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Dennis McKenzie is an internationally renowned clairvoyant and psychic. Since he started working as a psychic, Dennis has put many grieving relatives in touch with their departed loved ones as well as offering all manner of wise words and advice on what the future holds.




To Kevin and Nicola Wells, Mary Kelly and to my grandkids, Sky-Lucy, Raegan-Lillie, Ashton, Taye and Max - the lights of my life.




There are so many people to acknowledge. Ellee Seymour helped turn my memories into words. At Headline I would like to thank Carly Cook who was a wise and supportive editor from beginning to end, and Josh Ireland for all his patience, and I can’t write these acknowledgements without mentioning my PA, Judith, who makes everything possible. However, more than anything I am grateful to the many people who have let me share in their lives, and help them at their lowest points. They are the people who make having my gift worthwhile.




Prologue

‘I am really sorry, but both the girls are dead.’

I knew within twenty-four hours of their disappearance that ten-year-old Holly Wells and Jessica Chapman had been murdered. But it wasn’t until I met Holly’s father and mother, three days after the girls had vanished without trace, that I would speak the words no parent should ever have to hear.

Kevin and Nicola Wells had insisted on the truth, however dreadful, and I delivered the verdict in my customary manner - bluntly and to the point. It is the only way I know. I spoke with total conviction; my German spirit guide, Jagna, had informed me, and Jagna is never wrong. There was something about the tone of her voice that told me that those girls had died in a terrible manner, she didn’t need to say anything more for me to know that their deaths were more than just a tragic accident.

It broke my heart to have to tell the couple, clinging on to their last shred of hope, that they would never see their daughter again. That side of the job never gets easier, being the person to extinguish the hope.

Ten more days would pass before the two girls’ bodies were found and what I had told Holly’s parents would be confirmed: this included descriptions of the school caretaker, Ian Huntley, who would be convicted for the murder of both children, and of Huntley’s girlfriend, Maxine Carr, who lied about his whereabouts on the night that he killed Holly and Jessica.

I had also described a view from the house Huntley shared with Carr, Huntley’s red Ford Fiesta, the Fenland road he drove along to dispose of his victims’ bodies and the site where he dumped them.

The spiritual encounters I shared with Kevin and Nicola Wells provided much comfort during that lowest point of their lives. They found solace in our three-way conversations with the spirit world: Holly would tell her mum how much she missed their shopping trips to Next and she would console her dad, too - she could see him sitting on her bed, crying, heartbroken, clutching her favourite cuddly toy.

My experience with the Wells family and so many others who have found themselves in the same tragic situation has made me realize that, however devastating it is to contact a child who has passed over in a brutal way, there is an  absolute joy, real and heartrending, when the family are put in touch with the spirit of their loved one on the other side and they regain contact with someone they thought they would never speak to again. If what I do helps these people in any way, I can call myself blessed. Kevin and Nicola know that Holly has not gone. They know she’s in a different place, but she’s still watching. They know Holly is still around.




First Spiritual Encounters

I was four years old when I first saw her. I was in hospital following a terrible accident which left me in excruciating pain. Lots of nurses were looking after me but I couldn’t help noticing that the nurse with the kind face who sat by my bed each night looked very different from the others. Her royal blue uniform with its starched white collar and long, full skirt seemed old-fashioned and she wore a tall hat from which a plait of material hung down toward her shoulders.

I soon realized that none of the other kids in the ward could see my night nurse and something told me her visits should remain a secret between the two of us. I was the only one she came to and this made me feel special.

I still remember vividly how she stood by my bed watching over me, always there when I woke in the night. Her gentle  face looked like that of an angel. She gave me a feeling of total calm, the best medicine in the world.

She is the first spirit that I can recall in detail, though I’d seen vague shadows and had odd feelings from the age of three. I suppose that is why the arrival of my night nurse didn’t trouble me; I was used to seeing figures that no one else did. I told no one about her visits simply because I didn’t think they were out of the ordinary. It was just what happened. Not until I reached the age of eleven or twelve did I realize that my special night nurse had come from the spirit world.

So, what of the accident which put me in hospital? I had run home from my Essex village primary school excited and bursting to tell all about my day. A neighbour had called around to visit my mum and, chatting away, they both looked toward me as I ran into the room. But Mum had left a bucket of boiling water on the step between the living room and kitchen and I didn’t see it until I ran right into it. The whole neighbourhood must have heard my scream. Never before or since have I experienced such agonising physical pain. Tears streamed down my face, great sobs shook my body making me gulp for breath.

Mum was beside herself and didn’t know what to do. Tentatively, she removed my socks and as the skin peeled away with them I screamed even louder. Flesh exposed, my feet were red raw. I was taken in an ambulance straight to  hospital, admitted to the children’s ward and there I stayed for nine weeks - a long, long time to be away from home.

Sad and lonely, I would look down at my bandaged feet and wonder how long it would be before I could go out to play again, run around and kick a ball with my new school friends. I cried for my mum, even though the nurses were wonderfully kind to me. And my secret nurse was kindest of all. I smile now as I recall the comfort her visits brought - every night, after lights out, her words soothed better than any other medicine.

‘Don’t worry,’ her soft voice would reassure, ‘you will get better and the pain will go away soon.’

Having my night nurse with me was just like having my mum there.

It was not only painful feet but also asthma which kept me from sleep and I would often lie awake, crying quietly. Then I would look up and see my spirit nurse sitting by my side and she’d talk until I dozed off. While the other children slept I would watch her, transfixed, but when I opened my eyes in the morning she would have vanished.

Hospital visits from my family were few and far between. This was the late 1950s when long working hours and the distance they had to travel between home and the hospital made it difficult for them - in those days not everyone had their own car.

On one visit my Grandma Mercy brought me a toy  cowboy with some toffees hidden inside. I was over the moon. However, because some parents couldn’t afford to buy sweets, the ward had a strict rule that any we might be given must be handed over so they could be shared equally by all of us. Being a typical boy, I didn’t want to hand over my sweets and kept my stash a secret. Nothing got past my spirit nurse, of course:

‘I know about your sweets in that toy,’ she teased one night. ‘But don’t worry, Dennis, I won’t tell anyone.’

I know of other psychics who, like me, experienced their first memorable spiritual encounter when they were sick. They, too, were sent guardian angels who offered help when it was most needed. I never knew the name of my spirit nurse, or why she picked me, but I will always be grateful for the relief she brought during that difficult time.

 



I was born on 15 July 1954 in the tiny, marshland village of Paglesham. Eight miles inland from Southend-on-Sea on the Essex east coast and bordered by two rivers, the Crouch and the Roach, the village has been renowned variously for ships, smuggling, fishing and oyster production. And with rough country tracks and paths right on the edge of its two hamlets, East End and Church End, Paglesham offered its children the pleasure of running free at play outdoors. We lived in a cottage in Church End.

My father, Jock McKenzie, hailed originally from the  village of Newtown St Boswells in the Scottish Borders, also home to our McKenzie clan. This is famous rugby country and Dad - well equipped with the big, strong McKenzie physique - used to play regularly in local games there. I inherited my father’s build but have always much preferred football to rugby.

We lived in Paglesham, my mother’s home town, until I was seven. While my father worked hard as a baker, my mother, May, had her hands full looking after four energetic kids. My brothers, Stuart and Murray, are older than me by six and four years respectively and my sister, Jacqueline, is four years my junior.

As a child I often felt lonely and left out by my siblings. I used to think this was because of our age differences but as I have come to grips with my ‘gift’ I wonder - though I didn’t know it at the time - if it was because I was ‘different’?

Strangely, I have no strong memories of my brothers and sister during our childhood years. In fact, I never felt very close to my immediate family, that bond just wasn’t there. For example, I have no recollection of my eldest brother, Stuart, either as a child or even living in the cottage with us - though, obviously, he did. My memories of him begin to register only when he got married. I draw a blank on Murray, too, up until I went to secondary school. Why my memory of them should be like this I don’t know. Perhaps a spirit decided to keep me cocooned while I was growing  up so I would be ready to use my psychic ability, or it could just have been that being that bit older than me they weren’t around much at the time. I do have vague childhood memories of Jacqueline - probably because she is younger than me - and I am also a little more in tune with her than I am with my brothers.

In common with most people, I remember virtually nothing prior to the age of three or so. Thereafter my memories are scant but vivid: I recall our dog getting distemper and dying when I was about three, hospitalization aged four and various relatives including grandparents and my mum’s Uncle Stan - he’d lost a leg in a hay making machine and when he’d whip off his wooden replacement to show me I thought it was hilarious.

I did feel a bond with my grandfather on my mother’s side, Golden Victor Cardy - what a wonderful name - who lived in the village’s East End. He was, on the whole, a quiet man but could be very stern if you upset him. Grandfather was a natural countryman and wonderful with animals and from him I inherited a love of the wide open rural landscape. During school holidays I would often swap Church End for East End to stay with him and Grandma Mercy. There was a gravel pit on grandfather’s land and I’d spend hours fishing it. It didn’t matter that there was no money to buy me a rod, I made one out of bamboo cane which was good enough to sometimes hook a tasty trout for our dinner.

Grandma Mercy was a big tease, though she used to scare me, too - I could never tell when she was pulling my leg:

‘I’m a witch,’ she’d say, ‘and I often fly over your house to see you, Dennis.’

I’d shudder, terrified yet enthralled. Did she really have such powers? She showed me her cauldron on the farm in Paglesham. I imagined her stirring up frogs and toads. Looking back, I think there was something psychic about her.

However, the person in our family who I was especially close to was Uncle Murray, my father’s brother. He was the most charming of men and, true to the McKenzie genes, a big, thick-set guy. During a spell as a professional musician my uncle had fronted the Murray McKenzie Dance Band in his hometown, Newtown St Boswells. Before I was born, he and his wife, Shirley, had moved south to run a pub in the village of St Osyth, also on the Essex east coast. Over time, they became like adoptive parents to me.

The relationship between my uncle and me was particularly strong during my teenage years when I used to spend a lot of time with him at his pub. Uncle Murray was very protective toward me and I could talk to him about anything and everything. I was five when I first told my father about the spirits I’d seen but he’d have none of it; my mother, too, found the concept hard to fathom, though as I grew  older she gradually became more receptive to the idea that I might have some kind of special talent. Uncle Murray was the only person who took me seriously and seemed to understand what I was talking about. I was devastated when my favourite uncle and confidant died as a result of alcoholism; ten years later, drink killed his wife, too.

I was about forty years old, and Murray had been dead for six years when his spirit started communicating with me - it was good to hear his Scottish twang again. One day, he communicated a very specific message: I was to ask my father about a bible which was in Canada and shouldn’t be there and I should, also, describe to my father a special family watch and must refer to an occasion when my father walked across the bridge over the River Tweed. To me, the message made no sense at all but when I conveyed it to dad he knew exactly what it meant and was astonished at its accuracy. It turns out that in his family it had always been agreed that this bible would be given to my father, but that a cousin had stolen it before emigrating to Canada. There’s no way I could have known about this story, it had never been mentioned before, so to see my father so amazed by what I told him made me feel that perhaps from then on he’d be a little less sceptical about my psychic abilities.

Uncle Murray had also mentioned something about me ‘having the gypsy in me’. When I raised the subject with Dad, out came the big family secret. My late Grandma Jean,  a Rutherford, had been a Scottish Romany gypsy but when she married outside gypsy blood, her people ostracized her. In addition, and sadly for Jean, the McKenzie family she had married into were ashamed of her gypsy roots.

‘Maybe Grandma Jean is the reason you see your spirits, maybe you’re like her,’ Dad conceded.

I was speechless. Yet, of course, it made sense. My father’s mother had the look and features of a Romany - dark, heavy-lidded eyes; dark, curly hair - and always wore lots of jewellery - bangles and lucky charms jangled on her wrists and she was never without a gold chain. Grandma Jean had always hated me and I, in fear of her, kept my distance. She must have sensed my psychic ability but rather than bring us together, it drove us apart. I reminded her of the life she had lost when she married my grandfather and for that she detested me.

When I was seven my father gave up the bakery business and became landlord of a pub called The Sun in Gold Street, Saffron Walden, near Cambridge. Once, Grandma Jean accused me of stealing a KitKat biscuit from the pub. It wasn’t true but, naturally, my parents believed her word over mine and they were livid with me. At the time, I couldn’t understand why Grandma had done this to me but now I know: she resented me for the gift I had inherited from her.

Our move to Saffron Waldon suited me well because my parents were so busy running the pub that I was left  to my own devices. But I wasn’t on my own for long because I soon found more friends than I could ever have hoped for - friends of all types and ages. My new friends, however, were not ordinary people but special, spirit friends - just as my night nurse had been - and they came to see me almost every day. The spirits didn’t knock on the door or want to play football in the garden. They flew in to visit me. I would watch, gobsmacked, as they flew - not a broom-stick in sight - around the pub’s garden and landed on the sloping roof of an old shed. Incredible as it seemed I had no choice but to believe, to know, that this was really happening.

I was mad about DC Comics, American publications which featured characters such as Superman and Batman, and thus chose to pretend that my spirit friends were my personal superheroes.

‘What shall we play today?’ I’d ask them.

‘We’ll leave it up to you, Dennis,’ they’d reply.

We talked and played hopscotch and running games and we’d spend hours together by the river, my friends sitting on the bank watching while I fished. When they took their leave I’d call out, ‘See you tomorrow,’ and be looking forward to the next day.

We always had great fun together and over the three or four years that my family lived at the pub, my friends’ visits became part of my everyday life. Whenever I talked about  these friends to my parents they just laughed and referred to them as my ‘imaginary mates’.

All kids, my parents reasoned, have imaginary friends. For example, on a family outing to Dryburgh Abbey near St Boswells, while we were looking around near the Chapter House - once home to the abbey’s monks - I suddenly saw a group of monks in brown cassocks. They didn’t speak, but walked in file straight past me. I turned immediately to my mum, ‘Did you see them, Mum?’ I asked her. She turned to me and, without much urgency, said, ‘What, Dennis? Have you been seeing your imaginary friends again?’ I knew there was no point in trying to explain what had really happened.

At the pub in Saffron Waldon I also encountered my first nasty spirit, one who scared me. Every time I was sent down to the pub cellar to fetch drinks I would feel a chill sweep over my body and sense that something sinister was nearby, watching me. Then, when I’d peer over my shoulder into the cellar’s dank gloom I would see a shadowy image. It was terrifying.

At the age of twelve or thirteen I watched a TV programme that helped me begin to make sense of my various spiritual encounters. The programme suggested that people who saw ghosts were actually seeing ‘pictures caught in time’ and described the spirit world as a ‘residue of energy’ which - for whatever reason and though there is, in reality, nothing there - some people can tune in to.

That explanation made sense: I was able to see a moment in time that had gone, there was, in fact, nothing there but nevertheless, residual energy remained that I could tune in to.

Most psychic people I have spoken to describe feeling, as I did, ‘different’ or ‘special’ as children. In my early teens, and in view of my parents’ reaction to my ‘imaginary friends’, I elected to avoid ridicule by telling no one about my spirit friends. When I had first told them, my parents were so dismissive that I became wary about bringing up the subject in their company again. Like I said, Uncle Murray was an exception, I could always be open with him, and discuss things that I’d never dream of talking about with anyone else. While I was accustomed to seeing spirits wherever I went, including at school - in the corridors, walking around the playground - there was always something particularly weird about seeing them running along beside my living, breathing schoolmates.

My dad’s pub business went bankrupt when I was ten and we moved to a village called Linton, in Cambridgeshire. I was by now at secondary school and being psychic enabled me to get what I wanted out of people. Because I could tell what they were thinking, I could wrap them around my little finger. I was, nevertheless, frequently caned for getting into fights and being disruptive.

When I wasn’t at school, my happiest days would be  spent fishing - Linton is surrounded by unspoilt countryside and winding streams. Invariably, one or more of my spirit friends would join me on the river:

‘Tight lines,’ they would say.

‘Yes, too true,’ I would reply, grinning at my haul.

I had become an accomplished angler to the extent that the local doctor was prompted to request, via my mother, that I take fewer fish. He had the fishing rights on the river and I - though he had failed to catch me at it - had been poaching his trout. And they were delicious.

By the age of fifteen I was desperate to leave school. Studying was not for me and more than anything in the world I yearned for the outdoor life, to earn a crust from the countryside and work alongside animals. I felt my destiny was to be a gamekeeper - I’d even got a job lined up but my mother refused to allow it, insisting it wasn’t ‘good enough for our son’.

I was deeply upset but had no choice. So I took a job as an apprentice electrician which bored the life out of me. I lasted about a year and then trained to become an apprentice chef. I also worked on building sites, as a tyre fitter, in an envelope factory and as a pub bouncer. Job satisfaction? I found none.

Grandma Mercy died when I was eighteen years old. It was a desperately sad event for the whole family. On the night of the day she died, I was lying in bed thinking over all the good times we’d enjoyed when I suddenly sensed  her presence close by and the room was filled with the wonderful, strong scent of lily of the valley - they were grandma’s favourite flower and she grew swathes of them in her garden. Then I saw Grandma, sitting on my bed and looking every bit as real as when she was alive. She smiled at me and said, ‘Don’t worry, I’m fine.’ And then she vanished. She had given me quite a shock.

I couldn’t wait to tell Mum. By then she’d come around to the idea that I wasn’t making all this kind of thing up. Mum found comfort in the words Grandma had spoken but Dad refused to accept what I’d seen and heard.

In fact, despite conceding that my psychic ability is probably inherited from his own mother, Dad persists in claiming that it’s all a load of rubbish - but if anyone else says so, he’s the first to jump to my defence.

 



I have two spirit guides: Jagna Anderson and White Cloud. Jagna is a German lady in her mid- to late-forties - quite young to have died. She looks typically Scandinavian with her short, blonde hair and she is attractive. I recognize her instantly when she appears in my mind’s eye because she always wears very sharp, stylish business suits from the 1950s.

Jagna has been with me since I was seven - she was one of my friends in Saffron Walden. Over the years I’ve come to know her clear and unmistakable German accent so well - it’s clipped and precise. And boy is she blunt in the way  she talks and gives me information; it is she who I probably get my no-nonsense attitude from.

It was Jagna who helped me through secondary school in Linton. I’m the first to admit I was a bit of a school bully. Apart from sport I didn’t like school one bit and would bunk off as often as I could but thanks to Jagna I always managed to pull off top marks in exams - her voice would whisper the answers to me.

We had a teacher called Mrs Tuller who was very, very big on speeches and presentations, and following a class trip to London to learn about William Shakespeare, we were to give an account of it in front of the whole school. I’d not been paying any attention, so when my turn came, I was totally unprepared. I froze. I stood up in front of 400 or 500 kids and wished the ground would open up.

Then, suddenly, the words flowed, fluent and articulate. Everyone stared, and then they clapped and clapped. Jagna had put the words into my mouth and saved the day, yet again. I shall never forget the wonderful feeling of coming top of the class for making that speech. Yet my mind had been elsewhere the whole time and I had no idea what I was saying. The teachers were amazed, and full of praise for my flawless performance.

My other guide, White Cloud, came into my life just before I became a professional psychic in the year 2000. He is an American Indian and one day I felt his spirit enter me  and take me flying across the sky. We flew through big, puffy white clouds - so exhilarating - and so I named him White Cloud. I’d given him this name intuitively, yet it transpired that it was, already, my guide’s name. He is with me for spiritual knowledge and healing.

He always shows himself to me as a very wizened old man wearing a breastplate and with a blanket decorated with triangles slung over his shoulder. When he shows himself to females, however, he appears as a young brave - probably trying to impress! White Cloud had sixteen wives.

A woman who came to me for some healing was fascinated when I told her about White Cloud and left determined to find out more about him. She tried a shop in Royston which sold memorabilia and mystic stuff. ‘Sorry love,’ she was told. ‘Nothing on White Cloud, but we do have a pamphlet on White Eagle.’ She gave me the pamphlet and a week later when I was lying on my bed reading it a very indignant White Cloud said:

‘I am not White Eagle, I am White Cloud.’

No doubt about his identity, then. Soon after this, the same woman bought me a large poster depicting White Cloud exactly as I’d pictured him.

I used to hang the poster behind me at psychic fairs and one day, at a fair in Stevenage a fellow psychic saw it:

‘The boss,’ said the psychic.

‘How do you know he is the boss?’ I asked.

‘That’s White Cloud,’ he replied. ‘He’s my guide and I call him the boss.’

It’s not uncommon to share guides.

‘I call him the boss too!’ I said.

 



 



I married Janet when I was nineteen, after she became pregnant with our daughter, Donna. I wasn’t earning much of a wage, so we began married life living with her family in their council house in Sawston, the largest village in Cambridgesh ire.

I’d spent nights at that house before we married. Janet’s parents allocated me the back box room but I had never liked sleeping there; as soon as I thought her mum and dad were asleep I’d sneak into Janet’s bedroom. In the box room, sometimes, I’d seen flashing lights dancing all around the room at about pelmet height. I didn’t know what to make of it. At first, I didn’t say anything to Janet - we had only been going out together for a few months and I didn’t want her to think I was weird - but it later transpired that she, too, had witnessed the lights. There’s no way they could have been car lights because the bedroom looked over allotments.

While the lights were surreal, they were nothing compared to what I came face to face with one night in Janet’s room. I am not the kind of guy who is easily spooked but that council house delivered the most spine tingling paranormal encounter of my life.

I woke with a start. ‘What’s that?’ I yelled. An eerie, shadowy figure stood at the end of the bed. He wore a dark trench coat. He had a pointed nose and receding hair, swept back. I looked at it, at his evil face, and screamed. An icy chill in the room made my spine crawl. The sense of foreboding and dread was suffocating.

I screamed as loudly as I could and, with that, the spectre suddenly disappeared. My scream woke Janet who had somehow continued to sleep after I’d shouted out the first time. Shaking with fear and disbelief I struggled for words to describe the evil I’d just seen before me.

‘Don’t be so stupid. It’s my Elvis Presley poster,’ said Janet.

And then she went back to sleep.

But I knew that it was not Janet’s Elvis Presley poster; rather, it was one of the most damaging and bad spirits I have encountered. Who he is and why he appeared remains a mystery.

On a more lighthearted note was the curious case of the disappearing underpants. Like most men, when I undress I throw my clothes on the floor and - unless someone else picks them up - there they stay until morning. Not so on the floor of Janet’s room where my underpants would have vanished from where I’d left them the night before, and my wife certainly hadn’t picked them up.

After nine months, Janet and I moved just around the corner  to a house of our own. A little while later, Janet’s parents separated and her mother, Mavis, moved into Janet’s old bedroom. She laid a new carpet and decorated it. Mavis had been using the room for a couple of months when my underpants started reappearing - dozens of pairs that had been missing for three years started turning up under her bed.

There must be some kind of vortex in that room that spirits - good and evil - use as a gateway in to the house. Despite that, and all that’s happened there, Mavis still lives in the house, though she has moved back to her own bedroom.

Janet and I were excited to move into our own place. It was a council house, end of terrace and nothing posh, but we have since bought it and made it into a comfortable family home.

Having left one spooky house behind us, the last thing I expected was to inherit a spirit within our own four walls - but we did. At first she would do silly, mischievous things. For example, before we installed a shower we’d rinse our hair using a margarine tub to pour the water and the spirit would grab hold of the tub just as you’d be about to pour. ‘Hey, let go, give it back,’ I’d shout, but it didn’t make a bit of difference.

Our resident ghost was playing games with us - everyone in the house has had some experience of her antics, sometimes reminiscent of scenes from the TV comedy Bewitched!.

Friends of our kids, Donna and Daniel, have sensed the ghost’s presence, too. The kids’ friends were always welcome, they knew they never had to knock on the front door, that they should just walk straight in. But that soon stopped when they became aware of our ghost. My family were used to hearing the ghost’s footsteps walking around upstairs and it didn’t bother us at all (except for the day when Daniel woke to find the ghost sitting at the foot of his bed) but it scared the wits out of the kids’ friends.

Some fifteen years ago, on a night when Janet was out, I was asleep on one of the twin beds in my room. I opened my eyes and saw this woman - late thirties or early forties, short brown hair, quite slim - lying on the other bed, propped up on one elbow and looking at me. Our ghost. She wanted to talk but, ‘Not tonight, I’m too tired,’ I told her and, sadly, she has never attempted to speak to me since. This spirit has also sat on the bed next to our son, Daniel. Daniel regards himself as a brave, macho kind of a guy - he is a no-nonsense, high-rise steel erector now - but she scared the living daylights out of him and for the next week Daniel slept on his big sister Donna’s bedroom floor.

When Janet went out for the evening I’d take myself off to bed and, often, I’d think she must have come home early because I would hear footsteps upstairs. I would call out to Janet then realise that it wasn’t her but our resident, restless spirit. Sitting in the front room we’d hear her footsteps on the stairs, or she might rattle the letter box.

One day, a new yellow shirt of Janet’s vanished. She’d liked it so much that she bought another one exactly the same. Then, three months later, the original one turned up on Daniel’s bed, neatly folded on his pillow. Thinking about it makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I’d love to know why our spirit wanted Janet’s shirt.

I don’t know her name or who she was, why or how she died, or why she wants to be in our house. She has never caused us any harm and she has never deliberately tried to frighten anyone so, we have just become accustomed to her being around. I have tried to talk to her but she doesn’t want to get involved. She seems happy enough being with us, I just wish I knew who she was and why she can’t let go of this house. We’ve lived here for thirty years now; I last heard her shuffling around upstairs some six months ago.

 



 



The string of meaningless jobs I’d done to pay the bills and provide for my wife and children had not diminished my love of the rural life and, at the age of thirty-eight, I decided it was time to pursue my dream. I became a gamekeeper and I had never been happier - out and about in the fresh air, no two days were the same and I never minded the long hours. I worked at Hinxton Hall near Cambridge for eight years and enjoyed every minute. I helped organize shoots  and looked after thirteen dogs which I trained and bred from. I would never be without a dog but these days, since I’m away from home so much, I’m down to just three spaniels.

I had continued to see spirits every day and, as a general policy, kept these sightings to myself. As I reached the age of forty, my psychic feelings were becoming stronger and I also developed a tingling sensation and a heat in my hands which, I later discovered, is a sign of the ability to heal.

It was around then that I started to tell people other than my family about my psychic feelings. It was something that I’d bring up, tentatively at first, with some of my close friends. As time went on I began to be a lot more open about it. Gamekeepers don’t earn a great deal and it was while I was moonlighting - a little door work - at the Queen’s Head pub in Sawston, that I told a friend, Alex Willis, about the voices in my head and my hot hands. Alex didn’t miss a beat, ‘That’s because you are healer,’ he said. I laughed, nervously. I had no idea what he was talking about. It may seem odd me saying this now, but at that time the word ‘healer’ didn’t really mean much to me at all. I asked him what he meant and he looked me straight in the eye and repeated, ‘You are a healer.’

A few weeks later at a fellow keeper’s party I was talking to his wife, Judith. We had met before and I knew we shared common ground about spiritual matters. Judith asked if I’d ‘seen anything lately?’

‘No,’ I said. ‘But this guy Alex reckons I’m a healer.’

‘Okay then, Dennis, my back’s killing me. Will you have a go at it?’ asked Judith.

My hands burned so hot you could poach an egg on them. I did as Judith asked and placed my hands close to her back for about ten minutes. Twenty minutes later the pain in her back had gone. Not believing it possible that I could have cured her pain I convinced myself the result must be psychosomatic.

Meantime, we’d moved on to talk about the atmosphere I was picking up in the couple’s home: something didn’t feel right but I couldn’t put my finger on it. Then Judith confessed she’d been having problems with a spirit. Though her husband wasn’t bothered, it had rattled her so she asked if I could help; Judith knew there was something in the bedroom but couldn’t say what.

Judith was right. In the bedroom I saw a petite, sweet-faced girl. She had long, straight, honey-brown hair and big eyes and was wearing a dress with a white bib over it which looked Edwardian. The girl told me that she’d drowned near the house where Judith lived when she was a child.

‘That makes sense,’ said Judith. ‘I remember hearing that a girl had drowned there many years ago.’

‘Well,’ I said. ‘She’s attached herself to you for some reason and followed you here. She’s quite harmless, poor little thing.’
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