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			“I’ve had the pleasure of working side by side with Adam Berry over the last fifteen years. Chasing ghosts led to very real, spiritual questions about spirits, the paranormal, and the belief system it actually is. It’s no surprise that the enlightenment that followed has led from a curious hobby to this compendium of what the paranormal has to offer to the ‘life after death’ conversation. The supernatural is deeper and more profound than most realize, and together with many other voices he consulted in the field of paranormal and spiritual research, Adam perfectly encapsulates it here. The next time someone asks you if ghosts are real, hand them this book and say, ‘It’s so much more than that. Here.’”

			—Amy Bruni, bestselling author, host of Haunted Road 
iHeartRadio podcast, co-host of Kindred Spirits 

			“Goodbye Hello has arrived at a time when it is needed most, as the world has come to embrace new answers and ask new questions with many turning to the paranormal for insight. Adam Berry eloquently interweaves history, spookiness, and compelling personal experience that reflect our desire to learn more about what it means to be human by looking to those who’ve lived and passed and most profoundly, continued.”

			—Tyler Henry, psychic medium, star of Netflix’s Life After Death, and bestselling author

			“Adam Berry has taken the necessary and needed steps to begin meaningful, inclusive dialogs that reveal how the fear of Death, feelings of loneliness, and the grieving experience can be used to generate more profound and insightful ideas in helping to explain our seemingly shared existence. In a world brimming with unanswered questions about Life, Death, and the possibility of continued existence after Death, Adam Berry has taken on the essential work of seeking out possible answers, no matter where those answers may be found.”

			—John E.L. Tenney, author, researcher, and one of the most well-recognized and highly sought-after investigators of UFO, paranormal, and occult phenomena in the world

			“My friend and colleague, Adam Berry, has been investigating the paranormal for many years. In his first book, he shares his belief on what happens after we die based on years of research and experience. He also provides captivating stories and personal interviews that help the living to better understand and make our way through grief and loss. His insights are both compelling and thought provoking. This book is a must read!”

			—Chip Coffey, psychic, medium, Kindred Spirits, star of Psychic Kids on A&E

			“In Goodbye Hello, Kindred Spirits’ Adam Berry offers readers a unique and transformative lens through which to view death…and whatever comes next. Through heartwarming anecdotes from leaders in the field and thought-provoking insights gathered over his decades of investigating the unexplained, Berry’s Goodbye Hello reveals how the paranormal can be a powerful tool for processing grief, offering comfort to those in mourning, advice to the curious, and direction to the seekers.”

			—Greg Newkirk, producer on Hellier, paranormal researcher, and museum curator 
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Introduction

			It was just after midnight, and I was standing in the middle of a Gettysburg battlefield. It was early 2006, and I had just split off from the ghost tour I was on that night. Not finding enough ghosts to sate my curiosity, I asked the tour guide if I could walk down to a section of the field that was rumored to be incredibly haunted.

			“I wouldn’t go alone,” he said.

			But I was not him. So I left and made my way to the place on the battlefield where people said they saw and heard the most paranormal activity. I was alone in the darkness; after a few moments, I found myself staring at what I can only describe as misty ethereal figures gliding through the depths of the woods.

			They looked like humans, but weren’t—at least, not exactly—and they were manifesting one by one. The anomalies moved in and out of the trees, their ambient glow appearing and disappearing from my field of vision. Distant sounds of war were all around me: the booms of cannons and the pop, pop, pop of musket fire. The noises were muted, but at the same time, seemed like they were right next to me, as though I was hearing the sounds permeating through the darkness. Maybe through time and space.

			Then came the screaming.

			And the yelling.

			I can’t remember which was first.

			The anguished sounds of death permeated the air—not from the entities I was watching, or from any people at all, but from a battle that had happened almost a century and a half ago.

			I probably should have run away, but I stood there, transfixed. I looked to my left, then my right, to see if anyone else was witnessing this strange phenomenon. I looked back to where my tour group had last stopped; there was no one there at all. I was witnessing echoes of an ancient battle unfolding in front of me, and I was completely alone. I took a deep breath, and, with courage manifested somewhere within me, I walked into the line of trees.

			That’s the story of how I began my journey to the job I have today. But it’s not where my story starts.

			My name is Adam Berry, and I am a paranormal researcher, investigator, educator, and television personality. I have explored some of the most intensely haunted places in the world on my quest to understand, explain, and come to terms with what happens after we die.

			The act of looking for ghosts to document their existence isn’t a new concept, but, as I’ve sought out and found evidence of people remaining in this world after death, I’ve begun to delve deeper into what ghosts truly are and why they exist.

			I’ve also been asking a question that, to my knowledge, no one has ever seriously explored before: can we use what we know about ghosts, and what we discover through paranormal investigation, to come to terms with our own mortality? Can talking to ghosts help us make peace with death and loss?

			I believe it can, and that by exploring what happens after we pass away, we can gain a better understanding of ourselves, our relationships with other people, our fears and insecurities, and our grief, and allow ourselves to better accept the fact of our mortality.

			This book is meant to do two things: to explain what I’ve learned in my career as a paranormal researcher about how death affects us both while we’re alive and after we’ve passed, and to ask broader questions about what we can learn from each other in sharing our experiences.

			One of the most impactful conversations I have ever had about death happened at one of my very first paranormal conventions, back in 2011.

			These weekend events allowed those interested in the paranormal to gather together in a haunted location, listen to lectures, and then participate in guided investigations. I had just finished a talk on ghosts and our experiences on cases when a lovely woman walked up to me and said, “Can I ask you a question?” I never could have anticipated what she said next.

			“I’ve been given a few weeks to live,” she said, “and I want to know how I can communicate with my family and loved ones after I die.” I was speechless. If I had thought before that conversation that what we did on TV, or in the paranormal world, was mostly for entertainment, all of those easy and simple ideas about why I did what I did vanished in an instant. Up until that moment, I had been capturing spooky things on camera for the entertainment of the audience, but also my own fun. I knew it intellectually, but I had never truly absorbed the idea that a ghost is an actual person in a different state of being.

			I tried to find words that would give her some comfort. While I have theories about how ghosts communicate, it’s impossible to instruct someone on how to do it. Also, even though I believe every person has a spiritual energy that survives the death of the body, not everyone becomes a ghost, or returns in some way to communicate with the living. Trying not to cry in front of her, I put my hand on her shoulder and said, “I’m so sorry. I don’t know what to say. I wish we knew how ghosts and spirits reach out to the living, but we just don’t know.”

			Her face didn’t change. There was no disappointment or sadness. She was already going through one of the hardest things a person could face.

			“I wish I could be of more help,” I said. “Again, I am so sorry.”

			“That’s okay,” she said. “I just want to be able to stay in touch with my family after I have gone. There’s still so much I want to see.”

			I had never experienced this kind of intense conversation with anyone, let alone a stranger. She had come to the event to not find out how to communicate with a ghost, but to learn the art of communication as a ghost. Before I lost it completely, I said, “If you do figure it out, after…will you find me and let me know?”

			She looked me square in the eyes, her face softened, and she radiated a peaceful understanding I had never seen in anyone before.

			“Of course,” she said. She took a moment, then she left. I have not heard from her since, but I hope she found what she was looking for.

			Paranormal investigation leads to discoveries that allow the living to visualize an existence beyond our own reality. At least personally, it makes me feel like I am connected to something bigger than this life.

			Almost every piece of evidence I’ve ever captured during my investigations has led to more questions, but through it all I’ve become convinced of one thing: that there is definitely an afterlife. Scientists, paranormal researchers, psychics, and religious scholars all have different ideas about death, ghosts, and the great beyond. I can’t explain what definitely happens—I just know there is more to come after we die.

			Maybe, one day, the living will have solid answers about what happens during and after death. For now, I am determined to document everything I know, based on my own personal paranormal experiences and what I’ve learned from other people who seek to unravel the mysteries of the afterlife. I believe that sharing my ideas and experiences is an opportunity to help others gain new insights into coping with loss, as well as processing grief and all that comes with it. Together, we can better understand what happens after we take our last breath, and do our best to dispel the fear and stigma surrounding it.

			Up until that moment in Gettysburg, I thought I had figured out where I was heading in life. I had spent my time thus far pursuing my dreams of being on Broadway, graduating in 2005 from the Boston Conservatory with a BFA in musical theater. In fact, the only reason I was in Gettysburg in the first place was to perform with TheaterWorksUSA and secure my Equity card.

			I didn’t know it at the time, but while I was having the most profound paranormal experience of my life, I was also unlocking something deep within. Soon, I would realize that the spiritual world had much bigger plans for me. That one experience rerouted the trajectory of my life.

			I believe all roads lead to where you are meant to be. Looking back to how it all began, it seems like I was the only one who was unaware of what my future would be…at least from a metaphysical standpoint. Now, I have found myself at the crossroads of paranormal exploration and the desire to better understand our own end-of-life experience. I strongly feel we can find comfort in our grief and loss through the theories we share about ghosts and the afterlife. But I want to be clear that they’re just that—theories.

			Everything I talk about in this book is my opinion, in connection with shared ideas among colleagues, friends, and experts. My most-trusted paranormal colleagues have a mantra: believe everything we are saying and believe none of what we are saying. The point is to make your own connections, create your own ideas, and come to your own conclusions. I hope that by the end of this book, you may have broadened your perspective on what comes next. If you’ve found your way to this text, whether you’re processing your own grief or simply looking to expand your ideas about the paranormal, this is where you are meant to be. Embrace it and enjoy the ride.





Part One

			Death Is a Part of Life





Chapter 1

			Death as the Beginning

			Everyone who’s seen Kindred Spirits knows the story of my “first” paranormal experience in Gettysburg, but I’ll tell you a secret right now that I’ve never shared publicly before: I had had paranormal experiences long before that, going as far back as I can remember.

			The first time was when I was about eight years old, in our family home in Florence, Alabama. One night, I woke up with a start, hearing what I thought was a dog scratching on the bathroom door just across from my bedroom. The only trouble was, we didn’t have a dog.

			My bedroom door was open and I could see out into the hallway. No animal was there, but I clearly heard the sound. It went from outside the bathroom, across the hall, and into my bedroom. It was unmistakably a dog. I could hear its little nails on the hardwood floor and the jingling of the tags on its collar.

			The sound got louder as it came closer to the foot of my bed, where our old knob-and-tube TV set was sitting. It was the kind that, when you turned it off, it still had a faint glow for a minute or two. At that time of night, it had been off for hours. When whatever was making that noise got close to the TV, a faint glow would appear on the screen, and then dim to black in a weird pulsating rhythm.

			After this sequence happened a few times, any grogginess I had from waking up was gone. I was completely, fully awake, the hairs on my arms standing up straight and my skin covered in goosebumps. I even pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

			Scratch, scratch, scratch, walk, walk, walk. Over and over again. I was scared, really scared. I wanted to run to my parents’ room, but I couldn’t. I shared the room with my younger brother Lucas and hoped that he was awake so that I would not be alone in this moment, but he was fast asleep. Whatever was making the sound was blocking my exit and I felt trapped.

			I’m not sure how I knew what to do, but I knew for sure that I had to handle this situation myself, that no one was going to help me. I sat up straight, gripped the blankets, and in my loudest, most authoritative voice, I yelled “STOP!” And poof, gone. All the sounds stopped at once. No more scratching or jingling, just eerie quiet. A strange calm came over me, and I just laid back down and went to sleep.

			That last part of the story is still odd to me. Why, once I was able to leave the room, did I not go to my parents for help? I don’t know why I didn’t do more in those moments after the ghost dog disappeared. Maybe it was then that my future in the paranormal was sealed. The universe knew more about me and my path than I could have ever imagined.

			After that experience, I became much more attuned to strange phenomena in my house. One thing I heard frequently was footsteps going downstairs into the basement. It was an especially creepy basement, with lots of dark corners and ominous crevasses for menacing things to hide in. But we had our laundry down there, so there was often someone using the stairs. However, there were also plenty of other times when I would clearly hear footsteps, and then look up to find my parents sitting totally still in the next room.

			My mom remembers me asking her often whether someone had just gone into the basement, because I could have sworn at that time I heard someone descend, or would catch a glimpse of something out of the corner of my eye. Once I started hearing those footsteps, I was convinced the house was haunted.

			Though I would listen for those phantom paws, I never heard the ghost dog again—but those seemingly human footsteps happened all the time. I’d wonder, Why is mom doing laundry this late? And then have to remind myself that she wasn’t, and that it was probably the ghost. I feel like any “normal” child would convince themselves it was their mom and not something unexplained. For some reason, I was comfortable in the ambiguity.

			Later in life, I learned I wasn’t the only person who thought that house on Bluff Street was haunted. In fact, my parents were warned before they moved in—by Santa Claus.

			He wasn’t the real Santa, of course, but the man who played him locally every Christmas had lived in our house with his family before we moved in. “His wife was telling us about the house being haunted,” my mom recently told me, “but we didn’t say anything to you about it. I don’t think your dad believed it at the time.”

			Of course they wouldn’t believe it. That’s how every good horror story starts, doesn’t it? They were a young couple ready to start a family and needed a rental they could afford. When I was talking to my parents about the hauntings in that house for this book, I asked my dad if he had any paranormal experiences there.

			“I could have,” he said, “but you know, I really didn’t pay any attention to it.”

			It makes sense, though. They were a couple in their early thirties who both had full-time jobs and were focused on their family, not ghosts. They had no time for distractions and didn’t need the added worry of a haunted house.

			“The way I remember,” my dad said, “was prior to us moving into there, we went to a party on a Friday night and [the previous owners] were talking about it. They said they were going to move and buy a house and we told them that we wanted to rent the one they were living in.”

			“If I’m not mistaken,” he continued, “it was then that they said something about ‘Well, you’re gonna have to put up with it.’ I think they called the ghost Gertrude.”

			The family then went on to recount the time that they had come home to find that the giant mirror on the wall behind the dresser had been moved ten feet away from where it was secured, but everything that was on the dresser was still in place, none of the perfume bottles or jewelry boxes disturbed from where they had been before the mirror was moved.

			Let’s pause for a minute here. Because my father heard this story and didn’t even flinch. He was told point blank about some crazy supernatural activity, and instead of saying, “No thank you, I’ll find a house that isn’t haunted,” he moved his family right into Gertrude’s house. That is badass.

			When he told me that story, I was shocked. It rivals some of the claims we’ve gotten on Kindred Spirits, but my parents had never told me about it before. I’ve always said I had no control over where I am today, doing what I do in the paranormal field. Looking back—and hearing stories like this—it just makes sense.

			My dad might not remember experiencing anything strange in the house on Bluff Street, but my mom had a different take on it. “Well, things started going missing in the bathroom,” she told me. “A lot of makeup and female things would just go missing.”

			This is a common occurrence in houses that are haunted—things unexpectedly disappear. You put something down and when you go back to get it a minute later, it’s nowhere to be seen. The thing could show up again in the same spot a few minutes later, or somewhere that doesn’t make any sense at all. Once, a client on a case told me that her keys would often go missing. One day, frustrated, she yelled, “Please, I need my car keys, I have to go to work.” Then her keys dropped from the ceiling, right through a ceiling fan at the highest speed, and hit the ground.

			I have theories as to why spirits do things like taking away objects you need. One thought is because they want to get your attention, or they want to mess with you. In my mother’s case, I think Gertrude liked her makeup. When things like that started happening to her, my mom reconsidered what the previous tenants had said, about there being a female ghost in the house.

			“I don’t know if it was just because of the vibes in that house,” she told me, “but when you started talking about hearing dogs running around, I thought, Well, I guess it is haunted.”

			I was living in a real haunted house, but there was a lot more around me that was spooky. As a child of the late ’80s and early ’90s, I was surrounded by truly excellent paranormal pop culture, from Stephen King and R. L. Stine novels to movies like Ghostbusters and Beetlejuice. These books and movies not only piqued my young curiosity, but also opened up new ideas about what is actually out there after we die. Yes, Hollywood exaggerates its stories for entertainment’s sake, but most good stories are rooted in some kind of factual experience. So, did a scary clown live in a sewer at the end of my street? I didn’t know for sure, but it was a burning question that my spooky little mind needed to figure out.

			The last experience I ever had in the house on Bluff Street was on the day we were moving out. I was ten years old, sitting in the passenger seat of the U-Haul, helping Uncle Charlie back down our sloped gravel driveway. He asked me to look out the window to make sure he wasn’t going to back into the tree in the corner of the yard.

			I gave him the all-clear, then turned around to see that all of the shutters on the house were closed, covering the windows. I turned around to check the driveway again, and when I looked back at the house a second time, they were all open and back to where they should be. The thing is, though, the shutters were all decorative. They had never closed and weren’t made to do so—yet they had closed, at least for me. It was as if the house had one final trick up its sleeve, a way to say goodbye and good luck, all in the same moment. A wink to say, “Don’t forget me.”

			Believe me, I haven’t. I’d love to visit that house again one day just so we could have one more conversation. I wonder if Gertrude thinks about me as much as I think about her.

			Once we moved away, into our new good-school-district rambler, I put those ghosts out of my mind. I was more focused on performing, learning other skills like public speaking that would serve me well. I still had a thing for scary books, movies, and haunted houses, but my goal was to be on Broadway. It took that life-changing experience in Gettysburg to get back the piece of myself I left behind on Bluff Street. Once it happened, I was all in. Those unexplained childhood moments came back in a flurry, and all of a sudden, I was headed on a path into the unknown.





Chapter 2

			Death as a Way of Life

			After my experience in Gettysburg, I became fairly confident that ghosts exist. That didn’t mean I had any idea what to do with that information. Until that moment, when I felt the presence of the dead, I’d had very little experience with death in my life.

			When I was four, my grandfather, Athel Guy Berry Sr., lost his battle with cancer. My pawpaw was a Purple Heart veteran of World War II who loved his family, and we loved him right back. Even though I was very young, I still have strong memories of his visitation service, including a debate between my parents about whether I should be allowed to see him in his casket. My mother was afraid it would be too much for someone so young, but my father reasoned that I had as much right to say goodbye as anyone else.

			My parents could have chosen to shield me from this experience. Instead, they saw it as an opportunity to share in the moment together as a family. I was sad, but I think it was because everyone else was sad. I didn’t understand the connection between the grief of a loved one and the emotion of sadness. Everyone was having a shared experience, and I was part of it. Being with family made it less scary and confusing. If we faced it as a group, we were stronger together.

			I remember adults looking at me, waiting to see what kind of reaction I might have. Then, my father lifted me in his arms, and there laid out before me was my pawpaw. He was in a suit with his hands gently placed on his lap. To me, it looked like he was sleeping. From what I understood, even at four years old, my pawpaw had gone to be with God and live in Heaven. Everyone was saying that, at any rate. I was taught a very specific biblical idea of the afterlife, and, while my views are different today, it was a foundation that allowed me to comprehend what was happening.

			I think at this early age, being exposed to death and connecting it to faith made it less scary than it could have been. I knew I would see him again someday, so to me it wasn’t goodbye but rather “until we meet again.”

			Once I met some ghosts, and realized that people who had passed could still be present on this plane, I started to really think about the afterlife—what it means, and why we’d even want to try to communicate with spirits in the first place.

			I had spent many hours in libraries when I was young, checking out books on ghosts and haunting stories. Among books like Scary Stories to Tell in the Dark, I would occasionally stumble across more thought-provoking, nonfiction books about the paranormal by authors like Hans Holzer. Even though I was twenty-two when I had that battlefield encounter, I found myself going back to a childhood favorite: a nonfiction book called Thirteen Alabama Ghosts and Jeffrey by Kathryn Tucker Windham and Margaret Gillis Figh. It told stories of real paranormal encounters in the place I grew up. Those weren’t just “once upon a time” scary stories, they were—at least to the best of my knowledge—accounts of things that really happened.

			Back then, I was thirsting for real proof of paranormal activity and a better understanding of what I had seen and felt. At that point, it hadn’t crossed my mind that you could intentionally investigate ghosts at all, let alone with a group of like-minded individuals with the goal of documenting tangible activity. And I assumed that for any spirit encounter, I had to be in the right place at the right time.

			That is, until one winter when I moved to Cape Cod with my then-boyfriend, now husband, Ben.

			Ben and I fell for each other very quickly, just as we were getting out of college. He was a classically trained actor from the University of Minnesota Guthrie, and studied Shakespeare at the Globe and National Theater in London. At the Boston Conservatory, I studied lyrics and scores, focusing on singing, vocal techniques, and different styles of music. To us those were two entirely different worlds—but I love a good classic theater piece, and Ben loves musicals just as much as I do, and boy can he sing! It was a match made in heaven.

			Besides a shared love of theater, we also both loved all things frightening: movies, books, haunted houses, ghosts, Halloween, graveyards…the list goes on and on. We both, as kids, built haunted houses in our homes and forced our friends to participate in the scares. It only made sense that we’d meet and fall in love in one of the oldest, spookiest places either of us had ever been.

			Cape Cod juts out into the Atlantic Ocean like an arm, curling in to form a bay, with the tip flicking inward like a crooked fingernail. At that very farthest point of Massachusetts is a tiny fishing village called Provincetown.

			This area of the globe is magical—I mean real, actual magic. Some say the curve of the land creates a vortex to the supernatural. Your history books may want you to believe that the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth, but in reality, those colonists first landed in Provincetown in 1620, docking the Mayflower in the safety of Provincetown harbor. I don’t think that was a coincidence. I think they were drawn here like sailors to a siren, fixated on the land’s beauty. When I arrived, I immediately felt like I belonged, and that I wanted to be fully engulfed by the energy of this town.

			“No matter how you think about Provincetown, it’s an end point,” Ben said. “It’s where people come to gather and where they all have something to do, whether it be vacationing or doing something creative or figuring out what’s next in their life. They come here to experience a new form of energy. It’s full of this vibrant, ever-changing atmosphere that they’re able to tap in to. That’s what makes it magical.”

			When we landed in Provincetown, thousands of miles away from our respective homes, it was the perfect place for Ben and me to connect, not just with each other but with our love of the supernatural. Spiritually, there is more to this area than unshakable feelings. The National Park Service has found Paleoindian artifacts on the outer Cape that indicate human habitation dating back more than 10,000 years. In recorded history, the town is rich with countless stories of shipwrecks, mooncussers, and murders, leaving behind traces of sea captains, widows, warriors, and mischief makers. Some of the antique homes here were “floated” to town from the extreme outermost end of the Cape, a place called Hell Town, a smaller whaling community of the 1800s which granted easy access to the sea. Legends say that mooncussers in Hell Town would cause nighttime shipwrecks using strategically-placed lanterns on shore, then board the vessels to loot and plunder, leaving no survivors. The energy of it all soaks into the very soil and permeates the sturdy walls of the oldest houses on the Cape.

			Provincetown was also the first place where I experienced the death of a friend as an adult. At that point, any separation I had between sadness and grief disappeared. It was the realization that someone I knew, and saw all the time, was here yesterday and then suddenly was gone. But were they gone forever?

			My friend John Pacheco, who is also no longer with us now, once had an experience that demonstrated to me that ghosts weren’t just spirits from the past.

			We had a mutual friend, Lynn, who was John’s roommate at the time. One morning around 5:30 a.m., he heard her outside of his bedroom window, as if she were talking on the phone. She was saying, “I have to go on a trip, but I will be fine. I’m okay.” When John recalled the story to me, he told me that at that moment, he thought to himself, “It’s so early. I wonder where she’s going. She hadn’t said anything to me about it.” He went back to sleep and around 9:00 a.m. he woke up and started his usual morning routine.

			When he went to the kitchen, he noticed that her bedroom door was closed and thought it odd. She was an early riser and was always awake before him, having made coffee and started her day. He waited another hour before gently knocking on the bedroom door to see if she was still asleep or even in the apartment. When he didn’t get a response, he opened the door and discovered that she had died. The autopsy revealed that she had passed away, from a heart condition, during the night. When I first heard this story I was shocked: Lynn had communicated with John as a ghost almost immediately after she left this earth.

			This story gave me, John, and her group of friends comfort. She said it herself: “I will be fine. I’m okay.” It was a final message to convey that she was going on a journey and would be all right. It was the first time I realized a ghost could be someone you know, not just a legend. It was at this point that I wanted to start looking for ghosts and seeing who else was out there.

			It was very easy to get access to old and historic properties in Provincetown in the off-season. Once the summer tourists cleared out, our friends would move in, usually subletting grand, classic Cape Cod homes that were old and full of stories. Owners would charge lower rents in exchange for tenants acting as caretakers—kind of like The Shining, but in real life, and happening all over town.

			It was in these locations where I began my journey into paranormal research, honing my investigation and communication skills. Ben and I had seen a handful of Ghost Hunters episodes by this point, and we were utterly fascinated by the idea that you could “hunt” for supernatural phenomena. We had one piece of equipment—an audio recorder—and we would sit for hours in the dark, asking questions to possible entities to capture electronic voice phenomena (EVP), which is when a recording device picks up a voice you can’t hear with your ears, theoretically a ghost’s.

			Ben, myself, and others would visit friends in these Cape Cod rentals and sit around in the dark asking basic questions: “Are you there?,” “How old are you?,” “Can you make a noise for us?” In the winter of 2008, a friend of ours was renting one of the oldest houses in town. The rumor I had always heard was that there was a body buried under or very near to the foundation.

			The legends go back so far that in 1936, the local newspaper referred to the house as “haunted” in an article. I’ve also read that one of the previous owners, who did some renovations and repairs, was told by the contractor to not close up a crack at the base of the fireplace because “that’s where the spirits come and go.”

			Walking up to the Colonial-style house, with its dark red siding and small windows that resembled eyes staring out into the world, I could just feel a shift in the environment. Once we arrived, I set out to look for the tombstone said to mark the spot. Walking around to the front of the house, I noticed something in the stone foundation among other large rocks and boulders. If you weren’t looking for it you would miss it, but there, half-buried in the earth as if it was gasping for its last breath before sinking into the soil, was a small headstone. Time was not kind to the epitaph, and I couldn’t make out what it said. A name? Perhaps a date? Whatever it said, it didn’t matter. The folklore was real, and it gave me so much hope that we would get some sort of paranormal activity once we started searching.

			You have to understand that my perspective then was totally different from my approach to investigation today. At that early point in my journey, I wanted experiences. That’s it. I wanted to see or hear a ghost. I wanted to capture evidence. To me, that gravestone was so exciting—and maybe a sign of activity to come—but I hadn’t yet connected to the human aspect of that object. I didn’t think about the once-living person that stone represented.

			But now, those are the questions that have become my primary goal in my work. Who are the people who stay behind? Do they choose to remain on Earth? Are they here all the time? What does our world look like to someone who has passed on? And what is their world like? These are questions about the mysteries of life that can only be answered by those who have passed on. Having a better understanding of who we are connecting with on the other side changed my entire mission. We can learn from each other.

			Not having that deep-rooted idea to guide my path, I was really focused on the fun of it rather than the work. I was trying to recapture the feelings I had in Gettysburg. My mindset has changed since then, but some people prefer to simply seek out experiences and not—like we do now on Kindred Spirits—connect to the lives of the spirits left behind. It’s not a bad thing; we all learn and grow into our own methods in this field. At that point, I had some growing to do for sure.

			Once we entered the house, we headed to the upstairs bedroom with our recorder to conduct an EVP session. When you first start investigating, everything is so fascinating and new. I distinctly remember how cold it was in that unused bedroom. It made the whole experience creepy, ghostly even. In my mind, the space was already haunted. There was no wait-and-see-from-the-evidence attitude.

			While investigating, the room was so quiet and still. You could’ve heard a pin drop between our questions about the headstone, the house, who the spirits were, when they died. When we played back the recorder, we didn’t get much. I think we got a “hello,” which we all geeked out about, but my ear wasn’t as trained then in the art of listening back for evidence, so any words had to be pretty obvious for me to make them out.

			During another round of questions, I asked why they were still there in the house, but didn’t get any response. I figured it might have something to do with the stone outside, but I couldn’t get any solid answers. That simple “hello” was an acknowledgment that whoever was there could interact with us, but actually getting answers from the ghost was another matter. I didn’t know it at the time, but I was probably not asking the right questions to really connect with that spirit. Still, I was satisfied with what I had experienced. It wasn’t much, but it was something.

			These moments were the best part of our off-season routine. My summers were filled with work, doing theater productions and singing at countless venues with a strict focus on making enough money to support us in the winter. The off-season was the time to regroup and heal from the busy summer; for Ben and me, it was an opportunity to dive into the unknown and enjoy a weird passion we didn’t think a lot of people shared. One evening while we were watching the newest episode of Ghost Hunters, I caught a commercial that said, “Do you have what it takes to be a ghost hunter?”

			I didn’t hesitate. I immediately thought, Of course I do! For me, it wasn’t about being on television, it was about being able to investigate ghosts with a professional team and learn a few things in the process. The real appeal was being able to explore on a grand scale, with professional equipment and access to the amazing haunted locations they visited on the show.

			My dad always says, “If you don’t try you never know,” so I tried. The following day I headed to our local internet café and logged on to the Syfy Channel website (back then it was still SciFi) to fill out an application that asked everything from name, age, and location to experiences, beliefs, and fears.

			A few months went by and after what felt like an eternity I was shocked to finally get a call! They set up a meeting with one of the producers for a new TV show tentatively called Ghost Hunters Academy, which centered on “cadets” who were taught the ways of The Atlantic Paranormal Society (TAPS), the paranormal team behind Ghost Hunters. The cadets were tested on knowledge, observed in action, and at the end of the season someone would “graduate” to join TAPS on television.

			Sadly, I wasn’t chosen to participate in the show’s first season. They mentioned that if a replacement for a cadet was needed during filming they would reach out, but that didn’t happen. In January of 2010, my phone rang. It was a producer from Ghost Hunters Academy saying that they were going to do another season. This time, they wanted my full involvement. No last-minute replacement. The start date would be sometime in February. This new season would be different and more challenging; not all the cadets would make it to the end. Each investigation would have a review by Ghost Hunters’ Steve Gonsalves, Dave Tango, and Jason Hawes, where one participant would be dismissed. The winner of this competition would get a chance to join Ghost Hunters for some upcoming cases.

			I was so thrilled to embark on this experience, getting to visit some of the most haunted places in the country. We weren’t allowed to know where we were going until we actually got there, but from what the organizers and producers were saying, it sounded like we were in for an unforgettable ride. I was so ready for it.

			After some frustrating delays, the producers finally called me with the details—I was to fly to Louisville, Kentucky, the next day and be prepared for multiple weeks on the road, in different climates. That night I scrambled to get everything together that I needed for the trip. In the morning I headed to the airport, caught my flight, and, within an hour of arriving in Louisville, I was wearing thermals and layers of GHA swag, and being thrust into my very first professional investigation at Waverly Hills Sanatorium.

			Ghost Hunters Academy was a life-changing, but very difficult experience. My first impression of Steve, Dave, and Jay was pure intimidation. I had seen these three on my TV doing something that I wanted to be really good at, and suddenly here I was getting a chance to learn from them. It was overwhelming at first, but I now realize that all the pressure was part of the learning experience itself.
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