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Michigan Ghost Encounters

by Tricia Arnold


Introduction

Everyone likes to tell a good ghost story. Once we get to telling tales and sharing strange photos, we usually move on to more serious discussions about ghosts. Why? Because the real ghost stories are often the most interesting.

As you’ve surmised by the title, these are Michigan ghost stories. The ghost stories shared happened throughout Michigan from Northern Michigan to Southern Michigan. I’ve been collecting these accounts for decades.

We all have an experience we can’t talk about. Not all Michiganders want to tell their story, but I sometimes persuade them to. With their permission, I write it down and promise to keep identifying details confidential if asked.

I’ve spoken with many experiencing hauntings over the years. I’ve been recording events since 2007. Every time I learn of another haunting from a friend or acquaintance, I’m write it down. This book of first-hand testimonials from my fellow Michiganders serves as a way to keep the history of hauntings.

To understand my own experiences with the paranormal, I began recording stories told between friends and families. Once I began writing these happenings down, they took on a life of their own. The events I write about involve ghosts, frightful encounters with entities, and other strange happenings.

The intent of this book is to record the accounts of those experiencing paranormal events before an investigation takes place. Recording how the individual processed what they saw and felt is part of what I do.

I can sympathize with the people I talk to. This is no surprise since I have always been what I would call a sensitive person. I sense what’s around me before it happens, and I’ve lived in homes that made me feel uneasy.

I’ve seen shadow figures in my life. I’ve seen objects move without a reason and had electronics behave strangely. I’ve heard voices when no one was around but me. A one-time skeptic, I now believe there are some things that defy explanation.

Initially, those coping with a ghost or entity contact me. After recording the event, I contact them again to follow up on their situation. After we discuss their experience, I transcribe what I’ve been told.

Next, I go over the information with the individual. Finally, I share the event once what I’ve written is approved. As you can imagine, it takes a few edits before the result is satisfactory.

More often than not, I change the location of the events at the request of the person telling the story. As it stands, most of the events I’ve written about have occurred at private residences.

I also change the names of the parties telling the account. At their request, I won’t reveal identifying details. I comply because I respect the privacy of these individuals.

Privacy is a rare commodity these days. As I record events and write them, I am very thankful to those who trust me with their haunted experiences. Those I speak with acknowledge that when they’re ready, they’ll share more.

For every account I’ve recorded, I try to help the individual put their experience into words. Although I don’t usually conduct an investigation at the site, I research local history to gain a greater understanding.

Though I do my best to look up facts, I can’t guarantee these are real events. By nature, ghost stories aren’t mean to be factual, because random experiences are hard to prove. The reader should enjoy these accounts as entertainment only.

That being said, I hope these stories satisfy your need to learn more about the supernatural and how it affects those that experience ghostly events.


Chapter 1 Mother’s House

Tonya and her husband find a great deal on a vacation place and future retirement home in Northern Michigan. It seems the previous owner wasn’t ready to let go of it. Tonya and her husband learn in a hurry that you shouldn’t anger Gladys, because she’ll teach you a lesson.

In the winter of 2019, my husband found the real estate deal of the century based on a tip in a Facebook group. In Montmorency County, there’s a little town tucked into the middle of the countryside. Like many of the towns there, it takes a while to get to. This town is where our story begins.

Even though it needed some work, we immediately loved the charm of this little home. The house was a cute little brown one-story home with three bedrooms and two bathrooms. Other than some cleaning and some fixing up, we didn’t anticipate any trouble. The neighborhood seemed friendly. This was all happening just before the pandemic, so we didn’t have that to worry about yet.

There was one thing about this home that didn’t set well. The previous owner had passed away. The home had been empty for a few years. We decided we didn’t mind. We made an offer and it was accepted. The seller left us with the following parting statement - Mom loved her home.

When we purchased the place, we were unfamiliar with the area. We bought the home during the frozen tundra of a Michigan February. When the son of the previous owner handed us the keys, we were ecstatic.

It took some time to get the heat going and even longer to get the water running. It took plenty of energy to get the boxes of items from the previous occupant categorized and ready for donation. We were happy to do the work considering the deal we were given.

It needed some cleaning and work, but we loved the setting. We drove into the little town to pick up hardware supplies when we could. The snowstorms weren't helping us.

The town seemed different than what we were used to, probably because we were from Grand Rapids. We were the type of family that didn’t talk too much. Truthfully, we didn’t care if anyone accepted us or not. It’s fair to say we weren’t very social because we'd had enough of that where we were from.

I figured there would be plenty of time to get to know everyone. For now, we had work to do. We wanted this place would be our cozy Northern Michigan getaway, a possible place to retire someday. It was a great place to escape the city.

I kept working and tried not to think about the woman that had loved the place before us. The situation seemed so sad. I could certainly understand the love of home. My mother loved her home too. Within its walls, she felt safe. I couldn’t help but feel a sort of kinship with the seller’s mother, a woman I’ll call Gladys.

I found a picture of her. It was grainy, like many of the experimental 1980s photos were. I remember the Polaroids, 110s, disc cameras, and other strange photography media. Gladys seemed like a nice enough person. I placed her photo in a box with similar items thinking the seller might want it.

As I put Gladys’ things in boxes and taped them up, it felt like I was erasing her in some way. I was cognizant that when I packed her things, they may not find a suitable home. Gladys had a piece of costume jewelry I liked, a bracelet with rhinestones.

I put the bracelet in my purse. I reasoned that wearing it would be no different than if I had found it in a thrift store, bought it, and put it on. I thought it would look nice with a sweater I had.

That afternoon, the pressure was on. We had to get the home clean enough to spend the night. The thought of a long drive back to Grand Rapids in a snowstorm wasn’t appealing. We’d already spent time in a local hotel. Our visit was a disappointment because the cantankerous owner made things less than pleasant.

At first, we couldn’t get the thermostat to come on. We had electric heaters with us, but they weren’t going to warm the house much, so we put them in the bedrooms. Then, around midnight, the furnace kicked on and worked great! We had heat. It was all coming together.

We cleaned until our bedroom was tidy. Happy with our hard work, we went to bed. I fell asleep still a little surprised to be where I was. It didn’t seem possible to find such a cute place for the price we paid.

I didn’t mind that it was taking so long to clear out the clutter.  Despite the progress we were making, I couldn’t escape the feeling that it wasn’t our home yet. My gut feeling turned out to be correct.

Tired, I slept soundly most of the night. Just as the sun began to rise, something strange happened. I was in a semi-awake state when I heard strange sounds. There was scratching outside that sounded like claws on the outdoor siding.

It was a dragging sound that moved upwards. It was like something was scaling the side of the home. At first, I figured it was just tree branches hitting the side of the house.

Just as the sound hit the roof, I had the strangest thought.

She’s here.

This woke me up. Where had that thought come from? I asked myself, thinking it didn’t sound like my own mind. I didn’t know who she was. I recall that while the scratching sounds were happening, it felt like time stopped. The sun went behind a cloud.

I tried to sit up in bed, hoping to shake the feeling, but quickly realized I couldn’t. Something was twisting my arm and keeping it pressed to the bed. I felt my energy drain. The pain in my arm frightened me. I started to cry.

Hearing me cry, my husband turned over and looked at me. The moment my husband asked me what was wrong, the sensation went away and I could move again. The sun came out from the clouds and the room brightened. I told him what happened, saying nothing of the strange thought and the scratching.
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