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I dedicate this book and all of my work firstly to my wife, Kristen, who has given me the strength when I was down to stand on my feet again. I love you not just as my wife but as my best friend since the seventh grade.

Secondly, I dedicate this book to all five of my children, who have endured their father’s passion and allowed me the time to do everything I have accomplished. You all keep me young and have showed me how important every moment we spend together is. Our time together is priceless.

Last and not least, I dedicate this book to every T.A.P.S. family and non-T.A.P.S. family paranormal investigator out there. Your work has helped push this field into a respectable position. Your support is what has made us a success.

—Jason Hawes

I dedicate this book to the hundreds of thousands of paranormal investigators who work tirelessly, dedicating countless hours, hard earned money, and much needed sleep in order to help those who are afraid in their own homes, and to those who are blazing new trails in the field despite pathetic ridicule and seemingly insurmountable obstacles. Thank you for your hard work.

And, of course, to my loving wife and children, ever-present and unwavering in their crescendoing love, support, and importance in my life.

—Grant Wilson
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Paranormal activity is not supported by conventional scientists or by specialized equipment manufacturers, nor can it be re-created in a controlled setting. Therefore the field of paranormal investigation is populated by theory, speculation, and opinion. Due to these limitations, what is shared within these pages is what T.A.P.S. as an organization feels is closest to the truth. T.A.P.S. is not claiming these beliefs to be fact; rather, they are presented as educated theories and observations based on years of experience and research.
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Ghost hunting, like a lot of other things we human beings do, has gotten a lot more sophisticated over the years, a lot more technological in nature, and a lot more demanding. If you’re going to conduct a paranormal investigation in a professional manner, you need to be savvy in any number of specialized applications. That’s why it makes sense for you to have access to a team of experts.

When you see Jason and me on television these days, we’ve usually got a fair-sized crew working with us. It’s a darned capable crew, too. You know them because you’ve seen them as often as you’ve seen Jason and me.

On Ghost Hunters, these people are fielding calls from prospective clients, loading up vehicles, and driving from one end of the country to the other. They’re interviewing, setting up our equipment, and serving as our eyes and ears in various aspects of our investigations. They’re packing up in the morning, spending long hours reviewing audio and video data, and conducting research in local libraries, town halls, and historical societies. And when the investigation’s over, they’re filing away the evidence we’ve collected so it’s available for future reference.

But it wasn’t always that way. Back in the day, when T.A.P.S. was just getting started, Jason and I did a lot of that stuff on our own. We didn’t have a big organization to fall back on. We were just two guys with a passion for ghost-hunting and a naïve notion that we could help people in trouble.

Sure, we had some welcome assistance. We were seldom left completely to our own devices. But it was often just the two of us, relying only on ourselves and on each other, because there was no one else we could drag out of bed on a Saturday morning to make a six-hour drive up to Maine.

After all, paranormal investigation isn’t just a hobby, though we know there are people who look at it that way. It’s a responsibility, and a big one. When you’re a ghost hunter, you’re dealing with people’s lives. You’re entering their homes, listening to their most closely guarded secrets, going through their personal possessions, and maybe offering them a sliver of hope.

They might not place much faith in their clergy, their doctors, or their local police force. They might not feel comfortable confiding in their friends, their neighbors, or even the other members of their family. But for some reason, they feel comfortable placing their faith in you. If that’s not a responsibility, I don’t know what is.

One of the reasons people depend on us, I think, is that we’ve been where they are. We’ve had our close encounters with the supernatural, been scared half to death by them, and been lucky enough to come out whole and sane. So when we sit down to talk with a woman who sees things other people don’t see, or a man who hears voices late at night, we can appreciate their confusion and their pain.

We can identify.

If you read our first book, Ghost Hunting, you know how Jason first came into contact with the supernatural. At the tender age of twenty, he got involved with a woman who practiced Reiki, a Japanese relaxation technique that depends on the manipulation of a person’s life-force energy. After six months of exposure to the technique, he started seeing things—including full-body human apparitions.

He thought he was losing his mind. Then he was introduced to a paranormal researcher named John Zaffis, who told him he was just becoming sensitive to paranormal phenomena. That settled Jason’s mind, but he was still seeing things everywhere he went. It wasn’t until he ran into a stranger at an aquarium—a woman who suggested that he try eating green olives—that he obtained any relief from his visions.

Olives. Go figure.

In the meantime, Jason had founded R.I.P.S.—the Rhode Island Paranormal Society—a support group for people like him, who had had an encounter with the paranormal and felt the need to talk about it. It was through R.I.P.S. that Jason and I met. I was looking to establish some credentials in the field of website design, came across the R.I.P.S. website, and knew I could improve it a couple of hundred percent.

I contacted Jason and discovered that he was interested in improving the site, and could use the help. A short time later, we met at a doughnut shop and started batting around ideas. But the conversation kept drifting away from websites and toward the paranormal.

We had that interest in common, and we talked about it not only on that night but on many others as well. However, it wasn’t until years later, after we had become as close as brothers, that I finally confided in Jason what had happened to me. Because, you see, he wasn’t the only one who’d had an experience he couldn’t explain. And here, more or less, is the story I told him . . .

I grew up in a densely wooded part of Rhode Island, the paranormal being the furthest thing from my mind. It came up in the form of Halloween and ghost stories, and that was about it. Besides, I wasn’t the kind of kid who liked to explore dark, drafty attics and cold, cobwebbed basements, looking for the spirits of the departed. I spent all my free time outdoors, which was why I joined the Boy Scouts and then later on the Eagle Scouts. If you blindfolded me and put me in the woods in those days, I had no trouble finding my way home.

I have a very close friend whom I’ve known since I was five years old, whose name is Chris. One day, when I was fifteen, we were hanging out in the woods near Chris’s house, climbing trees and doing the kind of stuff we always did in the woods. Suddenly, we got an odd feeling that we should probably go home. I can’t tell you where it came from, but we both felt it.

It was then that I noticed something moving among the trees. It wasn’t an animal, or anything even vaguely resembling an animal, and it certainly wasn’t a human being. It was some kind of distortion in the air, weaving its way through the branches.

I pointed it out to Chris, expecting that he would see it, too. To my surprise, he didn’t . He could see the effect the thing had on the tree branches, moving them aside as it went, but not the thing itself. After about a half hour of this, the phenomenon left us, and we stood there bewildered.

“What was that?” I asked.

Neither of us had an answer.

Of course, we went back to that spot the next day, and the day after that, and many times thereafter. Every time, something happened that we couldn’t explain. It was scary in a way because we were dealing with something way outside the realm of our experience. But we never felt that we were in danger. Whatever we had stumbled on, it didn’t seem like it was out to hurt us.

Finally, the presence revealed itself—but only to me. Chris could see the results of its actions—the dust, the moving branches, and so on—but not the thing that had moved them. For some reason I didn’t understand, I was the only one who could catch even a glimpse of our strange companion.

What did it look like? It was short and dark. And from all appearances, very, very curious. In fact, it seemed to want to know about us every bit as much as we wanted to know about it. It wasn’t what you would call friendly. But then, it wasn’t shy or nasty or frightened either. It was just . . . fascinated with us.

I looked the thing up in every book I could find, but I still couldn’t figure out what it might be. I remember being afraid that it would go away and we would never know what we had discovered. But it didn’t go anywhere. Every time we returned to the woods, it was there, waiting for us.

We were able to interact with this thing—this entity— quite regularly over the course of the next two years. It occurred to us that we should run some tests to verify its existence, to prove, if only to ourselves, that we weren’t crazy. In particular, since I was the only one who could see the entity, to prove that I wasn’t crazy.

One day the entity decided to mimic my friend Chris. Once I realized what it was doing, I saw my chance to conduct a test. First I stood between Chris and the sun, so I couldn’t catch a glimpse of Chris’s shadow and spoil the experiment. Then I asked Chris to stand behind me and make a series of unusual gestures, gestures I had never seen him make before.

I couldn’t see Chris, but I could see the entity as it imitated him. Watching it carefully, I described to my friend what I was seeing. Then I asked Chris to tell me if he was doing the same thing.

He was. Exactly.

We kept at it for about an hour, and I managed to describe Chris’s gestures—no matter how elaborate they got—without a single error. The entity then headed back into the woods. Once again, we were left dumbfounded that such a thing existed, albeit a little more confident that we weren’t out of our minds.

We later found that we could ask the entity to be in certain places at certain times—and I’m not just talking about places in the woods. It would show up in town as well. And each time we asked it to show up at a certain location, we would hear of some evidence that it had been there. Not that it had been spotted—I was the only one who could see it—but that something had occurred that wouldn’t have happened if the entity hadn’t been there.

For example, one time we asked it to be on my friend’s school bus in the morning. When my friend got on the bus the next day, which was a Monday, everyone was sitting in the front half of the vehicle rather than the back, even though the back of the bus was where most kids liked to gather. On Tuesday morning, after the entity was gone, a bunch of kids were seated in the back again.

We conducted similar tests on several different occasions. Each time, the entity’s presence caused a change in people’s behavior. No one saw it, but they reacted to it all the same.

It all ended when I went away to college. The entity remained in the woods, as far as I knew. Of course, I missed it. Because I was the only one who could see it, I had felt a certain bond with it. But there were other things happening in my life. They distracted me from thinking a lot about the short, dark thing in the woods.

Then, as luck would have it, I moved back to the area where I grew up. Of course, I had never stopped thinking about the entity, wondering if it still visited the spot where I first encountered it. Believe me, I wouldn’t have been surprised if it decided not to appear again.

I went back to the old spot several times and walked around for a while. If nothing happened, I thought, so be it. But I wasn’t there more than a few minutes before I saw something moving through the trees. And as I watched, amazed, the entity appeared again.

As before, I could see it. I could communicate with it. And it was still curious enough about human beings to renew our relationship, which I still prize to this day.

Is it a ghost? A demon? I have my own reasons for saying “no” in answer to these questions. I have consulted with many so-called experts in the paranormal about my encounters with the entity in the woods, and none of them pretend to have an idea what it could be.

I have spent my life, since the age of fifteen, trying to explain or even just categorize what I have experienced. All I can tell you is that it has been a wonderful part of my life. Far from being frightened or freaked out by it, I feel profoundly grateful for it.

Of course, what I’ve described here is only the tip of the proverbial iceberg. There are many more parts to the story. But those are for another day . . . if I decide it’s a good idea to discuss them at all.

You see, this is the first time I’ve spoken publicly about my first experiences with the paranormal. Until now, I’ve kept mum on the subject. No doubt, you’re asking yourself why I remained silent for so long.

For one thing, I’ve always considered my personal experiences just that—personal. In other words, a matter between me and the small, dedicated group of friends who saw me through those times. For another thing, I didn’t want anyone to think I was just trying to get attention. If you know me, you know attention is the last thing I want. I would much rather stand on the sidelines than in the limelight.

Finally, I couldn’t stand the idea that people would try to pick apart what happened to me. It was difficult enough to deal with the reality of my encounters. I didn’t need the additional burden of trying to prove their authenticity.

Even now, I feel a little uncomfortable talking about it. But for better or worse, it’s out there. You decide if you want to believe it.

Anyway, that’s how it all began for me. You know where it wound up—with our starting T.A.P.S., also known as The Atlantic Paranormal Society, and crawling on our hands and knees through places most people would prefer to avoid, in search of things few people want to know about. And maybe because we’re crazy by nature, loving every minute of it.

Even the scary parts. Or maybe I should say especially the scary parts.

Like when a table scrapes its way across the floor for no good reason, or when you’re playing back an audio recording and you hear a whisper warning you to “get out,” or when you see a human-looking shadow gather in the corner of a room and you know there’s no one there to cast it. Or maybe you record a sudden drop in temperature as if all the heat is being sucked out of the room, or you feel something heavy sitting on your chest, and you can’t begin to explain what’s happening in terms of normal, everyday physics.

Jason and I have had a lifetime’s worth of those moments. And, of course, only some of them took place after we started appearing on television. We conducted many of our most bizarre investigations long before we had any idea there would be a Ghost Hunters program on Syfy.

You read about some of those cases in Ghost Hunting. For instance, the investigation in which a family was visited by apparitions without legs. Or the one in which I was attacked by an angry spirit in a barn. Or the one in which a church was haunted by the ghosts of Civil War soldiers. Those stories struck a chord with you, and you told us you wanted to hear more of them.

That’s why we put together this second volume of our adventures as paranormal investigators. Because our television investigations, exciting and intriguing as they may be, can only give you part of the story. The remainder of it is composed of the untold cases that follow.

As you read them, remember—back then we weren’t as experienced in the paranormal field as we are now. A lot of times we were feeling our way around and hoping for the best. But then, everybody’s got to start somewhere . . .
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1994

From the beginning of our careers as ghost hunters, Grant and I saw plenty of cases in which a child was influenced by a supernatural entity who had assumed the guise of an invisible friend. But we wondered if the opposite could be true. Could an entity be influenced to some extent by a child?

In the summer of 1994, we were contacted by Alex and Leslie Creighton, a young couple with a four-year-old daughter named Mandy. For the last six months, the family had been living in a rural part of Leominster, Massachusetts. For most of that time, Alex had been victimized by an unseen force.

He would feel blows to his body and painful scratching sensations, as if he were being raked by a sharp set of claws. His wife said she hadn’t been attacked at all, nor had she been present during the assaults on her husband. Their biggest fear, of course, wasn’t for themselves but for their daughter.

Both parents had seen and heard Mandy talking to someone who wasn’t there. At such times, Mandy’s voice was calm and steady, and there was no sign of fear in her expression. She was no more anxious at those times than if she were playing with the kid next door.

At first, the Creightons hadn’t thought anything of their daughter’s invisible companion. But as the attacks on Alex continued, they grew more and more wary. Finally, they decided to engage the services of T.A.P.S.

Grant and I investigated the house for three days straight. We deployed video cameras, audio recorders, and the rest of the equipment we used on a regular basis. Much to the chagrin of the homeowners, we weren’t able to catch anything we could even remotely call evidence. However, we did witness an incident while we were there.

At nine-twenty on Saturday morning, while Grant and I were in the kitchen talking with Leslie, Alex emerged from the shower in the upstairs bathroom and started to get dressed. Suddenly, he called out. We charged upstairs as quickly as we could, only to see Alex point to the lower part of his back.

He had four long, angry red marks leading down toward his waist. Just as he was showing us the marks, he was attacked again on the back of his left arm. As we watched, four scratch marks appeared, each one breaking the surface of the skin and squeezing out tiny drops of blood.

Clearly, Alex’s complaints had some credibility. Since Mandy’s invisible friend was the only other activity reported by the Creightons, we decided to see if we could find a link between the two. To accomplish that, we had to speak with Mandy.

She was a shy child, not especially comfortable conversing with adults. Grant and I had to earn her trust first, playing dolls with her and offering her some ice cream. Finally, she opened up enough to talk about her unseen companion.

We got her to tell us that she had a friend named Tara who would get mad at Alex sometimes. “When does Tara get mad?” I asked her. “When my dad punishes me,” said the little girl.

In other words, whenever Alex disciplined Mandy, Tara would retaliate. In the gentlest terms possible, we explained to Mandy that Tara’s response was hurting Alex. “And we don’t want your dad to get hurt,” I said, “do we?”

Once Mandy realized what was happening to her father, she got upset—more so, in fact, than we had anticipated. She told us with a lump in her throat that she didn’t want Tara to hurt her father anymore. Though she didn’t say so, it seemed clear to us that she would speak to her friend about it.

From that time on, Alex suffered no more attacks. But when we last spoke with the family, which was just a few years ago, Mandy was still talking with her invisible friend. What did she say to Tara, back in 1994, to make her stop hurting Alex? We still don’t know. But we learned that, in at least some cases, children can influence the spirits who communicate with them.
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1994

We’ve all heard of black cats and the superstitions involving them. For example, if a black cat crosses your path, you’re supposed to be in for a run of bad luck. But what about a white cat?

We ran into just that question in Norfolk, Virginia, at the home of Robert and Louise Platt. The couple, whose two children were both away at college, were true empty-nesters. They didn’t even have a goldfish.

Yet their three-bedroom ranch, from what they told us, was full of activity. At least once a week, they woke up in the morning to find that their living room furniture had been rearranged. They were at a loss to say how or by whom, considering their doors were locked and they hadn’t heard any noise.

Sometimes they opened their eyes in the middle of the night to see vaguely human figures floating over their bed. When they made a noise or a sudden movement, the apparition disappeared. But it left them unable to go back to sleep.

At other times, they heard footsteps approaching their bedroom from elsewhere in the house. But no one ever entered. And when Robert got up to search the house for intruders, he never found any.

They weren’t even spared during the day. Both of them heard voices in other rooms. Yet when they went to investigate they found no one there, and no television or radio activity that might explain what they had heard.

Robert had doors slammed in his face on several occasions. What’s more, it was never the same door twice, so he couldn’t avoid it. It had gotten to the point where he hesitated every time he walked through a doorway.

Louise had always done the laundry in the basement without incident. But lately she had started hearing voices down there telling her to get out of the house. As a result, she was avoiding going down to the basement, and had begun visiting a local laundromat.

Jason and I took Ed Gaines and Brittney Selden, a couple of our most trusted investigators, along with us on this case. It was gray and overcast when we arrived, but not at all cold out. In fact, it was shirtsleeves weather, unusual for late fall.

From the moment we entered the house, all four of us felt a strange heaviness in the air. It was even difficult to breathe. While Ed and Brittney positioned audio and video recording devices in strategic spots, Jason and I sat down and talked with the homeowners.

They were rattled by everything that had gone on, and desperately wanted a respite from what they believed were supernatural events. We explained to them that we would do everything in our power to help them. However, before we could do so, we had to determine if their experiences were in fact supernatural in origin.

Sometimes, as a paranormal investigator, you want so much to help your clients that you buy into their theories hook, line, and sinker. We had to be careful to avoid that. If we were going to help these people, we had to base our recommendations on scientifically obtained evidence, not just on our personal feelings.

We set up our equipment and waited to see what would happen. Hours later, Jason and I were walking around upstairs when we caught a glimpse of something dark—like a shadow. But it wasn’t attached to an object, the way a real shadow would be. It was moving into one of the bedrooms of its own accord.

Giving chase, we swung into the room and looked around. And there it was, next to the bed, almost as if it were hiding. For just a second, we got a good look at it. It was a few feet in height, hovering just above the floor. If it had any distinguishable features we couldn’t see them. It was too dark and dense-looking.

Then, just as we were thinking we might have cornered it, it backed up in the direction of the wall—and disappeared. We felt cheated. It’s not often you get a chance to chase down a visible manifestation of the supernatural, but we had done just that. And now it had vanished on us.

Still, we now had a reason to believe the Platts’ accounts. It was a start. As Jason and I were jotting down our observations, intending to add them to whatever audio or video evidence we could record, we caught a glimpse of something out in the hallway.

It wasn’t the dark mass—far from it. It looked like an animal, even though the Platts had said they didn’t keep pets in the house. And not just any animal—Jason and I agreed on that right off the bat.

As far as we could tell, it was a white cat.

Of course, we didn’t just stand there as we arrived at that conclusion. We did it on the run, darting out of the Platts’ bedroom. We emerged into the hallway just in time to see the small, white figure slip into one of the other rooms, the one that belonged to the Platts’ elder son, Nicholas.

For the second time in the last few minutes, we believed we had cornered our prey. But there was no sign of the cat, if that’s what it was, in the bedroom. We looked pretty thoroughly, too, before we decided that it had given us the slip.

We left the bedroom and were barely out in the hall when, to our surprise, we caught sight of the cat again. This time it was scampering into the other son’s bedroom.

Again, we gave chase. And again, it eluded us. But having seen the white cat twice, we were even more certain of what it was we had been chasing.

Neither the Platts nor our team had any more experiences that night. In the morning, we collected our equipment, thanked the homeowners for their hospitality, and said that we would be in touch with them as soon as we had a chance to review the data. Jason and I hoped that we had collected some hard evidence, because we had eyeballed some pretty impressive phenomena.

Back in Rhode Island, our team spent hours poring over audio-and videotapes, paying special attention to the times when Jason and I had encountered the dark mass and then the white cat. Sometimes we come back from an investigation chock full of personal experiences and, sadly, find nothing in our data to confirm them. This time we were more fortunate.

Our video recordings showed us a great deal of globule activity in the home—in other words, the presence of balls of light that seemed unrelated to any other source of illumination. It was particularly noticeable in the bedrooms, the hallway, and the basement, where the Platts had reported seeing or hearing ghostly events.

Even more important, we managed to record several discernible EVPs at the Platt house, some of them echoing what Louise had heard down in the basement. EVPs are electronic voice phenomena, or words and phrases that can be picked up only by an electronic recording device and not by the human ear. Sometimes, EVPs can be made more understandable through the use of a sophisticated editing system, which we used in this instance. Unfortunately, it wasn’t as helpful as we had hoped. In the end, we had what we had, which was still sufficient for us to say that we had indeed encountered paranormal activity.

We called the Platts and informed them of our findings. Despite the doors that had slammed in Robert’s face and the aggressive tone of the voices that addressed Louise in the basement, we concluded that the spirit behind all the activity was a human one—the disembodied remnant of what had once been a human being, and not a demonic entity. More than likely, this spirit was a previous resident.

And it was just trying to scare them out of the house, not do them any real harm.

Relieved that there was evidence to support their claims, the Platts asked us how they might take their house back from the spirit. We recommended the services of a respected, local sensitive, who could help them make contact with the entity and negotiate an acceptable resolution.

Two weeks later, the sensitive came to their home and established a dialogue with the spirit. Shortly thereafter, the Platts’ problems stopped. To this day, the house appears to be cleansed of paranormal activity.

When we researched the subject of white cats, we learned that they, too, have come to be associated with luck, both the good kind and the bad kind. As for why a human spirit chose to take the form of a white cat that autumn night in Norfolk, Virginia . . . your guess is as good as ours.

GHOST HUNTER’S MANUAL: THE SCIENTIFIC APPROACH

The scientific method has been around for a thousand years, maybe more, depending on how you define it. It’s been used to prove the existence of bacteria, DNA, and black holes in the fabric of space. So why not supernatural phenomena?

If the public at large is ever going to understand the spirit realm and its relationship to the world we know, it’s going to require proof of that realm’s existence. And why shouldn’t it? We’re a civilization of skeptics. Before we accept something, we want to be certain that it’s real.

The first step in obtaining that proof is making observations. These may come in the form of personal experiences, but we can’t verify personal experiences. So wherever possible, we try to capture our observations in video recordings, audio recordings, and digital meter readings of temperature changes and electromagnetic energy levels. In addition, we make extensive notes about when and where the data was collected, and under what circumstances.

Once we have this information, we come up with hypotheses. For example, we may say that spirits prefer to draw on a certain kind of energy when they’re trying to manifest. The next step in the process is to test that hypothesis.

We can’t do that in a laboratory, the way a research scientist would do it. Ghosts tend to appear in the places where people live and work, such as houses and hotels and theaters, which seldom offer the paranormal investigator the luxury of controlled conditions. So we do the best we can.

With the help of other investigators who we know we can trust, we try to duplicate as closely as possible the conditions under which we collected our first round of data. If we get the same results, we know that we’re on to something. If we don’t, we’re back to square one.

But even if the results are the same, we still have a lot of work to do. Because we’re not operating in a lab, we have to observe the phenomenon in different types of settings and under different conditions. And we have to capture the kind of data that will allow other observers to draw the same conclusions we did.

If it sounds like a lot of work, it is. But how else are we going to prove that ghosts and other supernatural entities exist in our world? Or that death isn’t the barrier many of us believe it is?



[image: Image]


1995

In the depths of a long, gray winter, we got a call from a man named Erich Kohl. Erich, who was fifty-five years old, had lost his wife, Sonya, a little more than a year earlier. The two had been very close, very much in love all the way until the end.

Even over the phone, we could tell from the thickness in Erich’s voice that talking about his wife still made him emotional. He said he had heard voices and seen odd sights in his house in the last year or so. He very much wanted us to come out to his house and conduct an investigation.

We picked a night that was mutually convenient. Then we packed up our van and visited Erich at his home. As we always do, we first sat down with the client and asked him about his experiences, so we could plan our investigation accordingly. However, Erich didn’t seem eager to answer our questions. At one point, he said that we wouldn’t need to set up any equipment.

“My wife is still here with me in the house,” he told us. “I just want you to help me make contact with her.”

We explained to him that we didn’t engage in attempts to contact the dead. “But,” I suggested as an alternative, “by carrying out an investigation, we may be able to confirm that your wife’s spirit is still among us.”

That wasn’t good enough, he told us angrily. He knew she was still there. He just needed us to help him speak with her. If we couldn’t do that, there was no reason for us to stay.

It’s rare that a client asks us to vacate the premises, especially when we walked through the door only a few moments earlier. However, it was his house. We got back in the van, turned around, and went home.

A few weeks later, we got another call from Erich. He apologized for what he had said and asked us to conduct an investigation after all, without any attempts to communicate with the dead. At that point, he told us, he would be content simply knowing for certain that his wife’s spirit was still present.

Honestly, we were still stinging a little from being kicked out of his house the first time. However, we weren’t going to let that get in the way of the mission we had undertaken. The man was asking for help, and we weren’t going to judge him—or turn him down.

Once again, we packed up the van. Once again, we made the trip to Erich’s place. This time, he was a lot more hospitable. He apologized again, thanked us for coming, and said he would do whatever he could to accommodate us.

Grant and I investigated the house for three days straight. Unfortunately, we didn’t find a single indication that it was haunted. No personal experiences, no video data, nothing at all. We knew Erich would be disappointed, but we had to give him the news.

As we had expected, he had a hard time accepting our conclusion. “She’s here,” he insisted quietly. “I’m sure of it.”

“That may be,” I conceded. “All I can tell you is that we couldn’t document any evidence of her presence.”

A few weeks later, I was again going over the audiotapes we had recorded in Erich’s house, still trying to find something positive to tell him, when I caught what sounded like an EVP. It was faint and difficult to understand, but after running the tape back and forth several times, I thought I heard the name “Elena.”

When I played it for Grant, he agreed. “We need to play it for Erich,” he said, “but we can’t tell him what we think it says.”

That’s the procedure we followed and follow still to this day. If you’re going to verify a piece of evidence, you can’t plant suggestions in someone’s head. That person has to approach the data the same way you did, with an open mind.

The next day, we went back to Erich’s house and told him that we wanted him to listen to a piece of tape. “Of course,” he said. And he sat down next to the recorder, his eyes closed so he could concentrate better.

As soon as we reached that point in the tape, he broke down in tears. His shoulders heaved with emotion. Grant and I stood there silently, giving him his space, but we were eager to know what had happened.

Suddenly, he announced, “She’s here! My wife is here in the house!” He looked and sounded as if he had won a great battle, even though his eyes were red from crying.

“How do you know?” I asked.

“She said, ’Elena,’” he told me, his voice thick with a mixture of joy and grief. “Who else but my wife would know the name of our stillborn daughter?”

It gave me chills to hear that.

“We had a secret,” said Erich, “Sonya and I. We told people that we hadn’t given the baby a name. But we called her Elena.”

Apparently, they had made a promise to each other— that when one of them passed on, he or she would be on the other side with their daughter, waiting for the other one. After all, Elena was the only child Erich and his wife ever had.
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