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To my dad for once being able to do a running flip over thirteen people, and to my mom for possibly being the milkman’s child. You are the first and best sources from which my own weirdness springs.


–Joanne Austin






















Introduction


One need not be a chamber to be haunted, One need not be a house; The brain has corridors surpassing Material place.


—EMILY DICKINSON, “HAUNTED”


There is a ghostly renaissance happening in the United States. Believing in ghosts is no longer considered “out there.” Instead, it’s now hip to see dead people.


All you have to do is look at the explosion of ghosts whispering in the entertainment industry. Movies about hauntings have always had a place in Hollywood, but never so many as now. And television has picked up the haunted ball. The home of the occasional haunting over time, it’s now flooded with shows, both fictional and reality-based, devoted to ghosts and the people who investigate or communicate with them.


The spirit world has even manifested itself in commercials. One recent ad features a house severely infested with poltergeists. The female homeowner calls in paranormal investigators to get rid of them, and when they suggest that the family leave, she balks. She’s consumed with a lust for her high-end bathroom faucets that the scariest ghost can’t conquer.


Added to this spectral media feast are thousands of books, DVDs, and Web sites on the subject. You can even buy everything from haunted dolls to haunted fishing tackle on eBay. Ghost business is booming.


And if you think there’s more to that banging sound in your basement than bad plumbing, you should know that membership in paranormal investigation groups is up. Record numbers of people are hunting, photographing, and recording the voices of what might be ghosts. Assistance from one of these groups is just a phone call away.


Fact is, whether or not you believe in ghosts, they are everywhere, if not in spectral form. And that brings us to Weird Ghosts.


To unearth stories from around the country for you, we tapped many of the authors who have written for our best-selling Weird U.S. series. We’ve also found some new authors who have hauntingly original perspectives on spirits. All are committed to the task of scaring you, and they do it in various spooky styles. Some authors invite you to witness the ghostly manifestations in their homes, but others escort you to ghosts in different places, like the side of a road, the middle of the woods, a sterile hotel room, a neglected graveyard, or a crowded bar. Ghosts can manifest themselves anywhere.


The stories you’ll read here differ slightly from those found in the Weird U.S. series. In Weird Ghosts, you will find that most stories are backed up with history and first-person accounts. You’ll even find location information for many places, so you can check them out yourself. The stories are, as best we can determine, true—at least to the people who have experienced them.


Our goal is to at least make you jump a little when the doorbell rings, if not completely disturb you to the point of sleeplessness. The stories are a good mix of unrelenting violent tales and quieter psychological scares. Even the most battle-scarred horror fans should find something scary here. So read on, and know that you’ve been warned.


–Joanne Austin
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The haunted house stories in this chapter are a mixed bunch–some spine-tingling, some merely curious. But that’s the norm when it comes to ghost stories. Even if they don’t scare the daylights out of us, they rarely fail to intrigue. That’s because no matter how far-reaching our knowledge of science and technology, we find the pull of the supernatural hard to resist. Our love of the eerie is universal and timeless, with accounts of hauntings appearing in some of the earliest writings known to man, be they from ancient Egypt or Greece or Rome. Even now almost every city or town has at least one house that’s spoken of as haunted–the host to ghosts or a mysterious force.


One reason stories of haunted houses are so alluring is that few are tidily resolved. Was the person really seeing a ghost or only imagining it? Were the noises in the night caused by a restless spirit or do they have a perfectly logical explanation?


The stories recounted in these pages are no different. In one, two youngsters visiting their grandparents in rural Florida get more than they bargained for when they explore a mysterious vacant house nearby. In another, a single father in Missouri moves into a large old house with his three children and ends up having to flee, terrified, into the night. On a different tack, a New Jersey couple comes to accept the spirits who share their home, considering them more of a curiosity than a threat.


As varied as these first-person stories may be, some have a number of surprising similarities. However seriously you take them, you’ll find the ways people deal with a house full of ghosts (or even one!) as interesting as the ghosts themselves.



















THE RENTAL IN THE SOURLANDS


by D. S. Gibson


 


As someone who’s lived for thirty-two years in the Sourland Mountains of Somerset County, New Jersey, I’ve had more than one bizarre encounter in these desolate, mysterious hills. In this story, I will relate the most terrifying incident.


In 1980, I was twenty and anxious to move out of my parents’ house. After my buddy Peter and I decided to look for a place, we consulted a local real estate agent. The woman assured us she had just the place for us and it was only a short ride away. In her car, we drove up into the Skillman section of the Sourland range, and we soon realized the apartment was much farther out than we’d hoped. Finally we stopped at an old farm.


“That’s it,” said the real estate agent, pointing to what was obviously a converted two-story utility shed on a small incline behind the main farmhouse. The first thing I noticed was a 1959 hearse parked in front of the shed.


“Looks kind of creepy,” said Peter. “And what about that hearse?” The agent told us that it belonged to one of the renters who lived above the vacant apartment.


After a few minutes, the landlord bounded off the farmhouse’s back porch and approached us. He was a particularly big man, and the look in his eyes could only be described as scary. As he brusquely laid down the law on what was and wasn’t allowed on the premises, I couldn’t help but think that this guy would have made an excellent Luca Brasi in the movie The Godfather.


The apartment he showed us consisted of nothing more than an eat-in kitchen, a tiny living room, a bathroom, and a single bedroom. Peter and I had wanted our own rooms, but at $275 a month the less-than-ideal space was hard to pass up. Ignoring the bad vibes, we said we’d take it. Little did we know that we were in for four nerve-wracking months, the effects of which would linger long after we moved out.
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A Baffling Break-in


We signed the lease on Thursday afternoon and started to move in later in the day, and most of my stuff was in the apartment by Friday afternoon. Peter and I agreed we’d move the rest of his things in on Sunday, since he was leaving for Pennsylvania to stay with his girlfriend for the weekend. After Peter left, I settled down to unpack. Shortly after dark, I began to get the eerie feeling that I wasn’t alone. Not helping were some very strange sounds that seemed to be coming from behind the walls and beneath the floor. I walked around listening, looking out windows, and wondering if we had mice.


A bit spooked, I decided to lock everything up and go stay at my parents’ house that night. It was a dark and lonely ride on the back roads that led down the mountain into Neshanic Station.


In the morning, my father (concerned, and rightly so) asked if he could come with me to see the place. So we jumped in the car and drove up the mountain. When we got there, I was puzzled to find that even though I could unlock the door, it wouldn’t open. My dad and I both pushed hard, and slowly it moved. “There’s something against the other side,” he said. We were able to force it open enough to allow us to squeeze into the living room.


To our surprise, the obstacle against the door was the sofa bed. More astonishing was that it had been opened— and my only houseplant sat right in the middle of the bed, looking as if it had been carefully placed there; not even a speck of dirt had been spilled. If that weren’t strange enough, the sofa bed was the only piece of furniture sitting right side up. The kitchen table, television stand, dresser—all just where I had placed them—were now upside down!
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“You’ve been robbed,” Dad said, motioning toward the clothes and kitchen utensils strewn about. Frantically I looked for my most treasured belongings. Nothing was missing except for one thing. Peter and I kept a large frog in a jar of formaldehyde, intended as a quirky conversation piece. And while the jar of formaldehyde was still there, the frog wasn’t. Dad and I searched high and low for it, but the frog was nowhere to be found.


My father and I also discovered that the windows, which were quite high off the ground, were still locked. We couldn’t figure out how in the world intruders could have blocked the door and left, leaving everything bolted from inside. But for some reason, our puzzlement didn’t keep me from changing all the locks that day.


I called Peter and told him what had happened. He was as baffled as I was, especially after talking with the tenants upstairs and the landlord. No one had seen or heard a thing. On Sunday, Peter returned and we spent the rest of the day moving the last of his stuff in, both of us trying hard not to feel spooked about what had taken place.


That night, my girlfriend, Sue, and her friend Debbie drove up with me to see the place. Both were shocked to see how remote the area was. We pulled into the driveway and were approaching the back of the building when I noticed both girls were shifting nervously in their seats.


“Sue, this place has bad karma,” said Debbie. Sue didn’t like the look of the place either. She said she thought I should move out as soon as possible, and both girls couldn’t wait to leave. All I could draw out of them was that the place wasn’t “right.” I think that I knew this secretly, too, but I wasn’t about to give up my first apartment that easily. Now I know I should have listened.
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A Turn for the Worse


What followed was close to four months of the worst luck I’ve ever had. Within weeks, my car died. Then my replacement car gave up the ghost, too. Peter and I both lost our jobs. We both suffered from constant colds, allergies, and ill health in general. The strange noises continued all the while, accompanied by weird dreams and the unnerving feeling that we were being watched. Near the end of the summer, I awoke one night to find the floor fan shooting out orange and blue sparks. Other appliances went haywire as well.


After eight weeks in the apartment, Peter and I made a grisly discovery. When preparing dinner one night, we needed a pot stored under the sink. Reaching underneath, I pulled it out and was about to put it on the counter when I saw something horrific inside: the missing frog. Worse yet was what was done to it. The frog’s mouth had been forced open and a pencil had been shoved down its throat, exiting its rear. It was, in a word, skewered. I was certain I had looked under the sink the day my dad and I discovered the frog missing, and over the previous weeks I’d rummaged around under the sink for one thing or another countless times.


Horrified, I was ready to move out, but Peter talked me into sticking it out by reminding me of how cheap it was. Interestingly, I saw less and less of him as he conveniently spent more time at his girlfriend’s house. I so disliked staying at the apartment alone that on many nights I slept at my parents’ house.


One weekend when Peter was away, Sue and I decided to watch Saturday Night Live. It was a humid, still night with no breeze, so we left the front door open as we sat on the sofa and watched TV. The door was right next to the television, giving us a clear view of both. Suddenly, the door slammed shut with such force that it shook the walls. Sue and I both jumped a mile. In a panic, she demanded that we leave immediately. There was no argument from me. “I want you out of here,” she yelled, “because I don’t want to come here anymore!” I promised to talk to Peter about moving as soon as he returned.


When Peter failed to show up on Sunday, I stayed away from the place until late Monday afternoon—only to find that Peter still wasn’t there. So I decided to make some dinner as I waited for him.




“The door slammed shut with such force that it shook the walls.”





Afternoon sunlight warmed the kitchen as I scavenged to see what I could prepare. I filled a pot with water and put it on the stove to boil, then turned to grab a package of rice off the counter. When I turned back to the stove, the pot of water was gone, though the burner was still lit. The hair on the back of my neck sprang up, and I was afraid to turn around. All of a sudden the sunny room felt as cold as a tomb.


For what seemed like an eternity, I just stood there listening, only to be met with total silence. I knew that I couldn’t stand there forever—and besides, the front door was behind me, and that was the only way out. I spun around. The pot of water sat in the middle of the kitchen floor, five feet away from me. Once again, nothing was spilled, as if it had been gently placed there.


That was it. I picked up the pot, put it in the sink, turned off the stove, and headed out of the apartment as fast as I could. I told Peter the next day that I was moving. He was annoyed, but I couldn’t have cared less. By the way, Peter didn’t stay there much longer either; by the end of the month he had packed his stuff and moved out.


Someone once asked me if I thought that a particular place can be “bad.” Considering my four months of contending with forces unknown, I told him that I would have to say, “Yes. Definitely.”



















SOME THINGS ARE BEST LEFT ALONE


by Charlie Carlson


 


There was this creepy old house near where my grandparents lived, in a rural part of Alachua County, Florida,” recalled Jennifer, an elementary school teacher who is still a little nervous about her eerie experience as a kid. “My grandparents lived on a dirt road about ten miles outside of Gainesville. Across from this big cow pasture was another property where an old two-story farmhouse stood. It was dilapidated, unpainted, and had been vacant forever. I don’t know who owned it or why nobody lived in it, but there was a story about how a man had committed suicide there after killing his whole family with a butcher knife. My grandmother said it was just a yarn and that the house was vacant when my grandfather bought the five acres next to it many years before.”


[image: ]


Jennifer and her brother often visited their grandparents during the summer months and would hang out with their two cousins, who lived a short drive down the road. It was a night in the summer of ’76 that she first noticed something strange about the old empty house. “From the upstairs bedroom of my grandparents’ house, where I slept, I had a clear view of the deserted farmhouse across the pasture, and it looked like a dark silhouette in the moonlight.” On this particular night, Jennifer summoned her brother to take a look because there seemed to be a light in the upstairs windows of the house. They both squinted, trying to make sure it wasn’t just the moonlight reflecting off the windowpanes. “It definitely wasn’t a reflection,” she said. “Plus, my brother knew that the panes in the upstairs windows had been broken out. That meant the light was coming from the inside—but no one lived there. Anyway, we paid it no mind and went on to bed.”


The next morning, Jennifer and her brother asked their grandfather if they could explore the old house. Instead of granting permission, he sternly warned them to stay away. “Granddaddy seemed a bit upset that we even asked about the house,” Jennifer recalled. “I asked my grandmother why he didn’t want us to go, and she said my grandfather had a bad experience there and didn’t like to talk about it. I never did find out what she meant, but it only added to the weirdness of the place.”


Later that summer, Jennifer and her brother returned to spend another week with their grandparents. “It was just before school started, in early August, and that old house was still on my mind. On the first night, my brother and I looked out the window and, like before, saw a light on upstairs. This time, for some crazy reason, we decided to go against Granddaddy’s orders and go with my cousins to investigate.”


Cold Breeze in August


The next day, Jennifer and her brother teamed up with their two cousins for a clandestine adventure. “We laid low until Granddaddy pulled out of the yard in his pickup to get some feed for his cows. Once he was out of sight, the four of us hiked across the pasture to the back of the old house. It was all overgrown with weeds, with three or four tall palmetto trees in the yard, and it looked like it had been standing vacant for a hundred years.”


The four kids had planned to get a quick peek inside and leave. “The back door was barely hanging by rusty hinges and squeaked when we opened it. At the time, I was more afraid of seeing a snake or rat than a ghost. Anyway, we eased our way in, half expecting to see blood splatters or the butcher knife left over from the suicide and murder we’d heard about. I kept trying to remind myself of what Grandmother had told me: that it was just a far-fetched yarn.” [image: ]
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Inside, the rooms were scattered with boards, broken pieces of wooden furniture, and musty remnants of clothing from an earlier time. From the windows, strands of shredded curtains hung like apparitions, adding to the spooky atmosphere. “Birds or bats had been roosting inside, because their mess was all over everything,” remembered Jennifer with a slight shiver.


“It didn’t take long for something really strange to happen,” she continued. “I think we were in the front room or parlor or whatever, when all of a sudden this ice-cold wind rushed down the hall that ran through the house from front to back. It blew my hair back, and there wasn’t even a breeze outside. It was a hot and humid Florida August, but inside the temperature was like forty-something degrees.


“One of my cousins wanted to go upstairs, so the rest of us followed. About halfway up the rickety steps, that mysterious cold wind started blowing again. This time it came down the stairs from the second-story hallway. We couldn’t figure out how wind could blow through the house downstairs and then blow down from the second story. It was like someone had opened the door to a giant refrigerator. It suddenly stopped, but we could still feel the chill.


“All of a sudden there was a knocking sound inside the wall along the stairs. It was like something sealed up in the wall was trying to bust out. Then, at the head of the stairs, a door to a room started opening and slamming shut. It just kept on while we stood there with our eyes bugging out. At that point, I was ready to leave, but my brother wanted to keep exploring that second floor.”




“ It was like something sealed up in the wall was trying to bust out.”





For some reason, the upstairs was not willing to accept any intruders, especially four nosy kids who were disobeying their grandfather. “In hindsight,” said Jennifer, “I think we should have listened to Granddaddy, because what we saw next has been in my mind ever since. The door at the head of the stairs slammed shut and locked itself just as we got there. Then a very bright, glaring light—I mean really intense—seeped out through the cracks around the doorframe as the door started knocking and banging, like you would knock on a door with your fist. I don’t know what it was, but you could feel it was evil.”


Jennifer described the sensation as an unnatural feeling that penetrated their souls. Needless to say, the four young intruders wasted no time exiting the old house. “It was like escaping from a refrigerator. I think we were lucky to get out of that place, and I shudder to think what could have happened if we’d stayed longer.”


Jennifer never did learn what her grandfather had encountered in the old house, which has since been torn down. Nevertheless, she believes it had to do with what they had witnessed as kids, or perhaps something far more sinister. What she did learn is a valuable lesson: that some things are best left alone.



















PEACEFUL COEXISTENCE


by Bob Kronemyer


 


Have you ever wondered whether you could handle sharing a house with spirits of the dead? My wife, Jo, and I believe we can—and, in fact, have been doing so for just over a decade.


It was 1995 when I moved into my then fiancée’s house—a custom-built split-level that had been built by Jo and her ex-husband on a wooded lot in rural New Jersey in 1971. All they knew of the history of the site was that the housing development was started by the township in 1952 and that Irish and German settlements were established in the area before the Revolutionary War. Living with us were Jo’s son Scott and, in an apartment attached to the back of the house, her mother Josephine.


Over the next seven or eight years, all that struck me as strange were unexplained noises. After Josephine unfortunately suffered a stroke and had to be moved to a nursing home, I had begun using her apartment as an office. To communicate with anyone inside the main house who needed me, I put a baby monitor on my desk. As I worked into the wee hours, I would hear movements, banging, or other noises emanating from the monitor. Sometimes I got up and went into the house to see if Scott, who is disabled, was awake and moving about. Or perhaps the dog was responsible for the noise. But both Scott and our pet were always still asleep.




“I would hear movements, banging, or other noises.”
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A Room Out of Time


On a bright, sunny day in June 2003, I called an electrician friend and asked if he could stop by to make a repair. Little did I know he would be an eyewitness to something that would make the unexplained noises on the baby monitor seem like child’s play. As we sat in the living room chatting during a lunch break, the sliding screen door to the back porch suddenly slid open all on its own. Incredulous but surprisingly unperturbed, we just looked at each other as I said, “Well, somebody just came in, or just went out.” As if to prove we weren’t dreaming, I measured the opening and found the door had moved eighteen inches in one motion. The next day, I spoke with a couple of builder friends, both of whom said it would be impossible for the wind to blow open a sliding screen door—especially to a foot and a half. And besides, there had been no wind that day.


An incident a month later made Jo and me realize how comfortable with—or perhaps the better phrase is unbothered by—spirits we were. We had dinner around 5:00 p.m., after which I went to the living room to watch the evening news; Jo and Scott were still finishing their meal. As I sat in front of the television, my peripheral vision picked up a figure emerging from the bathroom and moving toward the bedrooms. “Sweetheart,” I called out to Jo, “someone just came out of the bathroom and went down the hallway.” Her response was “Really?” As you can see, we aren’t afraid of whatever it is we’re experiencing. Don’t ask me why, but I guess it’s because we pick up that there’s nothing to fear.


On a hot night that August, Jo was especially restless, sleeping for no more than an hour at a time. Finally, at 3:30 a.m., she decided to get up and go downstairs. After creeping out of the bedroom and closing the bedroom door, she turned to look into the spare room, which contains exercise equipment and lots of old photos of her family. To her utter amazement, what she saw was anything but the exercise room.


Before her was a room filled with antique furniture. She stared at it, rubbed her eyes, and tried to shake herself awake, but the phantom room was still there. Mesmerized, she said she looked at what she described as “something out of the 1800s” for a full fifteen minutes. She then walked into the bathroom. When she came out, she looked into the exercise room again, to find it as it has always been. The room out of time was gone.


When Jo told me of the experience, I said I thought she might have been looking into a time portal. She responded that if she had seen any of her ancestors, she might have walked on in. “Please, not without me,” I said. “How would I explain that to the police if you just disappeared?”
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A Call to the Experts


One night shortly after the phantom room vision, I went online, typed in “Ghost Research,” and was astonished by the number of links on the search engine’s list. After narrowing the search to New Jersey, I found a local ghost research society and e-mailed a short account of what had happened to Jo. When they responded, it was to say they were willing to come and investigate. After Jo and I filled in and submitted a questionnaire, a three-person advance team came to our home to interview us in October. The investigators followed in November.


On the appointed day, Scott went to stay with his father and we took care to make sure the house was in its normal state. Once the investigators arrived and introduced themselves, the first thing they asked us to do was to turn off all the lights, the TV, and any other electric appliances. They then spent two hours taking pictures. Afterward, when the lights were back on and we stood in the living room talking, the team leader looked over my shoulder and said something that proved to Jo and me that we weren’t imagining things: She had just seen a woman coming out of the bathroom and walking down the hallway. That she had no knowledge that I had seen the same thing confirmed that the spirits were real.




“The spirit likes our house and has no intention of leaving.”





When the researchers went downstairs to the rec room, one of them hit a cold spot: The temperature in the room registered 70˚F, but only 35˚F in one area.


In her subsequent report, the leader wrote that the team had detected a strong presence in the house. According to her, the spirit isn’t bound to the property or the land, but rather simply came or was brought here. The supposition was that the spirit likes our house and has no intention of leaving.
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Acceptance


Since the investigation, Jo and I have had additional experiences. Once I was in the kitchen making lunch, when all of a sudden the cupboard door began banging by itself. I looked up and calmly said, “Do you mind? I’m making lunch for Scott right now.” The banging immediately stopped. I was intrigued. If “it” could hear me, then there had to be some way for us to communicate.


I have also seen an alarm clock move, Jo has seen a face on the wall, and both of us have heard footsteps going down the hallway and down the stairs.


Friends were witness to another incident: Jo’s girlfriend and her husband came up for a weekend visit and we all went out to dinner. When we returned to the house, the coffee pot had turned on by itself, brewing coffee as if it knew where we’d been and that we would now want coffee and dessert.


That night, our visitors slept on an inflatable bed down in the rec room, as they had many times before. At about 3:00 a.m., the husband got up to use the bathroom. Then, instead of going back to the rec room, he lay down on a couch in the living room. His wife, who was waiting for his return, felt his side of the bed start to move like the motion of a waterbed. She heard a whooshing sound next to her ear, and stayed awake the rest of the night, too paralyzed with fear to get out of bed, with the covers pulled up over her head. At 7:00 that morning, she came upstairs and informed us all that she would never again sleep downstairs in the rec room. This was of major interest to us, because it was the first time that a paranormal occurrence involved someone outside of the family—other, of course, than the ghost researcher.


We decided to have the researchers return for a follow-up investigation and to determine the identity of the spirit. Three researchers arrived in March 2004. The procedure was as before: Scott went to his dad’s, everything electric was turned off, and Jo and I sat in the dark. The team spent two hours down in the rec room. Their batteries were being drained constantly. One of the researchers felt something move his hair in a gentle upward movement. A cold spot was picked up again. At one point, a woman on the team saw a little girl of ten or twelve peek around the doorway in the storage room.


The team moved upstairs into Scott’s room, leaving behind a member who was still trying to get the batteries in her equipment to work. She called up to one of the guys to come down and help. “I can’t come down now,” the investigator yelled in reply. “I’m chasing something.”


Jo and I looked at each other and asked, “Chasing what?”


The investigator’s camera had captured a ball of light bouncing on Scott’s bed, jumping up and down the way a little kid would. Both men in the room picked up the presence of a young boy. When Jo witnessed the scene on the playback of the video, she said that she’ll never forget it for as long as she lives.


At the end of the investigation, Jo asked the research team leader what she thought, and her response was, “You have a very interesting home.”


When we received the formal report from the investigations, we found that it included numerous pictures, the video, and a recording of what is called an EVP (electronic voice phenomenon). The best we can make out of the words on the EVP is, “Where are the rest of the souls?”
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Also during this time, I saw a dog of Jo’s that had died three years before; since then, Jo has seen the dog as well. In May 2005, both she and I saw feathers floating down from the ceiling in the bedroom. I can’t explain that one. Our current dog is sometimes seen barking at the wall. We see nothing there, but apparently he does.


According to the investigators, the actions of our unseen “guests” will reach no pinnacle. Whatever is going on will only intensify. We have no idea what is going to happen next, and at this point we are not afraid.



















ONE CHILD’S STORY


by Lisa L.


When I was a child, I moved with my mother and stepfather from Waukegan, Illinois, to a small town in Missouri. From the time I first stepped into our new house, I felt uneasy. While not grand, the house was very big–an eight-bedroom former retirement home that came at a bargain price because it needed plenty of work. After my first walk through, I knew that neither of the two bedrooms at the end of the hall would be mine. They were ice cold in the middle of summer even though there was no air-conditioning.


On the first night, my bed wasn’t set up, so I was to sleep in a recliner in the living room. As I lay there trying to drift off, som ething made me open my eyes. And there it was–a floating blue orb about the size of a tennis ball! Frozen, I watched it float in and out of the kitchen. Needless to say, I spent the rest of the night sleeping on the floor next to my mother’s bed.


Afterward, I couldn’t shake the bad feeling I had about the house. All of the bedroom doors had the locks on the outside, making me think the old people who once lived there had been kept locked in their rooms. And when I eventually found a room that didn’t freak me out, it was next to the woods–and I spent night after night awake because of the weird noises just under my bedroom window.


Despite the eerie feeling of never being alone, I began to feel more relaxed until something truly strange happened. We all gathered around the radio one evening, listening to music as we talked and told jokes. Out of the blue, the radio went off, and we assumed it had become unplugged. It hadn’t. Instead, the switch had been turned to the off position. I turned it back on. A few minutes later, the music stopped–again, because the radio had switched itself off. Did the spirits dislike the music?


As for those two rooms at the end of the hall, my parents eventually took one of them. Early one morning after we had left for school and work, my stepfather realized he had forgotten his wallet. Returning home to retrieve it, he opened the door to the room and immediately felt a cold rush of wind and something “pass right through him.” He told his story to us only once, said that the experience made his hair stand on end, and that he would never speak a word of it again.


We soon moved to a different town, and today I travel past that old house about once a year. And though it has been remodeled and looks normal, it’s still the same old haunted house to me.



















THE MAN OF THE HOUSE


by Steven LaChance


 


Do you believe in ghosts? I used to be like most people—a true skeptic, a real disbeliever. That was until a few years ago. Now I do believe, and I wish I didn’t. Even now, I’m awakened in the night by the memory of the screaming man and the dark ghostly image that turned my world upside down.


It was May 2001, and as a single father with three children I desperately needed to find a place for my family to live. The lease on our apartment was up and we were about to find ourselves homeless. I had answered just about every Union, Missouri for-rent ad when I received a call from a woman telling me about a house she owned—a rather large old place, she said, that was in very good shape. She invited me to an open house that coming Sunday.


When Sunday rolled around and my daughter and I arrived at the house, we could barely believe our eyes. We gazed upward in the living room to see cherubs lining the top of the wallpaper. All of the original woodwork was intact, and a wooden partition separated the living room from the huge family room. Just as amazing, the smell of baking cookies had hit us as soon as we walked through the front door.


The house had two floors, three bedrooms, and a large family kitchen with a mudroom that led to the back door. Upstairs, a breezeway was accessible to both bedrooms, and the basement had been used as a fruit cellar. It was more house than we ever imagined for the price, and we immediately knew we had to have it. Anyone who has lived in an apartment with three children will understand how we felt.


There was a steady stream of potential renters at the open house, so we knew the competition would be tough. I asked the elderly landlady if I could fill out the rental application on the spot, and she immediately agreed. As I handed her my application, she asked, “Do you understand the responsibility that comes with living in an old house such as this?”


“Oh yes, I understand. It’s beautiful,” I quickly replied, never imagining what lay in store. “Well then, I’ll get back to you,” she said before walking off to attend to other visitors. I couldn’t help but notice that there was something a little odd about the woman, and the way she showed people around wasn’t typical of real estate agents. She showed the house as if it were a museum.




“The latches were outside the doors, as if to keep something in.”





A week or so later, the landlady called to tell me she had selected me as the renter. While I was thrilled, I was surprised to find her downright effusive. We agreed to meet the following day at a restaurant not far from my workplace to settle all of the paperwork and take care of the deposit and initial monthly payment. I was a little disappointed we wouldn’t be meeting at the house because I couldn’t wait to see it again—and, in fact, meeting in a restaurant seemed just as off-kilter as the landlady’s sudden excitement.


Why worry about something so minor, I asked myself, when we’d lucked into such an incredible deal? I signed the papers just as planned the next day, and the children and I were all set to move in at the end of that week—Memorial Day weekend.
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Moving Pictures, Falling Leaves


It seemed forever before moving day finally came; but once it did, we quickly got all of our belongings stored safely inside the old white house. I was hauling the last few items from the moving truck when a passing car slowed to a crawl. From the passenger side, a man leaned out the window and said, “Hope you get along okay here,” before the car sped up and drove away.


“What do you think of that, Dad?” my daughter asked, slightly puzzled. “Friendly neighbors,” I replied as I shut the sliding door of the truck.


The first night in the house passed uneventfully. Looking back, I wonder if that might have been because the house wanted to draw us in a little closer before beginning its series of assaults. However, I did notice something strange. Each of the interior doors had an old hook-and-eye latch, but not in the usual place.


A few days later, the first incident occurred. I was hanging a large picture of two angels in the living room after my daughter suggested it would complement the cherubs lining the ceiling. Finished, I turned to walk away. Then crash! The picture fell to the floor. I rehung it and turned away, only for it to fall again. After I hung it a third time and walked away, I felt a rush of air hit the back of my ankles.


“What the hell?” I thought. I turned to see the picture lying at my feet. More determined than ever, I hung the picture again, then shouted, “Stay there, dammit.” I had to laugh because I was alone. Who did I think I was talking to? The kids were out playing on the front porch.


“Dad, come and see this,” my daughter called from the front door. [image: ]
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When I stepped onto the porch, she said excitedly, “Sit down and watch this!”


“Watch what?”


Just as the words came out of my mouth, my daughter pointed to an old man walking down the sidewalk toward our house. When he reached our property line, he quickly crossed the street to the opposite sidewalk.


“They don’t like walking in front of our house,” said my daughter. “Isn’t that weird?” And she was right. I sat on that porch for at least an hour, watching our neighbors cross the street. A couple of times I motioned as if to say hello, and they just dropped their heads and continued on their way. “Maybe they’re uncomfortable with new neighbors,” I thought, though in my heart I knew otherwise.


That Sunday, the kids returned from church excited because we had set aside the whole day to work in the yard—a big deal, since the only outdoor space they had ever been able to call theirs was the balcony outside our old apartment. We mowed the grass and cleaned the leaves from under the porch. We also needed to rake the lawn because the trees were shedding their leaves—even though it was spring, not fall. I made a mental note to mention this oddity to the landlady the next time I talked with her.


I asked my younger son to go inside and down to the basement to fetch the garden hose so we could clean the walkways and wash down the house’s weathered white boards. Only a minute or two passed before I heard screams, and I ran in frantically to find him. He was standing in the middle of the kitchen floor shaking, a puddle of urine at his feet.


“What’s wrong? What happened?” I asked.


“Something chased me up the basement steps.”


“What chased you?” I asked.


“I don’t know, Daddy, but it was big.”


My other two children and I checked the basement and found only the garden hose that my youngest had dropped in fear.


The Man in the Mist


Aside from this strange incident, we were incredibly happy those first few days in the house. My daughter was making plans for gardening and decorating, and my boys realized it would be easy to walk to their baseball games because the park was so close by. But this uneventful time wouldn’t last for long.


It was the children’s last week of classes, and that Monday we all arrived after school and work to find every light in the house switched on. My first impulse was to blame the children, who pleaded innocence. The same thing happened on Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday. On Friday, my daughter and I sent the boys to the car while we purposely toured the house looking for any forgotten lights. They were all off.


That night, we returned home to again find every light burning. I walked into the house feeling shaken. The only logical explanation for the lights being on was that someone was in our house. I searched the rooms in a panic, but found no one.


“Daddy, it’s cold in here,” my daughter called from the living room. What was she talking about? Sweat was pouring down my back. I stepped into the living room, and the temperature dropped what seemed a good thirty degrees. More ominously, I felt a presence. I didn’t see anything, but what felt like an electrical current ran through my body and gave me goose bumps. I remember thinking, “What on earth was that?”


Now my daughter remarked, “Daddy, it’s getting warm in here.” And sure enough, the temperature was rising. That night my children slept with me, though I got hardly any sleep.


The following Sunday night, we were sitting in the family room talking. The kids had their backs to the kitchen—something I’m still thankful for, since what happened next haunts my dreams to this day.


I was getting ready to take a business trip the following morning to Indianapolis, and the children and I were watching TV and discussing the plans for their stay at Grandma’s. I noticed it first out of the corner of my eye: something moving, then standing in the kitchen doorway. Not something, really—someone. I looked toward it again to see the dark figure of a man. Though he was human in shape, his body looked like a mass of churning black mist or smoke, and I heard heavy, labored breathing. I looked down, thinking my eyes were playing tricks on me.
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After a moment passed, I looked up. He was still there, and began to move into the room. The churning black form stood in the doorway for what seemed an eternity but was actually only a few moments. He then melted into thin air.


I remember the thoughts that raced through my head; I have two choices. We could run out of the house screaming into the night or we could get up and quietly leave the house and figure all of this out.


My hands shook uncontrollably as I said to myself, That’s what we’ll do. We’ll go quietly, orderly, as if nothing was wrong. I stood up shakily, and in my nicest, calmest daddy voice said, “Let’s go get a soda and see Grandma.” My youngest was instantly excited at the prospect of a soda before bed, but the two others looked at me as if I’d lost my mind. “Come on guys, it’ll be fun.”


Thankfully, my car keys were on the coffee table in front of us, and we moved in an orderly fashion out the front door. As I turned to lock it, the painful wail of a man welled up from inside, so loud that the neighborhood dogs began barking.


To hell with orderly, I thought. “Get in the car!” The drive to my parents’ house is still a blur. I do remember that my younger son, who was trembling with fright, said, “Daddy, the basement monster is standing in the upstairs window.” I looked back—and sure enough, the black form was watching us leave.


That night we stayed at my parents’. Early the next day, I gathered my things and left for my business trip. By the time I got back and picked up the kids, I had a whole week’s worth of rationalizations for why we should return to the house. Where else were we to go? I had put everything I had saved and then some into the move. We returned that Friday, and to my relief the weekend passed without incident—not to mention very little sleep.


On Saturday, we explored the big shed at the back of the yard. In it we found personal belongings that clearly had belonged to several different people. This raised a question: Who had lived in the house before, and what might that explain?
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The Terrible Encounter


My parents agreed that it would be a good idea for me to call the old landlady and ask her some straightforward questions about the house and its former occupants. Once I was able to reach her, I chose my words carefully and asked in my most polite voice whether any of the previous tenants had ever perhaps mentioned a ghost?


She answered, “Not that I can remember.” She then said that there had been one strange tenant: a girl who claimed that her dead father came to visit her, but the old woman always thought she was crazy. The girl had left some of her stuff behind in the shed, but the landlady could never get her to come pick it up. [image: ]


The other belongings were those of a man who had lived there and had left in the middle of the night, taking nothing. But, no, she had never heard of anyone talking about the house being haunted. I asked how long these people had lived there, and she replied, “Not much more than a year. Why do you ask?” The phone call wasn’t much help. And it didn’t calm my fears much, but what else could I do?


Sunday came and went with no trouble, and I was convincing myself that what we had gone through was just a one-time ordeal. But everything changed on Monday night. I was on the phone with my mom, and the kids were off playing in my bedroom. Suddenly, the doors inside the house rattled. I paused to listen, and they rattled again. I yelled at the kids to quit playing games and told my mom that everything was okay—just the kids playing tricks. At this point the doors rattled more loudly, but before I could scold again, my daughter’s voice cut me off.


“Daddy, I’m in here reading and my brothers are asleep.”


I will now try to recreate what happened as best I can. Some of it I remember clearly, but other parts are not clear to this day.


The temperature instantly dropped thirty degrees and I felt a terrible shiver run through my body. A horrible stench filled the air, and then the screaming started: softly at first, then growing louder. I shouted into the phone to my mother that she had to drive to our street and meet us at the top of the hill.


Now the whole house began to shake. From above I could hear something large coming down the stairs (Boom. Boom! BOOM!) … the screaming of a man, over and over … and my daughter screaming, “Daddy, what is happening?” One of my two bedroom doors led to the stairs, and I had to rescue my children!


The floor beneath me was shaking as I made my way to the opposite bedroom door. I felt something behind me but didn’t want to turn around. When I made it to the door, it wouldn’t open. Screaming myself by this time, I threw myself against the door, but it wouldn’t budge. I tried again and again until it flew open. I told my older son to get his brother and run out the front door to the car, but my shocked daughter wouldn’t move. A slap made her respond, and I grabbed her and headed for the door as I heard the other bedroom door open behind us. Whatever it was, it was coming for us. After we ran out onto the porch, I slammed the front door behind us.


As we jumped into the car, we could still hear the angry noises coming from the house. I sped away and parked at the top of the street, where I could look down into the house and wait for my parents. My children and I could see something through the windows: a blackness moving methodically through the house from room to room. It seemed to be searching—searching for us! That was our last night in the house, and my children never returned.


I went back a few times to collect our belongings, but never alone. Anyone who accompanied me would experience something strange—a scream, whispers, pounding from the floor above. One day while I was down in the dim basement, my brother snapped a picture of me. I can’t say why, but perhaps after all I’d told him about the house and its spooky basement he just wanted to document my brief stay there—or maybe so that he could kid me about it for years to come.
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Nobody joked around, however, after we developed the photo and saw the cloudy image of a man standing behind me in a darkened corner of the cellar. Though shadowy, the figure was clear enough for us to make out some details. The man seemed to be from a different time, with old-fashioned clothes and a bow tie. His face was a very angry one.


About a month after we moved, my brother sent me an e-mail with a link to a Web site that he desperately wanted me to see. He said he had been doing some poking around online, looking into local history, when he found something that made his jaw drop. I went to the Web site he gave me, and the face of a man came onto my screen—the same face that showed up in the picture my brother had taken in the basement.


The man, Brevet Major General Eugene Asa Carr, was apparently quite well known as a Civil War officer—a hero, in fact. He was also a very well-respected town citizen in his day and had once owned the house and surrounding land that my kids and I had fled from in the night. Still, there was nothing on the Internet that could explain why he might still be in the house or why he would want everyone else out of it.
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Epilogue


About a year ago, an acquaintance of mine saw a police car race up to the old house one night, and then watched a family running out of the front door in their nightclothes. After that, the old lady turned the place into a dog kennel. I guess she ran out of people who could live in that old white house.


I still drive past it every once in a while when I get up enough nerve. As I look up at the upstairs window, I can still imagine “the man of the house” there—watching, waiting, angry. Sometimes the screams still wake me from my sleep. In my dreams I see a man standing in the basement, breathing. It’s the breathing I’d hear when I was alone with him in a room. The breathing I’d hear that let me know he was there with me—heavy, labored breathing.


I remember what the old landlady said to me as I turned over the key after we moved out. The side of my arm was still bruised from throwing myself against that bedroom door that last night in the house. “Some people are meant to live in an old house like that,” she told me, “and some people aren’t. I never thought you were the old-house type.” And I know now that she was right.


[image: ]


Brevet Major General Eugene Asa Carr fought out West before the Civil War and was called “War Eagle” by tribes on the Great Plains.
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