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Lee has often thought about why some people are able to see ghosts and others cannot. Some think they feel a presence or a sensation of something but they are not quite sure.

Then there are those of us who have encountered ghosts or presences all their lives. As it has been with Lee from the tender age of three. He thought nothing of it, as it had been an everyday part of his existence on this earth.

This experience beats them all, and in case you feel inclined not to believe him, he does have witnesses who would verify the noises and strange occurrences that led to the sending back of those lost souls. He also wants to inform you that every moment in this book has been experienced first-hand; there was nothing made up. He leaves you the readers to make up your own mind if  you wish to believe him and therefore believe in unwanted visitors. Only the names of the characters have been changed.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

I

The near beginning
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The two late Victorian properties were being renovated after many years standing uninhabited. The buildings were a work in progress with no floors and no windows. One could walk and try to balance along old floor beams very carefully. The place had an air of upset about it.

'I don't like the vibe of this place' Pete said quietly.

‘You don't like anything I pick. You're stubborn!’ said Emma.

Every hair on Pete’s arms stood up.

When the two properties were finished, they would become ten modern apartments, but why should a half-wrecked building give off such a negative vibe?

Emma had already decided they were buying and Pete did not get a say in the matter. It was a large high-ceilinged Victorian apartment, open plan with only two doors inside excluding the double French doors to the rear.

So, they went ahead and purchased the apartment unfinished and then had to wait ages for completion. In the meantime they sold their lovely five bedroomed home with three showers and a large bath. They had a magnificent mature garden which the children had loved playing in over the years. This would all change with the contemporary apartment and low maintenance managed garden-cum-parking spaces.

The builders had promised faithfully that finishing the development would be no more than six weeks away. They failed to mention which six weeks. 

It took a further three months before the family were accommodated in a temporary apartment large enough for a couple and they were a family of four. Consequently it was somewhat cramped and far from ideal.

So much for contemporary living Pete thought.

Four months later, they were given the keys and moved in.
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II

The first night.
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After they had unpacked and cleaned, mayhem had been put aside and it was all quiet at last. Both daughters were fast asleep but lying in bed, Pete could hear water running.  It was not coming from their en suite. 

Pete swung his feet out of the bed and walked out into the lounge area. To his astonishment, there was water cascading down the walls and gathering in pools on the newly laid carpet.

No one had moved in upstairs so the unfortunate cause had to be a pipe springing a leak.

Pete hurried out of his new front door and briskly ran up the stairs to the first floor. The apartment door was ajar. He walked in, expecting to discover where the water had originated from. To his total surprise there was no evidence of anything leaking let alone the pipes, taps or even a radiator.

He knelt and touched the floor just to check his sanity. It was bone dry, and there was no sound of any water running. He was a little perplexed to say the least. 

He returned to their apartment dog-tired and as he climbed back into bed, Emma mumbled something in her sleep. He closed his eyes. The water would have to wait till morning.

Several hours later Pete got up to explain to Emma about the water and went to look at the mess. There was none. Not as much as a stain on the wall.

The builders duly arrived around 8 o’clock. Flasks were emptied and cigarettes drawn on and flicked away into the garden.

Pete went outside to greet them with his tale only to be roundly told he must have been dreaming. It was not possible for water to cascade down the wall since there was no water above. He was assured that all the pipework had a modern click and seal system, so it must be water tight. 

Three days later and the brand-new Italian state-of-the-art ceramic hob smashed. It had not just cracked; that would have been too easy. It had shattered like a car windscreen. Again, the builders were confused and suggested that the new owners must have dropped something on it. Like what? A sledgehammer!

Then at 7 the next morning, Phoebe the younger daughter woke Emma. ‘Mamma I can’t get to the orange juice for a drink. The fridge is covered in ice.’ 

Emma duly nudged Pete awake and it was he who arose and went to sort out the drink for Phoebe.

In the kitchen Pete was astounded to find the whole fridge completely frozen over. The freezer compartment below had defrosted and somehow the entire contents of the upper fridge had become imprisoned in ice.

Pete’s hairs on his arms stood to attention. He still disliked the vibe of the place and the ever growing list of disturbing events supported his gut instinct.

Somewhere in the back of his mind, he recalled having met a chap who specialized in cleansing houses and calming properties. He called it smudging. There was nothing to lose except for friends and his sanity. He searched high and low and then luckily found the business card.  

Steve: Medium and paranormal cleansing.

He dialed from his mobile immediately and Steve the smudger reassured Pete that he would visit that evening. 

When he arrived, he looked like a cross between Gandalf and a wild stallion. His long straggly hair exploded in all directions and he wore an odd looking brown cape. He had come armed with crystals, herbs and potions, along with his petite wife who just walked past Pete and ventured around the apartment. She nodded and tutted everywhere.

Slowly he removed a smudging stick from his black Dr. Foster bag. He lit the dried leaves from an old petrol filled zippo lighter and proceeded to walk calmly and deliberately around the outer perimeter of the apartment. He muttered to himself whilst he left a trail of sage smoke behind him. 

After approximately twenty minutes, Steve sat down exhausted on the couch in the lounge having filled the apartment with the smell of burning sage. 

He said nothing for a while, just stared at Pete until his wife quietly stated that Pete had the power.

Some power Pete thought.

He paid what was asked and thanked them both, smiled and showed them out.

Approximately an hour after the couple had left, Pete heard what sounded like a strong wind blowing outside the front door. Since their door was an inner door, Pete was mystified. He opened it was thrown back with the sheer force of the tempest he’d admitted into their home. He battled out to the staircase holding on tight to stop being blown over. 

The outer communal front door was closed, yet the wind gusted up the stairs. Why he thought to slowly climb up the staircase rather than head downstairs he did not know. He felt compelled. and when he opened the door of the apartment above he did not believe his eyes. He shut the door; then opened it again. 

The furniture spun around the room, elevated three feet off the floor. The room was freezing yet the windows were closed. The curtains bellowed perpendicularly to the walls; all the taps gushed and every light was switched on. 

Pete knew that this was not his imagination playing tricks. He had to be witnessing poltergeist activity.

Down stairs again Pete rang the strange cleansing man. ‘Hello again, Steve. I think there’s a real problem.’

He reiterated verbatim what he had witnessed and experienced. 

Steve just laughed and said, ‘I thought something might happen. Your home is safe but you have stirred up the spirits. They cannot freely travel with your protected cleansed area. Let me know if it calms down by tomorrow’. The phone went dead. 

Pete summoned every ounce of his courage to step outside the apartment and shout ‘Stop it now!’

There was a silence. The wind vanished and finally several
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