that the unexpected appearance of a ghost or a spirit can’t be scary. You’ll read stories
         throughout the book in which many of you have been frightened, and I’ll openly admit to moments of fear during my own stories
         as well. Some combination of surprise, a cultural insistence that anyone who sees ghosts and spirits is either crazy or lying,
         and a lack of understanding of what’s happening can add up to very real jolts of panic in even the most rational among us.
      

      
      But please take my word for a few important truths about ghosts and spirits:

      
      For one thing, knowledge really is power. The more I’ve learned and the more I continue to learn about the spirit world, the
         more my fear has been replaced by curiosity and fascination, and you’ll find the same is true for you; I guarantee it.
      

      
      For another thing, as so many of you are already aware, it’s not just us psychics and other “weirdos” who routinely have perfectly
         valid encounters with ghosts and spirits. “Normal” people in every corner of every country on earth have come face to face
         with visitors from the afterlife. These people know what they’ve experienced, they know they’re not crazy, they know the experience
         was real, and they don’t need me or anyone else to validate it for them. And they’d agree with me on this, I’m sure. Just as any scientist
         would be a fool to get the same result from the same experiment over and over again and refuse to believe it, all of us who
         have seen, heard, and felt the presence of the spirit world would be just as foolish to refuse to believe what our five physical
         senses, our minds, and our hearts would swear to.
      

      
      Finally, as momentarily frightened as I’ve been by some of my encounters with residents of the afterlife, I can assure you,
         I’ve never met a ghost or spirit who could do a fraction of the physical and emotional damage human beings can do. Give me
         a choice between a confrontation with the world’s orneriest ghost or the world’s most cunning human sociopath and I’ll choose
         to take on the ghost every time. So while this journey into the spirit world we’re about to take together will lead us into
         territory we might occasionally find scary and unnerving, don’t spend one instant wondering whether or not you have enough
         courage to take the trip. You were brave enough to choose another lifetime as a human being on this rough, confusing, beautiful
         earth, which makes you brave enough to meet ghosts and spirits, especially since we’ve all been those ghosts and spirits before and will be again when this lifetime ends.
      

      
      THE SPIRIT’S JOURNEY AFTER DEATH

      
      In order to understand what spirits and ghosts really are and where they come from, it’s essential to understand what happens
         to our spirits when our physical bodies die. I’ve written about this in great detail in previous books, particularly Life on The Other Side, so rather than repeat myself at length, I’ll limit this discussion to a few relevant specifics.
      

      
      When the spirit leaves the body that’s provided it with temporary housing for another visit to earth, there are basically
         three different places it might go. And make no mistake about it, which of those three places the spirit travels to is our
         decision, not God’s. He never stops loving us, never turns away from us, and would never condemn any of us to an eternity
         of banishment from His presence. It’s only when we stop loving Him and turn away from Him that we take such foolish chances
         with the health and well-being of our souls.
      

      
      The vast majority of us, who love God by whatever name we call Him and try our best to honor His love while we’re here, immediately
         transcend to The Other Side, that sacred, exquisite, perfect world we came from, where we live joyfully among the Angels,
         the messiahs, our Spirit Guides, our soul mates and loved ones from an eternity of lifetimes both on earth and at Home. Residents
         of The Other Side are called spirits, and their appearances in our midst on earth are called visitations.
      

      
      A much smaller percentage of humankind, those dark, remorseless souls who choose evil over God, travel to an unspeakable unholy
         void called the Left Door, from which they horseshoe right back into an earthly womb, to be reborn into another Godless incarnation.
         The Dark Side, as we call those travelers through the Left Door, don’t communicate with us or appear among us while they’re
         in vitro.
      

      
      And then there are those poor trapped souls who, for their own often confused reasons, refuse to acknowledge the very real
         tunnel leading to The Other Side, illuminated by God’s brilliant white light, and remain earthbound. Earthbound souls are
         called ghosts, and their appearances in our midst are called hauntings.
      

      
      Understanding the differences between spirits and ghosts, between visitations and hauntings, can help turn an unexpected encounter
         with the afterlife from frightening to comforting. It can help us tell an earthbound intruder from a beloved visitor from
         Home. It can answer questions about where a departed loved one went after leaving their body, how they are, and whether or not they’re
         happy. And it can certainly give us fascinating glimpses into the possibilities that lie ahead for us when our current incarnations
         are complete.
      

      
      But before I go into any further detail about the brilliant, complex spirit world we’re about to explore, I want to address
         an issue that came up in several of the hundreds upon hundreds of letters my clients and readers were kind enough to send.
         Antonio, for example, wrote, in the midst of a description of coming face to face with a ghost in his house, “I was especially
         confused because I knew what I was looking at was absolutely real, but I’d been taught all my life that ghosts and spirits
         and things like that came from the devil and were to be dismissed.” And after telling me about a really gorgeous visitation
         from her deceased father, Cynthia added, “I confided in my aunt about it, and she admitted that a lot of people in our family
         have had similar experiences, but she didn’t want to talk about it because this sort of thing is evil and it’s conspiring
         with the devil to believe in spirits.”
      

      
      If you know anything about me, you know that I’m passionate about my religion, Gnostic Christianity, and about religions throughout
         the world, which I’ve studied all my life. My faith in God is as essential to me as the air I breathe. It empowers me, comforts
         me, inspires me, sustains me, brings me joy, and diminishes my fears. There’s not a doubt in my mind that God wants our reverent
         devotion to Him to come from adoration, not from intimidation or terror of His wrath, and there’s also not a doubt in my mind
         that nothing He created is or ever could be evil. Evil is a creation of humankind, not of God. Since God, not some mythical
         devil, created us with souls that are eternal, and ghosts and spirits are manifestations of those eternal souls, the illogic
         of equating the spirit world with evil really mystifies me.
      

      
      In fact, depending on which of the twenty-six versions of the Bible you read, Jesus Himself appeared on earth in spirit form
         between six and ten times after He ascended. Paul’s first letter to the Corinthians, for example, in the Revised Standard
         Edition, Chapter 15, verses 3–8, reads, “… that Christ died for our sins …, that He was buried, that He was raised on the
         third day …, and that He appeared to Cephas, then to the twelve. Then He appeared to more than five hundred brethren at one
         time…. Then He appeared to James, then to all the apostles…. He appeared also to me.” With these and other Biblical accounts
         of the earthly appearances of a Spirit who had very definitely transcended to The Other Side, how and why would someone get
         the idea that encounters between humankind and the afterlife are evil? I’m certainly not about to give credit to a supposed
         “devil” for Christ’s visitations to this world after His crucifixion, are you?
      

      
      So, please, whatever your beliefs, whatever you’ve been taught, whatever you’re told, by me or by anyone else, don’t accept
         anything as truth that doesn’t make sense in your heart. Just because we don’t understand something, or something frightens
         us, doesn’t make it “evil.” Think. Learn. Knowledge really is power, don’t ever doubt that.
      

      
      All that having been said, and thanks for letting me get it out of my system, let’s explore the worlds of spirits and ghosts
         who, by their very presence among us, prove our God-given eternity to be an absolute, indisputable fact.
      

      
      
      SPIRITS

      
      As I mentioned earlier, when our bodies die, most of us experience the brilliantly lit tunnel, not descending from some faraway
         place in the sky but actually rising from our own bodies and leading much more “across” than “up,” at about a twenty- or thirty-degree
         angle. We travel with gorgeous, weightless freedom through this almost sideways tunnel, never for one instant feeling as if
         we’ve died but instead feeling more thrillingly alive than we could ever imagine here on earth. All our worries, frustrations,
         anger, resentment, and other negativity melt away, replaced by the peace and all-loving, unconditional understanding we remember
         and are about to reunite with at Home. God’s sacred white light waits to embrace us at the end of the tunnel, along with loved
         ones from every lifetime we’ve ever lived. Even our pets from every lifetime are there to greet us, so eager with the joy
         of seeing us that the human spirits have to wait their turn to get to us. And once we’ve arrived on The Other Side, we resume
         the busy, active, exquisite lives we temporarily left behind to further our spiritual education in the tough school earth
         provides.
      

      
      There’s a simple, logical reason that the legendary tunnel takes us more “across” than “up”—our destination, The Other Side,
         that paradise for which we’re Homesick from the moment we leave it until we return, is another dimension located a mere three
         feet above earth’s ground level. This very real, idyllically beautiful place exists at a much higher vibrational frequency
         than we do here, which is why we don’t perceive our intimate proximity to it, any more than the normal human ear can hear
         the extremely high-frequency pitch of a dog whistle. If you’ve had encounters with spirits from The Other Side, or talked
         to or read accounts from those who have, you’ve noticed that very often the descriptions include the impression that the spirits
         were “floating” a few feet above the ground. While that’s often exactly what it looks like through our eyes, what’s really
         happening is that the spirits are simply moving on their ground level at Home, three feet higher than ours.
      

      
      To truly understand how to recognize a spirit visitation, and how to distinguish it from other experiences with the afterlife,
         you have to keep in mind that by the time they’ve come back to say hello and let us know they’re still very much alive, they’ve already
         transcended to and been living in a place of emotional and spiritual bliss, not to mention perfect physical health. Any unhappiness
         they experienced during their latest lifetime on earth, any negativity they carried around, any illnesses or infirmities or
         injuries they suffered, have all been resolved. What that means is that any entity we encounter who seems to be sad or angry
         or mean or negative in any way, or who shows any signs of wounds or pain or disease, is something other than a spirit from
         The Other Side. What it also means, by the way, is that we never need to spend a moment wondering if our deceased loved ones
         at Home are well and happy. In the blessed perfection of Home, they can’t possibly be anything less.
      

      
      Spirits at Home live in a world unobstructed by our earthly limitations, so there are qualities about them that set them apart
         from any other kinds of visitors. Because their minds and thoughts are so powerful they can communicate brilliantly with each
         other, and with us on earth, through the use of telepathy—the immediate transference of information from one entity to another
         without the use of any of the five physical senses. One of the most common observations you’ll hear from people who’ve had
         visitations from spirits is that the spirit talked to them without using words or even making a sound.
      

      
      Another talent spirits have that we’ll often experience from them, and that we have to look forward to when we’re spirits
         again, is that they can bi-locate, i.e., be in two places at the same time. It’s not unusual for family members or others
         who were close to a deceased loved one to receive simultaneous visits from that loved one on opposite sides of town or opposite
         sides of the world, with both visits being completely real and completely unique.
      

      
      Spirits are invariably eager for us to recognize exactly who they are, which means they’ll either appear in a form that’s familiar to us, they’ll create a scent we’d associate with them, they’ll
         offer a light touch to our hair or the back of our neck or our shoulder that was their habit during their lifetime, or they’ll
         manipulate an object that will offer hints to their identity. They’ll repeatedly move a framed photograph of themselves so
         that it’s facing a different direction or lying flat on a table or dresser, play with the flame of a candle we’ve lit in their
         honor, superimpose their face on a painting or snapshot, rock their favorite rocking chair, play a music box they gave us—the
         possibilities are as limitless as the imaginations of our loved ones themselves, and all we have to do is be receptive and
         pay attention.
      

      
      Because spirits have to cross back into our dimension in order to visit us, they often attach their energy to such powerful
         conductors as electricity and water in order to help with their “reentry.” Eager to make their presence known, they’ll create
         bizarre behavior in TVs, appliances, telephones, and other objects and electrical devices, and they’re especially active between
         the hours of 1:00 A.M. and 5:00 A.M., when the night air is at its dampest and the dew is at its heaviest. Please don’t misunderstand should you
         experience your telephone chronically ringing with either no one or static on the other end when you answer, or your television
         set suddenly doing a full rotation of all its channels while its remote control sits idle on the coffee table. Your belongings
         are not “possessed,” any more than they’re “possessed” when you use them yourself. Instead, it’s very possibly a spirit, simply
         manipulating something tangible that you’ll be sure to notice, to say, “I’m right here, watching over you.” (I’m too much
         of a realist not to add that the spirit world is hardly responsible for every malfunction around the house. Sometimes all
         you need is a good repairman.)
      

      
      And speaking of “possessed,” don’t ever believe that a spirit from The Other Side, or any other entity from anywhere else, can possess you without your awareness and permission. I promise you,
         it’s impossible, no matter how entertaining exorcist legends, books, and movies might be. As many of you know, I sometimes
         allow my Spirit Guide, Francine, to occupy my body for short periods of time. It’s a matter of pure practicality, and another
         distinguishing characteristic of spirit visitations—because of the significant difference between The Other Side’s vibrational
         frequency and ours here on earth, Francine’s voice, like all other spirits’ voices, sounds to our ears like an audiotape played
         at fast-forward speed. Frankly, it’s annoying, hard to understand when you’re not accustomed to it, and probably why the majority
         of spirits communicate telepathically. But when Francine has a lot of information to share, rather than put myself and everyone
         else through what might resemble a performance by one of the Chipmunks, I’ll essentially “step aside” through trance and allow
         Francine to use my body, or more specifically my vocal cords, for the duration of what she has to say. Without my knowledge,
         permission, and cooperation, it couldn’t happen. Should you hear a high-pitched, tinny, rather distant voice that seems to
         be coming from out of nowhere, though, as I know so many of you have, you can count on it that someone from Home has stopped
         by to say hello.
      

      
      Finally, just as spirits from The Other Side are incapable of negative thoughts and actions, they’re also incapable of visiting
         us for anything but the most positive of reasons. Even though it can be startling to see or hear them when you’re not accustomed
         to it, spirit visitations are never intended to frighten or intimidate or threaten or chase us away. All they want is to love
         us, comfort us, reassure us that they’ve never really left us and never will, and most of all to try to prove to us by their
         very presence, no matter how subtle, that by God’s grace, eternal life is a simple, sacred, indisputable fact.
      

      
      
      GHOSTS

      
      There is one tragic quality shared by every ghost in every corner of every country around the world: Not one of them has the
         slightest idea that they’re dead. Unlike most spirits who, when their bodies die, eagerly proceed through the tunnel that
         will take them Home, ghosts turn away from the tunnel, refusing to acknowledge its existence for reasons of their own and,
         as a result, remain earthbound, desperately confused and lonely, often angry, sometimes aggressive and petulant, trapped in
         a futile effort to make sense of an existence that by definition makes no sense at all.
      

      
      Of course, ghosts do leave their bodies like all of us do when our bodies stop functioning, and by leaving their bodies they
         also leave this earthly dimension. But by rejecting the tunnel and God’s loving, healing white light on The Other Side, they
         don’t transcend to the higher-frequency dimension of Home, either, which means that their spirits are left quite literally
         “neither here nor there.” That fact alone makes them very different from spirits from The Other Side in a number of ways:
      

      
      
         	
            Living in neither earth’s dimension nor the dimension of The Other Side, ghosts are typically more visible and distinct
               than spirits. I’ve used this analogy several times, but it seems effective enough that I’ll unapologetically use it again:
               The easiest way to picture the three dimensions we’re talking about— earth’s dimension, ghosts’ dimension, and the dimension
               of Home—is to visualize an electric fan. At its slowest speed, the fan’s blades are well defined and easy to see. That represents
               the dimension on earth, the one we all function in and are accustomed to. At the fan’s medium speed, the individual blades
               begin to blur into each other and are harder for our eyes to distinguish. That represents the dimension in which ghosts are trapped. Turn the fan to its highest speed and its blades seem
               to disappear completely, creating the illusion that the blades aren’t there at all, as false an illusion as the idea that
               The Other Side and its resident spirits don’t exist just because we can’t readily see them. The fact that some people are
               able to see and hear ghosts and spirits while others aren’t doesn’t prove that some people are crazy while others aren’t.
               It just proves that some people’s physical senses are more finely tuned than others’.
            

         

         	
            Because they haven’t yet experienced the love and healing of The Other Side, ghosts will bear visible signs of any injuries
               or illnesses or deformities that were present when their bodies died. You will never see a spirit from Home who’s wounded or sick or in any kind of physical or emotional pain.
            

         

         	
            When spirits are among us, their ultimate motivation is their love for us, and their efforts to get us to notice them are
               meant to express that love. Ghosts, on the other hand, are much more complicated. Their reasons for turning away from the
               tunnel and refusing to accept the fact of their death on this earth are widely varied. Some stay behind out of a confused
               sense of deep loyalty to a loved one or a property or a job for which they felt responsible during their lifetime. Some stay
               behind for revenge. Some stay behind to search for or wait for a lost love. Some stay behind out of fear that God is too displeased
               with them to embrace them into the blessed joy of Home (which is impossible, by the way—He embraces all of us who let Him).
               Whatever their confused purpose for rejecting the truth that they’re dead, they’re among us out of a distorted sense of reality.
               The world through a ghost’s eyes is locked in a time warp of their own disturbed creation. From their point of view, we are the intruders in their world, not the other way around. So we shouldn’t be too surprised that in their encounters with us, they’re sometimes angry,
               desperate, resentful, cranky, or annoying. Occasionally, when they realize that someone is seeing, hearing, or acknowledging
               them in any way, they can be appreciative and even playful, especially with children. But overall, like most unhappy, chronically
               disoriented beings, they can be unpredictable, not to mention depressing.
            

         

         	
            By not transcending to The Other Side, ghosts deprive themselves of the ability to bi-locate. There are no simultaneous
               appearances of a single ghost as there can be with a single spirit. In fact, by their own design, ghosts are usually too attached
               to whatever place they’re frequenting to wander far away from it anyway.
            

         

         	
            Also, having not transcended, ghosts exist in our dimension, not in the dimension of Home three feet above our ground level
               on earth. That’s why, while spirits appear to be “floating” as they move along the ground level of The Other Side, ghosts
               accurately appear to be functioning on exactly the same level we are.
            

         

         	
            As we discussed earlier, spirits, because they’re so eager for us to know it’s them, will appear in a form that will help
               us recognize them. Ghosts, on the other hand, couldn’t care less whether we recognize them or not, since they’re among us
               out of desperate confusion having nothing at all to do with comforting us. They might show up as very distinct images of their
               own earthly bodies, they might appear rather faded and unformed, or they might even present themselves as balls of heavy mist, almost as if they were smoke rings with the centers
               filled in. They have neither the divine skill nor the self-control of spirits from Home, so the physical appearance of ghosts
               is simply one more way in which they can be frustratingly unpredictable.
            

         

      

      
      Now that we’ve covered the basics of how and why most souls become spirits and a relative few become ghosts when their bodies
         die, and the basics of how to tell spirits and ghosts apart, you might think that’s pretty much all you need to know to prepare
         yourself for dealing with any unexpected visitors from the spirit world who come along.
      

      
      The fact is, though, that we’ve only just scratched the surface.

      
   
      
      Chapter Two
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      BEYOND SPIRITS AND 
GHOSTS: MORE VISITORS 
AND WHERE THEY 
COME FROM

      
      
      The worlds of spirits and ghosts are fascinating enough to fill countless volumes all by themselves. But they’re only the beginning
         of the story when it comes to “things that go bump in the night,” those welcome and unwelcome intruders who can make us doubt
         our own eyes, ears, and sanity. As the chapters of this book continue to unfold, you’ll be reading one account after another,
         some mine and some from literally hundreds upon hundreds of you, of encounters with dimensions beyond our own, encounters
         that I’m only able to fully understand and appreciate after thirty years of research through the Society of Novus Spiritus,
         the organization I founded in 1974 for the study and exploration of the paranormal. Decades later, I’m still learning, and
         still mesmerized by the wealth of phenomena around us that can help turn our time on earth from an existence to an adventure
         if we’ll just learn to recognize what those phenomena are, what causes them, and how to deal with them.
      

      
      TULPA

      
      “Tulpa” is a Tibetan term, and it refers to beings that originate in the mind and then, through intense belief and visualization,
         actually become physical realities. It’s not a case of a person or group of people becoming so convinced, through rumors and
         legends, that they all imagine the same entity out of some kind of shared hallucination. It’s a case of one mind, or several
         minds, creating a very real, physical, living being that eventually takes on a life of its own, gathering strength as more
         and more people begin believing in its existence and usually becoming even harder to get rid of than it was to visualize in
         the first place.
      

      
      One of the most brilliant explorers into the phenomenon of tulpa creation was a woman named Alexandra David-Neel, who was
         born in Paris in 1868. She was a fearless adventurer, writer, lecturer, researcher, and scholar who traveled throughout Asia,
         usually on foot, not just to study but also to experience everything from Eastern mysticism to philosophy to mind-over-matter
         techniques to the teachings of Buddha. She studied under Indian swamis, became a practicing Muslim in North Africa while studying
         the Koran, spent four years in a cave with a monk learning Tibetan spirituality, and was even the first Western woman ever
         to enter the capital, Lhasa, known as “the forbidden city” of Tibet. Her unquenchable thirst for knowledge lasted until her
         death in 1969 at the age of 101.
      

      
      One of the concepts of Tibetan culture that enthralled Alexandra David-Neel was the tulpa, the idea that just by mentally
         conceiving an entity you could actually create it as a physical reality. Like everything else that inspired her curiosity,
         she wasn’t content just to read about the tulpa—she wanted to explore the discipline of creating one herself. In her mind
         she made up a figure who was a round, pleasant little monk, kind of a Friar Tuck clone, as harmless and friendly as he could be. She then began practicing a routine of intense visualization and concentration, and over time she
         was able to see the small monk as not just a mental image inside her head but as a living, tangible being, separate from herself,
         as real as the rest of the world it began to inhabit. The more she continued to visualize him, the more solid and visible
         her creation became, and, to her increasing concern, the less able she was to control him. He started making appearances at
         his own convenience, whether she willed him to or not, and within a few weeks, other people around her who knew nothing about
         her tulpa experiment at all began asking about the diminutive stranger who seemed to be hanging around with increasing regularity.
      

      
      Most alarming of all to David-Neel, though, was that the longer her creation maintained this life of his own, the more his
         will began replacing hers. The round, happy little monk began to evolve into a stronger, more slender, more physically fit
         version of himself, and he became sullen, dark, and almost menacing. Horrified, David-Neel realized that this being she was
         responsible for creating was becoming dangerous, and she knew she had to take sole responsibility for destroying him, which
         she could only accomplish by absorbing him back into her own mind where he came from. The tulpa fought her every step of the
         way, so independent of her by now that he felt completely entitled to exist, and it took well over a month of the same intense
         concentration that created him for her to eliminate him once and for all. The process was so debilitating that David-Neel’s
         health was almost destroyed right along with the sinister little creature she’d brought into this world.
      

      
      If you find it hard to believe that a tangible living being can be created simply through the power of the mind, please remind
         yourself that everything human-made that exists on this earth originated with a single thought. And if you ever question how
         powerful projected thoughts and emotions can be, gather a group of friends in a room and ask them to agree on a feeling to concentrate on and
         project— anger, resentment, love, happiness, any well-defined emotion— without telling you which they’ve chosen or giving
         you any physical or verbal clues. Then leave the room for a couple of minutes to let them choose the emotion and silently
         focus their combined energy on it. You’ll be amazed at how readily you’ll be able to identify the emotion they’ve chosen as
         soon as you reenter the room, and how immediately you’ll be affected by it, either positively or negatively.
      

      
      Tulpa, then, are simply those same powerful projected thoughts and emotions that become telescoped into physical forms. The
         more thoughts and emotions and credibility are invested in the tulpas, the more real and alive they become. It’s important
         to remember that once they’ve begun to exist on their own, without those who created them controlling when they appear and
         disappear, they’re no longer imaginary, and no longer all that easy to control or get rid of.
      

      
      The yeti, or “abominable snowman,” of the Himalayas is a brilliant example of a tulpa, created by rumor and legend and then
         given life by increasingly widespread fear of it and belief in its existence. Its huge footprints have been photographed in
         the deep mountain snow, but even though it has reportedly been seen, fleetingly, from a distance of three hundred yards, its
         full form has never been captured on film. The native Sherpas of the high Himalayas firmly believe that the yeti lives among
         them and that it can make itself appear and disappear whenever it chooses, exactly like Alexandra David-Neel’s monk, who began
         to decide for himself when and if he wanted to be seen.
      

      
      I believe the Loch Ness monster is a tulpa. I also strongly believe that anyone who claims to have seen the devil in physical
         form has simply allowed fear, negativity, and evil to become such powerful forces in their life that they’ve created a tulpa that’s guaranteed to terrorize them, with no one but themselves to thank.
      

      
      And speaking of no one but themselves to thank, I also believe that a tulpa, created out of greed and a misguided interest
         in fame, was the only thing that ever “haunted” the infamous house in Amity-ville, NewYork, where the supposed “Amityville
         Horror” took place.
      

      
      In case you’re not familiar with the whole story of the Amityville house, its real horror took place on November 13, 1974,
         when a deeply troubled young man named Ronald DeFeo went on a lethal rampage through the three-story home and murdered six
         members of his family. He was convicted of all six murders and sentenced to twenty-five years to life in prison.
      

      
      In the summer of 1975, the DeFeo house was bought by George and Kathy Lutz. The young couple and Kathy’s three children moved
         into the house in December of 1975. Within either ten days or twenty-eight days, depending on which of the Lutzes’ accounts
         you choose to believe, they were allegedly driven from the house by ghosts, flying pigs, and other terrifying embodiments
         of evil. Their accounts of exactly what those ghosts, flying pigs, etc., looked like and did to them continued to change even
         after their best-selling book with an author named Jay Anson was released in 1977 and the hit movie The Amityville Horror, based on that book, leapt onto movie screens around the country in 1979, claiming to be “a true story.” To this day the
         Lutzes can’t seem to land on a story they’re comfortable with. In one interview, for example, George Lutz said that on their
         last night in the house, before they ran for their lives, abandoning everything they owned, he was in bed, helpless, unable
         to move or even cry out, for reasons he couldn’t quite articulate, while his wife levitated above the bed and he could hear
         his children’s beds upstairs slamming against the floor as if they were being lifted in the air and then suddenly dropped.
         In another interview George Lutz said that what happened in that house on their last night there was simply too horrible to describe. The question “So which is it?”
         leaps to mind.
      

      
      I need to make it clear before I go on that I’ve never been to the Amityville house. Warner Bros. Studios offered me a very
         generous amount of money to go there for a filmed paranormal investigation, but I declined. I believed then and I believe
         now that, with encouragement from friends and even Ronald DeFeo’s lawyer, William Weber, who was writing a book about the murders,
         George and Kathy Lutz realized that moving into the Amityville house might be their ticket to fame and fortune. I doubt that
         they meant any harm. Opportunism often starts with innocuous intentions, mixed with a lot of shortsightedness. I’m sure what
         started out as a potentially profitable publicity stunt kept snowballing until it was out of control and far too late for
         the Lutzes to gracefully back out of their story, especially with a movie studio determined to include the words “a true story”
         in their ads for The Amityville Horror. But there’s no way around the fact that anyone who tries to cash in on someone else’s tragedy will always pay too high a
         price in the long run to make it worth the effort.
      

      
      One of the psychics who participated in a séance at the Amityville house after the Lutzes moved out called it “the most evil
         place” she’d ever been. If that were true, how in the world would the people who subsequently bought the house have lived
         there for years and years without a single problem or paranormal incident?
      

      
      The bottom line is, I promise you, the only presences in the Amity-ville house that the Lutzes experienced, if they experienced any at all, were tulpas, inadvertently created by them out of a story that started out as fiction but became nonfiction as they became
         more and more invested in making it true. And those tulpas left the house and its new owners in peace and followed the couple
         who gave them life, whether the Lutzes are consciously aware of them or not.
      

      
      The lesson to be learned from the existence of tulpas is that we really do have to take great care with the thoughts we occupy
         ourselves with and project. The more we let negativity and fear and evil consume our minds, the more in danger we are of creating
         a tulpa of our own, to haunt us far more relentlessly than any ghost ever could, and we’ll have no one to blame but ourselves.
      

      
      
      IMPRINTS

      
      An imprint is an intensely concentrated pocket of energy, a site at which some extremely dramatic event or series of events
         has taken place with such profound impact that the images and emotions from those events literally become a part of the land
         and the atmosphere at the site itself. Not only do those images and emotions—grief, reverence, rage, terror, or joy, for example—become
         self-sustaining over the years, but everyone who experiences the powerful effect of the “imprinted” images and emotions and
         strongly reacts also lends even more energy to the imprint and helps perpetuate it. If you’ve visited Ground Zero in New York
         and felt a deep sense of grief and loss, or been overcome with reverent awe during a trip to the Holy Land, you’ve experienced
         an imprint and strengthened it with your own reactions.
      

      
      I learned the hard way about imprints and the images and emotions that characterize them on a drive home from a brief vacation
         in Palm Springs. Many of you are already familiar with this story from my book The Other Side and Back, but please bear with me for the benefit of the newcomers. And keep in mind that at the time this happened, I had never heard
         of imprints or of the history of a place called Pacheco Pass.
      

      
      Pacheco Pass is a stretch of Highway 152 in northern California, cutting through the range of mountains between the inland
         Interstate 5 and Pacific Coast Highway. My then-husband, Dal Brown, had decided to try it as a shortcut to our home in San Jose, and I
         had no psychic warnings that we were about to drive into one of the most bizarre episodes of my life.
      

      
      One moment I was gazing idly out the passenger window of the car, silent and bored. An instant later I felt as if I’d suddenly
         been slammed into a wall of horrific agony. I was so overwhelmed with panic and desperate emotional anguish that it took my
         breath away. It made me so frantic that I couldn’t even follow my instinct to pray my way back to normal because I couldn’t
         remember how.
      

      
      I heard a deafening flood of voices, screaming, moaning, primal rage and violence, the sounds of torture and cruel death.
         Then came the relentless assault of images that looked every bit as real as the landscape around us—covered wagons on fire
         with children trapped inside; Indians, some in chains being beaten, some circling wildly on horseback; Spanish soldiers gathered
         around a hanging corpse; Mexicans and Caucasians in bloody mortal hand-to-hand combat; thick black smoke rolling from inside
         poorly built log cabins. I could smell gunpowder and burning flesh. My husband told me later that I grabbed his arm and kept
         begging, “Help me!” but I have no memory of that at all. I do remember that it seemed to take hours and hours and many miles
         for me to be released from that awful feeling of doom and near hysteria, and I was in a deep depression for days afterward.
      

      
      I was determined to find out what on earth had happened to me, partly because I’m a compulsive researcher and partly because
         I wanted to know whether or not I’d just plain gone completely nuts. First, during an interview on a local radio station,
         I gave my office number and asked for anyone to call who’d had any kind of unusual experience in Pacheco Pass. The response
         was astounding. Hundreds of people called to report everything from inexplicable feelings of panic and impending death to
         actually gaining and losing time while driving through that one stretch of road. We even heard from the California Highway Patrol, whose files confirmed that the
         number of car accidents, incidents of road rage, and suicides was consistently much higher in Pacheco Pass than anywhere else
         in their jurisdiction.
      

      
      In the meantime, I also learned that Pacheco Pass and the land around it had a tragic and violent history. Indians called
         it “the Trail of Tears” in honor of their ancestors who were tortured and killed by the Spanish feudal empire that ruled the
         area at the time and kept them as slaves. Once that empire was overthrown and their slaves were released, the Indians were
         at war for years with the Mexican bandits who’d come to live in the rough mountain range and, later, with the American settlers
         drawn to California by the gold rush.
      

      
      The history of Pacheco Pass was so consistent with the images, sounds, and debilitating emotions that had assaulted me on
         that seemingly uneventful drive that I
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