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This Book Is Dedicated To






All Those Who Share The Stories Of Their Own Paranormal Episodes In The Longest Running Parapsychological Survey On The Net



Your Encounters Are Important To The Researching Of The Supernatural.



Thank You For Putting Your Experiences On Record!
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True Ghost Stories – an Introduction



It's safe to say that encountering a ghost is probably the main paranormal experience that most people report. It's also the paranormal encounter that excites the most people, and captures our imagination!



These ghostly experiences are not confined to sightings only. It seems ghosts have developed a broad range of rather ingenious ways of contacting us, and these embrace our five senses, our sixth sense, and modern and olden-day technology.



In each of the books in The Supernatural Book Series you'll read first-hand accounts by those who've been touched by the dead, have smelt the presence of a departed loved one, have heard comforting words from beyond the grave, and have received welcome and unwelcomed visitations from the deceased. You'll also read how technology seems to be playing an ever-growing role in this inter-world communication.



The experiences you're about to read have not been hyped to make them sensational! They are written by paranormal experients, and I have only given their accounts a light edit. In my opinion, it is the 'moderate' tone in which almost all of these stories have been written that lends weight to their authenticity and the genuineness of their authors.



To reiterate: I have not altered these accounts to make them more spooky, hair-raising, spine-chilling or blood-curdling. I'm sorry if that disappoints you! These are not the ghost stories of old; the ones we read before bed to keep us up all night or the eerie tales we told around the campfire as the death hour approached. Such stories are wonderful, and they do have a place in the literary world; it's called fiction.



As you read these eyewitness accounts of the paranormal at work in the world, rather than scare you, I hope they'll make you think.



Who are we? What are we? Why are we here? What happens when we die? And, how paranormal is the paranormal, really?



For some, myself included, living with the paranormal is not 'on the edge'. It is our normal way of life!



Two Personal Invitations



First, the stories in The Supernatural Book Series are from completed questionnaires collected by my online paranormal survey. The survey is still open and it's open to all; it's free and I invite you to participate here:



http://www.surveymonkey.com/s/ParanormalPhenomena



Second, I invite you to join my online community at Psychic Revolution and sign up for regular email updates at http://PsychicRevolution.com



My Dissertation



Over the years I've had many requests from people around the world asking to read my thesis. It's always been my intention to spread the word as widely as I can about my own parapsychological research and that of others in academia; hence this series of books and my website, http://PsychicRevolution.com



If you're interested in reading part of my dissertation, at the back of this book there is an extract, and a link and password that will give you access to the third chapter. 
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When Katherine is Around the Castle



This castle has hundreds of ghosts, who can be quite fun at time and will even interact with us occasionally. Our favourite ghost, whom few have seen, is a 20-year-old woman called Katherine, who passed over in the 14th century.



One week after she told me her name, via a psychic, she stood next to me in an otherwise empty room for around three minutes, until visitors were heard getting nearer. I know when she is near because of the smell of roses that gets stronger and stronger when she is beside me. This is a wonderful gift from her to me, for my 21st season at the castle.
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You Saw a What?



All I can really tell you is that my oldest son and I saw a man with wings! And he saw us too.



I was 40 at the time and my son was 18. The winged man was about half of a city block away. We saw him in an empty parking lot, wandering around and we wondered what he was doing. It was at night-time and the lot was well lit with overhead lights.



It looked like the man was wearing a sort of trench coat and he was walking around. My son and I watched him for a few minutes, thinking more that he was acting suspiciously rather than anything else. The next thing that happened was, we saw a huge pair of wings flap out from behind him!



He took two or three giant steps and went straight up into the air and was gone ... or so we thought.



We were pretty scared at that point and went into the house.



Neither one of us spoke; we were too stunned. Then, we heard gravel crunching noises in the driveway. My son opened the living room window and looked out between the bushes and then called out "Mom, look!" I looked; again I saw that "trenchcoat" moving past the bushes. Then, we heard what sounded like running and watched "him" again fly up into the air, over the bushes.



We slammed the window shut and never saw him again. It was terrifying!
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You, Me and Baby Makes Three



After I had my baby and had returned home from hospital after what was a very traumatic pregnancy and birth, I was asleep with our baby in the bed between me and my husband. I suddenly woke up and was aware of something at the end of the bed. I'd describe it as a long sheath of light or mist. I sat up and watched as it drifted off to the side of the room, and then vanished. I did not feel afraid. I felt more like it was someone watching over us, and it was actually a very peaceful and comforting experience. What it was, I have no idea!
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They Come In Big and Small Sizes



In my previous residence, both my husband and my sisters-in-law (2 of them) would regularly see both large and small dark figures walking throughout the house. These figures would also follow them and taunt them too. Once, one of these entities touched me and it felt cold, and it was so eerie.
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A Visitor from Victorian Times



I was in our family home, upstairs in the bedroom looking at various books when all of a sudden, out the corner of my eye I saw a Victorian man dressed all in black, as if dressed for a funeral.
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One Last Tune



My father had cancer and he passed away in 2002. He died at about 8:00 pm in the hospital. He had been sick for a very long time. After he passed, and I had come home from the hospital exhausted and in need of rest, I went to bed. My father was a musician and his instruments were under my bed.



Throughout that night as I lay in bed I heard sounds coming from his guitar. It wasn't a tune, more like random notes, as if he were tuning it.
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I Was Speechless



I was working on the third floor of an office building in the city centre about 30 miles from where I lived.



On several occasions, I would look out across the street from a tiny backroom window where I used to keep press cuttings into the three windows of a room on the same level in the building opposite. I would see a large lady dressed in a black cardigan and a dress, with bleached blonde, curly hair. She would always be pressing clothes with a steam machine (the kind where an overhead lid was brought down onto the clothes on the ironing board surface). She always had her back to me and I could see the walls to the room she was in lined with racks full of pressed clothes hanging in clear polythene bags.



I assumed she was working in a dry-cleaning or bridal hire company.



In the six months that I worked in that office, and visited that tiny backroom I would look across the street and see that lady busy with her pressing on dozens of occasions.



One day, while discussing Tuxedo hire with a work colleague who was attending a dinner, I suggested he try this place opposite where we worked, before looking elsewhere. He looked puzzled.



I took him to my office window to show him where I meant, and I almost fell over with shock. It was impossible to see through the windows as they were covered in thick grime; it must have taken years to accumulate that much. There was nothing to be seen through any of them. There were weeds growing out of the window ledges and roof tiles; it was absolutely derelict in appearance, and I was speechless.



My colleague said it had always been like that in the four years he had worked there. I told him everything I had always seen from the window whenever I had gone in there.



He went across the street to ask some of the storeowners if there had ever been a dry-cleaner or a clothes hire place in the street at any time. One gentleman who owned the barbers a few doors down from the building in question, said yes. His wife had run a small cleaning and mending outlet there in the 1960s, but she had died in 1988. She was a well-made up, blonde woman in her early 50s.
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Who Can Resist a Man in Uniform?



The night my father died aged 72, he appeared to me in my living room. He presented as a young man in his 20's, dressed in his white naval uniform. He appeared as the most perfect a man could be, and he apologized for how he had been in this life.



This experience was very healing for me, and left me with a wonderful memory of my father rather then remembering the difficult times we had with him.
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A Comforting Presence



After my father passed away I was over at his and my mother's house cleaning and the chair my father used to sit in began to rock.



My mother told me that earlier she had seen him standing at the end of the cabinet while she was washing dishes. She saw him out of the corner of her eye. When she reached for him he was gone.



Their dog would go and sit by my father's side of the bed and tilt his head as if he were listening to my father. My father had a brain tumor and spent a lot of time in bed before he passed away.



[bookmark: link10]
Oh, So Beautifully Dressed for the Season



I'm not sure whether I was over or under 13 at the time.



We went to a candle-lit concert, in a chateau in my hometown. It took place in a beautiful gallery with windows overlooking the gardens. The seats being lined up and I sat close to the window. It was winter and bitterly cold outside.



Sometime during the music I was looking out into the dark gardens when suddenly a very beautifully dressed woman walked past the window outside.



I admired her silky, shiny dress but thought she must be very cold as it was short sleeved. I really did not think much more about it then, and did not even tell anyone about what I saw. But, a little later, I must have been telling a friend about the concert and mentioned that I saw this woman and how I thought she would have been very cold outside.



That was when it occurred to me that nobody would have been in the gardens at that time, least of all some lady in what was, after all, rather unusual dress for the season. The concert was festive, but not an occasion for ball gowns or the like, and her dress looked more like something I's seen in costume dramas.



I am fairly sure, in hindsight that I saw a ghost and just hadn't realised it at the time!
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You See Him Here, You See Him There



A few weeks after my father's sudden death I saw him walking down a busy road. I only saw the back of him and I turned to see the front of him and he was gone! This happened maybe four different times in all, for about a week.



Finally, I mentioned this to my sister and she said thank God I had told her, as the same thing was happening to her! After we talked about it though, it never happened again. We thought it was Dad just letting us know he was okay.
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Now That Was Quite A Shock



When I was a teen I became interested in the paranormal, after the experience I mentioned earlier in the survey, with the spirit of my gran.



One night I went to the cemetery to do an experimental investigation, and I remember seeing a tall, misty, translucent figure. From what I could see it was a man, slightly bent over, walking across the path around 30-40 yards in front of me. While he appeared to be walking I can still remember that there were no feet to be seen.



I was both amazed and afraid at the same time, but my fear got the better of me and I bolted out of there as fast as my own feet would take me.
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Who Is That Tapping?



I was sitting on the couch watching the television when I felt a finger tap three times on my shoulder. I turned and looked, because it was very obviously to me that a person was tapping my shoulder. No one was there! My parents were in the other room, too far away to have tapped me.
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Here One Moment, Gone The Next



I was lying on the couch in my living room. I awoke to see the form of a man sitting in a kneeled position across the room from me. He was looking right past me (over my head), not at me. I blinked and he was gone.
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Poltergeist Activity or Ghostly Impressions?



We were sleeping one night when we woke up to a loud, thudding noise. I just thought it was one of our cats but I looked on the floor and they were both right there sleeping.



Well, then my dog started growling, and my daughter yelled out from across the hall. Had I heard that noise too? We both wanted to know what the dog was barking about and I told her I wasn't sure what it was.



Then, it went quiet for the rest of the night.



We have like little things happen like this but not all the time. At one stage things were being moved around a lot in my daughter's room; she would even hear small, soft voices talking to her, but she could never make out what they are saying.



This stuff started happening to her ever since we moved into this house, and just recently, I started experiencing things too. We don't feel threatened or really scared; it's just weird when it happens, and we don't feel like it or they are here to hurt us.
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Down on the Farm



It was when I was a teenager living on the family farm. Myself and three other family members saw three black panthers later in the evening around dusk in our front yard.



We had chickens in a shed in the back, so for protection of ourselves as well as the animals we decided to shoot the cats. My brother, my brother-in law and myself all took aim with high-powered hunting rifles. We all shot at the same time on my mother's count of three.



I saw the middle cat that I shot at flip backwards, then the light we were using to see at night went out. In fact, all the lights flickered and went out for almost a minute; then they came back on.



We remained in the house for the rest of that night.



The following morning we went out when it was plenty bright. There were no cats to be found anywhere. (I never missed when I was a young man) Anyway, we saw that the ground was scratched up real bad (no blood) and there were tracks that went into a freshly plowed field that I had cut with discs the day before.



We followed the tracks towards the woods.



There we saw three distinctly different animals. One was dragging a leg. About half way into the field the tracks just stopped. No back tracking movement was evident and there were no trees within a hundred yards. There was no way for anything to move without making tracks. Yet, no animals!



We did see them a few weeks later in another part of that same field but only briefly. It was in the area of an old slave graveyard, where over 300 slaves were buried after dying from malaria.
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Whose Cat is This Anyway?



I was about 17 at the time. I was passing by my brother's bedroom when I saw there, sitting on the bed with its front paws tucked under its body in the characteristic way cats sit, a black cat. I remember its green eyes looked up as I was about to pass and then, as I stood staring at it, in about 2 seconds it disappeared just as quick as it had appeared.



Upon telling my mum she told me of a similar sighting that she had of the same black cat. Also, my little brother, when he was about 11 years old told me of how he awoke one morning to see a cat on his bed. He began stroking the cat thinking it was our own household cat, but upon coming out of his doze he realized that our cat stayed in the garage of nights, so it couldn't have been him. He said then the cat disappeared.
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Shiva



After my uncle died my brother and I were staying at his home to once again observe the Jewish mourning ritual of "shiva."



While going from the living room into the kitchen I stepped into a kind of invisible "cloud" of my uncle's distinctive "personal smell" that seemed to be detectable in a discreet, circumscribed area.



If I stepped slightly one way or another, it was not detectable.



I called to my brother to come to where I was standing to see if he could smell what I was experiencing. He is a PhD research scientist and reluctantly admitted he could, but dismissed any significance.



Months later, my husband and I were in the house working when we both clearly heard loud knocking that seemed to come from my uncle's bedroom. When my uncle was alive, he had a habit of napping in the afternoon and when he wanted something would knock on his bedroom wall rather than call out.



On another occasion, we were both standing in the kitchen and I felt my left upper leg get incredibly cold.



At the time I had never heard of so-called paranormal "cold spots."
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Down at the Jail



I was on a ghost hunt, something I picked up doing because of the unexplained things from childhood.



I was in an abandoned jail and we were taking pictures. I saw a full-body male standing in a strange pose, with his arms close to his body, his shoulders curled up near his ears, with dirty blonde hair, sad eyes, unclean clothing...



It only lasted during the time it took for the flash to go off, and as I was the only one looking in that direction I wasn't eh only one who saw this.



I saw him so clearly; I sketched him out. I can still remember him to this say. He was looking right at me and he was very frightened.
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What is That Noise



When I was about 15 years old, my parents told me they felt the house I was growing up in was haunted. I had already come to that conclusion myself so I wasn't bothered by what they told me.



However, one day I noticed a strange buzzing sound in the room with me. It was similar to someone snoring. It started to fade after a few minutes, but then I realized it was just moving further away, into a different room. I followed the noise from room to room for about half an hour. I went outside several times to see if it was a chainsaw in the distance but it was quiet outside.



Eventually it faded to nothing.
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Are You Still in Here Grandpa?



I was in my friend's house with my only guy friend and a girlfriend. We began to file into a room one by one; my girlfriend went first, my guy friend second. Then, suddenly my guy friend exclaimed that his ears started ringing as he stepped a foot inside the room. As I got myself inside the room, I almost fell to the ground because it felt as though something was pressing down on me, pushing me to the ground. My girlfriend just shrugged all this stuff off and said, "Well, my great grandpa did die in here after all."
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Does She Approve of the New Décor?



We moved in to my in-laws' home after their passing, and when my wife decided to change the color of the kitchen walls. After this, a door started closing on its own, and I heard my dead mother-in-law's voice talking to me, in response to a statement that my wife had made. There was also a tingling feeling across the back of my head when I heard her responding.
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Did I Just Hit That?



I was driving at sunset, but the sun was still visible, when I rounded a street corner and "hit" a shadow person who had run "onto" the road right in front of me.



It was so clear, so visible that I swerved to avoid hitting it. My car passed right through it. It had a head and legs and arms and torso but it had no feet or hands and it seemed to be small like a pre-teen. Very unnerving.
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Is That a Topper I See?



It was a hot summer's night, the windows were open and I had fallen asleep on the sofa.



I don't know how long I'd been sleeping but when I suddenly woke up I saw the shadow of a man standing over me. It was a black shape and he was wearing a stovepipe hat. I was terrified, and didn't sleep the rest of the night.
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A Friend Beyond the Grave



When I was 15, my friend died in a car accident. I was devastated, and couldn't stop crying. One night, he appeared to me, just his head, floating above my bed. He let me know that he was okay, and not to worry about him. I was able to move beyond the grief after this experience.
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A Mother's Love



Three years ago, my grandson's mother died. He now lives with me. When my grandson fell in love, his mother came to me and told me to tell his girlfriend about her. At the same time, she appeared to his father and a friend to tell them the same.



Two of us told other people before we told my grandson.



[bookmark: link27]
This is My Home Too



Our house was built in 1895 and the closet in the bedroom is a double door closet that juts out from the wall. We decided to tear it down and move it to the end of the room so we would have more space.



When we finished the job we discovered a small door that opened into a small closet, like the type people had over a century ago, when they didn't have many clothes as we do today. After finding this closet, I had an overwhelmingly strong feeling, both when waking and sleeping, that there were several people in the back of the house who were talking and were upset.



When my husband asked me if I felt like we were not alone, it was like a jolt.



I told him what I had also felt. I had heard and read about spirits getting upset when their previous homes are disturbed, but I had never experienced it before. I insisted that we have the small door covered back over and we even put the closet back where it had been. After that, the feelings of other people being in our home left us.



[bookmark: link28]
Just Weird



The house I live in now has strange things happening in it. I am not scared and neither is my family, as no harm has ever occurred to us.



Once something did whiz past me and as it did I felt a strange cold sting on my left breast, and then I went into the bathroom to check what was up. There I found three x's scratched on my left breast; the x's were there for about 24 hours and I showed them to my husband, then showed him when they were gone.



We also, hear what sounds like people having a conversation in my youngest daughter's room when she isn't home and, when I open the door no one is there. I have heard someone washing the dishes before (2 times) when no one was in the kitchen. I also hear my name being called, but no one is there either. Just weird!



[bookmark: link29]
Monte Cristo Homestead, Australia



I went to the Monte Cristo homestead, a place in the outback that is renowned for being haunted. I had dinner with the owner before a larger tour group arrived.



I saw momentarily a grey image of a woman at the top of the stairs looking down at the dining table. She was only there for a moment but, at around the same time, there was a bright blue ball of energy that zipped around the light above the table for maybe a couple of seconds and it made the light start rotating.



I looked at the owner, he met my eyes, and we both said nothing to the rest of the group. Later while on the tour I was in a particular room and a crystal shard that was a mantelpiece ornament lifted up twice, turned 90 degrees and then moved back down. It did not counter swing. I checked it out at close range and there was no material reason for it to have done this.
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The Old Man on the Stairs



Well, I was living with my girlfriend and her 4 years old daughter. The daughter said she liked to talk to an old man who was on the stairs of the property quite a lot, so her mum and I were quite aware of something going on.



However, on one occasion when her daughter was not in the house and I had gone to bed early, I was woken by what felt like someone shaking me. I then noticed that my girlfriend was not in bed so I got up to find her asleep in the bath. I know she would probably have woken, had she gone under the water if she was a normal healthy woman. However, since then we have found out that she is diabetic and that it can be fatal if she gets tired in the bath.



[bookmark: link31]
The Experiences Can Happen Early in Life



When I was 10 I spent weekends out at my grandmother's house, way out in the middle of nowhere.



One night I couldn't sleep so I decided to get up and get some water. As I walked out of my room there was a tall black shadow of a man right in front of me. I didn't move; I just stood there not knowing what to do. Then, I heard my grandmother cough. Startled, I jumped and turned! She wasn't actually there next to me, but when I turned back the shadow man was gone. However, a cold blast of air rushed by me, blowing my hair back and raising goose bumps up my left arm.



This scared me so much! I have never told anyone 'til now!!



[bookmark: link32]
Who Is That Lady?



I was eight, my older brother was eleven, and my younger brother was six. We had just moved into a new house and because we only had one bed we had to share it.



I woke one night to see a woman standing by the wardrobe in the bedroom and she started to float towards me. I then woke my older brother and he saw her too and we started shouting for our mom. Mom came into the room, put the light on and the figure of the lady vanished. Next morning we described the lady to Mom and her partner and we found out that the figure was Mom's partner's mother; the wardrobe belonged to her. We had never seen the lady before!



[bookmark: link33]
A Message from Sarah



I was killing time before I had to pick up my daughter at horse camp. I was sitting alone at a picnic table in a hiking area. I was looking out at the pond and felt as though something wanted my attention.



I think her name was Sarah, and she wanted me to know her drowning was an accident.



It seemed very important to her for me to know it was an accident. I don't know if there ever was a drowning there or why she definitely wanted me to know this. Her name was Sarah and she was about 15 years old.



[bookmark: link34]
Is Seeing Really Believing?



I was sitting on the toilet in the Edwardian house of an old lady who was a good friend of mine (we were sixty years apart in age!)



The door to the corridor was open and I saw someone walk along it. I expected them to turn up the stairs but they didn't. When I told my friend she said, "Oh that's Mother." I didn't believe in ghosts at all at that time, although my family were said to be psychic, read tealeaves, etc. What struck me the most about this incident was the way the ghost apparently disappeared through a wall. Even now, having seen what I saw I still really don't believe in ghosts!



[bookmark: link35]
Get Away



Ghost! Angry ghost! He said we had his land (through a medium). It would happen at nights, mainly. He used to pin me, and my flatmate down and hit us during the night. There was deep breathing, touching too.



This was just before, during and for a short time after my mother's death. A medium advised me how to deal with the ghost. I think my Mother would have chased him away also, but on the other side. My friend and I still talk about it!



I have had other more pleasant experiences also! And some rather odd ones too!



[bookmark: link36]
A Visitation



I was in bed and had lots of trouble getting to sleep. Suddenly, I turned myself over and I saw a black, shadowy body shape over the top of me. Strangely, it did not worry me at the time. I believe it was my brother.



[bookmark: link37]
The Singing Monk



I was staying with my husband and baby daughter in a very old house in Devon, UK. It is a property owned by the Landmark Trust.



I was eight months pregnant at the time, in need of the loo in the night, but strangely I felt terrified of walking down the passage by myself. My husband kindly agreed to accompany me every night.



One night, wide awake, I heard a man's voice singing a tune I know, but the tune ended on a discord, which made it rather frightening. Then, I heard a laugh. I was terrified and could not move!



Later, my husband read the visitors' book (I had not read it at that point) and pointed out a discussion by some annual visitors, about a ghost who was described as a monk (aren't they all?)



One comment said he was never seen, only heard, and the note said: If he likes you, he will sing to you! Though I did not appreciate his sense of humour.



[bookmark: link38]
Unacceptable Behavior



A group of us was walking home from the pub one night. We had not drunk too much, so we were fairly compos mentis. Part of our journey to my mate's flat involved a walk through a small churchyard. There we noticed two youngsters in front of us who seemed to be wearing strange old clothes (Victorian maybe?) They looked a little bedraggled.



We started jeering at the boys, and threw stones at them - as boys will be boys. They looked at us but seemed totally unconcerned with our hostile actions. We kept following them until they went around a corner that leads to a dead end. We were only a few seconds behind them, yet when we turned the corner, they had completely disappeared.



There was a large wall that was over nine foot high, so it was unlikely that they could have climbed over it, especially in such a short duration of time. The only other way out was through us and they certainly did not come our way. To say ur group was puzzled would be a bit of an understatement. We decided to go back to the pub and drown our uneasiness with some more beer.



[bookmark: link39]
Convicts, A Penal Colony, and Oppression



I visited Maria Island (also known as The Isle of the Dead) at Port Arthur, in Tasmania Australia when I was about 7 years old. If you have not heard of the history of the place it was the burial land for convicts transported from England. I remember I was quite emotionally distressed by the visit to the Island. Although there were only a few tourists visiting the day we were there, I felt as though the island was crowded with people (like a very overcrowded lift) and the mood was VERY heavy.



I only knew the island as Maria Island and was not aware at age seven of its significance or role it played in the history of the penal colony at Port Arthur. I discovered (as an adult) that my mother also felt this overcrowded feeling.



[bookmark: link40]
A Secret No More



I was 22 years old and my boyfriend and I had been going out for a couple of months. I visited my future husband (boyfriend, at the time) at his family's home late after work one night.



His parents were asleep and we were in the lounge room talking. I leant over and gave my boyfriend a cuddle, and as I did I was drawn to look up at the corner of the room. All I saw was a man's face staring down at me. He had hippie hair and a beard. This face drained all my energy from my body, and I couldn't even get to the bathroom, even though I felt like I was about to be sick.



My future husband helped me get there by lifting me up and carrying me. I was hysterical; I told him what I had seen and what I had experienced. He said, you have just described my older brother who died in a car accident.



I said that he wasn't happy about something and that was why he had affected me so much. About six months later, my husband's sister-in-law told him that his brother had actually committed suicide 14 years prior, when my husband was only 6 years old. He was devastated when he realized that his whole family had kept this secret from him for 14 years.



I had experienced other things before this but once this mystery was answered I was good. I knew in my mind I wasn't imagining it; that's what I used to get told constantly when I was growing up - that I had a vivid imagination.



[bookmark: link41]
Don't Blame the Dog



I was five months pregnant with my first child, and couldn't sleep. At the time, my husband, my dog, and myself lived in a mobile home where strange occurrences sometimes happened. This night, I decided to make a cup of tea to help me relax. As I proceeded down the hallway, I felt my dog brush by me knocking me into the wall. The painting that was hanging there swayed side to side. As I turned and called my dog's name and said what are you doing, I realized that he wasn't there!



All the hairs on the back of my neck stood up! I returned to my bedroom to see that neither my dog nor my husband had moved at all, and neither was awake! Pushing past the horrifying feeling I had, I went to the kitchen hastily to make a cup of tea! I spent the rest of the night awake, trying to find a reasonable explanation of what had happened. Never did find one!



[bookmark: link42]
To Whom It Concerns



To whom it concerns: I study physics and metaphysics with mathematics, because I want to explain a paranormal experience that my friend had, when he lived experience in Ankara in Turkey.



The name of my friend is … He said that me: I joined a funeral ceremony for many martyrs in Ankara, with my family. We started to take photos near the mosque with a mobile phone of Nokia. We observed this experiment near the mosque.



Later, when we saw our photos we realized that they had many paranormal effects.



My friend has observed many spiritual materials near and around the mosque.



Recently, he gave me his photos. He wants me to explain them to him.



Dr Caroline Watt and Prof Richard Wiseman have published these photos on the web page of Edinburgh Science Festival in 2009.



I always see many psychic photos from Middle East and Asia with Turkey.



[bookmark: link43]
A White Mist



About two hours ago I walked into my kitchen and saw a patch of white mist about two inches in diameter. I thought it must have been smoke but couldn't smell anything, plus there were no appliances on. The mist was just in front of me and after about one minute it dispersed leaving no trace.



I searched the kitchen for anything that would explain the mist but could not find any logical explanation. My house is an old cottage, built in 1759 and the previous owner said she thought it was haunted. Although strange things do happen to me I am still a sceptical person and now this event has me quite baffled.



[bookmark: link44]
Once a Soldier, Always a Soldier



At the time, I lived in the mountains and worked evenings in Atlanta as a nurse. I came home around midnight most evenings and very often when coming up a winding mountain road I would have to swerve to miss a man. He was dressed in a civil war uniform, carried a rifle with a bayonet was usually walking down the middle of the road with his head bowed. Later, after living there for many months, I discovered that many neighbors also saw him. I didn't need the validation but felt reassured that I wasn't seeing things.



I was at the Naseby battleground and had a feeling that something was there with me.



Straight away I took a picture and when I put it on my laptop there it was, a soldier from the battle of Naseby. You can verify this as my image is on the Internet and has been on the TV. It's called Naseby ghost soldier.



[bookmark: link45]
Yes/No



My husband used to leave messages for his dead mother. They could be answered yes or no, and these messages have been answered whilst we have been out of the house.



[bookmark: link46]
Psychometry



I attended the Spiritualist Centre nearby and one of the girls there was doing a Psychometry Platform. I saw a huge seven feet tall, hooded figure appear to her left whilst she was carrying this out.



[bookmark: link47]
When the Animator Comes to Life



While working as a graveyard security hostess at Disney World, I was doing a building check of the former Animation building (basically empty except trash left over from the animators who had recently be laid off).



As I neared the second floor, the director's suite - a place that had been off limits to security in the past, I had a feeling I was being watched. I also got the distinct impression I didn't belong there. I dismissed the feeling, and flipped on the light in the office.



I walked over to the lone piece of furniture left behind - a desk covered with trash. As I sifted through the trash, I felt a warm clammy sensation on my left elbow, as if a hand had grabbed my arm to get my attention. In my mind I tried to brush it off, and told myself there was nothing there.



However, there was supposedly a spirit of an animator still in the building. I think it was her, and she was there protecting her building.



[bookmark: link48]
Paranormal Encounters and Some Reflections There On



I had two occurrences in the house we were living in at the time.



The first time I saw a man walk past our bedroom door and as it was late at night I thought it was my daughter's boyfriend leaving. I went down the passage to her room to berate her but she was sound asleep and as I returned to my bed it occurred to me that I didn't hear the front door close or the gate, which was near my bedroom window, click shut.



Sometime after that occasion - maybe a year - I was having a nap during the day and awoke to see the same figure standing at the foot of my bed. I am now 72 years old and for some years now have had many similar situations, but never again the same figure twice.



I have come to believe that there is a small margin of overlapping "space" between the conscious and unconscious states that allows us to merge into another dimension, or be sensitive to energies that have not yet been "closed" by the rationality of the mind.



These episodes never distress me or induce me to talk about it with others. Nor do I believe I am psychic but what these experiences have done is open my thinking to embrace the mystery of creation in a much deeper way. Thank you for listening.



[bookmark: link49]
Energy, Death and an Apparition



I was talking with a female friend when we experienced an energy blackout in her region. Dogs started to howl like wolves. In Brazil, this is seen as an omen. There was loud thunder also.



In her room, when she hugged me, to be free of her fear from storm a tall woman moved slowly through the corridor. There was a long white dress, but with a kind of grey scale on it and some strange light and energy invaded the house, and followed her. My friend became hysterical. The room where this woman was supposed to have entered had a locked door. I opened that door and there was nothing to see. Later we learned that her upstairs neighbor had died that afternoon, a victim of AIDS and my friend thinks that he made a visit to her.



[bookmark: link50]
We Used to Joke



We moved into an apartment and we used to joke that there were ghosts in that place. Things would disappear, and my daughter and I both saw a ghostly man in the hallway. One day I was getting ready to go to work, and I felt someone standing next to me; thinking it was my daughter, I said what are you doing up so early? I felt someone's breath on my neck and arm and when I turned around quickly no one was there.



[bookmark: link51]
The Legacy of War



I was alone in the kitchen, washing up after dinner one Saturday night. My husband remained in the bedroom. I saw or felt a presence in the hall behind me. I turned (hands full of soap suds) and said something like "I didn't hear you get out, have you got the Sunday papers?" as I assumed it was my husband who had passed by in the hallway.



Not getting an answer, I went into the bedroom and found my husband was asleep.



The "man" I had seen was medium height, had high waisted dark trousers, white shirt and the glimpse I had of him was sideways on, so I didn't see his face.



For a long time before this I had heard noises, seen shadows in the flat that others had not heard or seen.



A friend arranged for a vicar's sister who had had dealings with this sort of episode to visit. I presumed she was a medium. She told me that a young man had committed suicide in the hallway sometime during the Second World War. Later, this fact was confirmed by an elderly female neighbor.



I feel that the presence I saw was that of the man and he was released by the medium. The atmosphere in the flat has definitely altered (for the better) as a result of his "release".



I was asked if I wanted more details of the young man's life but did not want to hear (be burdened) with any further details.



[bookmark: link52]
A Blue Bear



I was working in a mall in Chicago; the place was open from 1976 to 1982 then closed and torn down in 1985.



I was 18 years of age at the time and had a job working nights as a janitor. The first night I hadn't been there more than 20 minutes, seated at the break-room table waiting to find out what I was meant to be doing, when the door burst open. Two women, about 25-30 years old, came running into the room screaming and crying about how they had been sitting on one of the park benches in the amusement park downstairs taking their break when one of the benches next to them went sliding across the floor.



That scared the bujeezzers out of them!



Hmm, I thought, those benches are about 9 feet long and weight about 200 pounds each and are quite heavy. I know this because I tried to move them when I started investigating this event, like an idiot.



I wanted to see for myself and yes, I did get my big moment!



After about two months of hearing all kind of things going on all the time at this place, I pinpointed the exact location of just where these hauntings were coming from, as well as the time.



I took my food and went to a place in the middle of where all this stuff was happening and sat there and ate my sandwich. I watched a stocking crew replace stock: stuffed bears that were about 3 feet tall, and different colored ring toss games. This was happening about 25 feet from me.



Then I watched them walk away and as I did I saw something out of the corner of my eye, in the other direction. So I turned and focused on that area and watched the bears and I saw coming out of the center of the pile of bears, a blue bear emerges, like it was being pulled out by someone.



Now, this was my first time seeing anything like this happening and I thought I was going to crap my pants but no, I didn't. However, I did run and I couldn't run fast enough to get out of there! I had never been so scared in my life.



I did what any good coward would do - I quit my job.



[bookmark: link53]
I Heard Hard Soled Boots But …



Once years ago, I was just coming out of the bathroom upstairs in the house where we used to live. I heard what I took to be my son, a teenager at the time, running upstairs in his hard-soled boots.



I yelled out some question to him but there was no answer. By my estimation he should have been right outside the bathroom door, which was pretty much at the top of the stairs, but there was no one there. I was baffled. I looked in his room but he wasn't there. I went downstairs and found him sitting in the living room, sock-foot and nowhere near his boots. Even if he had been, there would have been no time for him to take off his boots and get back downstairs.



It sounded exactly like a young person running upstairs in hard-soled boots, fast and loud and full of energy. But no possible way for it to have been my son and there was nobody else in the house.



[bookmark: link54]
Is That a Ghost Tap Dancing on My Head?



My mother's house is fairly active with strange occurrences.



One evening when my sister, who is ill, was asleep in my Mom's room and my husband was asleep on the couch, I clearly saw a "shadow person" pass by the kitchen door. My mother also sees them on a semi-regular basis but this was the first time for me.



All three of my daughters, and my mother, and my grandmother are quite intuitive, to one degree or another. But, I like to say I got nothing of it. I joke that I could have a ghost tap dancing on my head and I would not know it.



I am not a fearful person and am quite excited by the fact that there are many things out there that we don't know about, but I am bummed that I have almost no intuitive radar.



[bookmark: link55]
Whilst Standing Sentinel



I was a sentinel from 12:00 am to 6:00 am. I had to stay outside the dormitories, and there was a river across from us. There was no electricity to light up the dirt road. I was looking over towards the river when I saw a shadow carrying a big wood box on his back. It was like a dead body, and they disappeared into the distance. A friend saw it with me that night...



[bookmark: link56]
I Knew We Weren't Alone



I constantly feel like there is someone else, besides my husband, in the bedroom. On this particular night, it was a little after 3 am and I was lying in bed, not able to sleep. And, I was proved right (I have chills as I write this). After a few minutes of just lying there I felt a hand touch the top of my head, not forcefully but enough so I could feel it.



I felt my hair press down and the weight of the hand! I didn't move; it didn't really scare me. Finally, I fell asleep.



[bookmark: link57]
Come with Me



This was a lucid dream - didn't know the word at the time.



I was taking a lunch-break nap on the front seat of my truck at work. I was in a half wake state and there it was, a vivid image of a woman with black hair in the desert; it just stared at me.



This event recurred, and I began to try and figure out who the woman was - seemed Eastern Mediterranean.



In subsequent half-awake states she came back to me, except she began to gesture as if to say, "come with me". The first time I complied, she turned away and the whole scene dissolved into a spray of colors, and I got a sense of being up very high. It was very pleasant, so I made a point to do this repeatedly.



Later on I concluded that the woman was indigenous.



After that, there was a whole group of them, and I realize now that I couldn't discern their gender - they could have been male or female. They all had long hair.



In the recurring dream I have, they are there as a group, and they desperately wave and gesture at me to come with them. There are only gestures, since I guess there's a language barrier.



Initially, this was a pleasant experience, but now the feeling is too intense. I get the feeling that they need me for some reason.



Of course, it must be all just some sort of fantasy, but it has gone on for years.



[bookmark: link58]
Native American Indian



I am a Brit living in Canada.



The land that I live on was once the property of Native Indians. I have a big bank of windows in my sitting room.



This day, I was sitting in an arm hair facing these windows; it was the middle of the day, and nice and bright and sunny outside. I noticed a young man walking in front of the windows.



I have a large front lawn and the road is a fair distance away. I remember thinking, "why is this young man prowling around my house?"



I shot up out of my chair and went outside to investigate; not a soul was about (or maybe a soul was about!) My dog was sleeping soundly on the porch.



As I recall this young man had no shirt on and was wearing buckskin trousers with a fringe, his jet black hair was pulled back and reached his waist. I honestly thought that someone was pulling a prank on me, or having a laugh.



Later, I realized that this young man had the same face of someone that appeared in a picture of my three daughters. This is a very true story.



I have a door in my house, leading to my basement. The natural grain of the wood forms an image of a Native Indian elder with a wolf by his side. Very comforting.



[bookmark: link59]
Psychic Vampire



My friend had been telling me about this girl who could do things with lights. He called her a psychic vampire. I didn't believe him, but my friend insisted I meet her. I did, and the three of us went driving around her hometown, which was only a few miles from where I lived.



After awhile this girl started getting excited, saying there was this house nearby, one that had a door on the second storey that went to nowhere and one she remembered from years ago.



Apparently, these two people hadn't been able to find this place the last time they'd tried, and ended up going around in circles. So, there it was - we found it. I looked and saw a house matching her description and asked, "Is that it?" Both of them looked but saw only trees.



We drove round and back again, and this time they saw it. As we passed it, I got this sick feeling that something was just wrong. Something wasn't right and my head was hurting as a warning to get as far from there as I could, but I wasn't the one behind the wheel.



I felt an anxiety come over me and when we weren't leaving fast enough, I felt an anxiety attack was about to set in, like I was going to be violently sick.



We left for a while, only to go back an hour later because the girl wanted to make sure she could find it on her own (she hasn't been able to). Everything went to hell for me; I was shaking, my stomach was about to throw up everything; and my head felt like someone was attacking it with an axe.



Sadly, we had to pass by it again to get on the road back home. As we passed it the final time, I was hunched over, holding my stomach. Suddenly I felt as if two hands had grabbed my shoulders and pushed me into the back of the seat, and I could feel their weight on my chest. My friend noticed, and grabbed my hand, trying to calm me while the girl speed up to get us out of there.



She noted later that a pair of headlights had followed us closely for some time before vanishing into nothing, as if it was escorting us out. It took me some time to recover from the shock.



[bookmark: link60]
Fog, Energy and Transformation



A friend and I were visiting an abandoned train tunnel in the mountains. There was a light fog just outside the tunnel opening due to the cool tunnel air meeting the warmer humid air outside.



As we stood there, the fog began to swirl and then, over a span of about 10 minutes, the fog took on a number of shapes. It shrunk to a round shape, about the size of a basketball; then it formed a narrow horizontal line about 15 feet long; it completely dissipated. Next it reformed into various shapes and figures, dissipated again, swirled into view, and finally coalesced into a horse-like shape (which I caught on film).



The fog itself seemed to be a natural occurrence, but its movement was not!



[bookmark: link61]
Drug Overdoses, Death, and the Remains



In a previous flat my small son had a room where two brothers died previously from drug overdoses. Their bodies lay there many days before they were found; the smell was still a bit in the room.



Once, when I had bent over in that room I could not get up again because somebody invisible was pressing me down.



My son came also sometimes, in the night, into my sleeping-room telling me that somebody was standing in his room.



[bookmark: link62]
Tell Me I'm Not Crazy



This is an on going thing.



I was about eight years old the first time I saw a shadow pass from my mom's room to the kitchen.



I would get up to see why mom went to the sink. I could not hear her doing anything and of course no one would be there in the kitchen.



When I was 20 I saw an old friend who I had not seen for 6 years. She was at our apartment quite a lot and a sleepover guest fairly often. When I approached her to say hello, she did not care how I had been. She just begged me to tell her that I saw the shadows too.



She wanted to know that she was not crazy!



[bookmark: link63]
Heavy Breathing



We lived in several old houses when I was growing up.



This particular house was way back in the woods. I slept in the middle bedroom; it was hot but we had no fans at the time. When I went to bed my two little brothers slept in the room next to mine - our rooms were separated by doors.



I remember waking up to the sound of heavy breathing. It started in the far corner of my room and kept getting closer until it was right over me. I was so scared that as hot as it was I covered up from head to toe and did not move. I cried myself to sleep. I did not know until recently that my older brother experienced the very same thing.



So I knew then it was not just me!



[bookmark: link64]
Shadow Figure



When I was 13 I used to visit a friend's house a lot.



One night as I was coming out of their bathroom I opened the door in to the hall and stepped through what I quickly realized was a shadow figure.



It was iced cold, the size of a tall man and it vanished just as I realized it was there. I told my friend, and her sister who was learning-disabled got very excited. She told me that she had seen it many times but no one in the family would believe her. After that, I saw the figure often. I would walk into a room and it would just be standing there. Then, it would fade away.



[bookmark: link65]
A Light and a Stroke



In my bed, I was about seven years old when a circle of light began to appear in the corner of my room. It just hovered there. It stayed there for about twenty minutes or so and then I feel asleep. Just before heading into sleep I felt something stroke my arm.



[bookmark: link66]
An Electric Blue Flash of Light



I was 22 years old and had no beliefs about ghosts, and I was not religious.



On entering my room (in a shared house) I saw a misty figure sitting at my desk. It was a woman and she had her head resting on her bent arm as though deep in thought. Upon entering, she raised her head and floated off the chair; she did not have any legs below her knees.



She then floated towards the window but before reaching there she disappeared in an electric blue, flash of light. It was a line of light and it seemed to travel from its starting point, in a line, towards the window, and then it vanished.



The room was left with the most incredibly, peaceful feeling in it. On telling my housemates about it one of them said it sounded like I had seen a ghost and that was the most rational explanation for me.



[bookmark: link67]
House Sitting



Several times I was asked to house-sit for the neighbor to the right of where my mother and I lived.



When I entered the house I felt uncomfortable. Of course there were stories of activity there but I was ok with that. I would say goodbye when I left the house, and hello and how was your day when I got home.



Nothing too crazy happened for a long time, just footsteps and cold spots. However, I would never walk through the dining room; it made the hair stand up on the back of my neck.



One night I fell asleep in the living room, and when I opened my eyes there was a dark shadow figure in the doorway. I blinked and it was gone. Then, I was attacked in my sleep. Something was holding me down and pulling my hair.



I tried to pull myself away from it but it pulled me back. Then, it just stopped. That was the last time I spent a night in that house.



[bookmark: link68]
Crossing Over to the Light



There was a presence in my house when I moved in. First she made herself known once my ex had left; she told me she didn't like him but had grown very fond of me. I called her Aggie and she used to make herself known to visitors if she was not keen on their energy.



A friend who babysat told me that she had pinched and poked both her and her daughter when they were in the house whilst I was gone. There was a point where I was potentially going to have to sell the house and she started to turn up in my dreams very upset that I was going to leave. I enlisted the help of a friend and we called on angels to come and take Aggie across to the light so that she could finally have peace.



It was a wonderful experience and her presence is no longer in the house.



[bookmark: link69]
I Don't Think It's Grandad



I have experienced during the night a man or a black shadow/outline of a man in a hat standing at the side of my bed. It really freaked me out.



I have on other occasions had my duvet cover pulled down from the bottom. I have woken up as this has happened and it really scared me.



I would like to think it is my grandad but I'm not sure as it wasn't pleasant and it still freaks me out.



[bookmark: link70]
A Neat Experience



My dad's house is very old and one day I was in the basement doing the laundry. As I came down the stairs I felt a warm hand on my cheek. No one was there with me.



After about 5 seconds it was gone, but it left a tingling sensation on my face exactly where the fingers, palm and thumb had been. The tingling didn't leave until I left the basement. It was a very neat experience.



I also hear footsteps in the basement often like someone is pacing the floor.



[bookmark: link71]
I Was in Awe



My twin brother and I were sitting in my basement apartment, and I sensed a large presence of energy in the room. (I was meditating and there were lots of great vibes around).



My brother had some disturbances in his room in which flashes of light (not from electrical light) sporadically emerged and then dissipated. He came into my room scared. I helped him cope with it.



At this point, will all the good vibes I had, I asked what the energy/being wanted...and it was just very happy that my brother was doing something he loved and was succeeding at it (he is in a rock band, and their band was really starting to do well, TV time etc).



Soon after, the entities (more than 1) began to manifest in my room. The one I saw most clearly was a glowing orb about the size of a closed fist. It had a very ethereal look to it...not solid, but it had substance to it. My brother and I both saw it...it was amazing. Soon after it dissipated and the energy over the next 1/2 - 1 hour left the room.



It was scary in that I felt in over my head, but I was never scared for my safety; more I was in awe. Life continued on after this. A great experience!



[bookmark: link72]
The Landowner's Dog



It was around December, and I walked into my room. I can't remember why I went in there, but I think I was getting something. I heard a strange noise.



At first I thought that it was my heater...but this noise sounded like a beast breathing heavily. It scared me, and I quickly ran out of the room. I told my mom about it, and she said that it was probably just the heater...but I've lived in this house for almost two years now, and I've never heard that noise before.



My mom found out later that the small grave at our backyard was the landowner's dog, and that my bedroom was where the landowner used to sleep when she still lived in our house.



My mom said that, despite the grave that they made for the dog, the dog continued to stay in my room, thinking that I was his master, even though she didn't live there anymore.



So, my mom got advise from one of her friends who knew medium who said that every house should have salt placed in each corner of the rooms to ward off bad things.



My mom also told me to tell the dog that he was dead, and that I couldn't help him. I just hope that he rests on peace in his grave that his master had made for him. We did all of those things, and I never heard those beastly noises ever again.



[bookmark: link73]
Why So Angry, as You Lay Here Dead?



I've chosen this second experience, because it comes close to what we know of as ghosts.



Forty-five years ago, I was with my boyfriend visiting a coastal bay where there was a church on a headland. We went to visit the church. I felt a strong sense of foreboding coming from the churchyard. We were outside the churchyard wall. There was a lynch gate. The sense of powerful threat I felt was incredibly strong. Kind of "Do not enter".



My boyfriend wanted to go in, and we did go in through the churchyard into the church. I felt there was no threat inside the church, but could feel anger and fury outside it. When we came out it was as if a whirlwind of fury and rage that had come in followed us back to the gate. It did not come beyond the gate.



We walked on up to the headland and I felt a furious presence constantly watching us from the other side of the wall. I have since learned that others have experienced this there too. My boyfriend felt it but just slightly.



[bookmark: link74]
A Mischievous Look



At my previous address there was a little girl who appeared every so often at the bannister of the staircase.



She used to live at the address many years ago. She had shoulder length brown hair, brown eyes, and a sad expression on her face - or so I thought. It actually turned out to be a mischievous look. She would go into my eldest daughter's bedroom and turn on her cd player, or she would move a certain ornament that I had. We never saw her actually move the ornament; it was just facing a different way.



Now that we don't live there any more I miss seeing her but I know that she belongs in that house.



In my opinion she comes back to make sure that the house is okay and to ensure that the people living there are looking after her home.



[bookmark: link75]
Maybe Not the Fat Cat I Thought



I was in bed reading a book before falling to sleep. I have a cat that is pretty over weight. As I was reading he jumped up on the bed. Since he is so heavy the bed moves a bit when he does this and I can feel right where he is without having to look.



On this particular night, I continued reading paying no attention to him. I was about to turn in, and when I went to place the book on the nightstand I looked and realized that the cat wasn't on my bed.



As a matter of fact, he was not even the house. I know that someone or something sat on my bed. I was rather too scared to fall asleep after that.



[bookmark: link76]
Not the Christmas Visitor I Expected



I was about 8 years old. It was Christmas time and we hatched a plan to hide behind the living room couch to see Santa. We lived in the middle of the country so it was very dark. We hadn't been behind the couch long when we both noticed two orbs of light that floated around the room and then moved into the kitchen and back again. We both freaked out, and ran to our bedrooms.



[bookmark: link77]
Who or What Are All These People?



I was walking home and every streetlight that I walked past went out.



I took this as a sign that something was coming, and I knew that something would be round the corner so I prepared myself.



I rang my friend and just kept talking and, as I got round the corner, sure enough there were about 20 figures on all the corners of the next intersection. They all had mushed up faces that were blurred and it looked like they were wearing dark robes. My instinct told me not to run but not to acknowledge them either. I thought if I carried on as normally as I could they wouldn't know I saw them. So, I kept talking to my friend until I reached my house; then I told her what had happened. I told her that I felt I wasn't meant to see them; I felt like I had interrupted something.



[bookmark: link78]
Coming or Going?



I had just put my baby to bed and returned to the living room to watch some TV. My husband had already gone to bed. He yelled out for me to check on the baby, to make sure it was covered up properly, before I came to bed. I looked in towards her room from the sofa where I was sitting and saw the ghost of an old man walking from one side of the room toward the other. It was moving towards the outer wall of the room.



[bookmark: link79]
With or Without You



The next day I went to work and asked an older co-worker who grew up in the area, if she knew who lived in that house before.



She said when she was younger and dating and they used to drive by that house and there was an old man always sitting on the front porch, in a rocking chair. This left me wondering if that was who I saw.



My husband had previously told me before I had this ghost sighting (other strange things had happened in the house like TV channels changing, and lights going off and on) that if there was a ghost in this house he would leave. A few nights later we were laying in bed and talking about my ghost sighting when we started to hear a huge square electrical plug being slid out of the wall, as it was being pulled out of the electrical socket.



It took several seconds; we heard it slide several times; then we heard it thump on the floor, right beside the bed we were laying in.



Within a day or two, I came home from work to find my husband with a borrowed truck, moving our furniture out. He told me he was leaving with or without me. He said he was taking the baby with him; that left me no choice but to move with him.



After seeing the ghost of this old man, I had personal confirmation that our spirits must live on after we die.



[bookmark: link80]
Same Time, Same Place



My mom, Dad and I all smell cigarette smoke at three different times of each day. I smell smoke and alcohol at 3:15 a.m. every day/night. No one in my family smokes in our house, or drinks much alcohol.



[bookmark: link81]
Same Sound, No One There



About 5 years ago my wife and I started hearing noises in the house. One morning in particular, about 4am we both were startled awake when apparently the kitchen/hall door slammed shut, twice.



I went to see about the noise; the door was shut and our two cats were on the counter tops with wide-eyed expressions.



I opened and shut the door hard. It was the same noise we had just heard.



After a search of the house, when all the doors were found to be locked I return to the bedroom and was about to get back into bed. I heard something like a window sliding shut behind me. I turned; it was barely light, and saw nothing. I went to the window and it was locked shut. I reached out to the sliding glass closet door and moved it. That was the same sound we had just heard. There was no one else in the room.



[bookmark: link82]
A Lot of Activity



I lived in an apartment with my husband and children for four years and the last year I experienced a lot of activity. I heard footsteps, voices, saw shadows, lights turned off and on, and I saw a small girl standing on the stairs. My daughter also experienced these and would not go upstairs to her room alone.



[bookmark: link83]
Who Hangs Around the Parking Lot?



I started work about 4 am; I parked my car in a well-lit parking lot. As I was pulling in, I saw a very bright figure suspended near the edge of the lot.



When I parked my car this figure brushed beside my car and floated in front of me for a brief second, then disappeared.



I had a very strong feeling that this thing knew me. It freaked me out, but not in a panicking way.



[bookmark: link84]
Why Hate?



I woke up while watching TV and a dark skinned Indian woman was standing in front of me, wearing a burlap bag dress. She had hate in her eyes and as I blinked a couple of times she faded from view.



[bookmark: link85]
A Wedding Gown Perhaps?



This is in a different house and a different country than the one I noted before.



I was on the bed and I looked up to see a blond woman dressed in a white gown standing in the doorway.



My wife and children had previously reported seeing this woman, but this was my first, and only, time. As I started to get out of bed, she turned and walked away.



[bookmark: link86]
Who Was That?



I was watching TV in my mother's room and I turned it off and started to walk out. As I walked out, I saw this girl with long, black hair in a white nightgown walk by me. It seemed like the whole thing was in slow motion. She looked at me as she walked by; she opened the door to my room, turned on the light and then closed it.



I thought it was my sister, so I ignored it. I went to the living room and saw my sister sitting there and when I looked into the hallway I didn't see any light coming from my room.



[bookmark: link87]
Strange Things Happening Around Here



Well, my daughter has been experiencing strange things for a while now: voices in her room, things moving - ever since we moved in with her.



I have just recently been experiencing these things also. As examples: someone saying things to me in a soft low voice, me seeing shadows, things being moved in the rooms.



Just this last Saturday night, my daughter and I were upstairs and we heard something speaking to us in a very low whispering sound. We were in different rooms but it happened on the same night. That same day I went up to my room to get laundry to wash, and I noticed my daughter had her clothes basket full too, so I took my stuff down and went back up for hers. In that short time that I was away, the basket moved from sitting at the foot of her bed to over by the door!



[bookmark: link88]
Hi Mom and Dad



I bought a house from my parents. Both of my parents had died while living in this house, but did not actually die in the house.



On numerous occasions both myself and other people had experiences of hearing footsteps, seeing doors open for no apparent reason, noises in unoccupied rooms, windows blinds moving without explanation, hearing their names whispered, and even an apparition witnessed by two people.



[bookmark: link89]
Are Some People More Prone to Seeing Ghosts?



I have had experiences several times with apparitions.



I lived in a house that had a twelve-year old girl haunting it. She was playful, but had a mean streak.



The other experience was more recent. I bartended at the…. assembly building and there is definitely an apparition who likes to appear there. I saw him three times, and another bartender has seen him, too.



Black pants, white shirt, he appears as a reflection in the glass door, and walks through the canteen to the back office.



[bookmark: link90]
It Was Creepy



Occasionally things move by themselves around my house. The dogs seem to interact with something that I can't see.



My daughter took a picture of herself in her room using her phone, then came running to show me there was a man standing behind her in the pic. Her phone's memory was full so she was unable to save the pic, but I did get to see it.



It was creepy; he was posing and grinning for the camera.



This old house has had many strange things happen. It will be quiet for months then out of the blue something will happen that I cannot explain.



[bookmark: link91]
Is It a Comfort Having Them Around Still?



We lost two cats in the course of a year. After they died, I started feeling them jump up on the bed and crawl towards me. I started to hear them jump off the counter in the kitchen. It was so loud that I would turn to look.



My husband - not a huge believer in this - mentioned the fact that he hears the cats jumping off the counter all the time, and casually asked if I do too. I said yes and he never mentioned it again.



[bookmark: link92]
The Prison and the Hanging House



We lived in a haunted house as children, and we all experienced lots of goings on: not only did we see things, we heard, smelt, and felt a lot of things that were just not ordinary. Of course we as children knew about ghosts etc. so obviously we were scared.



We did have some really frightening experiences. One day I will write down all that we witnessed. Our house was the old jail built by the British; it was the house of the Superintendent of the then British Jails. It had massive grounds; the prison and the hanging house were just beyond our gardens and grounds. We witnessed some strange visitations and most of them were not nice. This is all for the time being.



[bookmark: link93]
Boys Will Be Boys



Lots of friends used to sleep over at another friend's house, and use his room. I experienced the feeling of someone sitting down on the end of the bed and saw an impression as if someone was there, but saw nothing. Five other friends I talked to had similar experiences in his room while sleeping over.



We all wondered if it was his mother who passed when he was young seeing who was in his room?????



[bookmark: link94]
No Wind, No Breeze, No Explanation



I worked for a friend part-time at his "witchy" store.



Whenever I closed & walked back to turn off the lights, there were these rooms used for storage with windows facing the hall. It terrified me to go past them. I picked up some vibe that there was something there, watching me. Others had the same experience.



One night, another person & I were working late. The phone would ring & no one was there. Then the answering machine would reset itself for no reason. It happened over & over. Then the phone rang again and I jokingly said, "Maybe it's the ghost". Just as I said it, beginning with the first of about twenty sets of wind-chimes, every set chimed, one after the other moving from the back of the store towards us.



No wind, no breeze. No explanation!



[bookmark: link95]
My Children



When I was 6, my family (mom, dad, sister, and me) moved to a home where we lived for about 3 years.



A woman had died in the home leaving behind several small children. With my sister and I in the home, it seems she wanted to look after us. Each of us had multiple experiences, seeing, hearing, even being touched by this woman.



She would straighten up things, sit in our rooms, move things. My parents tried to tell me nothing was there, hoping to calm my fears. I was terrified because I didn't understand.



After we moved out, I was able to get a confession and collaboration from my family about their experiences. Since then, I've had numerous encounters with other entities.



[bookmark: link96]
Who is That Jumping?



I was about 16 at the time, lying on the couch that was opposite the hall and stairs in my old house. As I lay there I heard two large footsteps near the bottom stairs and one large bang on what seemed to be the last step, as if someone had taken a leap and landed with both feet upon the last step.



I was looking at the stairs from the couch wondering what made the noise but did not see anything.



Later, upon recalling the story to my family my brother and sister who were around 13 and 10 years of age at the time, they told me how they too were playing in the front room on a separate occasion when they heard someone run down the steps when no one was actually there.



My mum also recalled a similar event that happened to her that she had told anyone about.



[bookmark: link97]
Cheese Toast and A Shadow Man



It was the middle of the night. I was hungry so I decided to make some cheese toast. I got everything I needed and took it into the downstairs kitchen so I wouldn't wake anyone.



As I entered the kitchen I was greeted by a 7 feet tall, shadowy figure leaning out of the bathroom.



I froze when I saw it, and the figure disappeared immediately while I was staring at it. I just stood there for a while. I don't think I even took a breath in that time.



[bookmark: link98]
Blood-Stained Wood Floors



I grew up in a Civil War field hospital building that was about 250 years old. The old wood floors were still stained with the blood.



At night, when we all rested in bed, you could hear booted footsteps coming up the stairs and down the hall to the middle bedroom where they would come to a creaking halt in front of the radiator and then the metal radiator would make a ticking sound.



We had been told a story by previous owners that it as a soldier who had died in some fighting outside when he had come back for his boots. I was scared as a kid, but then I stopped and thought about it and realized these soldiers died away from their families. They were soldiers. They were walking the halls and protecting us. It made me feel safe.



[bookmark: link99]
I was Astonished



It was about 10:00 at night at my best friend's house.



We were sitting in the living room talking and I looked towards the floor in the doorway. In my peripheral vision I saw something moving from the closet toward the middle of the room. As I noticed this, I looked up and saw a black shadowy figure.



As this shadow being moved across the room, it stopped and looked towards me.



In the room there was a desk lamp and a computer monitor that were switched on, so the room was well lit.



This being stopped in front of the computer monitor and I could not see through it!



I kept my cool and did not reveal to my friend and his mom what I saw, and neither did they; neither one of them said anything.



I left that night and came back the next day to inform my friend what I had seen the night before. My words exactly were, "Dude, you are gonna think I'm crazy" and he interrupted me and said, "what? You saw that black shadowy figure move acr