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  Hi there, and thank you for selecting Ghostly Encounters: Confessions of a Paranormal Investigator. We are grateful and honored to be a part of your library. Before we serve up the entrée, allow us to offer appetizers we hope you will find technically and contextually helpful as you read through these pages and interact with this awesome technology.

  Our intention was to create an interactive book, in print and digital formats, that will allow you to see and hear the bits and pieces of evidence we have collected from several recent investigations. Although the practical aspects of the investigations are straightforward as presented in the text, the form and nature of the evidence collected remains elusive. Why is one EVP (Electronic Voice Phenomenon) clear as a bell while another is a scarcely audible whisper? To be honest, we haven’t a clue . . . and neither does anyone else. Sure, there are tons of ideas, beliefs, theories, and sheer speculation, but nothing that answers this simple question with an equally simple answer.

  With this in mind, we strongly recommend you use earbuds or headphones when listening to the attached video files and adjust the volume setting on your device accordingly. Some of the evidence is remarkably clear, requiring nothing more than your device’s speaker; other bits are less obvious, especially when heard for the first time, and may require several replays. This is why all the evidence we have captured and included is repeated with subtitles. Though a few bits are a little challenging, trust us, they are there. And speaking of trust, let us consider this crucial subject.

  What is trust, anyway? As a noun, trust is reliance on the integrity, strength, ability, surety, etc., of a person or thing; confidence. As a verb, trust is to rely upon or place confidence in someone or something (dictionary.com). Whether it’s about your car or your friends, trust is about integrity and confidence—traits we both take very seriously. As we delve into the text and the chronology of investigations we have conducted, we hope that our honesty and candor warrant your respect and earn your trust.

  Honesty and candor are also prime reasons why this book is subtitled as it is. In the reality TV/para-celebrity atmosphere that seems to have enveloped ghost hunting and paranormal investigating, both truths and troubling falsehoods, misunderstandings, and misinterpretations have emerged in what has truly become a pop culture phenomenon. The negative connotations confound and frustrate all paranormal investigators who take this field seriously . . . and yes, there are tens of thousands of us. This book is as much dedicated to them as it is to the curious enthusiast. It is remarkable how a few reality shows—some good, some bad—have influenced public understanding, perceptions, and even beliefs about paranormal phenomena. Certainly one of the best results of these programs is the awareness and intense curiosity they have raised in so many people. On the other hand, some programs have raised both eyebrows and questions in the paranormal investigating community as to the veracity of evidence presented and some of the methods and practices exhibited on television.

  This being said, please understand that, besides this book, we are neither trying to sell you anything nor trying to convince you these phenomena are either real or imagined. That is for you to decide, though we think it is reasonable to assume (given the fact that you purchased this book) that you are at least curious about ghosts and spirits, even if you are not an experienced paranormal investigator with your own experiences.

  This leads us to the context and voice of this book. Although we have both worked equally and extensively on all aspects of this project, an easily defined division of labor surfaced: Jeff wrote it, and John contributed to the writing and “tech’d” it, creating the clips, QR codes, storage for those links, and so on. So. . . umm. . . if there’s a busted link, it’s John’s fault! Seriously, this has been an easy collaboration between two people who are, in many ways, complete opposites of each other. More on this later.

  By this point, you may be asking yourself, What in the world does any of this have to do with establishing trust? Well, as you delve into my ( Jeff ) first-person narrative and my entry into the world of paranormal investigating, our ( Jeff and John) honesty and candor will emerge through my writing. In other words, my honesty and candor is John’s honesty and candor. Quite bluntly, we are on the same qualitative page, and being on the same page has made this collaborative effort work smoothly and well.

  Another motivating force in the genesis of this project was our desire to produce a nonfiction book that was honest, candid, devoid of drama, and ego-free, yet relaxed and easy to read—something we believe enthusiasts and the paranormal community at large are hungry for. It has been our experience, in the discussions, emails, and blog dialogues we have had with other investigating teams, that the antics of a few para-celebs have done an incredible disservice to this field of inquiry and to the character of the people who actively participate in it. No one can dispute the valuable contributions made by some early television programs, particularly everyone’s favorite paranormal plumbers. However, in the hunger and hype that followed in their trail, a strange and often bizarre cast of characters and celebrity wannabes has been more than willing to serve up easily digestible entertainment to equally hungry production companies.

  As these programs grew in popularity, and ghost hunting became the latest and greatest form of television entertainment, it became clear that producers were calling the shots, and some of the focus on history, investigating, and evidence review took a backseat to drama and on-screen high jinks. Though all these fun and games may make for “good television,” those with a more critical eye (and there are many of us) think, If this is how these people behave on camera during an investigation, how or why should I believe them when they present their evidence?

  You can argue science and scientific principles and methods until the cows come home, but if you are trying to lend legitimacy to a field of inquiry with so many unknowns, doesn’t it require a higher degree of integrity and professionalism?

  It is from this perspective that we, like so many other investigating teams, draw serious distinctions among “Paranormal Investigators,” “Ghost Hunters,” thrill-seekers, paranormal enthusiasts, quacks, hacks, and hooligans/criminals (Google “LeBeau Plantation Fire; St. Bernard Parish, LA”). This brings us to the voice of the text (and a shift from first-person plural to first-person singular).

  When I first came to this curious endeavor, I found myself hungry for many things. Sure, I wanted answers, but I was also hungry to ask questions and to learn. Frankly, I was tired of being expected to suspend my disbelief and place my trust in a bunch of television yahoos, dramatists, or investigators who were pushing an agenda or trying to achieve pop culture TV stardom. I craved something more balanced, disciplined, and mature—something objective with a healthy dash of skepticism, something that appealed to my sense of logic. This book represents my first steps on that journey of discovery.

  Here is my first confession: I envisioned my role in this book as being the objective observer, the journalist if you will, relaying to you my experiences and impressions from my very first plunge into the darkness. Though I have tried to hold true to that cause, my perspective has changed, or rather . . . evolved. It is impossible to take part in this field, to hear what you hear, see what you see, and feel what you feel without being affected. To put it bluntly, there is indeed something to this phenomenon, and like so many other investigators, I’m still struggling to put my finger on it.

  It is from this perspective that we seek to earn your trust. Why is trust so important? Because we will present evidence for your review and consideration that is both baffling and defies explanation, thus making it paranormal. Other than pushing the volume level where necessary, we have not manipulated, doctored, or otherwise altered any of the clips you will see and hear.

  Thus, we ask you to trust us.


  1
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  A Writer’s Journey: The Beginning
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  Whether you’re reading this book as a thrill-seeker, an aspiring or experienced paranormal investigator, or simply as a paranormal enthusiast, we all share some common characteristics: a love (okay, a morbid curiosity) of dark, creepy places; an abiding interest in the unknown; and a passion to learn more about, and maybe even to experience, paranormal phenomena. For me, the journey from passive enthusiast to full-fledged investigator began with the explosion of paranormal reality TV and my move to a small rural Ohio town.

  Not long after moving from Cleveland’s eastern suburbs to the farms and nurseries of Madison, Ohio, I learned of a place just a few miles from my home that was steeped in an odd and mysterious past: the Madison Seminary. More than 170 years old, the Seminary seemed more like a fictional setting for a Stephen King novel than a real historical artifact. From serving as a girls’ school to a poorhouse to a home for the mentally impaired, then as a halfway house for Ohio’s prison system, the building certainly had plenty of mystery mixed into its blood-red bricks and bleached-bone mortar. Oh—and did I mention that, according to locals, the place is haunted?

  I’m a bit of a history geek, a natural offshoot of my formal education, former professions (archaeologist, middle-school teacher), and current vocations (writer and education consultant). So with many questions and few answers, I did what comes naturally to archaeologists: I began digging into the seminary’s history. Scouring the shelves of the local and regional libraries and historical societies revealed only a few clues: a document outlining the chain of ownership (paraphrased above), a couple of historical (circa 1910) articles about fund-raising events, and a 1990s article when the building went on the auction block.

  Having exhausted my local research avenues, I realized that the real meat I was looking for—the human stories of the residents, occupants, and inmates of the seminary—was in all likelihood locked away within the seminary itself or in some obscure official records facility, far beyond my limited reach. Learning the true stories that took place within the confines of the seminary would require a much more focused and committed effort. Unfortunately for me, the summer was fading and a new school year fast approaching. Researching the Madison Seminary was an activity that would have to wait, at least for the time being.

  Of course, putting things on hold only piqued my curiosity. The ghost-hunting programs I watched on TV and their (now para-celebrity) hosts were beginning to investigate equally historic, equally enticing locations, such as boarded-up prisons, hospitals and asylums, forts, and even battlefields. This made the Madison Seminary all the more irresistible. Somehow, some way, I had to get inside and do some paranormal investigating of my own.

  Since my research efforts were stymied, I shifted my focus, turning my attention from the traditional avenues of research to the paranormal aspect of the seminary. I learned that the facility had developed a reputation as a hotbed of paranormal activity, making it popular among ghost hunters. I also discovered that the facility was available for overnight investigations for a few hundred dollars and a minimum number of participants. If I truly wanted to get inside, I would need to scrape together the cash and rustle up a group of friends, associates, or like-minded enthusiasts willing to commit to a paranormal adventure.

  It felt like I’d hit another brick wall at that point. After all, how does one assemble people for a ghost hunt? I need not tell you that ghost hunting and paranormal investigating used to be a rather dubious endeavor and still raises a lot of eyebrows among the general public. Truth be told, I wasn’t ready to admit to anything more than passive enthusiasm.

  So what do you do—put an ad in the paper or post a message on Craigslist? WANTED: Ghost-hunting enthusiasts to conduct paranormal investigation of haunted building! That seemed like a recipe for disaster. Sure, I’d probably find some reasonably responsible adults, but I’d also have to sift through dozens, if not hundreds, of yahoos to find that handful of serious, like-minded people. Then I thought: Why reinvent the wheel? Surely there must be established paranormal groups already interested in investigating the seminary.

  A strategy quickly emerged. Using a two-pronged approach, I first dug into the seminary’s Internet footprint and Facebook page where I found their calendar and a list of the paranormal groups scheduled to conduct investigations at the property. At this point I realized that the seminary had, in fact, developed a positive national reputation in the paranormal investigating community. Teams of paranormal investigators literally traveled hundreds of miles to investigate—burning the gas and paying the cash to come to my little town. Very cool!

  Of the teams scheduled, only a few were based in Ohio. I contacted all three, explaining my interest and dilemma. Wanting to immediately put to rest any initial concerns they might have about my seriousness, I explained that I was a local teacher, a history buff, etc., interested in observing them conduct their investigation and helping out as best I could where and when they needed me. I further explained that as a paranormal enthusiast without any group affiliations, getting into the seminary, even here in my own backyard, was virtually impossible. Naturally, I would pay my share of the admission fee and carry my weight (their equipment) as needed.

  Of the three teams I contacted, all responded in a week or less. All were sympathetic and highly professional. Two explained that they had a full roster of investigators planning on participating, but they would keep me in mind if there were any cancellations. The founder of the third team, a group based out of central Ohio and scheduled to investigate the building in about eight weeks, explained that he would be open to having an outside observer or participant come along. However, he would first need to consult with his team members before extending an invitation.

  Now I was getting somewhere.

  The second part of my approach to finding a team was a basic Google search of local paranormal groups. Though there were about a dozen teams in my tri-county area, all of which I reached out to, I received only one reply. Bob, the founder of the group that replied, said he was currently looking to add new members to his team, and if I’d fill out an application on the team’s website, he would follow up quickly and let me know if there was a possible spot for me. Cool!

  Things were falling into place. Rather than putting all my eggs into one basket, I had successfully established contact and started a meaningful dialogue with two groups: one that was already scheduled to investigate the seminary and the other . . . well, I wasn’t sure what their schedule was. So I filled out the online application, where again I explained my personal interests in the paranormal, provided my background details, and readily admitted to lacking any practical experience in paranormal investigating. I did this to convey my honesty, candor, and sincerity.

  I think there are important lessons here for both enthusiasts and investigative teams: (1) following through on even basic research produces results; and (2) communication is fundamental to establishing and maintaining a positive image. Following through on my research got me connected with two groups, and those that didn’t return my inquiries left a lasting negative impression of their professionalism.

  Not long after completing the application, I heard back from Bob, who invited me on his group’s next case—an investigation of a municipal cemetery. He explained that one of the city managers had asked him and his group to investigate claims from nearby residents about strange sounds and sightings at the graveyard. According to Bob, neighbors had seen things, including apparitions and shadowy figures, and often reported shrieks and screams coming from the cemetery at all hours of the night. According to his contact, when police responded to the complaints, nothing was ever found.

  “Sure,” I answered enthusiastically. “Sign me up!”

  Shortly after receiving Bob’s invitation to apply, I heard from John, the founder of C-Bus Paranormal, the group scheduled to investigate Madison Seminary. Much to my delight, he too invited me to come along on their investigation. I felt like a kid a week before Christmas! Not only had I scored admission into the seminary, I’d found a local group that was beefing up its membership and actively investigating locations in my area. This result was far better than I had expected. I was totally psyched.

  My excitement quickly grew as time slowly passed. I bought a cheapo fifteen dollars digital voice recorder to document these adventures and continued working on my other writing projects. As the date for the cemetery investigation neared, my trepidation also rose. Like most people, I’d been to cemeteries before and had even taken part in the funerals of dearly departed friends and family members. Of course, that was all very different; traditionally, we go to cemeteries to bury the dead and to pay our respects, not to attempt to interact with their spirits and document that interaction. The potential goings-on at a cemetery after the grounds are closed, employees leave, and the gates are locked was fodder for the imagination.

  I must confess that as the investigation neared, my imagination toyed with me. All paranormal enthusiasts are familiar with the stories, claims, and—to some extent—the evidence shown on TV of shadowy figures and dark masses that move about their haunts. In my mind, however, a cemetery seemed different, particularly at night. Most of the haunted locations popular among investigators are homes or buildings. Cemeteries, solemn repositories of the deceased, struck me as being in a completely different league . . . at least from a paranormal perspective. If there really was something to this paranormal stuff, wouldn’t or shouldn’t the final resting place of hundreds or even thousands of people be a natural (or even supernatural) nexus for paranormal phenomena? This intrigue, coupled with Bob’s reporting, which I assumed was accurate, set the stage for what I was certain would be a remarkable experience.

  Mentor Municipal Cemetery

  The date for the cemetery investigation arrived at last. Bob had provided specific instructions on when to arrive and where to park. Ironically, pulling into a cemetery after hours had its own peculiar feel. After all, I was running on faith and nerve; I had never met Bob. Though we’d talked on the phone a couple of times before the investigation, I still had no idea who this guy was or if he and his group were legit. As I drove to the location, I kept wondering, What if I’m the only schmuck to show up? What if I’m being punked? What if the cops follow me in and pull me out of my car and start asking reasonable questions like “What the hell are you doing here at this hour of the night? Can’t you read the sign; the cemetery is closed!” What if . . . what if?
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  Thankfully, I was the second person to arrive. Now if I got busted, at least I wouldn’t be going to the slammer alone. About fifteen minutes later, Bob himself arrived, and over the following thirty minutes, an assortment of twelve other people with flashlights, digital cameras, and voice recorders had gathered at the cemetery’s maintenance house.

  Bob was a likeable guy and quickly put our minds at rest by explaining that his relationship with the city was ironclad, producing a document (on city letterhead) that acted as a permit, authorizing the investigation. He passed out copies of the document to team leaders in case law enforcement showed up while the groups were separated. This did a lot to calm my nerves, at least about the legal ramifications of being in a municipal cemetery after hours. I have since learned that trespassing on public and private lands for the purpose of ghost hunting is more common than people might think. Though I was indeed very curious about this kind of phenomena, I certainly wasn’t keen on spending a night in jail to satisfy that curiosity. At least with Bob’s document, I could concentrate without distraction on the real focus of the investigation: to observe, experience, and hopefully capture evidence of paranormal activity.

  It was a beautiful late summer night: clear skies, bright moon, warm temperatures, and low humidity—giving the cemetery a serenity I didn’t expect. This was neither the macabre landscape my imagination seemed to want nor the cold, austere field of granite markers and tablets I’d expected. Instead, I found myself in a peaceful nocturnal environment. Well-thought-out and maintained, it was organized like a small city with a series of paved parallel roads intersected by wide gravel paths. In the 40-foot x 300-foot rectangular spaces between the paths and pavement lay the neatly manicured gravesites of the interred.

  Unlike the Jewish cemeteries I was accustomed to, where wreaths and mementos are not permitted, this cemetery allowed loved ones to place arrangements, artifacts, and vigil lights—small wax candles or solar-powered lights—beside the headstones. Unfamiliar with this custom, I found the vigils really nice, comforting reminders of a lost loved one.

  It was finally time to begin the investigation. We broke up into small groups with an experienced team leader in each group. I was fortunate to be partnered with Danielle, who had investigated the cemetery with Bob’s group once before. Along with two other newbies, we set off down one of the roads into the cemetery. Moving away from the blazing mercury-vapor-lighted maintenance house, our eyes quickly adjusted to the silvery moonlight and ambient quiet of the summer night.

  As we walked down the road toward the farther reaches of the cemetery, Danielle told us about her first experience investigating the cemetery—of hearing whispered voices, disembodied moans and screams, and shadows that seemed to dart out from behind gravestones. As a single mother to a child with serious medical issues, she mentioned her affinity to the children who were buried there. She was, in fact, leading us to the gravesite of one child: little Lisa, who had died at the age of six in the early 1980s. During the previous investigation, Danielle heard a child’s laugh at Lisa’s gravesite, and she wanted to pay a quick visit to see if her spirit was still around.

  The experience had clearly made a profound impression on Danielle. Like a family member expertly weaving around the markers, she knew exactly where she was going and brought our small group to Lisa’s final resting place—where a delicate porcelain angel held a twinkling LED light. After placing a small silk flower beside the headstone, Danielle attempted to engage the spirit of Lisa, warmly greeting her and reminding her of their last visit. Danielle introduced us as friends and began a short EVP (Electronic Voice Phenomenon) session, gently encouraging the little girl to laugh or say hello or tell us anything she wanted to. We heard nothing, and upon review of the audio, I detected nothing.

  Over the next four hours, I toured the grounds with Danielle and several other group members. Quickly overcoming the creep factor of being in the moonlit cemetery and gaining confidence, I even managed a couple of solo excursions, stopping in secluded areas and running my own EVP sessions. Overall, it was a neat, unique experience. Though there were a couple of times when we heard strange scream-like sounds, it was impossible to say whether the noises were paranormal. Since we were situated in the middle of a suburban neighborhood, the sounds could easily be attributed to cats, possums, or any of an entire cadre of natural causes.

  Though the walk was a strange and memorable experience, my initial impressions were of disappointment. For all the hype and anticipation I fed into my own excitement, I found nothing of the experience to be out of the ordinary . . . besides being in a graveyard in the wee hours of the morning. There was nothing that my logical mind perceived as extraordinary and certainly nothing I would deem paranormal.

  That is, until I reviewed my audio.

  Between all the coffee and excitement, getting to sleep that morning was no easy feat. In retrospect, I didn’t appreciate how much physical and emotional energy these adventures can take out of you. Your senses are cranked to hear every little noise, feel every sensation. Then, of course, there was the walking: an “easy” five to eight miles of weaving, strolling, and wandering . . . constantly looking over your shoulder because you feel like you’re being followed, or taking a second look because you think you saw a shadow. It’s quite draining, which is why I waited a couple of days before returning to the audio recordings I made that night. I wanted to be fully awake, refreshed, and running on all cylinders.

  First, let me say that contrary to what you might think or what you may have seen on television, audio review is not as simple and easy as it may seem. It takes time for your mind and hearing to adjust, then focus, on the soft subtleties of the most common EVPs (classified as Class B or C; more on these classifications later), which tend to be soft, almost imperceptible whisperings. Class A EVPs, though less common, are the nuggets of gold that keep investigators investigating.

  Once adjusted to the audio playback and the natural sounds that my recorder had picked up (wind, the rustle of leaves in the trees, footsteps, even the creaking of my sneakers), I began noticing brief moments, audio fragments of weirdness—strange, inexplicable sounds like breaths and sighs. Then came the strangest thing I’d ever heard in my life: a freaky feminine moan. It was the weirdest, most exhilarating sound I had ever NOT heard.
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  http://bit.ly/ghostlyencounters-mentor

  I shouted, “What the hell was that?” when I heard it.

  My mind raced back to the hunt and the exact location of the audio capture, which I remembered distinctly. I was with another guy at that spot and remarked about a name on a marker that, at first look, appeared to be the same as my own. As you can hear on the audio, I mention the similarity in name; then there’s a bizarre human moan, clear as day and clearly female. I couldn’t believe it; I’d caught my first EVP! Though the recorded sound lasts barely a second, its impact was profound. The paranormal bug had bitten me. The weird moan would be the first of ten solid EVPs I caught that night. What a rush!

  Here are the best of the cemetery EVPs from my first foray into the paranormal.
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  http://bit.ly/ghostlyencounters-mentor

  Poring over the audio evidence from the cemetery was really an eye-opening experience. The more I listened and focused, the more I seemed to hear—or thought I could hear—things that were not audible the night of the hunt. In time I came to learn of the phenomenon known as pareidolia: the imagined perception of a pattern or meaning where it does not actually exist, as in considering the moon to have human features. They can also occur in an auditory context.

  Think of pareidolia as the images of Jesus that have been seen on everything from potato chips to screen doors. Our minds can often lead us to believe that we are seeing or hearing something that’s really not there. Though a skeptic might punch holes in some of the more marginal EVPs you have just listened to, the better EVPs, like the freaky moan, are far less ambiguous. Mysterious? Absolutely. Ambiguous? I don’t think so.

  The Madison Seminary

  At long last, my second scheduled adventure, the visit at the Madison Seminary, finally arrived. I was totally psyched. Arriving at the building about thirty minutes early to scope things out, I found that John and Andrew from C-Bus Paranormal (Columbus, Ohio) had arrived even earlier, also to check things out and to get pictures for their website. They greeted me warmly and made me feel welcome. In hindsight, I find it strangely ironic that things went as well as they did. Here I was, the old-guy teacher who would soon be taking directions from these much younger, long-haired metal-heads, men half my age. I later learned that John was the former lead guitarist for a Columbus-area death-metal band. I still laugh when I think about it—not at the idea that I’m a fuddy-duddy or that John and crew are a bunch of rock ’n’ roll head bangers. It’s just that as I’ve come to learn, the paranormal, like politics, makes for some strange bedfellows.

  As we waited for the owner to arrive and unlock the building, we talked about John’s and Andrew’s investigating experiences and the paranormal television scene. Though I wanted to be more reporter-like, I’m sure I sounded more like a kid on a sugar rush. I had so many questions about John’s experiences and the stuff I had seen on television. As John patiently and honestly answered my questions, my respect for him grew. I was listening to a rational, levelheaded fellow. Much like me, he was skeptical of the paranormal programs, the celebs who presented them, and some of the evidence they presented. John, however, was not a skeptic.
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  Courtesy of Robert Bazzle and Greater Ohio Spirit Trackers.
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  Courtesy of Madison Historical Society.

  What’s the difference? In my opinion it is open-mindedness, particularly as it relates to the paranormal. No amount of evidence can prove to a skeptic that a paranormal phenomenon is taking place. On the other hand, being skeptical means dispassionately looking for logical explanations (whether natural or man-made) for extraordinary events or occurrences. When the mystery remains despite your best efforts at disqualifying or explaining a given phenomenon, an open mind can acknowledge that something beyond the ordinary, beyond normal—even something paranormal—may be at work. This was John’s approach, and all my instincts, academic knowledge, and training told me that this was how it should be done. I was in good hands.

  At 9:00 p.m., Tom Cassell (the building owner’s grown son) arrived to unlock and admit us to the premises, leading us first into the basement—the facility’s former kitchen and employee lunchroom—where fees were paid and liability waivers signed. If I were to trip, fall, and break my neck, it would be all on me.

  It’s worth noting, especially to passive enthusiasts and readers interested in getting into the investigating scene, that the signed waivers required for access to many of these locations should be taken seriously. Though it’s true that the folks who own or operate these locations need to legally cover their butts, usually there are often legitimate structural or environmental reasons why you must sign a waiver. Since the start of my paranormal adventure, I’ve seen and explored a wide range of locations, from occupied single-family homes, commercial storefronts, industrial warehouses and manufacturing facilities, to dilapidated and crumbling structures, some of which should have been condemned to the wrecking ball.

  At some locations, asbestos can fall like snow, black mold can streak the walls, and stairs or entire sections of flooring can be completely collapsed. In many cases, the owners and managers of these structures are rehabilitating, renovating, and (in a few cases) doing complete rebuilds. Monies generated from ghost hunting often provide the funding needed to save many of these historic sites. Obviously, property owners don’t want people getting sick or hurt, and usually identify, cordon off, and sometimes completely board off dangerous areas. Though efforts are made to minimize risks, there are no perfect fixes or solutions, which is why you have to be aware, alert, and sign a release. It’s okay to take a casual, lighthearted approach to ghost hunting and paranormal investigating. However, you would be foolish to dismiss the potential physical hazards present in some of these places.

  Having dispensed with the administrative necessities, Tom began his forty-five-minute tour of the sprawling facility, covering nearly one hundred rooms, four floors, and two buildings. Though the place looks huge from the outside, once inside the size and scope seemed to double. It is truly immense. Leading us through the buildings, he pointed out the various hot spots of activities and descriptions of claims made by other teams of investigators. As a medical professional, Tom’s narrative and anecdotes were extremely credible. Like John, he seemed dubious of the more dramatic claims made by some paranormal teams, yet needed no convincing that strange events take place at the seminary.

  
    At first, I didn’t think very much about this paranormal ghost-hunting stuff. This building has been in my family for many years and to me, it was just a big old dusty building. Only when I got older and started spending more time here did I realize that some really strange things go on here. For me, the scariest experience I’ve had is probably one of the first experiences.

    I was here doing cleanup with a couple of friends on the first floor when we heard a loud racket from one of the back rooms. I thought someone had broken in, so I sent my friends out the front to race around the back, hoping to trap the intruder. When I turned the corner down the corridor where the noises came from I saw a man-sized shadow cross the hallway, leaving one room on one side of the hall to another room on the opposite side of the hall. It scared the crap out of me.

    I ran down the hall and into the room, where I fully expected to find someone. No one was there; none of the windows had been opened; none of the doors closed. I opened the locked window and found my friends checking the back of the building and asked if they saw anyone. Of course they replied “no.” I must have looked like a ghost myself, because they started asking me what I saw. I told them I saw a guy, about six feet tall that ran into the room I was standing in. They suddenly looked like ghosts as they explained, “We didn’t see a thing,” and “there’s nobody out here.”



OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/Images/11-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
iy

= CONFESSIONS OF A
PHRHNORMHLINVESTIGHTOR v

JEFF SCOTT COLE
JOHNHTHON ROBSON





OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-BoldIt.otf


OEBPS/Images/11-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/7-1.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/Images/13-1.jpg
1)

=

il

B000004g






OEBPS/Images/iii-1.jpg
CHO

N(OUNWEKS

CONFESSIONS OF A
PARANORMAL INVESTIGATOR

JEFF SCOTT COLE
JOHNFITHON ROBSON

SkyHoRsE PUBLISHING





OEBPS/Images/img.jpg





OEBPS/Images/13-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/i-1.jpg
LHOSTLY
INCDUNTER





