







MISERABLE AND GUILT-RIDDEN, TINA STUMBLED OFF TO HER BEDROOM AFTER THE ARGUMENT….

 

She hated being sent to bed at the same time as the foster kids, but she also hated the way she fought with her parents all the time. She didn’t like yelling, she didn’t like always being un-happy and wishing her life could change. Why didn’t her par-ents try to understand this?

Tina undressed and crawled under the covers. She looked at her digital clock radio, and the figures started racing, just like they did when she set the time. But she wasn’t pushing any buttons. She wasn’t even touching the clock. In front of her eyes the clock seemed to say it was becoming later and later, closer to the appropriate bedtime for a teenager like herself.

Suddenly, music blared; the radio had come on by itself. Tina turned it off, but it came back on. Weird, she thought. She unplugged the clock, and the music stopped. Tina was not concerned; she had another clock radio.

The next morning passed without incident. Tina hadn’t told anyone about her clock radio, and by the following afternoon the incident seemed minor compared to what was to follow….












[image: image]




[image: image]

 

Copyright © 2004 by William Roll and Valerie Storey

 

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.

For information address Pocket Books, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020

 

ISBN-13: 978-1-4165-9582-3

ISBN-10: 1-4165-9582-1

 

POCKET and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

 

Visit us on the World Wide Web:

http://www.SimonSays.com






To my grandchildren,

David, Martin, Jensen, Giles, Annika, Georgi, and Anders.

—William Roll







CONTENTS



Prologue





1  A Call for Help

2  The House on Blue Ash Road

3  Something about Tina

4  Heart Monitor

5  The Force

6  Seeking Demons

7  The Photograph

8  A Momentary Escape

9  News Conference

10 Our Investigation Begins

11 Unwelcome Visitor

12 Flying Teacup

13 Testing Tina

14 Camera Shy

15 On the Road

16 The Amazing Randi

17 Hypnosis

18 Harnessing the Force

19 Triggers and Causes

20 No Escape

21 Amber

22 Murder

23 Unsolved Mysteries

24 Silent Justice

25 The Plea

Epilogue





Notes





Acknowledgments









UNLEASHED





PROLOGUE

I watched in disbelief as four burly officers from the Carroll County sheriff’s department took their seats behind the small, white casket covered with flowers, a toy rabbit perched on top. It was the Saturday before Easter, 1992. The open casket showed a pretty little girl wearing her pink Easter dress. Even with the heavy makeup that hid the autopsy sutures, you could see Amber had been a beautiful child.

The Almon Funeral Home chapel was filled to overflowing, but there was no sign of the child’s mother. I assumed she was sitting in the private, screened section reserved for family members. Charged with Amber’s murder, her mother, Tina Resch, now using her married name of Christina Boyer, had sat in jail for the past three days while the media vilified her. Almost without exception, it seemed the entire town of Carrollton, Georgia, had banded against her, the Northern outsider; a woman so out of control she could kill her three-year-old daughter. In a show of solidarity, the outraged community had taken Amber as one of their own; Almon donated the casket; local florists sent sprays of flowers; police officers provided the burial plot. The only thing from Tina was the pink Easter dress.

My mind was a blur of shock and distress. All I could think was, How? How had this happened? It was impossible. I had known Tina since she was fourteen years old. In an ironic twist, she had been the center of a media blitz then, too; the wild child who could move objects with the power of her mind. The reports hadn’t been off base. Much of my research and writing of the previous eight years had focused on Tina’s impressive abilities, one of the most convincing cases of poltergeist activity I had ever witnessed. Now a tall, lively, and volatile young woman in her early twenties, Tina could still be that troubled teen desperate for affection and dreaming of happy endings. Abandoned by her mother at the age of ten months and adopted into a rigid, unforgiving household, Tina had not been ready for single parenthood at eighteen, and she often found the role difficult and irritating. But she could never have killed Amber. Amber was her one real hope for a family of her own and a better future. Somehow this message had to get through to the authorities. Tina was innocent.

Pastor Geron Crawford delivered the sermon. When he finished, the officers behind the casket slowly advanced, stationed themselves at each corner of the coffin, and then carried it out, their large bodies almost concealing their tiny charge. Along with a mass of mourners, I followed the procession outside. I was oblivious to my surroundings: the weather, the people beside me—I couldn’t register anything. The words of the sermon stayed with me: “We have been left in a thick darkness.” A darkness had indeed descended, and Tina needed my help perhaps more than at any other time in her life.






1

A CALL FOR HELP

“I’m seeing something I can’t understand.” Mike Harden, a reporter for the Columbus Dispatch, had just called Duke University, famous for their Parapsychology Laboratory, and asked for someone who knew about objects that moved by themselves. As was their usual practice, Duke forwarded the call to my office in Chapel Hill, North Carolina, where I was the director of the Psychical Research Foundation. Over the years our office had heard from many worried people, frightened that their homes harbored evil spirits or that their encounters with the unknown would be branded “crazy.” Mike’s call was more down-to-earth. Describing himself as “the ultimate skeptic of the paranormal,” Mike was looking for someone to help him with the strangest news story of his career.

To all appearances, the suburban home of Joan and John Resch, Tina, their adopted fourteen-year-old daughter, and four foster children currently living with the family had developed a mind of its own. Electric lights and household appliances were turning themselves off and on, and bottles and glasses were flying and crashing without visible cause.

The household was in chaos. No one could guess what would happen next. Mike knew the story sounded incredible, straight out of The Twilight Zone, but other visitors had seen the bizarre events as well and had been astonished. Because the chaos swirled around Tina, the Resches suspected the girl was responsible. After visiting the house himself, Mike didn’t know what to think.

“I had just arrived at the house and was standing in the kitchen, looking into the family room,” he said. “There were papers and things on the end table. They just kind of shot out from the table. Tina was nowhere near them.” The magazines and newspapers had fallen to the floor two or three feet away. “My first thought was, ‘What the hell was that?’ ”

Mike went into the family room and sat down on a large couch across from where Tina sat in a recliner. As he talked with the girl and her mother, “A small toy cradle near the fireplace flipped into the air, perhaps two feet, and dropped to the carpeting.” Tina was about six feet away. A little girl, one of the Resches’ foster children, was also in the room playing with her dolls, her back to the adults. She went over to the cradle, picked it up, and announced, “It’s broke!” This type of thing had been happening all weekend. Just as Mike was trying to make sense of that episode, a full cup of coffee on a table beside Tina flipped through the air, landed on her lap, spilling coffee, then crashed into the fireplace. “She was in my line of vision when it happened. Again, I did not see her aid its movement in any way.”

Listening to Mike, my first thought was that when a fourteen-year-old is the center of flying objects, the most likely explanation is a teen who is venting her frustration. Mike didn’t think this could explain what he had seen, but he had no experience in such matters; he could be mistaken, he said.

I asked Mike what else he could tell me about the family. He explained that the previous October he had written a column for the Dispatch about Joan’s outstanding work as a foster mother. She and her husband, John, had taken care of some 250 children over the years. Joan and John were highly regarded members of the community and had received numerous awards for their work. But the call Mike had received from Joan this March morning of 1984 had nothing to do with awards or foster children. “If I hadn’t known Joan,” he said, “I would have dismissed the whole thing as a crank call.”

Joan told Mike that things were happening that she couldn’t understand and asked if he knew someone who might help. Mike didn’t think she was looking for publicity. The Resches sounded desperate for a solution. Their belongings were being ruined and they just couldn’t figure out what was going on. Worse, Joan was worried about the safety of the four foster children in the house. Things were flying about and she was afraid one of them might get hurt. “She was asking for help—really crying out,” Mike said. It was the strangest call he had ever received.

Mike asked Joan if he could come out to the house and see for himself. Joan said he would be welcome, and he arrived about ten-thirty that morning. “Even though I knew the family,” he said, “I did go in very skeptically.” But after a few minutes in the house, Mike knew he was seeing something real. He just couldn’t reconcile it with his worldview: “It seemed to me that I was witnessing something which defied both my skeptical instincts as a journalist as well as all of the traditional laws of physics.”

Knowing that the Resches were becoming edgier and more anxious by the day, Mike asked if he could write a story about what he had seen. Perhaps one of the readers of the Dispatch would know about this type of trouble and how to make it stop. This was the reason for Mike’s call to my office. He wanted me to fly up to Columbus and determine if the incidents were real. And maybe I knew a way to put an end to the turmoil.

The case, as interesting as it sounded, was not really one I wanted to pursue. The foundation was not well endowed and I wasn’t in a position to just take off and investigate every claim that came my way, even if it was backed by a sane and serious witness like Harden. One more case would probably not add anything new.

“You know,” I said, “a number of people are going to say, ‘These people are mad,’ ” speaking of the Resches. Harden knew. He had phoned a psychology professor at Ohio State University for someone to call. The professor told Harden to phone Duke, saying he might do so without dialing.

I laughed, but as much as I sympathized with Mike’s dilemma, I had to decline his request that I come to Columbus. It was just too expensive and time-consuming. Besides, I had investigated enough poltergeist cases, which this seemed to be, to have a rough idea of what was going on. Mike wasn’t so easily dissuaded: “The newspaper has its own plane. We will fly you and an assistant up at our expense.”

This put a new spin on things. Offers for free air travel, and an executive jet at that, were something I couldn’t just turn down.

 

I didn’t become a parapsychologist by accident. I was born in 1926, in Germany, where my father was American vice-consul. He was of Norwegian descent, my mother Danish. Norwegians and Danes usually get on well with each other, but not my parents. They divorced when I was three, and I went with my mother to Denmark. I visited my father in Norway and once, for several months, at his home in Oakland, California. Otherwise I was a Danish schoolboy in the town of Birkerød, north of Copenhagen. Then, April 9, 1940, on our way to school, my friend Klaus and I found green slips of paper on the road. They had been dropped by planes from the German air force and announced, in broken Danish, that we had been occupied “for our own protection.” Normal life was a thing of the past, and I lost all contact with my father. Two years later my mother died suddenly, and I became the ward of a guardian who disliked me. I didn’t do well in school.

In September 1944, the leader of the resistance in Birkerød, Peter Tegner, a former navy commander and our neighbor, asked me to join the resistance movement. I was to be a courier between him and the group leaders. I was short and looked more like fourteen than eighteen; I wouldn’t arouse suspicion. Tegner had gone underground to avoid arrest, and only I knew where he was staying at any one time. After a while Tegner told me to go underground as well. If I had been caught and tortured, the resistance in Birkerød might have unraveled.

The nine months I was in the resistance, until the liberation on May 5, 1945, were the best in my life. My duties as a courier and learning to handle weapons were exciting. Tegner and the group leaders respected me, and I was working for a good cause, the best under the circumstances, freedom from barbarians. The self-confidence my guardian had sucked away was restored.

The Germans capitulated to the Allied forces and the resistance in Birkerød came out in the open. We stopped and checked traffic on Kongevejen, the King’s Road, which connects Copenhagen and Elsinore, and arrested the few Nazi collaborators in town. The German soldiers and a large group of noncombat Germans were ensconced in two army camps where we became the guards.

One day after returning from guard duty, I received a phone call from Norway. It was my father, now a major colonel with SHAEF, the army’s intelligence unit. I was elated and astonished that he was so close. He was restoring the American embassy in Oslo and would soon do the same in Copenhagen. When he arrived, he was driving a convertible Mercedes he had commandeered from a group of German officers. Our reunion was joyful and I learned to drive the car.

Sometime after my mother’s death, I began having out-of-body experiences, perhaps because of the shock. I didn’t know about such things, but a neighbor, Jacob Paludan, a fiction writer and reviewer of books about parapsychology and Eastern religion, befriended me and lent me his books. The books said that an invisible web connects people regardless of national or racial differences. If this web could be shown to actually exist, I thought, wars and conflicts would surely end. I am no longer that naive, but this was my main motive for turning to parapsychology.

In 1947 with the war behind us, I went to the University of California, Berkeley, because it was close to my father’s home. I expected to study parapsychology, but there were no such courses so I settled for psychology and philosophy. Neither told me anything meaningful. After graduation I turned to sociology. I would surely learn about the web of connections I had read about, but sociology was as irrelevant to my concerns as the others.

I was still committed to parapsychology and came across the parapsychological writings of H. H. Price, a renowned philosophy professor at Oxford University. Price accepted me as a special student. I married a girl I had met from New York, Muriel, and we went to Oxford expecting to stay for a year. It stretched to seven.

In 1957, after finishing my studies in England, I received an invitation from J. B. Rhine, the founder of modern parapsychology, to join his staff at Duke University. I had met Rhine while still in England shortly after my daughter, Lise, was born. A photo of Rhine shows him holding Lise in his arms.

My office at Duke was on the second floor of the West Duke Building, over the main entrance. It had the largest window in the building. If you looked up from the street, you would think I had the largest office. It was the smallest. The end of the upstairs corridor had been cut off to make a room.

My office may also have been the hottest because of the large window. In 1957 there was no air-conditioning, only fans. My papers would glue themselves to my arms or fly like leaves in a storm. This was a change from England, where the problem was lack of heating. The excitement of being at the Parapsychology Laboratory of Duke University easily made up for these discomforts.

There was a problem though. I had gone to Oxford to investigate extrasensory perception and I expected to continue the work at Duke, but my tests weren’t going anywhere. My fellow students at Oxford showed some evidence of ESP, but the tests I conduced at Duke didn’t rise above chance.

Then in early 1958, we heard about a house of “flying objects” in Seaford, Long Island. Rhine asked Gaither Pratt, assistant director of the lab, and me to take a look. The occupants, James and Lucille Herrmann, had complained to the police that their porcelain figurines and other belongings were flying through the air and breaking against the walls and furniture. They first thought that their twelve-year-old son, Jimmy, was throwing things because they only moved when he was home. But when the Herrmanns and the police witnessed movements of objects away from the boy, the family thought that an evil spirit had invaded their home. They were Catholic and put out bottles of holy water to discourage the demon, but the bottles spilled with an explosive sound when no one was in the room. The bottles that were affected all had screw caps. Gaither and I tried to duplicate the phenomenon by filling containers with dry ice, but the gas escaped along the threads or the bottles exploded.

After visiting the home and speaking to the family and the police, Gaither and I thought that the occurrences were probably real. Our impression was confirmed when a bottle in the basement fell over with a bang and spilled while we were upstairs with the family. We coined a term, recurrent spontaneous psychokinesis or RSPK, for the occurrences. In earlier ages, and in modern movies, the phenomena have been attributed to poltergeists, which is a German word for “rowdy ghosts.” The occurrences were rowdy, but there was no evidence of ghosts in the Herrmann home. We attributed the occurrences to unconscious psychokinesis by Jimmy.

The following years my colleagues and I investigated other homes and businesses where things moved when no one was in a position to throw them. This was a whole lot more interesting than my ESP tests, and more convincing that something real was happening. I wrote a book, The Poltergeist, about my investigations and published articles about historical cases. I then turned to other matters until I received the call from Mike Harden.

•   •   •

I told Mike that I would need to speak to the Resches myself. I wanted to be sure that my presence wouldn’t be just one more disruption in a household already under siege.

In the meantime I suggested that Mike advise the Resches to take Tina to a neurologist. I wanted to know if she had any brain anomalies that might be associated with the occurrences. If she wasn’t just a mischievous child staging stunts to gain attention, there might possibly be a biological aspect, such as epilepsy, behind the occurrences.

Two days later I called Joan Resch to introduce myself and to ask if she wanted me to investigate. Joan sounded relieved by the offer and said that not only was I welcome, but that I and an assistant could stay in the house. Things had become so unmanageable that she had had to send their four foster children away to temporary shelters, leaving an empty bedroom.

Expanding on Mike’s story, Joan told me the disturbances had begun over the weekend. But Monday morning was quiet and she hoped there would be no need to involve anyone else. She had let Tina sleep late because the activity had kept everyone up Sunday night. The girl was taught at home so there was no need to get up for school.

After Tina had come down for breakfast, Joan heard knocking from the front door. Before she could answer, she saw it was the candleholder on the wall in the hallway that was banging against the wall by itself. The six candles had already been broken or stored away, leaving the empty holder and the chain that held it in place. As Joan watched from the kitchen, she said the holder “banged on the wall till it broke its chain.”

Then a carton of apple juice on the counter by the sink sailed into the family room, smashing against the door to the garage. Juice spilled out everywhere. A picture in the hallway and a large picture over the couch in the living room swung back and forth on their nails. She and Tina held them in place, but when they let go, Joan said, the pictures went back to swinging. “We would stop them and they’d begin again.”

Next the lamp on the end table by the couch in the living room fell to the floor. It didn’t break and they put it back, but it fell again. This happened about four more times, Joan said, until they left it on the floor. That’s when she thought of calling Mike Harden.

We finished speaking and I considered my next move. To make the trip worthwhile, I needed to accomplish three things. First, I wanted to see for myself whether the incidents were genuine or fraudulent. If things started moving on their own, the way Mike Harden said they did, I would try to film them with my camcorder. Second, I wanted to find out as much as I could about the things that had happened in the past by speaking to witnesses, especially to people from outside the home. Visitors may have less reason to perpetrate a fraud than the family. Third, with the assistance of a psychologist and depending on what we found, I hoped to help the family understand what was going on and counsel them about how to deal with the situation. An assistant would also be useful for keeping an eye on Tina while I did my interviews.

My choice of assistant was a young man named Kelly Powers. Kelly had an MA in clinical psychology from Florida State University; if Tina needed counseling, his training could be useful. He was also young enough at twenty-four to develop a friendly rapport with Tina that might encourage her to be open and frank with us. I had met Kelly at the Patricia Hayes School for Inner Sense Development just outside Durham, North Carolina. Slim with finely chiseled features and curly, brown hair, Kelly was intelligent and humorous, with a caustic compassion for his fellow beings. He seemed quick at grasping psychological problems and finding solutions. I had watched him at the Patricia Hayes School and been impressed with his empathetic manner in dealing with difficult people. There was one hitch. I was unable to pay an assistant. Fortunately, Kelly was willing to donate his time; another example of his good nature. With no further obstacles to keep me home, I was ready to confront the situation in Columbus. I just hoped it wasn’t going to be a waste of time.
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THE HOUSE ON BLUE ASH ROAD

Sunday, March 11, 1984. Just as Mike Harden had promised, Kelly and I flew into Columbus on a plane sent by the Dispatch. The plane taxied to a stop at the airport’s section for private aircraft. It was shortly after noon, and Kelly and I felt like celebrities as we stepped out onto the runway, Mike waiting to greet us. His friendly face was familiar to Dispatch readers. They would see it above his column, brown hair parted on the left and covering the tops of his ears, a neatly trimmed beard framing a smile.

When we left North Carolina, it was spring; the best time of year, not too cold and not too hot. The whites of dogwoods lit the woods round my house, and the reds of azaleas warmed the yard. When we reached Columbus, it was winter and snow. I was glad Mike was there to drive us to the house.

During the trip, Mike filled us in with some of the news from the past week. His story “Strange Happenings Unnerve Family” had been printed not only in the Dispatch, but had also been picked up by wire services all over the country and the world. The media attention was almost as wild as the events themselves. Some papers reported just the bare facts, others took a more speculative approach. The New Jersey Trenton Times, for one, wondered if the Resches were living in “another Amityville.”

The response from the public had been overwhelming, even if none of it was helpful. Every day letters and calls poured into the Dispatch offices with suggestions for the Resches. They should pray more, they should avoid tarot cards and Ouija boards, and they should place dimes above the doorway—a surefire way to get rid of demons. One woman claimed to have seen UFOs in the sky as she was hanging out her laundry; could they be coming from the Resch home? But the family found no workable answers in any of the offerings.

Mike said that the occurrences were as frequent and as disruptive as ever, but he had some discouraging news. A few days earlier, a press conference had been held at the Resch home. “The force,” as everyone was calling whatever was behind the occurrences, was not in a cooperative mood and had refused to perform for the news-hungry reporters. After nearly nine hours of waiting for something to happen, Tina had been caught on film pulling down a lamp with her hand. She didn’t succeed on her first try, misjudging the distance between her hand and the lampshade, but a second attempt brought the lamp to the floor. Great, I thought. Just what I needed to hear.

 

My first impression of 5242 Blue Ash Road was of a well-kept house on a quiet street on the north side of Columbus, one of several brick-and-stucco homes. Joan Resch met us at the door. In her midfifties, carefully dressed and not a blond hair out of place despite the ruckus she had been living through, Joan was welcoming and easygoing as she led us into the spacious living room to meet her husband, John, and their daughter, Tina. We were also introduced to the family pet, Pete, a huge brown-and-white Siberian husky with mismatched eyes, one brown and the other blue. The neurologist Tina had been visiting at my suggestion, John Corrigan, was also waiting to talk with us. As soon as possible, John Resch excused himself to continue his ongoing repair work. A heavyset, silent man who seemed more comfortable working with his hands than making small talk, he had a basement full of broken household items—thanks to the force—that needed his attention.

Tina was a tall, bright-eyed, and vivacious girl excited at the prospect of having visitors. She took to Kelly and me right away. Spirited and shy at the same time, she soon warmed, especially to Kelly. He later described her as “kinetic, frenetic, bright-eyed and bushy-tailed and darting all over.” We liked the girl and could sense that some of her difficulties probably stemmed from being a growing teenager in a crowded house. Tina seemed to need a lot of space and outlet for her energy. For the time being, though, she was simply happy to take us upstairs to show us her room, which was to be ours for the next few days.

The room was large and light with two beds and two dressers. A bookcase and a set of shelves held Tina’s collection of odds and ends, including her collection of perfume bottles. I put my bags on the bed by the window and Kelly took the other. Then I noticed something suspicious. On the bedside table was a child’s paperback of magical tricks. Tina was apparently interested in magic. I was surprised she would leave the book where Kelly and I couldn’t help seeing it. Perhaps she wanted to be found out, like the perpetrator who leaves a clue at the scene. I decided not to ask Tina about the book, and to wait and see what tricks she might come up with during our stay.

Before leaving us to unpack, Tina showed us the adjoining room where she would be sleeping. With its beds and crib, it had been used by the foster children until “the force” had sent them away. Her older brother Craig, now spending the day at his job in JAYS, a convenience store, had the adjacent room. The rest of the upstairs consisted of the master bedroom and bathroom on the opposite side of the hallway. A second bathroom, used by the children, was there as well.

As Tina gave us the guided tour, I couldn’t help but notice her propensity for colliding with the walls and furniture. She was like a bumper car, except that her movements were fluid, even graceful. Walking like this seemed to be her usual way. Regardless of the book on magic, Tina didn’t strike me as someone who would be good at sleight of hand. It had taken her two tries to pull down the lamp for the reporters, and the lamp was right next to her. If the force turned out to be just a troublesome child playing games, Kelly and I would soon expose the situation.

When we got back downstairs, Mike was leaving. I arranged to meet him later in the week so I could make a tape recording of his experiences. Once he left, Tina went back upstairs. That’s when the first incident took place. As Tina was walking up the stairs, a framed photograph of her nephews Jim and Eric came off the wall. The glass had cracked but was still in the frame. We didn’t know how this had happened, but it told us that the occurrences, real or contrived, were still going on.

Kelly went upstairs to join Tina, and I went into the living room to talk with John Corrigan. He told me he had spent fifteen hours in the home talking with Tina and her parents. He and George Paulson, chairman of the Department of Neurology at Ohio State University, had interviewed and tested Tina there. They had not found any abnormalities. Everything was within normal range. The girl did, however, have a history of dizziness and poor coordination, and her temper was a problem, often turning into tantrums where she had to be restrained in her room. Relations with her parents were at an all-time low, especially with her father. Corrigan believed John Resch was partly responsible for this as he blamed the girl for the disturbances. For the last two months she had suffered from headaches, complaining of a dull pain at the back of her head, which Corrigan attributed to tension.

I asked Corrigan if there had been any occurrences in the house while he was there. There had, Corrigan said, and in his opinion, Tina had done them all in a perfectly normal manner; no psychokinesis that he could tell.

We had come too late, I thought; the time for genuine phenomena, if there had been any, had gone. Corrigan said that he believed the incidents witnessed by Mike Harden were probably real, and I agreed. We had both been impressed by Harden’s account, and I didn’t think an experienced reporter like Harden could have been hoodwinked by a fourteen-year-old. In any case, a few days in the house should tell us whether the occurrences were genuine psychokinesis.

As I talked with Corrigan, Kelly was upstairs witnessing a few incidents on his own. A table lamp in Joan and John’s bedroom fell to the floor when Tina was near enough to have pushed it, but then something happened that Tina apparently could not have done. She was in the master bathroom telling Kelly about an incident that had happened there when they heard a sound from Joan and John’s bedroom. When Kelly looked in, he found a perfume bottle on the floor. He thought it might have been there all along and that he had missed seeing it, but in that case, he couldn’t explain the sound. No one else was upstairs.

Tina and Kelly came downstairs, he to the living room to describe the occurrences to me and Corrigan, while Tina went to the family room to tell Joan. Suddenly there was a crash and a cry. I rushed into the kitchen and found Tina crying and holding her left arm. She said that she and Joan had been walking out of the family room when the phone from the table between the two recliners had come out and struck her. She had been downstairs ten minutes when this happened. Because she had been behind her mother when the phone flew out, I thought she could have staged the event, but I kept my thoughts to myself.

With Kelly’s and my arrival, Joan felt hopeful that we would find a solution to rid the house of its scourge, and she wanted to celebrate. She proposed we go out for dinner. After the force had taken up residence, she no longer cooked. Preparing a family meal in the midst of flying food and broken glass had become impossible.

I told Joan and John to go on ahead; Kelly and I would stay in the house with Tina. Joan said to help ourselves from the refrigerator. Corrigan had to be home for dinner, and he left at the same time as the Resches.

With her parents gone, Tina took over the role of hostess and set out paper plates, Styrofoam cups, and plastic utensils; glasses and china had long been replaced by nonbreakable items. Kelly and I discovered that a meal in the Resch home was like a picnic threatened by a shower. You wanted to eat as fast as you could. Tina seemed to enjoy the relaxed ease of our do-it-yourself dinner, made even easier when we finished and threw our tableware in the garbage can. The force may have destroyed Joan’s domestic routine, but for Tina life had become pleasantly simplified with no need to stack and empty the dishwasher. There were also no foster children to diaper and look after, and her household chores had vanished.

We were sitting around the kitchen table with our Styrofoam coffee cups when Tina asked if we knew aggravation. Here it comes, I thought, she is going to tell us about life with Joan and John, and sooner than I expected. We encouraged her to go on, but, no, what she meant, she said in an exasperated voice, was did we know the game Aggravation, and did we want to play?

Tina explained the rules. “You throw a pair of dice, aiming for doubles. When you score a hit, you get an extra throw to your advantage and the aggravation of the other players.”

Kelly and I agreed to play. The game would break the ice, and it appealed to us for another reason. If Tina could influence the fall of the dice, this might indicate she had psychokinetic abilities. It would not be a conclusive PK test, however. For that we would have needed automated equipment and a way to keep Tina from any contact with the dice. But we reduced the possibility of cheating by using one of the Styrofoam cups for shaking and throwing the dice.

Tina gave herself to the game with enthusiasm and jumped with glee whenever she scored a hit. She also jumped whenever the phone rang or Pete barked. Under the lightheartedness of the game was a current of tension. Tina made frequent trips to the bathroom, another indication of stress.

After an hour, Tina had enough Aggravation. She got ten doubles for her thirty-five throws, which is somewhat better than chance. Seven of the ten doubles were in the first twelve throws. This suggested beginner’s luck, often seen in PK experiments. Perhaps, I thought, Tina did have some PK ability. Kelly’s and my scores were flat chance.

Tina then lost momentum and became quiet. For a while she stayed in the kitchen with Kelly and me, then she went and sat at the bottom of the stairs. She tried watching television, but came back to the kitchen a moment later. Something was on her mind, and this time it was not her parents or the flying objects. Tina was developing a crush on Kelly.

We had not prepared for this possibility. To conduct an effective investigation we had to fit into the household as unobtrusively as possible. I needed everything to be as normal and ordinary as could be, given the circumstances. Both of us liked the girl, and she returned our attention tenfold, but I didn’t want her to feel she had to demonstrate her abilities in order to attract Kelly’s attention. We knew that there had been four foster children in the home prior to our arrival, one with severe brain impairment. That couldn’t have left much time for Tina, and her emotional neediness showed; she seemed starved of affection.

Joan and John returned a little while later. The evening out had put Joan in a relaxed mood, but John seemed even more silent and withdrawn than he had been earlier in the day. The Resch marriage was the proverbial meeting of opposites. She was blond, he was dark; she wore a constant smile, he a perpetual frown; she was sociable and talkative, he was introverted and taciturn. They got on well together. Before the disturbances, they had spruced up their home with new candleholders and pictures for the walls from Sears, a silk lemon tree for the hallway, six hanging baskets with live plants for the dining room, and a large terrarium for the living room.

Joan suggested we go into the family room, a comfortably furnished, homey place. The couches were covered with a pattern of light brown, and the wall-to-wall carpeting was mottled orange, practical colors for a home with small children. The walls were protected from little hands by wood paneling, three feet high. But something wasn’t right. Behind John’s brown recliner, one of a pair matching Joan’s, the leaves of an artificial philodendron plant poked out from a stack of toys. The small space also contained a lamp and other items that obviously didn’t belong. Joan told me they had been stacked there for safekeeping. Otherwise the room was bare of pictures or knick-knacks you’d expect in a family room. Joan explained that everything had either been broken or put away to keep from damage or from flying out and hitting people.

Joan told us about some of the things that had happened in the family room. The lamp that used to be on the side table by the large couch, “that’s completely busted,” Joan said, “after it hit the floor seven times or so.” The other lamp, the one on Joan’s filing cabinet between the two recliners, had fallen three or four times and was still fairly intact. The filing cabinet itself had only moved once. John said he saw it scoot sideways fifteen inches. The side table in front of the filing cabinet and between the two chairs had moved three or four times.

“It jerks in one direction or another,” Joan said. This particular table had been the launching pad for at least twenty flights of their telephones and an equal number of flights of Joan’s mail caddy.

The side table by the large couch, Joan said, “that always comes out.” Earlier that day before Kelly and I had arrived, it had scooted out once and flipped over another time.

Some objects and areas were singled out by the force, while others nearby were spared. The space behind John’s chair where errant objects were now together with the children’s toys was off-limits to the force. So were the bookcases on either side of the television, as well as the top of the set, though all held potential missiles. Joan took advantage of the safety zones. When an object had flown, she often stuck it behind John’s chair so it would stay put. This was the explanation for the philodendron and other items I had noticed there. Joan couldn’t figure out why this area was safe. The master bedroom had also been left nearly unscathed, and again she wondered why. In this home, where unexplained occurrences were the order of the day, the places with few incidents stood out. Moving objects had become normal; objects that stayed in place were paranormal.

Over the past week, Joan had become accustomed to the turbulence that swept through her house like the gusts of a storm. It was destructive and annoying, but she had learned to protect her valuables by stowing them away. John was less accepting. Like the eye of a hurricane, their storm had a center, and John knew it was Tina. How or why, he couldn’t explain, but she was the cause of the trouble. Except for one Sunday when the furniture moved while Tina was in church, she was smack in the middle of the tempest.

What to do? Send Tina away? John had hinted to Joan that it was her or him. He had already told Joan not to be surprised if he was gone one day; he just could not take it any longer.

“Wednesday, everything is moving,” Joan said, “and I’m thinking, we can’t send her away for the rest of her life.” Joan’s main concerns were not her belongings but her family.

“I’m not so much worried about the breakage as to what’s happening to the family,” she told me. “I think it’s going to take a while to get the family back.” John was her main worry; she was afraid that the tension was becoming too much for him. Although he was only fifty-seven, John had retired the previous October. He had been the general superintendent at Vorys Brothers, a sheet-metal warehouse. John was a perfectionist, and the work had been too stressful. He had high blood pressure and then a heart attack. The doctor told him to quit smoking, cut down on drinking, and lose weight. He had managed the first two, but was still overweight. His new lifestyle, helping Joan around the house, agreed with him. He didn’t feel he’d retired when he’d left Voreys Brothers, he’d changed jobs. Instead of trying to make a bunch of bullheads do the work they were supposed to do, he helped Joan take care of the foster children. He liked being home. Joan had a bad back from lifting children for so many years and could use the help, especially when it was the children’s bathtime. Now he was watching everything he had worked and saved for collapse in ruins, and for no visible reason. This was the most maddening part of all. The things that were happening were simply impossible.

Whatever the case, Joan did not believe any evil presence was in her home. No one who visited felt it, she said, including her good friends the Hughes family, and they were born-again Christians. Joan was not a believer in the supernatural, which made my role as investigator easier for the family to accept. This had not been true for the family of a twelve-year-old boy, Roger Callihan, I had visited some years before. Things had been flying and breaking in the home of his grandparents where Roger was helping with chores. The incidents spread to Roger’s own home when I visited, and Mrs. Callihan, convinced that a demon was responsible, asked me to leave. She thought that I had brought the demon from the grandparents’ house into her own home and hoped the demon would follow me back to Duke University. This did not happen.

I assured Joan that rather than seeking the supernatural, Kelly and I were looking for a natural cause for the disturbances. But before we could give the family any advice, we needed to know the full story: when the disturbances had started, and how they had occurred. We would also need to talk with witnesses and have them describe what they had seen in their own words. I did not say so, but if Tina was playing games, our suggestion on how to deal with the situation would obviously be different than if the phenomena were real. Aloud I said it was important for us to be present when things happened. Joan replied that she did not think this was going to be a problem.

“The stuff can fly like magic, but to lift a dustcloth—” she said, describing life with Tina.
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SOMETHING ABOUT TINA

“Today, after Tina got home from church, it was terrible,” Joan told me. She thought back over the past week and a half. “Some days she was only home two hours, and those two hours seemed like a year.”

Tina spoke up, “When I’m busy, usually nothing happens. When I sit down and I’m doing nothing, that’s when it happens.” The storm also subsided when she was asleep.

I wondered if we were not simply dealing with a rambunctious teenager. Hardly anything had happened after Kelly and I had arrived.

Tina was a mixture of adult and child. She immediately called Kelly and me by our first names, and her vocabulary was that of an adult. At the same time she enjoyed childish horseplay. Her favorite was standing behind a door and emitting a loud “Boo!” when I walked by. She was quick to laugh, but her anger could be explosive if things did not go her way.

The talk got around to the foster children, with Joan remarking that Tina was jealous of them. “Why don’t we get rid of them?” Tina piped up, only half-jokingly. “I just like to be an only child, I just like to be spoiled.”

Craig came home from work shortly after ten and joined us in the family room. Seeing the four of them together, Joan, John, Craig, and Tina, I saw what looked like a normal American family. Something was clearly wrong in the house, but was anything wrong with the Resches? John seemed to be under a black cloud, but that could be the result of ten days of turmoil. Joan and Tina carried lesser weights, and Craig none at all. To him, the disturbances had been entertaining rather than frightening; he was having the time of his life.

It was late, about ten-thirty, but Joan wanted to talk. Tina was upstairs with Kelly, and John had gone to bed. The house was quiet.

Since Tina was about four, Joan recalled, people had said she was “different.”

“It’s nothing anybody has been able to put their finger on, but we’ve heard it a lot. I guess kindergarten went pretty good, but by first grade she was having problems.”

Joan had enrolled her daughter in Parkmoor Elementary School, which was just across the street. The difficulties were minor, but they snowballed and overpowered Tina and eventually Joan, too. It began with crafts. Tina lacked depth perception and couldn’t glue things together the right way. Her teacher made fun of her and held up her work for the class as examples of how not to do the projects. Tina would become frustrated with her failure and angrily smear glue on her desk.

“Tina,” Joan said, “can go to church, recreation centers, Scouts, and she doesn’t have any trouble getting along. But from the first grade on her teachers made an example of her.” Joan told the school that Tina might have a learning disability, but this fell on deaf ears.

Parents in Columbus had a choice. They could send their children to a traditional school or to a liberal, alternative school. Parkmoor belonged in the second category. Thinking Tina needed a stricter environment, Joan sent her to the traditional school for second grade. This was a mistake. One of the rules in the new school was that children must not touch the walls. Tina, poorly coordinated as she was, could not help bumping into the walls as she walked along.

“And so she was always getting into trouble for things like that,” Joan said.

I had noticed that Tina was still bumping into walls. It was not an awkward clumsiness; her unwieldiness had a certain grace, and it was not in evidence when she was walking fast or running. Joan said Tina’s poor coordination had led to many injuries, including a broken nose, arm, and leg.

But Tina saw herself as a ballerina. From the time she was little she loved to dance and had persuaded Joan to take her to ballet lessons. But her poor balance always cut the classes short. Now at age fourteen and standing five feet eight inches tall, Tina still dreamed of becoming a dancer. Inside the girl there was another, lighter self; nimble and able to leap over any obstacle.

Bad though Parkmoor had been, the second school was worse. The stress caused stomach upsets, and Tina’s doctor had her transferred to Oakland Park for the third grade. The old wounds were reopened.

“That teacher had us in every week for a conference,” Joan said. “They couldn’t put their hands on what was wrong. We started having psychologicals done, but nothing ever really came out or showed anything that we were made aware of.”

After a pause, Joan continued in a weary voice, “It just seemed we were called in for more school conferences probably than anybody in the city of Columbus.” Tina did have a real problem, Joan said, she was hyperactive. She suffered from attention deficit disorder. To make her easier to handle, the school asked Joan to put her on Ritalin.

“They had her on so much Ritalin at one time, I said I didn’t want it. And then the teachers were mad because I didn’t load her up on Ritalin.”

Joan thought the teachers took the position that if she, Joan, was not going to make things easier for them by giving Tina the drug, then they were not going to help Tina.

Joan gave in and agreed to put Tina back on Ritalin. “Then the teacher would say, ‘Did you remember to take your pill this afternoon, Tina, so you’re quiet?’ The kids picked up that she was taking pills for that.

“And this all by third grade; that’s a lot to handle,” Joan added.

The damage done at school was more than Joan could repair at home. There just weren’t enough hours in the day to make up for all the difficulties Tina was going through.

The teachers set Tina up as a failure, and the kids followed suit. She became a victim of playground torture.

“She had clothes ripped off of her,” Joan said. Whenever she asked the school authorities, “What did Tina do?” they’d say, “‘Nothing, she’s an easy target.’ And I’ll bet I’ve heard that ‘easy target’ a thousand times as an excuse for things that have happened.

“One time the kids tied her up and left her out on the playground. They knew the teacher was going to stick up for them no matter what they did to Tina. From early times, what she did was wrong, and the kids, well, it doesn’t take long to pick up on that.”

The middle school in their district, Woodward Park, was only a year old, and Joan hoped things would improve when Tina got to a new and different school. “She was really looking forward to starting middle school at Woodward Park,” Joan said.
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