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I’ve been collecting stories like these my entire life - long before the idea of Metatomics ever existed. Even as a kid, I was fascinated by old buildings, abandoned spaces, and the traces left behind by people long gone. I’ve always been drawn to places that carry a weight of history, whether it’s a ruined house in Indiana or a ghost town high in the mountains. These explorations aren’t just about ghosts in the supernatural sense; they’re about the ghosts of buildings, the lingering presence of human activity, and the echoes of what used to be.

In Metatomics: The Grand Design, particularly in the chapter The Soul Doctrine, I explore my thoughts on ghosts as roaming souls, the remnants of consciousness that haven’t fully departed. But what if a building itself, a town, a landscape, or even a room could carry a memory or an imprint of what transpired there? That’s the idea behind this collection: looking at spaces, objects, and places as repositories of stories, energy, and history.

I’ve always been fascinated by old West ghost towns, wondering when they truly became “ghost towns.” Was it the moment the last person left? Or was it when half the people had moved on, leaving abandoned buildings, fires, or signs of struggle behind? Did someone die in one of those homes? Were there murders, disputes, or tragedies that left the town forever altered? These are the kinds of questions that first inspired me to record and observe. I even explored this in a screenplay I wrote called Moonset, a Western I never made but still hold close as one of my favorite scripts. In it, there’s a conversation between a cowboy and a woman running a bed and breakfast as they watch their town slowly turn into a ghost town in real time. The cowboy asks, “What is a ghost?” She responds simply: “A ghost is what was.” Those two words - what was - have always stayed with me.

“What was” can refer to the life of a person, leaving a lingering presence after death. It can refer to a town that no longer exists or a house where memories linger. It can even refer to a field where a building once stood. In each story I’ve collected, I am looking for that “what was,” whether it’s the human element, the architecture, or the intersection of both.

This book is a collection of those stories, spanning from the late 1970s to the present day, chronicling my side adventures, explorations, and investigations into spaces both haunted and historically resonant. Throughout, I include field notes to give a glimpse into how I observed, documented, and experienced each location, so you can see firsthand the places, sounds, and sensations that inspired these accounts.
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The Dogs Wouldn’t Go Upstairs
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When I first heard about the house in Henryville, Indiana, I wasn’t interested in another ghost story. I’d heard plenty of those. What caught my attention was who was telling it. My friend, Donnie, wasn’t the type to get rattled by bumps in the night. Donnie trained police and military canines - dogs so disciplined they could track a missing person through a downpour or detect the faintest trace of narcotics sealed inside a gas tank.

He’d recently bought a house from a man who, according to Donnie, was living out of his car in the driveway. The man refused to go back inside. He claimed something was wrong with the place.

After Donnie moved in, he started noticing things he couldn’t explain. Wallpaper that wouldn’t stick to the walls. Old paint colors bleeding through fresh coats. Kitchen cabinets standing open when he came home from work. Doors he knew he’d closed, left wide open. He even changed the locks, convinced someone was sneaking in. Then, one day, while working in the basement, he found a stash of antique silver hidden behind a false wall.

Upstairs, the disturbances intensified. Beds he made in the morning were unmade by nightfall. Items moved from shelf to shelf. A window painted shut somehow stood open the next day. But strangest of all were the dogs.

These were not timid animals. They were elite canines, trained in German commands, conditioned to obey instantly - even in the face of danger. They’d charge through gunfire, crawl through debris, or track a scent for miles without hesitation. Yet in that house, they refused to go upstairs. They’d sit at the base of the staircase and whine, their ears pinned back, eyes locked on the landing as if watching something invisible move above them.

When Donnie told me all this, I needed to see it for myself.

I drove out to Henryville a few weeks later to watch a training session. Donnie wanted to show me how scent tracking worked. He handed me a clean handkerchief and told me to rub my face with it, then sent me into the woods to hide. After I disappeared into the trees, he let the dogs smell the fabric. Their noses flared as they caught the trace of my scent, and then he released them. I’d barely made it two miles before they found me - fast, focused, and unstoppable.

Donnie explained it like this:

“Imagine if every time you took a step, you sprinkled baby powder behind you. That’s what the dogs follow - the invisible dust trail of your scent.”

A well-trained dog can distinguish a single human’s chemical footprint from thousands of others. Each person leaves behind microscopic flakes of skin, oils, and sweat particles that linger in the air and on surfaces. The scent can last for days, even weeks. To these dogs, that invisible trail might as well be a glowing line through the dark.

After seeing their precision, it was all the more remarkable what came next.

When we returned to the house, Donnie gave the command for the dogs to go upstairs. They wouldn’t move. Not one. He repeated the command. Nothing. Their bodies went rigid, their tails dropped, and a low whine escaped one of them. These were animals trained to obey without question - to risk their lives on command - and yet, faced with that staircase, they stood frozen.

Later, my research uncovered that the house had suffered a fire years earlier, claiming one life. There were public records, a few old newspaper clippings. I didn’t witness any of the phenomena Donnie described - no moving objects, no opening doors - but I did go upstairs.

The experience is hard to explain. The air in the room wasn’t cold or stale. It wasn’t the kind of chill that comes from poor insulation or a drafty window. It was a pressure, like the weight of the atmosphere had shifted. My ears didn’t pop, but it felt like they should have. The air pressed in on me - not enough to hurt, but enough to notice.

And then, standing there, I felt it. A sensation like an ice cube pressed against the back of my neck. Not a breeze. Not my imagination. Just cold, sudden, and deliberate.

I wasn’t afraid, but I left the room knowing exactly why those dogs never went upstairs.
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The Stanley Hotel
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When people think of haunted places in America, the Stanley Hotel in Estes Park, Colorado is always near the top of the list. It’s a grand structure - white, symmetrical, perched high against the backdrop of the Rockies. Built by Freelan Oscar Stanley in 1909, the same man who co-founded the Stanley Motor Carriage Company, the hotel was a monument to optimism and health. Stanley came to Estes Park seeking recovery from tuberculosis, and the mountain air did what medicine couldn’t. Out of gratitude, he built a luxury hotel to bring other people west - to breathe, to heal, and, perhaps unintentionally, to host a century’s worth of ghost stories.

The Stanley’s Colonial Revival architecture feels distinctly out of place amid the rugged terrain. Its pristine white façade, red roof, and long porches evoke a New England resort, not a Rocky Mountain retreat. Inside, polished wood floors, grand staircases, and old radiators give off the sense that time has thinned but not erased the place’s former life. It’s as if the hotel remembers itself.

Over the years, countless guests have claimed encounters with its lingering past. Housekeeper Elizabeth Wilson survived a gas explosion in Room 217 in 1911 - she’s said to still be tidying up there. F.O. Stanley and his wife Flora are reportedly seen in the main building: he in his crisp suit near the billiard room, she at the piano, where music sometimes plays without a visible hand. Room 401, 407, and 418 all have their share of strange sounds and unexplained footsteps. And of course, there’s the room that made the Stanley famous - Room 217 - where Stephen King stayed one quiet October night in 1974 and dreamt of a young boy fleeing from a possessed fire hose. That dream became The Shining.

Part I  -  The Room with the Moving Window

I didn’t go to the Stanley Hotel for a ghost hunt. I went for a conference. But when I booked my stay, I made a specific request: a room in the original, historic wing - the section where the earliest reports of activity were concentrated.

The room itself was beautiful in that old-world way - two double beds, brass lamps, original wood trim, and a window that looked out toward the mountains. The first thing I noticed was that the window wouldn’t open. It seemed sealed shut, swollen from the high-altitude air and shifting temperatures that warp old wood.

That’s why I was surprised when I came back from a meeting that afternoon and found the window half open.

I thought maybe housekeeping had opened it for ventilation. But when I asked, the staff told me they hadn’t touched it. So I closed it again, locked it, and went about my day.

The next evening, it was open again. Then closed. Then open. This became a pattern - like the window had its own will.

As an investigator, I prefer evidence over feelings. I had my professional camera kit with me, so I set it up between the two beds, aimed directly at the window. I switched it to time-lapse mode and left for the day...with the window open.

When I returned, the window was closed. I reviewed the footage. What I saw still unsettles me.

The window, which had been open when I left, slowly closed on its own. There was no breeze visible in the curtains, no sign of outside interference. But then, as the window latched, something else happened: the curtains moved, gently, as though someone had brushed past them. And on the bed nearest the window, the mattress compressed - a visible dip, as if someone sat down.

The impression lasted several seconds before releasing.

The footage didn’t show a person. There was no shadow, no clear form - just motion, and the unmistakable indentation of weight.

My roommate at the time saw it too. We both witnessed the strange behavior of that window. Whether that room was one of the “haunted” rooms or not, I can’t say. But what the camera caught was undeniably real.

Part II  -  Exploring the Halls

Later in the week, when the conference allowed, I took my camera and wandered the hotel.

The Stanley’s halls are long and quiet, lined with patterned carpet and ornate light fixtures that hum faintly. Even during daylight, there’s a sense of stillness.

As a photographer, I’ve learned to separate the natural from the supernatural. Dust, lens flare, and reflections can trick the eye into believing it’s caught something ghostly. I’ve seen countless “orbs” that were nothing more than dust motes or light bounce. But what I captured that day didn’t behave like any of those.
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