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Chapter 1: Pine Bush House
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This is another case that came my way
as a result of meeting someone at one of the Pine Bush UFO Fairs,
back in 2013. It was Barbara Grey, owner of the beautiful Pine Bush
House bed and breakfast on Maple Street. Almost a year passed
before she contacted me again, but once I heard some of her
stories, I knew it was a place I had to visit.

The house was built in 1904
for Archibald Taylor, who was in real estate and the lumber
business. The History of Orange County New
York, published in 1908, had the following
entry:

The growth of Pine Bush has
been largely increased by the opening of the railroad…Mr. A.R.
Taylor has taken a liberal course, as an owner of a large amount of
real estate, in opening new streets and contributing largely to
every measure of village improvement. He has been largely employed
as a civil engineer and land surveyor, and is still often engaged
in land surveys and the adjustment of boundaries. He drove the
first railroad stake in Chicago during an engagement at the West
many years ago.


Another entry describes the family and
lumber business:

H. R. TAYLOR, of Pine Bush,
N. Y., who conducts an extensive trade in lumber, building
materials, etc., established this business in 1895. His father,
Archibald R. Taylor, was a native of Ulster County, and in 1849
located in Pine Bush, where he purchased a large tract of land, and
began the erection of buildings. He was largely identified with the
prosperity of this village and associated with its business
interests. In 1856 he married Miss Mary, daughter of John Colwell
Rainey, of Crawford. The following children were born: Archibald,
Hamilton R., Emily, Anne and John C., now state senator.


The family was obviously prosperous and
wielded considerable influence in the area, and their stately home
naturally reflected their status. But the property was to undergo
changes over the years, including several additions—additions which
around 1980 became part of a senior housing facility. The large
bedrooms in the main house were still occupied, but only by those
that could afford them. The less economically fortunate had tiny
rooms that had been partitioned off in the dormitory
addition.

Someone who worked there, who wanted to
keep all names anonymous, wrote the following about the
place:

I am a close friend
of (names removed), two previous owners. I lived in the bungalow with my children
for a few years, and took care of people there for many years. Pine
Bush House was an adult residence (mostly women) where lots of old
folks, some with psychiatric problems, died.

We did a lot of praying in
that house for a lot of years. There was a lot of healing, a lot of
deliverance. Many spiritual people living there. And I do believe
some people were not at peace, and many died there. I just
know (name removed) was reluctant to ship them off to nursing homes. She loved
them all, and put up with some very crazy people, so it made her
job hard.


This person also went on to name and
describe many of the residents, both in terms of their physical
characteristics, and personalities—as well as any mental illnesses
from which they were suffering. I will maintain the privacy of
these individuals even though they are deceased, but suffice it to
say, there were enough issues and situations to create a whole host
of confused and disturbed spirits. Whether or not the profiles of
these individuals could be matched to any of the paranormal
activity in the house remained to be seen.

The senior home operated for about 25
years, until it was converted to a bed and breakfast. When Barbara
and her husband, Mark, bought the place, they lovingly restored it
to its former glory. However, there are some things that nails and
paint can’t change—the remnants and imprints of the former
residents. The following are just some of the things that Barbara
has experienced over the years.


My husband and I live in the
basement. Sometimes, at night, you can hear someone walking above
us (the dining room/butler’s pantry area is directly above our
living room). It drives my husband crazy, and he insists it’s one
of our tenants walking up to her apartment in the back - but I’ve
checked and she’s not always home when it happens. Mark doesn’t
believe in spirits - he thinks Kodie (an employee at the B&B)
and I are crazy.

I have two small furbabies
[dogs] that are a little over a year old. We were doing renovations
in our basement kitchen in the fall when our girl, Tinkerbell, had
an encounter of some kind. We had a pet gate up so the dogs
couldn’t get into the construction area. There are often times when
Tinkerbell (it’s always Tinkerbell, never her brother) will look
into our bedroom and bark at the dark, or go to the bottom of the
stairs (leading up to the kitchen) and bark. This night she kept
going to the gate and barking - she wouldn’t stop even after I
started fussing at her (it was beginning to be annoying). I turned
the light on to show her there was nothing there. After about an
hour of the barking I heard a big crash - like something heavy fell
over. Tinkerbell comes running through the living room and jumps on
the couch shaking all over. I went to the kitchen area and couldn’t
find anything that had fallen over - everything was the same as I
had left it. I went upstairs, but there weren’t any issues up
there. Tinkerbell wouldn’t follow me - she stayed trembling in the
corner of the couch. It took me about 30 minutes to get her semi
calmed down - even then she got on the back of the sofa and hid
behind me under my hair. She didn’t make a sound the rest of the
night.

Another time I was in the
dining room talking on the phone. I heard someone come down the
front stairs, and the vestibule light turned on - a few seconds
later it turned off, and I heard someone go back up the stairs.
Thinking Kodie was here, I finished my conversation, went to the
bottom of the stairs, and called out. After the third or fourth
time I called her name, she comes walking in the front door - it
hadn’t been her, and I had been the only one in the
house.

I had only lived here about
a year when I was sitting at the kitchen table making out menus for
the coming weekend. I heard the front door open/close, and someone
walking up the front stairs (same stairs as in the previous
paragraph). Thinking it was Kodie’s sister, I went out to meet her
- it wasn’t her, she wasn’t even on her way over.

For around 6 months or so,
Mark and I lived on the third floor. I always had things happen up
there - personal items being moved around, doors closing and being
locked, etc. 95% of the guests who have asked if the house is
haunted have done so based on what they’ve experienced on the third
floor.

There’s a local lady who
personally knew the previous owners (two sets ago) when this
property was being run as a senior’s home. She has all kinds of
tales about “things” happening here. She immediately knew what I
was talking about when I started asking her
questions. 

I have an apartment in the
back (long term rental) that housed some of the seniors during the
time it was a senior home. The tenant would go through periods when
she would come home to find her poor dog, Princess, locked (yes,
locked) in the bathroom. Mark changed out the handle several times,
eventually just installing a door knob that can’t be locked. As far
as I know there haven’t been problems down there since Princess
passed almost two years ago.


Here are some of Kodie’s
stories:


There have been multiple
instances at the B&B where I have had odd things happen. It
seems to me it’s mainly when we begin renovations or gather new
workers. I have worked at the B&B for almost 6 years now and my
sister had worked there a short period before I had started. There
was one time when she had the door in the room propped open with a
stool from the bathroom, and while making the bed on the other side
of the room, she slipped on a curtain dragging on the floor, and
somehow when she fell, the stool was now next to her and she had
hit her head on it.

Another odd thing is doors
opening and closing, hearing doors opening and closing, but nobody
is there, and lights turning on and off. There have been times when
Barbara and Mark would get after me for leaving the lights on, on
the third floor, when I distinctly remember turning the lights off
before I had left.

There’s also a strange
knocking noise that my coworker, Connie, and I hear quite often.
It’s in the dining room and sounds like someone is walking or
knocking on the floor above us. We even tested by asking questions
and saying things like “Knock 2 times if you’re a female” and such
like that, to which we would get responses. Keep in mind it was
only the 2 of us here. So I know I’m not going crazy!

On quite a few occasions I have been cleaning in a room upstairs
and heard what sounds like people laughing or talking and the
stairs would be creaking slightly. I’d walk out and call for my
boss and get no response. After doing that, I’d run to the next
room to check the driveway and nobody was there.

Also in one of the rooms
(Chardonnay), there was a time when I went to get stuff from the
supply closet and while walking past the doorway, I thought I saw a
figure or something standing in the room in my peripheral vision,
to which I quickly turned to look and at that moment it seemed to
rapidly disappear, and a slight wind blew my hair and it sounded
like someone whispered “Hey” in my ear. I ran downstairs so fast,
and when I got to Barbara she was frantic asking me what had
happened, and said I was so pale I looked like I had seen a ghost.
That was the one time I was a bit creeped out. I’ve managed to look
past everything and accept it, but there are still places in the
house I don’t like to go by myself (the 3rd floor, or the back of
the basement). I just get an uneasy feeling.

About 3 years ago and it was
getting late in the day, cause we had a busy schedule and we were
just finishing things up when I realized my cellphone had gone
missing. I knew the phone was on vibrate but still insisted that if
we called it I’d find it. My phone would ring, but we couldn’t hear
it or find it. After about 20 minutes of looking, I decided to
go back and check in all the rooms top to bottom. When I had gotten
into the Cabernet room, I wound up finding my phone directly under
the center of the bed flipped upside down and turned off. This
wasn’t the first time things had gone missing though. My sister had
something similar happen to her with a TV remote she had placed on
the shelf where it belonged and next thing she knew it was gone.
Again, it was under the bed flipped over.


While there didn’t seem to be anything
threatening or harmful, activity did appear to be consistent, and
persistent. I arranged to stop by one afternoon in early April to
take a look around and match the stories with their locations.
(And, of course, I had to get a take-out order from my favorite
vegetarian restaurant in Pine Bush, Pure City, for Bob and
I.)

Kodie and Connie began my tour by
heading up to the third floor. Kodie explained that they never
seemed to have any problems with the queen room to the left,
although while cleaning that room, they have heard someone walking
in the hall.

However, something very strange, and
unnerving, occurred in the twin room. Kodie and a former employee
were painting the room, when suddenly the door flew open and hit
the nightstand. And it repeatedly went back and forth hitting the
nightstand until Kodie grabbed it and firmly closed it. Yet, a half
an hour later, the door flew open again and did the same thing.
When Barbara and Mark lived on the third floor in the queen room,
they would often get up in the morning and find that same twin room
door standing open. I examined the door knob, and it closed
securely, and no amount of pulling or pushing on the door made it
open.

One night a family was sleeping on the
third floor—or at least trying to. The parents were in the queen
room, and their son was in the twin room. In the middle of the
night, the mother heard noises and a child crying in the bathroom.
Assuming something was wrong with her son, she rushed into the
bathroom, but no one was there. Checking the twin room, she found
her son sound asleep in bed.

Another family that stayed on the third
floor had their teenaged son get so scared he slept with his
parents. The boy swore he heard footsteps on the stairs and saw a
man. Then the entire family (parents, son, and teenaged daughter)
heard someone go into the bathroom, which scared them all. They
were so frightened that Barbara thought they were going to have to
leave, but after the initial shock, “they were cool about it, and
open to the possibilities,” so decided to stay, even though they
experienced something unusual each of their three nights
there.

There’s a spa room on the third floor,
as well, and both staff and guests have felt as though they were
being watched. Again, it’s nothing threatening in any way, just a
very strong feeling that you are not alone.

Several years ago, a movie was being
filmed locally, and many members of the cast and crew stayed there.
Space was at a premium, so one of the assistants, Marcella, had to
sleep in the spa room. In the morning, Marcella approached Kodie
and said she had a question for her.

“Do weird things happen here





















































































cover.jpg
CTe)

INVESTIGATOR
VOLUME 12

Y
W é
\ ?
! 7!
[

LINDA ZIMMERMANN






tmp_1e16e042aaa76882cbbd86eeb93d138b_fOOOD5_html_m311be3f0.jpg





