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Introduction

 


2007 has just been a completely awful year.
Both of my beloved dogs, Dini and Shadow, succumbed to cancer,
followed by my father-in-law, and I continue to feel their loss
every hour of the day. I am simply not the same person anymore
without them, and I doubt I ever will be. Many other terrible
things have also occurred, to the point where it has been difficult
to find relief from the tragedies I deal with in ghost
investigations. Both the living and the dead are unhappy these
days.

They say that whatever doesn’t kill you makes
you stronger, but I have a few choice words about that ridiculous
idea. As the cases in this book illustrate, whatever doesn’t kill
you can make your life miserable, and that misery can drift over
into death. Suicides, murders, physical and mental illnesses are
the recipes for a haunting, and regret, remorse, and suffering are
the ingredients.

It is not by coincidence that three of the
stories involve suicides (and two on the same street!); one is
about an old hotel where death came in many tragic forms, while
another deals with a restaurant where jealousy may have led to
murder. In addition, almost all of them involve terrible diseases,
both physical and mental, that brought great suffering to the
victims and their families.

What lesson can be learned from all this?
There is really no good way to die, but there are good ways to
live. As you read these stories in the seventh volume of the
Ghost Investigator series, realize that every decision you
make is important and can have long lasting repercussions. I’ve
said this many times, but it’s worth repeating—don’t live a life of
regret; find the courage to make the changes that will make your
life happier. If you do, you will probably give future ghost
hunters one less case to investigate.

All of this gloom and misery aside, I have
chosen to name this book Psychic Impressions, as the sixth
sense aspect continues to play an ever important role in my work.
Starting with psychic Cyra Green’s remarkable results in two
previous cases, to the amazing work of Lisa Ann (www.spiritquesthealingcenter.com) in several of
this year’s investigations, to the ongoing and deepening
impressions that fellow ghost hunter Mike Worden and myself
experience, the intuitive senses continue to prove to be a valuable
tool.

I still strive to obtain documented
scientific and historical evidence, but I cannot deny that there is
valuable information that can be obtained through psychic
impressions—information that often couldn’t be found with any
traditional methods. Like everything else, however, it is a tool
that must be used properly, and with frequent reality checks. The
imagination can play tricks, especially in dark, creepy places, so
just be on guard and try to verify everything, if possible.

That being said, I think you will see that in
these stories, mere imagination can’t account for what was found
and verified. As always, I leave it up to you to decide whether or
not you believe, but please keep an open mind, and remember that I
painstakingly try to relate everything exactly as it happened.

With that, there are some people to
thank.

My husband, Bob Strong, continues to give his
support to all of my crazy endeavors, both personal and work
related. Police Detective Michael Worden is always willing and able
to help in investigations—even if they require long road trips with
lots of brownies. He has started his own website, so please drop
him a line to encourage him to finish his first book (www.paranormalpolice.com).

Many thanks to psychic Lisa Ann, who has been
“dead on” with her abilities at several haunted locations,
providing vital information. Thanks and hugs also to Barbara
Bleitzhofer for both her psychic abilities and organizational
skills. And as always, my gratitude to all the people in this book,
both named and anonymous, who have let me into their homes and
businesses to explore the paranormal realm firsthand.

I hope you all enjoy these stories, but
before you continue, I have one favor to ask. Say a little prayer
for Dini and Shadow, and any pets or people you may have lost this
past year. The mind has amazing powers to influence this world and
the next, as you will understand when you experience your own
psychic impressions.

 


Linda Zimmermann

August 2007

 


 


A Life of Regret

Liberty, NY

 


In 2004, I investigated a house built in 1885
in Liberty, NY, and the fascinating story of its haunted activity
appeared in Ghost Investigator, Volume 4. To summarize, with
excerpts from that story:

 


In October of 1998, Cheryl’s sister bought a
large Victorian home in Liberty, New York. Cheryl, her husband,
Dan, and their four-year-old daughter, Aarron, moved into the
second story of the house. The winter passed quietly, with no sign
that there was anything out of the ordinary. Then in the spring of
1999, Aarron came running out of the playroom, yelling that there
was a woman in the closet. Cheryl rushed into the room, but found
no one. She repeatedly assured Aarron that there wasn’t anyone in
the playroom, but the girl refused to go back in the room for the
rest of the day. The young girl also began complaining about
“lights” in her room at night that would keep her awake.

Bizarre occurrences were not limited to the
upstairs portion of this house. Strange things also happened to
Cheryl’s sister on the first floor. On several occasions while
taking a shower, she has heard children laughing and running up and
down the stairs. At first, she assumed it was Cheryl’s kids (they
had added a son, named Justin), but each time she discovered that
no one else was at home.

One afternoon she called Cheryl and was
somewhat annoyed, wanting to know what had been going on upstairs
all day, as for hours it sounded like the kids had been jumping up
and down making a tremendous racket. Cheryl calmly replied that
they had just gotten home, and the upstairs had been empty all day.
It appears that if a woman’s spirit does haunt the house, she has a
few boisterous children to keep her company.

As disconcerting as it must be to hear
phantom children, imagine what it must be like to actually
see one—or worse yet, to be touched by a tiny hand
reaching across the void between life and death. Unfortunately for
Cheryl, the unthinkable happened to her one day when she least
expected it. She had just come home after dropping off her daughter
and nieces at Girl Scouts. She carried Justin to the second floor,
put him down on the couch in the living room, and turned to close
the childproof gate at the top of the stairs.

Apparently, another spiritual gateway was
open at the time, and at least one child had already slipped
through, because there beside her was standing a blond little boy.
He reached out his hand and quickly tapped her back as if playing a
game of tag.

An icy jolt raced up Cheryl’s back, and her
hair literally stood on end. She could hardly believe her eyes, but
there was a boy, as real and solid as a living child. And that
touch of his hand—a solid touch, but not like anything from the
world of the living. This contact with the dead had a stunning
effect. Cheryl admits that she “freaked” and ran down the hall. She
immediately called her father, and for half an hour he gently urged
her to take deep breaths and try to calm down.

When Dan came home, Cheryl told him all about
her unearthly encounter, and how the chill in her spine from the
little boy’s touch was still with her. Despite all that had already
occurred in the house, Dan kind of shrugged off the encounter,
understandably finding it hard to believe that a dead child had
materialized in his home, played tag with his wife and then
vanished. However, he would undergo a very rapid change in attitude
about one week later.

He and Cheryl were sitting in the kitchen,
and he had a clear view of the hallway. As they spoke, he saw
something move out of the corner of his eye, and turned to see a
little boy run down the hall and turn into Justin’s room. Dan told
his wife what he just saw, and she said it couldn’t have been
Justin, as he was in the living room watching television.
Determined to prove his wife wrong, Dan went into his son’s room,
but found it empty. He then went into the living room and found
Justin watching television, as he had been during the time some
other little boy was running down the hall.

Another unusual manifestation occurred late
one night in the living room (which always feels cold, even during
the summer). Cheryl had fallen asleep on the couch, but was
awakened by something about 2am. There in the corner of the room
was a wedding dress, floating in mid-air. Several times she closed
her eyes and rubbed them, but each time when she opened them, the
wedding dress was still there. She described the dress as a
turn-of-century style with “poofy” sleeves, perhaps from the era
when the house was first built. As she stared at the dress,
wondering what else might appear or happen, it simply faded from
sight.

As if all this wasn’t enough to live with,
there is also a temporary grave marker in the basement. It was for
a woman named Mary, and for some reason activity in the house
always greatly increased whenever that marker is moved.

 


Over the past few years, I would occasionally
hear from Cheryl and was pleased to learn that things were
relatively quiet. That all changed in September, 2006.

Justin was now 6 years-old, and by all
accounts he was a normal, well-adjusted boy. Then one night he left
his bedroom and went into the living room to sleep. The next night
he got up and again went to the couch. The following night he began
to get very agitated at bedtime, not wanting to even go into his
bedroom. When this behavior continued, Cheryl asked what on earth
was wrong. Justin’s answer was startling.

He explained that two children came into his
room every night and they would wake him up because they wanted to
play. There was a little boy who was very energetic, and a younger
girl who was more shy and quiet. The boy would jump on the bed,
poke him, and do whatever he could to get Justin to play.

He further explained that the little boy
often played too rough, frightening the girl, who would flee to the
living room. Justin repeatedly asked the boy to leave him alone so
he could sleep, but the boy wouldn’t stop, forcing him to also go
into the living room to get some peace and quiet.

It was an interesting story, but one that was
well within the realm of the imagination of a six-year-old boy. Of
course, as the spirits of children were known to haunt this house,
Cheryl and Dan had to consider that this might be more than just a
case of imaginary friends. Weeks passed, and Justin became even
more reluctant to enter his room at night, and his description of
the rambunctious boy and shy girl remained consistent. Then one
night at bedtime he burst into tears and pleaded with Cheryl not to
make him sleep in his room. Only after agreeing to let him keep his
TV and light on, did he relent and go to bed.

When Cheryl sent me the first email about her
son waking up in the middle of the night, I had to make sure there
weren’t other factors involved. Had he ever had problems before?
Did he drink soda containing caffeine at night? Could there be any
other health or nutritional explanations? It’s always important to
rule out any natural causes before considering the paranormal, and
when this didn’t seem to be a case of a natural sleep disorder, it
appeared as though another investigation would be warranted.

At the time, I was in the midst of my busy
lecture season and was hoping that things would remain stable at
the house long enough to get past it, but then I received another
email from Cheryl that contained the following:

“Well, we have gone from Justin not sleeping
at night to not going to bed unless we promise to keep his DVD/TV
on all night. He cries if I tell him that I plan on shutting it off
during the night because he doesn't want Jack to come in his room
anymore. I've never had a bad experience in this house and I don't
know why my son is so afraid. He tells me that all Jack and Jill
want to do is play, but I've never seen him so frightened to go to
bed. He doesn't even go in there to play! We have got to do
something. I need to know who these kids are and why they are
attached to my son and yet leave my daughter alone. Justin should
feel happy in his own home, not nervous and upset! HELP!”

Apparently the spirits were very restless and
were not about to wait.

I contacted Mike and psychic Lisa Ann, and we
arranged to visit the Liberty house ASAP. It was a cold Friday
morning when we arrived at the large Victorian home. I had
instructed Cheryl and Dan not to reveal anything to Lisa Ann about
what was going on, and I hadn’t told her anything, either, other
than this promised to be an interesting case.

She later told me that she did have some
concern that I was bringing her to another oppressively negative
haunting like the one in Pomona, NY (with the dark figure, see
GI V6), so when we pulled into the driveway she was
pleasantly surprised that she wasn’t met by a wave of evil.

However, she was met by something equally
bizarre, albeit benign. As we got out of the car, Lisa Ann looked
up at the house and saw an old woman looking out at her from the
attic window. Of course, there weren’t any old women in the house,
at least not of the living variety, and Dan explained that it isn’t
even possible to stand up in front of that window due to the low
rafters.

Before exploring the inside of the house,
Lisa Ann was drawn to the backyard where she sensed flowing water
and someone being pushed. There is indeed a stream behind the
house, with a steep and dangerous embankment. Whoever had been
pushed had been seriously injured, but she did not feel that the
victim was connected with the house, or that any ghosts were
involved. Instead, it was the residue of the fear of falling that
still hung in the air after many years. That residual fear may
actually seep into the house, as Cheryl had previously reported
that she frequently felt afraid of falling down the main
staircase!

As we entered the top level of the two-family
house, Lisa Ann confirmed the presence of an old woman, a very sad
old woman. A few moments later, she added that she heard the
“pitter-patter” of feet—the little feet of children running up and
down the hallways. They were not negative entities, just very
energetic and they loved to play.

Talk about batting a thousand! While I was
tempted to shout, “That’s it!” and give her a high five, I played
it cool and didn’t say she was wrong or right. We had only been in
the house a few minutes, and I didn’t want to influence the
remainder of the investigation.

We moved from room to room, and when we went
into Justin’s bedroom Lisa Ann immediately said that this was where
the children were most active. She went on to say that there were
two children, close in age. I asked if they were male or female,
and she said there is a boy and a girl.

Right again!

“Okay,” I said plainly, still not letting on
that she was reading the activity in the house like an open
book.

On the first floor of the house, the presence
of the children was less pronounced. Their domain predominantly
appeared to be upstairs. However, it was just the opposite case
with the old woman. Lisa Ann felt her most strongly on this floor,
specifically in a back bedroom. The feeling of sadness accompanying
this spirit also felt stronger. As more information flowed in, a
better picture of this sad old woman came into focus.

“I don’t think she had children of her own,”
Lisa Ann said, and then thought, or more accurately,
listened for another moment. “It’s the children who cause
all the commotion here, and she feels the need to watch over
them.”

Apparently, this old woman looked after the
children when they were alive, and it is because of them that she
is still connected to this house. In addition, in her final years
she suffered ill health, and was perhaps confined to a wheel chair.
The emotional impact of that illness can still clearly be felt.

Our next stop was the basement. Lisa Ann’s
first impression was that homemade wine once filled racks along the
walls. Other than that, she did not feel very much, even when she
went into the small room that still contained the grave marker that
seemed to spark trouble.

“I’m going to break protocol,” I said, as I
went back into the room to get the grave marker of the local woman.
Handing the marker to Lisa Ann, I asked if any activity was
connected to it.

To our surprise, she didn’t feel as though
this grave marker had anything to do with the spirits in the house.
She “saw” a male relative of the deceased take the marker and bring
it to the house, but no entity was attached to it.

“It’s definitely not connected to the woman I
feel in the house,” she said. “The old woman I sense is from an
earlier time, one of the first owners of the house.”

She did sense something else in the basement,
however; a male spirit, possibly that of a former handyman from
that same early time period. While Cheryl still refuses to go into
the basement alone because of the strong presence she feels, Lisa
Ann did not see this man as sinister or threatening, although she
felt he had been a heavy drinker. The most she would say about him
was that he could be considered “creepy,” and if Cheryl was
sensitive to him than she had every right to be unnerved.

The next stop was the kitchen for a crucial
part of the investigation—bagels and tea. As we ate, Lisa Ann
summarized and clarified her findings.

“I think the old woman did live in the house,
and she was one of the first owners. I don’t think the kids ever
lived here. I think she watched the kids or they used to like to
play here, because they have a very fun, free-spirited energy about
them, and they like to play.

“She (the old woman) has a sadness about her,
and I’m still not understanding why she’s so sad, but I do think
she was in a wheelchair, or something like that, towards the end.
Her energy is more downstairs, the kids are more upstairs.

“Outside by the stream it feels like someone
had fallen, but didn’t live here.

“In the basement is a man who took care of
the house, maybe when the woman was older or sick.

“Nothing here is negative, and the kids don’t
realize they are scary. They run, move objects. She had money, the
kids didn’t. She spoiled them, gave them special food. They felt
special being here, a safety zone.”

After Lisa Ann’s summary, we were finally
able to let her know everything that had been happening, and how
accurate she had been in sensing the nature of the paranormal
activity in the house. Cheryl asked the names of the two children,
and while Lisa Ann wasn’t certain, she thought it might have been
Mary and Michael. (Make note of this for later in the story!)

Lisa Ann asked if there was a farm up the
street, as she felt that the children had walked to the house from
a particular direction. Dan was able to confirm that some buildings
in the area she described had been constructed on the site of an
old farm. Again, she repeated that the old woman who cared for the
two poor farm children never had kids of her own. She also felt
that the children had died of illness around the same time, perhaps
the victims of some local epidemic.

She also “saw” a script letter “E” as part of
the woman’s name, but admitted she had no sense whether it was a
first or last name. It was odd that while the old woman did appear
adamant about the “E,” she did not provide a full name. I made a
mental note to look for a script “E” on any material that might
eventually be found someday.

I never imagined that day had already
arrived.

After further discussion, it looked as though
the investigation was over and we would be leaving shortly. But now
it was my turn to hear a persistent voice in my head. I did not
actually experience it as a distinct human voice, more of a feeling
that the old woman did not want us to leave. In my mind I had the
unmistakable message that there was more to be found, and we
couldn’t go until we found whatever was so important.

I didn’t want to impose upon everyone as we
had been there for several hours already, and everyone had things
to do the rest of the day. Still, the feeling was strong, and if
ten years of ghost hunting has taught me anything it’s to go with
your gut feeling—especially in a haunted location.

“Do you think if we went into Justin’s room
for a while with all the equipment we could get some evidence?” I
suggested.

“No, they aren’t in there now,” Lisa Ann
replied, then explained again how she felt that their presence
would most likely only be able to be detected at night.

Still, that persistent urging would not take
no for an answer, and I asked if anyone would mind trying anyway.
Of course, Lisa Ann was right, and our cameras and instruments
didn’t pick up anything unusual. Still, there was more. I just knew
there was something more.

Cheryl then told Lisa Ann about the night she
witnessed the Victorian-style wedding gown floating in the living
room. This led to the speculation that not only did the old woman
not have children, but that she had never gotten married. (Only the
empty gown had appeared to Cheryl, no one was wearing it.) Perhaps
the woman had been engaged, and a tragedy or break-up had thwarted
both her marital and maternal hopes.

“Is she here all the time?” I asked.

“Yes, but for some reason I get her up in the
attic and I don’t know why.”

Dan explained that you can’t stand upright in
most sections of the attic, and again assured us that it was
impossible to stand in front of the window where the old woman
appeared, as the window was at floor level. (In other words, if
someone was standing in front of that window, you would see their
legs, not their face and torso.)

Why would this old woman appear to Lisa Ann
in that window, and why would her presence be the strongest up
there, when it was the main floors of the house where she lived and
cared for the children?

I knew everyone was once again thinking the
investigation was over, but I needed to get into that attic. I
suggested we go up there for just a few minutes. I wanted to see
that window, and see if there was any chance we could find some
remnant of the past.

The stairs were incredibly narrow and steep,
and there would have been no way an elderly and infirm woman would
have been able to climb them. Dan had to move some boxes for us to
all get up there, and then moved several more to give us space to
squeeze through to different sections.

Lisa Ann did a bit of a balancing act by
walking along beams out into a section that didn’t have
floorboards, but was rewarded by finding some newspapers from 1905,
and a marvelous 1905 Macy’s catalog which really gave a sense of
the time with its fancy clothing, household items, jewelry, etc.
(Including diamond rings for less than $10!)

I got on my hands and knees and crawled under
a progressively lower slanted part of the attic in the back of the
house. Poking around in the hundred-year-old dust I joked with Dan,
“Is this your stack of hundred dollar bills back here?”

“Yeah, those are mine,” he replied, “I
wondered where I put them.”

Of course, it would have been great to find a
hidden stash of money, but in ghost investigator terms I was just
about to find something priceless. I came upon on old photo of a
woman on the beach (circa 1920s?), a piece of an old tortoise shell
comb, an addressed envelope, and some bits and pieces of paper.
Then way in the back I found a small, thin book covered in dust. At
first I was disappointed that it appeared to be only an old school
book, until I opened it.

The book was from 1902 and the owner had
inscribed it Mary E. Drake—emphasis on the fancy script “E.”
Of course, this didn’t mean it was the Mary in question (Cheryl
always referred to the spirit as Mary, as she thought it was the
woman from the grave marker. Perhaps she had been using the right
name, but for the wrong reasons?) At the back of the book there
were a couple of handwritten pages, but in the dim attic light they
were hard to read.
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We continued searching, and Lisa Ann felt
that there was more to be discovered—under the floorboards near
where I found the book. I wasn’t about to push my luck and ask Dan
to get a crowbar, but I was certainly tempted. We also checked out
the window where the old woman had appeared, and indeed it was at
floor level, so someone would have had to have been sitting or
lying down to look out.
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We brought our findings down to the kitchen
and tried to decipher all the writing. Mike’s detective skills
helped, and an angled flashlight brought out more detail to some of
the faint, penciled words. He also pointed out how the pressure and
style of the writing changed, suggesting that it had been written
at different times, and under some emotional strain. I photographed
everything, thinking that I might further enhance details on my
computer later.

The two pages of handwritten notes in Mary
E.’s book were indeed somewhat disjointed and rambling, and it was
difficult to tell if she was writing to someone, or keeping a diary
of sorts. There was a line about someone “being admitted to the
bar,” a paragraph about embroidering towels for some female
friends, and curious emphasis on the line, “It had better be
announced.”

The real mind blowing sentence was to be
discovered by Lisa Ann, as she slowly made out each word and read,
“I ain’t…got…nobody to…call me…mom…”

I don’t think it would be an exaggeration to
say that there were five completely stunned people in the room at
that point. This was all too incredible! How many times had Lisa
Ann repeated
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Some of the items
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