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Foreword

This book is a series of
short stories that are associated with a 1926 farm house in Oakland
County, Michigan. This book also contains other paranormal
occurrences that have happened to the author. I am of the opinion
that many people have experiences like these. But, they will never
talk about it.

In writing this book I
understand that everyone has preconceived notions about ghosts and
other paranormal things. Preconceived notions – which we have
learned from others and thought to be true. For example, I bet that
you thought George Washington was the first president of the United
States. Well, the States were united on July 4th of 1776 and George Washington was inaugurated on April
30th of 1789. That was
thirteen years later. The Second Continental Congress in
Philadelphia drew up the Articles of Confederation, which was the
first American constitution during those thirteen years. Then In
1781 a Maryland Representative named John Hanson was elected the
first president of the Congress of the Confederation of the United
States. They were Confederates… real Rebels!

In fact, officially John
Hanson’s title was “President of the United States” in Congress
Assembled. There were seven other men who served as President after
John Hanson. They were: Elias Boudinot, Thomas Mifflin, Richard
Henry Lee, John Hancock, Nathaniel Gorham, Arthur St. Clair, and a
man named Cyrus Griffin. Then in 1788 delegates ratified the
current United States constitution. And, it was the following year
that delegates of those same ratifying states elected George
Washington the ninth President of the United States. He was the
first president under the new constitution, but not the first
President of the United States.

What’s the point of
mentioning this you may ask? It’s to show how necessary it is to be
an independent thinker. After all, where did you acquire your
preconceived notion that he was the first President of the United
States? You likely had an open mind when you learned about George
Washington during your more formative academic years. Yet,
education is a lifelong process. We all have so much to learn. And,
after all, history isn’t history unless someone writes it down.
But, this is food for thought.

Do our ancestors watch us
for a short while after death before moving on elsewhere? Just
imagine. You buy an older home built in 1926 that has a solid
structure clearly made with long lasting high quality materials
built by the hands of skilled workers. The home only needs some
cosmetic repair, and it will be great for your family of six that
include four teenage boys. Then after you move in things begin to
disappear and then reappear. The former owners you purchased the
home from say their young children –under the age of 6- see a
shadow person that wears a funny hat.

Then there is the junk
mail that continues to arrive for a previous owner, but not the
people you purchased the home from. Using genealogical research
principles you take the name addressed on the junk mail and go to
the web site Ancestry.com. There through the Social Security Death
Index (SSDI) you learn that this previous owner died six years
earlier. Then further research on Ancestry.com indicates that this
same owner was still listed in the local phone book at
your new address until
1995, four years after his death, just as though he still lived
there. Yet this same death index indicates he died 35 miles away in
another town, which is in another county.

So, this circumstantial
evidence appears - by way of mail and the
telephone listing - that he was still living at our address in our home while we are living there –
well… I guess in a way he was living there.

 


His name was Adrian. He was

 


Our Farmhouse
Ghost.

 


 




 Chapter 1

The Open House

We were in need of a larger
home for our new blended family. Fourteen months earlier we were
married, and our growing four boys needed more space to spread out.
Eventually, all four would be driving and with their friends coming
over it would be likely that our driveway would stay on the full
side with teenagers and their cars. Ann had two sons, and so did I.
My daughter, Annette, had married and moved to Alabama prior to our
marriage. After the Michigan winter of 1996-97 we knew that the
fella’s needed a room of their own – a space to breathe. And, so
did we. Before our condominium shrank down any smaller in our minds
we had to find a new home… a much larger home. So, the quest was
on!

We put the condominium up
for sale, and went to a real estate office that had a multiple
listing service. We thought that this well known agency would be
the best way to see everything that was available in our price
range with the room that we all needed. We went with the agent to
look at several homes, and we meticulously sorted through the stack
of sales printouts that he provided to us. Still, we just didn’t
see what we wanted. Nothing seemed quite right. And, then our
condominium sold. We had a month to move out, and we hadn’t found a
new home yet. Feeling just a little bit pressed we decided to take
a road trip and cruise around in our car in an effort to spot a new
possibility ourselves. At the very least a road trip would get us
out and about to clear our minds from the idea of all the packing
that was soon to come.

It was Saturday, August
16th, 1997, and it was a
pleasant sunny day in Michigan with a temperature in the mid 70s
during the late morning. It was just right for our road trip. With
no particular route to take we simply headed a few miles north, and
started to enjoy a slow ride viewing the landscaped homes in a
randomly selected neighborhood. We drove by inspiration
like a rudderless sailboat at the mercy of an
unseen current. Coming out of one neighborhood we turned right on a
well traveled street, and then made a quick left back into yet
another neighborhood.

This time we had entered an
older neighborhood. The street was lined with large oak trees all
the way to the end of the road. There at the end of this street was
a lake, which we could see in the distance. It occurred to us that
since the trunks of these oak trees were at least three feet
across; the oaks must have been planted a long time ago. So long
ago, that the street was likely dirt without any homes at all. The
oaks were clearly placed there by an unknown land owner, in a
thoughtful way, to line the street with shade. This would give
people approaching the lake in their horse drawn buggies some
relief from the summer sun as they headed for an afternoon swim and
picnic. I would estimate that the planting was done sometime around
1870 based on the size of the trees and the tree rings that I
counted several years later when one was cut down.

The homes on the street
were well kept and looked as though most were part of the post
World War II housing boom that took place in the area much like
other locations across the country. Each of the homes had developed
its own identity through the years... and... and then we saw it. On
our right was a large two story farm house with an enclosed front
porch. The sign out front said: Help U Sell - Open House Today. The
car seemed to slow down and stop all by its self. We parked the car
in front of the house, and walked down the graveled driveway to see
more of the home.

As we walked down the
driveway we saw the owner sitting in a foldable lounge chair
enjoying the summer sun. He smiled, and rose as we approached. “Hi
there!” I said as we approached him. “I see you have your house up
for sale.” I introduced myself, and learned his name was Ralph. At that point I introduced him to my
wife, and we took a walk around the yard together to survey the
lawn, trees, shrubs, flowers and the landscaping. We found
ourselves very pleased by the possibilities that came to mind as we
looked at the exterior of the home and the yard.
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