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ABOUT THE AUTHOR


MICHAEL Benson grew up in Wexford where he continues to live with his wife and two children. He has had an interest in the subject of the paranormal for many years and he is the founder of Wexford Paranormal.


Michael has a B.Soc.Sc degree in Social Science and this is a background that Michael feels contributes greatly on an ongoing basis to his work in this field.


Like many others who pursue a greater understanding of the subject, his interest stems from a number of experiences he had when he was younger.


He has worked for a number of years now both as an individual investigator and with his team at Wexford Paranormal. Doing so has provided him with the opportunity to perhaps better understand his own experiences while being of service to others. This also removes any emotional attachment he may have to the occurrences taking place.


Fundamental to the work that Michael and the team at Wexford Paranormal do when working on private cases is the fact that their services are provided free of charge in every instance. ‘Making a positive difference is what matters; even if we can simply cause someone to positively change how they view the situation, the experience that follows often changes as well.’


In the past few years Michael has contributed to a number of radio shows both here, in the UK and America on the subject of the paranormal, and both he and the team are often sought out by students and the public alike for comment on the subject of the paranormal.


His greatest pleasure is meeting the many people whom he has worked with over the years, many of whom have become close friends along the way.
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FOREWORD


GHOSTS have fascinated me for over forty years, so it was inevitable that the many tales and accounts of Irish ghosts would draw my attention. Although I am English, my family has strong historical links to Ireland and there is almost certainly more than one or two strands of Irish DNA floating around in my genes.


Since moving to West Wales almost eight years ago I have come to know and love the south-east of Ireland, just about visible on the clearest day from the highest Pembrokeshire hilltops. West Wales and south-east Ireland share a strong connection that predates written history and encompasses some of the key moments in our shared history, from the barrow builders to the present day.


I have enjoyed and endured the pleasures and perils of numerous trips on the Pembroke to Rosslare ferry and have had the opportunity to explore some of County Wexford’s haunted locations and to seek its ghosts. So it was both an honour and a pleasure to be invited by Michael to write the foreword to Haunted Wexford.


Haunted Wexford visits some of the county’s most famous and historical locations and presents the reader with an account of contemporary ghost investigating. Some of the techniques and methods of the modern ghost investigator, as with almost everything to do with ghosts, is open to debate and to question; ghosts are a subject that stirs the passions of believers and sceptics alike and debate is the lot of those who choose to pursue them. As Michael states, we need to encourage a shift in emphasis from seeking proof to seeking the evidence, which, over time, will lead to discovery.


From the historic landmarks of County Wexford – Enniscorthy Castle and Duncannon Fort to the comfortable modern houses of Wexford Town – we are taken behind the scenes as Michael and his team of investigators research the location, discover the history and reveal the background behind the hauntings. We join the team as they investigate and learn about the techniques and methods that are employed in the search for evidence of the paranormal. We share the many challenges that face the modern seeker of answers to the endless questions that ghosts and the paranormal pose.


Many books have been written about ghosts and ghost hunting, from straightforward gazetteers containing spooky tales of the paranormal to the ‘How To’ guides and heavyweight academic tomes, but Michael has written a book that is both informative and eminently readable; a book that will appeal to both the seasoned ghost hunter and those who are simply curious to learn more about the ghosts that inhabit and haunt County Wexford.


During my visits to the south-east of Ireland I have wandered through Wexford Town, Enniscorthy and New Ross and looked in countless bookstores and shops seeking out books about the ghosts and hauntings of that region. My search has mostly been in vain so it is a pleasure to discover that Michael has at last written the book I have been looking for. I hope you will enjoy reading it as much as I have.





Steve Parsons, 2014




INTRODUCTION


THERE are things in this world that we do not currently understand, or, as I write this, that we even know exist! This point, I believe, is irrefutable. Whether we are talking in terms of biology, physics or chemistry, or any field that fits into any or all of these contexts, there is not one person on this planet who would suggest that this is not the case.


That is why, in the case of any research or analysis designed to push the boundaries of human understanding, there will be debate. While this is often poorly received, it is in fact this very debate that propels any area of research forward. After all, finding answers only has value if it allows us a pathway to the next pertinent question.


What is a ghost? It would make little sense to progress any further without considering the very thing that lies at the centre of this book: ghosts. You could ask ten people this very question and get what might amount to ten different answers. Popular thinking, however, considers a ghost to be that of the soul or spirit of a deceased person. This is evidential in the dictionary definition of a ghost: ‘the nonphysical part of a person believed to live on after death’ (Collins English Dictionary).


However, the standard definition of a ghost – the manifestation of the soul or spirit of a deceased person by the means of a mist or a semi-transparent human form – does not account for the many thousands of cases where people have reported phantom ships, cars, carriages, or houses that no longer occupy the space in which they once stood. Clearly these things never possessed a soul or spirit and yet, on an almost daily basis, people continue to report such sightings. This also provokes the question: why do people see ghosts wearing clothes rather than being naked?


Some modern proponents of the paranormal field put forward the theory that ghosts and spirits are actually different things. If we were to attempt to get closer to an accurate definition they would suggest that a ghost is more of a residual effect, a memory of an event that, while it is experienced by the observer, has no aspect of consciousness. A spirit, on the other hand, arguably has an inherent intelligence, that being a consciousness and an awareness of its current existence, and furthermore a presence with which the observer can engage and interact.


This explains, to some degree, the paranormal, and this is what we mean by experiencing and investigating the paranormal. However, although controversy is part of this field, it is still a valid and considered field of research, interest, and pursuit, which causes as much debate as the subject matter, even amongst those who are actively involved in this area. In the microcosm of investigators and researchers, practices vary as much as the professionals involved. What are the best pieces of equipment to use? How many people should be involved in a team? Should you just use only science? Or should you only use spiritual approaches? Or should a team utilise a balanced mix of both? These, and more, I have encountered time and again in my work, and to answer them fully would require a lengthy thesis by itself, but in the interests of conciseness: it depends.


The difficulty with the scientific approach is rooted in the argument that we are nowhere near advanced enough in the equipment we use to effectively research the subject, nor are we usually in laboratory conditions to easily replicate the phenomena, so the difficulties are numerous in answering currently held assumptions about what spirits or ghosts are, what they are made up of, and what type of tools we should use to measure, and dare I say ‘prove’ their existence. Similarly, the argument against the spiritual approach is rooted in the idea that this is, by its very nature, subjective and as such it is the desire of the individual that brings about the respective phenomena, such as glasses moving and tables being tipped. Alongside this is the point that we cannot use the paranormal to prove the paranormal. Therefore it depends on what the investigation team want to achieve – an experience or research?


There are a lot of very good investigative teams in this field across the world. I have had the pleasure of working with some very learned and gifted people who have advanced my skills as well as challenging my beliefs, which have had to evolve along with the evidence.


Proof is, of course, important, but beyond that I want to encourage a shift from the pressure of finding proof to that of collecting evidence, which, over time, will lead to the discovery of a more important truth, allowing for a shared journey while being open to differences in approach and experiencing this as an asset that we should learn from rather than perceive as a liability. If we could do this, we could dispose of intolerance, fear of difference and exclusivity, and move away from a mind-set and paradigm of blinkered reasons to a more inclusive outlook.


This book explores some of the locations I have visited over the years with clients and in structured investigations, either with my team, Wexford Paranormal, or as a lone investigator, as well as noted stories that have endured through the mists of time and local folklore.





Note: Footage to some of the locations contained in this book is available online at www.youtube.com/user/wexfordparanormal.


In some instances names may have been changed or omitted for reasons of privacy but this does not affect the nature or accuracy of the story.
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WHO’S THERE?


AS a means to illustrate some of the reasoning that led me to explore the unexplained and paranormal realms of this world, I offer the following story in an attempt to demonstrate my desire to know more. Perhaps this may strike a chord of similarity that has led you to the same place. They say that charity begins at home but in the case of the following story, so does meeting a ghost …


Born in February 1971, I grew up in Wexford Town in the south-east corner of Ireland. Although now a more vibrant country, growing up in the Ireland of the 1970s and ’80s was a very different picture. Unemployment was high and work was scarce. For the ordinary man on the street income was low and disposable income was so rare that the very term ‘disposable income’ enjoyed the status of being almost nonexistent.


[image: images]


Wexford Town is steeped in stories of the unexplained.


My father worked in a factory, as did many of the men in the town, his job being to spray-paint cars in a production facility, while my mom stayed at home to look after me and, over time, my two younger sisters.


Looking back, this was a simpler time in many ways. My sister and I would wait each evening for our dad to return from work, knowing that hidden in his blazer pocket there would be a packet of chewy sweets for both of us. This was something he did the evening of each working day without fail. Stopping at the local shop on the way home, this exercise would cost him the princely sum of tuppence, but to us the experience was priceless!


Dad’s blazer, the one he always wore to work, was a deep burgundy red colour with paint stains that often matched the colours on his nose from the cars he had been painting that day.


Our house was exactly the same as the other houses in the estate, with the exception of the personal touches placed on them by the families as they moved in. Windows painted a different colour or lawns dressed in different ways were the only things that set one house apart from the other.


This particular supernatural experience centred on a bucket of coal and that of my impending Confirmation ceremony. The night before my Confirmation my mother asked me to go outside and bring in a bucket of coal to keep the fire going. It was March and the weather was still cold. So it was that I found myself digging feverishly at the coal heap in an attempt to fill the bucket quickly and get back inside.


[image: images]


Turning around, I saw the ghostly figure of a woman standing in the gateway. (Artist’s impression)


‘Michael!’ I heard my name called. Frustrated at having the focus of my endeavours interrupted, I dropped the shovel and headed inside.


‘What do you want?’ I asked my mother, thinking she had called me from inside the house.


‘I didn’t call you,’ she said in quick response.


Returning outside to the shovel once again, I had barely recommenced when again I heard ‘Michael!’ This time, suspecting that someone was playing tricks, I walked through the back gate of our end-of-terrace house, turned the corner and looked over the boundary wall into the neighbour’s garden in the hope of finding one of my friends hiding there shaking with laughter … there was no one to be seen.


It was dark outside and this, along with the cold weather, was enough reason for me to want to get myself back inside as soon as was humanly possible. I sought to conclude my digging when for a third time I heard ‘Michael!’


I wheeled around quickly, hoping to catch whoever it was that was having such fun at my expense. What I saw instead was an old woman standing in the gateway through which I had just returned, ambient light from the street shining from behind, silhouetting her form in the open gateway.


Where this story moves away from what we might be inclined to consider the mundane or ordinary is the fact that, although this woman stood in silhouette, I found that I could also see through her form as though it were semi-transparent; I could see details from the street that would otherwise be masked were this person a solid form.


I was the only great-grandchild born before my great-grandmother on my mother’s side passed away. Could this have been her checking in given, the milestone occasion taking place the next day? Although some forty years have since passed, she is welcome to stop by anytime.
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ENNISCORTHY CASTLE


THERE is no landmark in County Wexford more instantly recognisable or more readily called to mind than that of Enniscorthy Castle. A prominent landmark overlooking the river Slaney, nestled in the shadow of Vinegar Hill, Enniscorthy Castle has stood as silent witness to over 800 years of significant Irish social history.


First records point to a building being established on this site as early as 1190, when Phillip de Prendergast, having married a woman by the name of Maud de Quency, resided at the castle until the time of his death in the year 1229.


We must, however, jump forward almost 400 years to the year 1585, when ownership of the castle passed by royal appointment to one Henry Wallop who, it is reported, brought significant wealth to the town of Enniscorthy through the exploitation of much of the woodland and forestry in the area and, using some of the finances gained from this, he restored the castle into the structure that we recognise and still see today.


In 1649 the castle came to the attention of Oliver Cromwell, who laid siege to it. On this occasion it was only the early surrender of those defending the fortification that ensured it remained intact and did not fall foul to the ferocity with which Cromwell and his forces carried out their actions.


One of the most significant events in Wexford’s history, ingrained in the fabric of any Wexfordian, is the failed rebellion of 1798, culminating in the Battle of Vinegar Hill in June of that year, with the hill itself being clearly visible from the castle. One can only attempt to imagine the treatment meted out on those who were captured during this turbulent time. In fact, history has reported that over a very short six-week period as many as 20,000 people, the majority of them women and children, lost their lives.


During this time the castle acted as a prison when the ground floor and lower ground dungeon or oubliette (as it is referred to in Hore’s History of Wexford) were the principal locations used to incarcerate those taken as prisoners.


Punishments such as pitch capping and half-hangings were reported to be numbered among some of the favoured methods of torture inflicted on suspected rebels at the castle. Pitch capping involved pouring hot pitch on the head of a victim, forming a ‘cap’ on the head. Once the pitch had cooled the cap would then be torn off, bringing with it both the hair and in most cases many layers of skin as well. The infections that would have resulted from such torture often led to the ultimate demise of the prisoner.
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