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Introduction

 


The struggle between the living and the dead
goes on, which is no surprise as it appears that the living can’t
even get along amongst themselves. Around the world there’s death
and destruction, terrible natural disasters, everything is too
expensive, and no one seems to have any answers. Guess what?
Welcome to life on earth as it’s been since civilization first
began.

Even with all of this, I chose to remain
optimistic overall. Yes, there are many days that I want to pick up
my life’s marbles and not play anymore, but the game must go on.
And as I regularly come into contact with all manner of unhappy and
angry spirits, I increasingly realize the importance of enjoying
that game as much as possible. I’ve said it before—I have no
intention of being on my deathbed with a long list of regrets.

Perhaps this is a somewhat morbid
introduction, but hey, it’s a ghost book! You can’t help getting
philosophical about life the more you encounter death. This book
contains cases involving spirits trapped at locations by tragedies,
regrets, unfinished business, anger and just plain evil. It’s not a
happy bunch of ghosts, and they are not making the living too
happy, either, with all of their paranormal meddling in human
affairs.

By all means do everything you can to keep
the people in your life happy—but don’t forget yourself! Far too
many people don’t value their own happiness, and their lives become
endless cycles of doing what they think they have to do, not what
they want to do. And the next thing you know these people will die
with a heap of regrets, become ghosts and I’ll be writing about
them some day…

But seriously, have fun, do what’s right for
you, and you’ll find it usually all works out in the end.

In the meantime, I hope you enjoy this latest
book in the Ghost Investigator series. I may be slightly
biased, but I think it has some amazing cases of the paranormal. It
also has what I consider to be the best “ghost photo” I’ve ever
taken. And please feel free to contact me with comments and
stories, as believe it or not, I still prefer being contacted by
the living…

Linda Zimmermann

August 30, 2006

 


 


 


Creepy Canada

 


In the summer of 2005, I was contacted by a
producer of Creepy Canada, a popular ghost/paranormal show
that had completed two successful seasons. For season three, they
were looking to go south of the border for some creepy American
ghost stories. The producer wanted to know two things—did I know of
any good ghost stories in the Hudson Valley, and was I at all
interested in taking part in a live investigation for the show?

Of course, I had several books full of
fascinating stories to share, but there was a catch. As the show
was aired on Outdoor Life Network, all of the stories had to have
an outdoor slant. Naturally, one of the many haunted cemeteries
first came to mind, but they were looking for something different,
something beyond the typical cemetery story.

“How about a house where the owner brought
home a pair of cemetery gates and all hell broke loose?” I asked,
thinking of the home of Roxanne Wentworth that I wrote about in
Ghost Investigator Volume 3. I went on to briefly describe
the situation and there was definite interest. I forwarded
Roxanne’s contact information, and agreed to a live investigation
if everything could be arranged.

Everything did work out, and a shooting date
was set for the fall. It was a Saturday, and my husband, Bob, and I
arrived at the house in the late afternoon. Director Bill Burke and
crew had already been shooting for hours, and it looked as though
it was going to be just another typical 16-hour day for them.

An actor had been hired to play the phantom
man who climbed the stairs and attacked Roxanne the night the gates
were installed, and it was amusing to watch him repeatedly climb
the stairs with a menacing look, then chat pleasantly with us
between takes. Although we could not see the attack scene, we heard
Roxanne yelling with conviction, so we knew it was going to be a
great segment. Of course, it was all a bit surreal—reenacting
haunted activity that was all too real to the people who had
experienced it.

Next came the reenactment of Roxanne’s
daughter, Lori, discovering the open closet in her bedroom, and
then recording some mischievous children’s voices. It was only to
be a brief segment, but the crew had caught a severe case of the
giggles. Every time they started to shoot the scene, a chain
reaction of laughter spread everywhere. Even though we were sitting
downstairs and couldn’t see what was happening, such laughter is
infectious and we cracked up every time we heard them blow another
take. The things you learn about what goes on “behind the
scenes”…

Then came time for the investigation. I had
never conducted an investigation with this size TV crew before, and
was doubtful as to how it could work with a couple of cameramen and
a sound guy surrounding me and following my every move like a
school of fish. But I have to say that they really knew what they
were doing, and I was immediately put at ease. All I had to do was
just focus on the investigation.

The other factor that really helped was that
all the Creepy Canada guys were very nice, and had great
senses of humor—a crucial component to success in any endeavor! I
quickly realized that this would not only be interesting, it would
be fun!
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I was hoping all the spirits would share my
enthusiasm and also participate in the show…

We started in the backyard, and as Lori
snapped pictures, I scanned for EMF readings. There were actually
some high readings in a couple of spots—well beyond what should
normally exist, which would be little or nothing in an open yard
with no sources of electricity. It was encouraging, but I was
hoping for something a little more concrete. I would not be
disappointed.

We all gathered inside the garage and closed
the door. They were taping in infrared so it was quite dark, but
there was still enough light to see where everyone was standing. At
one point, I was in the southwest corner and could see that no one
was within several feet of the long south wall. I followed the
usual procedure and asked if anyone wanted to make their presence
known by giving some sort of sign. Within moments there was a
distinct “thud” several feet in front of me near the wall. Everyone
heard it (more importantly the cameras recorded it), and from my
line of vision I knew for certain it wasn’t the result of any human
action.

Moving forward, I carefully scanned the floor
and found a package of rope that had somehow come off a nearby
shelf. I picked it up and dropped it from the height of the shelf,
and confirmed that was the same sound we had heard.

Objects moving on command during a “live”
ghost hunt! I was much too excited to be frightened. A little later
there was another sound from the same area, this time it was a
sharper, more metallic sound. I went over to look and there was one
of those clawed gardening tools on the floor, and I know it hadn’t
been there before. I also know that no one was anywhere near that
shelf so it couldn’t have been accidentally knocked onto the floor.
Roxanne was able to confirm that both the rope and the tool were
kept up on the shelf.

Two objects moving! Could it get any
better?

I was really into the investigation now, and
all of my senses were on high alert. I was fully expecting to hear
or see something else fantastic, but I admit I wasn’t quite
prepared to feel something—something like a hand on my
shoulder.

As there were often crew members to the left
of me, and crew members to the right of me, I naturally assumed
that when I felt one firm hand tap my right shoulder it was one of
the crew members or Bob trying to get my attention and wanting me
to turn around—which I immediately did, only to discovered no one
was behind me!

I quickly turned left, and turned right, and
accounted for every member of the crew, Bob, Roxanne and Lori, but
none of these living participants had been within arms reach of me
at the time.

“Did anyone just touch my shoulder?” I asked,
controlled, but concerned.

Indeed, no one had been behind me, and no one
had even been close enough at that moment to touch my shoulder.
This was just too cool! Here I had been worried that nothing would
happen with so many people around, and then I get rare physical
contact! Maybe some people would have been terrified, but it wasn’t
threatening, and I was far more curious than scared.
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Unfortunately, that was the end of the spooky
phenomena in the garage for that night, but I couldn’t consider the
experience anything but an amazing success. There is always the
fear that you’re going to appear foolish carrying all this fancy
equipment and then have absolutely nothing happen on national (or
international) TV, but the active spirits of the Cemetery Gate
house did not let us down. Skeptics may question the evidence, but
I am one hundred percent confident of what I heard, saw and felt
that night.

We wrapped up the investigation with the
starting point for it all, the gates themselves. With the EMF meter
I was able to trace a flow of energy that seemed to originate
between the gates, where it was the strongest, then slowly
dissipate the further up the driveway we went. It certainly
appeared as though this was an energetic gateway to another world—a
world that came from beyond and went straight into Roxanne’s house
and property.

It was truly a remarkable night. The only
question that remained was how the Creepy Canada people
would put it all together. I had never seen the show, so I had no
clue what it would be like. There are some truly terrible ghost
shows out there, and I spent the next several months hoping this
would not be one of them.

In the meantime, I proudly wore my Creepy
Canada baseball cap throughout the winter. I often received
puzzled looks, and occasionally someone had to ask, “What’s creepy
about Canada?” Invariably after I explained, there was great
interest in the show. Everyone loves a good ghost story!

Finally the following spring, I received
notice that the DVDs of season three would soon be shipped. It was
very nice of them to send the entire season, but of course I was
most interested, and concerned, about the Cemetery Gate segment.
When the package arrived, I tore it open as I hurried to the DVD
player. I quickly scanned the episode list, found the Cemetery Gate
episode, popped it in the player and held my breath. Would I be
embarrassed? Would I hate it? Would I never live it down?

I breathed a sigh of relief just seconds into
the show as I immediately saw that the Creepy Canada staff
knew what they were doing. The opening frames clearly showed it was
a quality production with great camerawork, and I was able to sit
back and enjoy the show.

There were the scenes with Roxanne and Lori
that flowed so smoothly on television, yet I knew what had gone on
during the taping. There was the menacing phantom, who was really a
nice guy. And there I was, the Ghost Investigator, thankfully not
looking completely ridiculous—and believe me, Bob and my friends
would have let me know if I had.

I was pleasantly surprised, and quite
impressed, by the entire production. Here was what I look for in a
ghost program—some background and eyewitness accounts of the
haunting, depictions of actual events, and an attempt to gather
evidence to support the paranormal phenomena. This was a ghost show
that was actually entertaining—what a concept!

I let the DVD continue to run to the next
segment, which I watched with great interest, and have continued to
enjoy watching the other episodes of season three. Hopefully, there
will be many more seasons to come.

 


While it’s easy to get caught up in the whirl
of a television show, the solemn fact still remains that uneasy
spirits continue to dwell within these gates, making Roxanne and
Lori’s lives interesting, to say the least. I don’t think I could
live under such conditions, but they seem to have managed to learn
to peacefully co-exist with entities that have not been able to
rest in peace.

Will the gates continue to draw in lost souls
like a paranormal magnet? That will most likely be the case, and we
can only hope that the only menacing phantoms in the future are all
actors…

 


Alterations

 


Ellen and John moved into their Monroe, New
York home in 2000. There had been two previous owners of the modest
Cape Cod house built in 1952, and there hadn’t been anything to
indicate that they were buying more than they had bargained
for.

However, a few months after moving in they
began experiencing strange feelings in two particular locations.
The closet in the second floor hallway was ordinary except for the
fact that its sliding door never seemed to close properly. While
that was a minor annoyance, it paled in comparison to the “bad
feelings” it began to generate every time they passed by. And, as
the closet was situated between their bedroom and the bathroom,
they had to pass by it several times a day.

The other unpleasant location was the
staircase leading from the kitchen down to the basement. While
Ellen described the staircase as feeling uncomfortable to the point
of seeming to be a place of darkness and the evil, her husband flat
out “hated” that staircase and was always very reluctant to use
it.

While nothing occurred that was overtly
threatening, the “bad feelings” persisted and Ellen decided that
something must be done. About this time she heard about the
technique of smudging—an ancient practice using the smoke of
burning herbs such as sage to clear the air of negative influences.
She discussed this idea with her husband who thought it was worth
trying, but before she was able to buy a sage smudge stick, an
amazing thing happened.

Just a week after discussing the idea of
smudging, John awoke in the middle of the night and for some reason
felt compelled to go down into the basement. Descending the stairs
he hated so much, he entered the basement and was startled by a
man's voice speaking right next to him. No one was visible, but the
voice was loud and clear, and it spoke in a completely normal and
non-threatening tone. As unnerving as the ethereal voice was,
however, what the phantom man said was even more remarkable.

“Please don’t smudge us!” the disembodied
voice implored.

Despite the understandable fear of the
moment, John had the presence of mind to reply, “If you behave
yourself we won't smudge you, but it you scare my wife we
will.”

At this point in the story, I believe it’s
important to pause and examine the implications of this incredible
encounter. First of all, there is the extraordinary phenomenon of
the manifested voice. Nowadays, so much is being made of garbled,
indistinct EVP (electronic voice phenomena) recordings that it is
refreshing to come upon a clear, genuine-sounding human voice that
does not need to be computer enhanced or interpreted through the
imagination of an optimistic ghost hunter.

The message itself is also remarkable in the
choice of words this spirit used—he didn't say, “Please don't
smudge me,” he said, “Please don't smudge us.” This,
of course, implies that there are at least two spirits. This also
implies that he is not only aware of this additional spirit or
spirits, but he is





























The Evil That Men Do














































































































Ghost Hunting Merit Badge
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I ask the crew if anyone tapped me
on the shoulder.





