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Michigan was so different from New Orleans. I had lived in Michigan for a while, but I had not been to Kalamazoo yet. My business partner and best friend, Carrie, booked the job for me. She was a business wiz and kept everything running smoothly- the office, the books, even designed our website. She took care of the technical stuff while I did the “ghost whispering” thing.

I was so thankful when she moved from L.A. to New Orleans with me after Christien and I got together. Then after Hurricane Katrina’s ghosts would not leave me alone, we relocated to Michigan. Christien has friends and business connections in Flint. She came to Michigan with us. Christien set up his office and lab outside Flint, and I opened my office in the heart of downtown. I travel all over Michigan if the case is interesting enough. Carrie assured me this one was but she didn’t give me any specifics. I tried to assess a ghost situation myself before learning of outside details. I didn’t like any preconceived notions or expectations to cloud my judgment.

The drive to Kalamazoo was uneventful and the city itself unremarkable, even though it was mid-September and the autumn colors were beginning. Too bad it wasn’t a week or two later, I heard that’s when the color show would be in full effect. It was supposed to be quite beautiful. Having lived in warm climates all of my life I had yet to witness a full-on summer to fall color show or a Michigan winter- that I was not looking forward to.

Kalamazoo looked pretty much like every other Michigan city I’d been to so far. A mix of shiny new buildings stuck between historical buildings in various states of decay.

On the outskirts of town, the business districts had seen better days. You could tell some areas were poor. Closer to downtown the once industrial buildings were in various stages of abandonment or gentrification.

The main strip of downtown Kalamazoo bustled with restaurants, shops, hotels and other businesses.

My destination, a bed and breakfast Inn, was on the outskirts of downtown Kalamazoo, in the “college town” area. As I drove, I took note of the numerous Victorians in all states- from boarded up and falling down to lived-in but long past their original glory to fully restored and beautiful.

I thought it pretentious that the Victorian I was heading to was called a castle. Yes, Victorians can be downright gorgeous, but worthy of the title castle? I had never been to one worthy of being called a castle, and I’d been to many, many Victorians. They were almost always haunted. You can’t accumulate that much history without holding onto at least one restless spirit.

Every city has buildings and locations filled ghosts. Some were just more prevalent than others.

I once called New Orleans home. It is renowned as one the most haunted cities in the United States. But the devastating aftermath of Hurricane Katrina more than quadrupled the number of lost souls floating around the city. They wouldn’t leave me alone. I tried to help as many as I could, but they tormented me night and day, whether they meant to or not. Their lost cries, the pushing and prodding they inflicted on me once they realized I could sense them...I finally couldn’t take it anymore and left. Packed up my business and joined Christien’s friends in Michigan. Now they send ghost hunting and ghost banishing work my way constantly. 

Like the place I was headed now, the owner was a friend of a friend, and she had spoken with Carrie about her unique need for my services. She owned Radcliff Castle, a Victorian built in 1895 that was being renovated and turned into a bed and breakfast. That’s all I knew. I never did background research because I didn’t like names or historical facts to influence my investigation until after I got a feel for the place and the spirits inhabiting it.

I spotted the sign for the castle and turned to drive up a steep hill. As the house came into view, I gasped. I suddenly understood why it was called a castle. The title was not pretentious at all. This was the grandest example of a Queen Anne Victorian I had ever seen. Made of sandstone and brick the building sported turrets and towers that gave it the unquestionable look of a castle, this was Victorian elegance at its finest.

I parked my car and stepped out. The late summer sun bathed the castle in its rays, a natural spotlight to showcase the beauty of the place. I stood there in awe, absorbing the feel of the place. History clawed at my senses, but I was seeking spirits, not the heaviness of the past.

Unease hung in the air, not an eerie vibe like most haunted places had but a weird vibe, it reminded me of nervous energy, the kind you get when you’re really excited about something. It was intense, full of expectation, need. Not the feel of your average haunted house.

I walked around the building cataloging details while looking for an entrance. I finally found a path that led to a long wrap around porch. The porch was quite lovely and contained small bistro dining sets, a nice touch for guests who wished to enjoy the open air.

I entered and walked up to a desk and rang the bell. While waiting, I glanced around. To my left was a formal dining room. To my right I could see a bar and various doors and openings that probably led to a kitchen and other rooms. To the left of the desk was a staircase.

A busty blonde bustled in from one of the side rooms on my right. Her attire and demeanor were all business. She must be the owner, Barbara, who Carrie had spoken with on the phone. I introduced myself.

“LizBeth, thank you so much for coming. I’ve heard great things about you and your skills communicating with ghosts.”

“Thank you, Barbara.” I got right to the point, “So have you experienced a lot of ghostly activities here?” I glanced around the castle; it sure looked like the type of place that would have ghosts. I could feel its history reaching out to me. I have been in many Victorians over the years searching for ghosts, but none this fancy. It was not truly a castle, at least not in an old world European sense, but this is definitely what passes as a castle in the US. The over the top extravagance gave it royal appeal.  Once it had been referred to as Radcliff Castle. Now Barbara simply called it the Castle Inn.
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