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THE DEAD AMONG THE LIVING:

HAUNTINGS

Dead! Who the hell are you to tell me I’m dead! You don’t know me, and I don’t want to know you! Now get out of my house! Get out! They took my body! They carried it away and buried it! I want my body! I want my body!

A haunting ghost speaks through the entranced medium Sybil Leek

Some “hauntings” are fraudulent, the work of publicity-seekers or practical jokers; some are the result of over-worked imaginations; and some are caused by paranormal powers of living persons and have nothing to do with the dead. But genuine hauntings are caused by dead human beings who have not made the kind of transition into death often described by those who have died and been resuscitated. For a variety of reasons which we will explore, they are “stuck” right here with the living, without the benefit of physical-bodies. Many of the dead find this so frustrating that they become extremely disruptive and can render a dwelling uninhabitable for living persons.


Genuine hauntings need not involve an apparition, though they often do. They can, however, involve all of the human sense – seeing, hearing, feeling, and smelling – except taste. Most commonly, they involve sounds. Sometimes objects will be moved in hauntings, and human beings will be “touched,” and occasionally particular odors for which there is no normal cause will be associated with some of these events.


What’s it like to live in a haunted dwelling? Let’s consider three typical hauntings: the first involved only sounds; the others, actual apparitions.

The haunted vicarage
An urbane and witty English cleric calmly endured his haunted premises for a year, keeping a detailed record of the strange occurrences in the house during his stay. It was his first parish appointment as an Anglican clergyman and a large country house had been offered him. He and his wife arrived on a Friday afternoon in February.

The vicarage we were to occupy was a square, spacious building, surrounded by lawns and shrubberies. … The house was … a short distance from the village, and separated by a road from two or three cottages, which were the nearest dwellings. Our rooms were large … everything was in good repair, and we congratulated ourselves.1
By Saturday night, the cleric and his wife had two or three rooms ready. Thoroughly exhausted, they locked up and went to bed. Only three living persons were within those four walls – the young couple, and a local woman whom they had hired. But as it turned out there was a fourth occupant – a dead one. Everyone had been deeply asleep for hours when they were suddenly awakened by an extremely loud noise.
The sound was so palpable … so peremptory … pealed on our half-awakened senses with so prolonged a crash, that … its reality [could not] be doubt. … It struck me then and afterwards as being like the crash of iron bars falling suddenly to the ground. Certainly there was a sharp metallic ring about it. Moreover, it was prolonged, and instead of coming from some fixed point it seemed to traverse the house like a succession of rattling echoes treading hard on one another’s heels. …

I may as well say at once that my acquaintance with it was not limited to the experience of that one early Sunday morning.²

This sound occurred many times during their year in the house. But it occurred, invariably, at one specific time only: 2 a.m. on Sunday morning.

After that first noise, the vicar hurriedly dressed and searched the entire house, but could find no clues as to what had happened. The next morning the couple learned that the local woman had also been awakened by the sound, but she wasn’t quite as surprised by it as they were. All she would say was that she had heard of such things happening in the house before. She refused to discuss it further, although she did say that she would sleep at her own house from then on.


That evening, the vicar and his wife decided to search the house before going to bed.
We … set off together, and, passing out of our sitting-room, found ourselves in the square entrance hall, the door of which opened into the garden. Scarcely were we there before we heard a noise which made us pause and listen. The sound came from the long passage upstairs into which all the bedrooms opened, and was simply the sound of human footsteps walking slowly but firmly along the passage. There was no mistake about it. Bold, distinct, and strong, each footfall reached our ears. At once … I dashed upstairs, three steps at a time, and in a moment was on the landing and in full view of the passage. But there was nothing to be seen … we entered and searched the bedrooms. But our search was fruitless. If anybody had been there he had contrived by some way inexplicable to us to make his escape.3
But the vicar was not to be so easily discouraged. He searched the entire house from top to bottom and found nothing. He even unlocked the back door and looked outside.
From this … I was rather hastily recalled by my wife, who announced that the inexplicable footsteps were again in motion; and though on my return they had ceased, yet once more that night they did us the favour of letting us hear them before we went to bed. Now at this point I am bound in honesty to say that … my wife and I, in discussing the matter, did hint at the possibility of our having fallen in with “a haunted house.”4
For the next couple of weeks, nothing much happened excepted for the occasional sounding of the same footsteps.

However, in due time we were favored with a new development. … There was … a range of attics at the top of the house … and we converted them into storerooms. … They were reached by a small staircase opening off the main passage upstairs; and having deposited in them everything that we wished to put out of the way we secured the staircase door.

We had gone to bed one night as usual, and were about … asleep, when all at once there commenced a tumult overhead, which very soon made us as wide-awake as we had ever been in our lives. The noise … seemed to be the result of the tossing about over the attic floors of all the boxes, cases, and bundles stored there. It was loud, boisterous, and persistent. There was a bump, and a rattle, and a roll, and a crash … an investigation discovered nothing. All was quiet. Everything was apparently undisturbed and as much in order as it ever had been.5

Nor was this all. The ghostly inhabitant also provided some “supplementary entertainments:”

From time to time a succession of distinctly audible knocks would greet our ears. These knocks varied in their type. At one time they were hurried, eager, impatient; at a another, slow and hesitating. But, however, in one style or another we were treated to them, … on the average, four nights a week. … They were not very alarming, … and after little familiarity … they were not particularly disturbing.
One feature about them, however, deserves to be noticed. Sometimes, while lying awake, an involuntary listener to their tattoo, I was provoked to the use of a little sarcasm … I would … address the … agent and bit it “be quiet, and do not disturb … people in their beds,” or I would challenge it, if it had any request to make or any complaint to lay, “to come out and do it in a … straightforward way.” … these remonstrances were not well received. They always led to louder, more hurried, and … more passionate knocking.6
Notice that when the “raps” were addressed, they responded “passionately.” Something – or rather, someone, wanted to communicate. Had the vicar brought in a trance psychic, a most interesting conversation might then have taken place – with a ghost. The vicar might even have been able to “release” it, had he known enough. But we’ll talk about that later.


The haunting, then, consisted of four types of noises: rappings, footsteps, attic noises, and the great 2 a.m. “crash” – in varying sequences. Visitors to the house also heard the same sounds. The vicar finally brought the matter up with a woman who lived across the road. He learned that previous occupants of the house had been troubled by the same noises, and the house was regarded locally as “haunted.”
And finally, there was the behavior of the vicar’s dogs: I have always been something of a dog-fancier, and I had at that time two Skye terriers of pure breed, excellent house-dogs, … ready for any fun, with no delicacy as to letting their sweet voices be heard, if they saw good reason for speaking out. Once … they did speak out to good purpose. The winter was a rough one, times were not good, and there were several robberies of houses in the neighborhood. An attempt was made on the vicarage. My trusty dogs, however, gave prompt alarm. I was roused by their fierce barking, reached a window in time to see more than one dark figure on the lawn below … [he drove the burglars off with a few pistol shots.] I mention this incident simply to contrast the behavior of the dogs on that occasion with their conduct in the presence of the mysterious noises. Against these they never once [barked] … when at such times, in [searching] … the house, I came where they were, I always found them cowering in a state of pitiable terror.7
This isn’t unusual. It often happens in hauntings. And it has even been experimentally investigated. Dr. Robert Morris, a psychologist, reports that a researcher investigated a supposedly haunted house in Kentucky with the help of four animals – a dog, a cat, a rat, and a rattlesnake. The haunting phenomena seemed to focus on one room in the house, where tragic events had occurred. When placed in another room in the house, the animals behaved quite normally, but when placed in the haunted room, they reacted strongly. The dog snarled and refused to stay in the room at all. The cat hissed, and, leaping from the investigator’s arms, spat at an unoccupied and apparently innocent chair in the room. Although the rat did not react unusually when brought into the room, the rattlesnake did – it immediately assumed an attack posture facing the same chair which had upset the cat!8
The haunted lawyer
The next case involves haunting by an apparition, which was seen repeatedly by everyone who lived in the house. While still children, Mary Vatas-Simpson and her brother Walter repeatedly saw it. Later, in an account written as an adult, Mary described her first encounters with the apparition.
We lived in a very ancient house. … The staircase was narrow … with frequent landings, from which we loved to lean down to see what was going on below. … One day when I was leaning over at one of our posts of observation, I saw a frail old lady come slowly up the stairs and enter the drawing-room. It surprised me greatly. … There was a whispered conversation between me and my brother Walter, who was sitting astride … the upper banisters, and we resolved to go and see who the intruder was. We went quietly down to the drawing-room … and … found nobody there … as I went up the stairs again I gave a cry of astonishment because I saw the old lady pass … on the landing where I had been.9
A few days later she and another brother, Garry, were playing their favorite game, which involved reversing two chairs and placing a rug over them to form a kind of tent. She suddenly threw the rug in the air …
The first thing I saw was the old lady, dressed the same as before, a very worn black garment, a velvet cape on her shoulders, and a big bonnet on her head.10
Thinking that the lady wished to see her father, a lawyer, she went after her to redirect her, but the lady disappeared. After that they saw her often, and assumed, for a long time, that although mysterious, she was nonetheless “real.”

Their father also had a rather dramatic meeting with this same lady, a meeting which was vividly recorded in his wife’s diary. She says that her husband had refused to take reports on the “lady,” whom she had also seen, seriously. She wrote: “Last night [he] received a great shock, for he saw the phantom himself.” He had been ill, and a lot of work had accumulated on his desk. Deciding to devote the evening to it, he asked not to be disturbed, and retired to his study.
Suddenly I heard a noise in the direction of the study, I heard the door open and … my husband furiously denouncing the servant for allowing a stranger to enter his study. Who had contravened his orders? He was told nobody had, and he said: “Don’t deny it. Where is the woman? When did she come? What does she want? I receive nobody at night. Let her come tomorrow if it pleases her. Now show her the door.”
All this was said as if the intruder were still in the house, and with the intention of making her hear. Meanwhile the servants were protesting that they had not shown in anybody, and had seen nobody go up or down stairs. Suddenly my husband’s face changed. He said no more and stood motionless. He seemed … struck with … confusion. Then he pulled himself together … saying that in the morning he would find out who had taken the liberty of showing a woman into his study. And if the woman came again he would ask her.
He said these words to hide his thoughts, for he spoke very differently when we were alone. He told me that when he was looking among his papers for a very important document, and was much preoccupied, he had happened to raise his eyes, and had seen a frail little old lady on the threshold. Though she came at an inconvenient time he did not fail in courtesy, but got up and asked her to come in. Seeing that she did not move or speak, and only kept looking at him, he advanced to repeat the invitation. But the lady remained silent and immobile, and seemed to regard him with a sad expression. Thinking that she was out of breath from mounting the stairs, my husband waited some time, but since no reply came he came forward, the lady imitating him with a gliding movement. The room being large, there was always some distance between them, and my husband took several steps toward her. At last he walked resolutely forward, decided to probe the mystery of the silence. But then he saw her no more.

She had disappeared! …
He said his study was brightly lighted. … He had never thought he was face to face with a phantom. … He described [her] in these terms: … an old lady, small and frail, very pale, dressed in dark garments, with a large bonnet on her head, tied under the chin, and [her] hands always crossed. She had come forward with a … gliding motion.11
A ghost – a very real ghost. But what was she doing there, in her quaint, old-fashioned clothing, moving about the house as if she “lived” there? She does live there, just as she used to when she had a flesh and blood body.

The haunted widow
In October of 1929, Mrs. Clarice Deane spent the weekend in Cleveland, Ohio, at the home of a Mrs. Mills, whom she had hired to care for her daughter. Mrs. Deane knew almost nothing about the Mills family – only that Mrs. Mills was a widow with a young son. That night Mrs. Deane had an experience which she will never forget.
Whilst undressing for bed on my first evening I heard sounds at the bedroom door as if the knob were being turned and on opening it saw a good-looking young girl, normally dressed, standing there. … I said, “Hello, who are you?” to which she replied, “I’m Lottie and this is my room,” but when I said, “Won’t you come in?” she just smiled and entirely disappeared.

Strangely, I did not feel at all nervous and slept quite soundly that night. In the morning I said to Mrs. Mills, “Who’s Lottie?” She replied, “Lottie was my pet name for my daughter Charlotte who died a few years ago, but how do you know about her?”
So I told her of the visit to my bedroom the night before. She showed me a photograph of Charlotte, who looked just as I had “seen” her.12

Mrs. Deane had suspected nothing unusual until the girl disappeared as she watched. She appeared completely solid, and in her late teens or early twenties. Mrs. Mills was “very upset” about the incident and refused to discuss it, as people in haunted houses often do.

The incidents described in these three cases are typical of hauntings. Unlike other types of apparitions, the haunting dead do not try to “appear” to living humans with whom they have emotional ties. Rather, they are tied to particular dwellings where they once lived; they are linked, not to a person, but to a place.

Would you live in a “haunted house”? You might – if the ghost weren’t too troublesome. In fact, some ghosts are exceedingly well-mannered, to the point that they may inspire feelings of affectionate concern on the part of the living. Others, however, are so troublesome that the premises become almost impossible to live in.

In 1942 Danton Walker, a journalist, bought an old eighteenth-century house in Rockland County, New York. Walker soon realized that he had an invisible guest, a guest whose activities became so disruptive that Walker was finally forced to abandon the house, which had been beautifully restored at considerable expense.

His problems began one afternoon in 1944, with violent knocking on the front door. When he opened it, no one was there. It soon became clear that the “knocker,” who might issue his summons at any hour of the day or night, was invisible, for no one was ever there, even when the door was opened immediately. Heavy footsteps in empty parts of the house became commonplace. Loud thumping sounds, as if someone had fallen violently, were heard from empty rooms. Household objects were inexplicably moved and damaged; pewter pitchers fell near guests, almost as if thrown. Paralyzing sensations of “cold” that bore no relation to drafts or thermal conditions in the room were felt by Mr. Walker and his guests. Once, seized by such a chill when he was ill and had gone to bed early, Mr. Walker unthinkingly shouted, “Oh, for God’s sake, let me alone!” The “chill” immediately ceased. A weekend guest, an entirely down-to-earth friend who regarded “ghosts” as nothing but nonsense, insisted on sleeping in the house despite Walker’s warning that he was likely to spend an uneasy night. Scoffing at such notions, he went peacefully to bed, but he was not peaceful for long. His bedside light blinked on and off repeatedly, although all other lights in the house behaved normally. He was awakened from a deep sleep by a violent slap in the face, although no one was in the room. Leaping upright in bed, he saw a shirt he had hung across a chair waving back and forth. This was too much for the skeptical guest, who spent the rest of the night in another house Walker had built nearby. By this time, Walker says,
I myself had not spent a night alone in the main house in four years. It got so that I just couldn’t take it. In fact, I built the studio specifically to get away from staying there. When people have kidded me about my “haunted house,” my reply is, would I have spent so much time and money restoring the house, and then built another to spend the night in, if there had not been some valid reason?13
The ghost, when contacted through a trance psychic, turned out to be a Revolutionary War soldier who had been agonizingly tortured and had later died nearby. He was “helped” by methods we’ll consider later, and the haunting phenomena ceased.
Just how common are hauntings?
It would be reasonable to suppose that such bizarre phenomena are extremely rare, but there’s a good deal of evidence to suggest that they’re not. There are, to begin with, plenty of reasons for concealing the fact that you’re living in a haunted house. If you are, you’ll probably want to move. And what could be worse for real-estate values than an active ghost? It’s interesting to note, in that regard, that in European law, hauntings have been recognized for centuries as adequate grounds for breaking a lease! In fact, the belief that houses can be haunted is so ancient and so widespread that

… in every language there are words to describe it: spoken in German, haunting in English, spiritate or infestate in Italian, hanter in French, without counting numerous local terms.14

There are other reasons for concealing a haunting that are even more obvious: a desire to avoid personal embarrassment for oneself and one’s family, and a desire not to be thought insane! I have talked to a few owners of haunted premises, who confided in me only after they had heard me discussing such matters openly. “Now you’re going to think I’m crazy,” they would say, “but … .” Others begin with: “Now the wife and I are completely normal. We’ve got a snowmobile, a boat, two cars. …” And when we talk to those from whom the haunted seek help, such as clergymen willing to perform exorcisms, we begin to get an idea of just how common hauntings are. Canon J.D. Pearce-Higgins, for example, is a London clergyman with a scholarly as well as compassionate interest in ghosts. Once the public learned that he would exorcise houses of their ghosts, he found himself inundated with requests for help. Writing in 1973, he said:

All I can say is that … during the past few years some hundred or so houses have been cleared of their unwanted visitors. … Some of these cases received a good deal of publicity and … [now] I cannot deal with even all the ghosts in Southwark let alone other parts of England!15

Hauntings – by the living
Typical haunting phenomena – rappings, bangings, and objects moving about under their own power – may sometimes occur only in the presence of a young person between ten and twenty years of age, in most cases a girl. If that person leaves the premises to go to school or work, or moves to a different dwelling, the phenomena accompany her. And, according to W.G. Roll, who has studied these mysterious events, there are some recurrent personality factors involved: “In all cases there is evidence of tension, mostly anger, which cannot find ordinary ways of expression.” Unlike hauntings by the dead, which can go on for decades or even centuries, hauntings by the living are brief, lasting only a few days, weeks, or months. But, however brief, they are extremely bizarre and dramatic, to the point that – as the following case will show – observers can scarcely believe their eyes.

In the “Sauchie” case, the phenomena centered around an eleven-year-old Irish girl, Virginia Campbell, who had been sent to live with her older brother in Sauchie, Scotland. Within a short time, Virginia’s mother left to take work elsewhere, and Virginia was deprived of those to whom she was close. Starting on November 22nd, 1960, and continuing intermittently until March, 1961, some extraordinary phenomena began to occur. They consisted of paranormal noises and the paranormal movement of objects, and they always ceased completely when Virginia went to sleep. Knocking would sound from objects in Virginia’s vicinity, varying from gentle tappings to violently agitated and very loud raps. Harsh, rasping, sawing noises also occurred – some of these were recorded. A sideboard once floated five inches away from the wall, and then floated back. A large linen chest floated off the floor and moved eighteen inches; the lid opened and shut of its own accord several times. At school, a desk behind Virginia was seen to float an inch off the floor and then settle down again. While Virginia was standing beside her teacher’s desk, a blackboard pointer began to vibrate vigorously, as did the desk. The pointer floated off the desk onto the floor, and the desk, at which the astounded teacher was sitting, floated off the floor and came to rest in another position. An apple was seen to float out of a fruit bowl under its own power, as did a shaving brush, which took off and flew round the bathroom under the gaze of astounded observers. In all of these incidents, there is no question of trickery through wires, levers, hidden threads, and sleight-of-hand, because the objects and surroundings were immediately investigated, on the spot, by responsible observers. Since the house involved had been lived in since 1952, and nothing at all unusual had occurred until Virginia’s arrival in 1960, it is obvious that she was the “source.”
The psychological reasons for the [phenomena] … seem … obvious. Virginia was feeling “deprived.” On several occasions she went into hysterical uninhibited semi-trance states when she complained bitterly of missing her friend Anna and her dog. Clearly she needed attention, and love, and the paranormal disturbances both registered her disapproval of her parents’ actions and also provided a means whereby she became the centre of the attention and love which she craved. When she had been fussed over and “made her point” the self-therapeutic performance came to an end, having achieved what Virginia herself subconsciously needed but could not consciously admit.16
A similar pattern can be discerned in other cases of this type. It seems obvious that the phenomena are paranormally generated by the living “agent” – how, we have no idea.
Hauntings – by the dead
But sometimes haunting phenomena of the Sauchie type show such obvious evidence of intelligence that they can be more reasonably connected with an invisible entity than with a mysterious “force” generated by a living person. Sir William Barrett, a distinguished professor of physics, investigated mysterious rappings and knockings at Derrygonnelly in Ireland. The sounds were associated with a twenty-year-old girl named Margaret. Barrett asked Margaret’s father, a farmer in the district, whether the “rapper” would answer questions by giving a certain number of raps. He was told that it would. Barrett writes:
This it did in my presence. … I mentally asked it, no word being spoken, to knock a certain number of times and it did so. To avoid any error or delusion on my part, I put my hands in the side pockets of my overcoat and asked it to knock the number of fingers I had open. It correctly did so. Then, with a different number of fingers open each time, the experiment was repeated four times in succession, and four times I obtained absolutely the correct number of raps … coincidence here is practically out of the question, and the interesting fact remains that some telepathic rapport between the unseen and ourselves appears to exist.17
When haunting phenomena are associated with apparitions of dead people who once lived in the house, and the apparitions are seen repeatedly by many different people over a period of years, there is obviously no doubt that the dead are responsible. Alfred Axtell, of 17 Woodstock Road, Oxford, England, has played host to Mr. Walklett, the deceased former owner of his house, for almost thirty years. A couple of weeks after moving in, Mr. Axtell came face to face with the dead man:
On the staircase … I saw distinctly an apparition in the form of Mr. Walklett … [which then] vanished. I might say that I was well acquainted with … Mr. Walklett. I ascribe this happening as being probably due to some form of imagination. … I dismissed the matter from my mind … and did not mention it to anyone.18
A few weeks later an elderly woman who lived with the Axtells was extremely frightened by the sudden appearance of a “man” on the same staircase. Mr. Walklett’s appearance was quite distinctive, and Mr. Axtell had no trouble identifying him from the woman’s description. He asked her to say nothing of her experience, and to try to forget it. Several months later, the same apparition was seen by the Axtell’s six-year-old son and by Mrs. Axtell. All of these sightings took place within eighteen months of Mr. Walklett’s death, after which he apparently reduced his visibility, but continued to inhabit the premises. Twenty-eight years later he was seen again by Mr. Axtell’s stepson, who had never been told about the apparition. Mr. Axtell writes:
One night, my stepson was in the drawing-room on the first floor with me. … On this particular occasion he went out … and a few minutes afterwards opened the drawing-room door and called me out. My stepson was ashen grey and very much upset. I took him downstairs, and when he had regained his composure, I said to him, “You saw something – tell me exactly what it was.” His description tallied with that of Mr. Walklett, as being a stoutish man five feet seven in height with a long flowing beard of a lightish colour … the apparition appeared on the landing.19
Here is the stepson’s story:
During my mother’s lifetime it was my custom to o to 17 Woodstock Road almost every Saturday evening in winter time. My stepfather and I always had a smoke on the landing, as mother disliked it in the drawing-room. On the night when I had my strange experience my stepfather had just left me to finish my smoke, and had returned to the drawing-room. I suddenly heard a shuffling around, but did not look up for a moment, thinking that he had returned for something. When I did, to my surprise, I saw what appeared to be an ordinary old man in a dressing-gown, walking across the floor.  It was all so natural that I was on the point of asking him what he wanted – I was not alarmed at all – when to my horror he continued his walk until he passed right through a closed door which had not been opened for years, and had a coat-rack screwed right across it … I thought I was going out of my mind.20
In another similarly dramatic case, the Morton family of Cheltenham, a small city in the West of England, lived with the much more active ghost of a former resident for eight years. During this period the ghost was seen repeatedly by thirteen different people, and heard by about twenty. The ghost was identified as Imogene Swinhoe, the wife of the house’s first owner, who had died an alcoholic’s death four years before the Mortons moved in. Rose, one of the Morton daughters, kept a detailed diary on its appearances. She describes her first encounter:
I had gone up to my room, but was not yet in bed, when I heard someone at the door, and went to it, thinking it might be my mother. On opening the door … I saw the figure of a tall lady, dressed in black, standing at the head of the stairs. After a few moments, she descended the stairs. … [She was] dressed in black of a soft woolen material. … The face was hidden in a handkerchief held in the right hand. … I saw the upper part of the left side of the forehead, and a little of the hair below. Her left hand was nearly hidden by her sleeve and [the] fold of her dress. As she held it down a portion of a widow’s cuff was visible on both wrists, so that the whole impression was that of a lady in widow’s [dress]. There was no cap on the head but a general effect of blackness suggested a bonnet, with long veil or hood.21
On a number of occasions, Rose followed the ghost down the stairs and into the drawing-room, where it would sometimes linger, usually standing on the right-hand side of the bow window. It would then go down the hall to the garden door, where it would always disappear. Rose often attempted to touch the figure, but was never successful: “It was not that there was nothing there to touch, but that she always seemed beyond me, and if followed into a corner, simply disappeared.” She spoke to the figure on several occasions, but, although it would stop and seem about to speak, all she ever received from it was a slight gasp.
I went into the drawing-room … and sat down on a couch close to the bow window. A few minutes after, as I sat reading, I saw the figure come in at the open door, cross the room and take up a position close behind the couch where I was. … She stood behind the couch for about half an hour, and then as usual walked to the door. I went after her … and saw her pass along the hall, until she came to the garden door, where she disappeared. I spoke to her as she passed the foot of the stairs, but she did not answer, although as before she stopped and seemed as though about to speak.22
Typical haunting sounds were associated with the ghost: a characteristic footstep, heavy thuds and bumping sounds, and the sound of door handles turning. For the first four years of its appearance, it was entirely solid and lifelike, being mistaken, at first, for a real person. After that it grew less distinct in outline, although never transparent, and finally ceased to appear at all, although its footsteps continued to be heard a while longer. Finally even these were heard no more, and the haunting ceased. Before it did, however, Rose Morton carried out an experiement which is unique in the history of ghost research. She glued fine string across the staircase, after everyone else was in bed, and kept watch. Her patience was rewarded. On two occasions, she saw the ghost pass through the string without disturbing it.
The dead among the living: haunting motives
Most of the dead don’t seem to end up as haunting ghosts. Can we understand the motives of those who do? Indeed we can. They can be inferred from the behavior of some ghosts, and, in exorcisms, actually discussed with others – in some of the strangest conversations that have ever been recorded. Both methods seem to yield a very similar set of motives. Let’s consider first how ghostly behavior suggests reasons for hauntings.
Instant hauntings

Sometimes a dead person announces his death, not by appearing as an apparition, but by creating an extremely brief “haunting.” The noises and the movement of objects that are typical of hauntings may occur for a few moments after death. In typical examples, a mirror inexplicably shatters, furniture moves of its own accord, paintings fall off the walls, and mysterious sounds are heard: the “slamming” of a door, when the door in fact doesn’t move, inexplicable “footsteps,” the sound of a heavy object rolling on the floor when there is nothing to be seen. Here is a recent example from Sweden:
Evening in the country. Father, mother, brother, and I in the kitchen. Kille lay in his basket, and he was the world’s watchdog: he loved people, good and bad alike, and never barked.
“Someone’s coming, said my brother, listening to sounds from the gravel path. We all heard steps – they rounded the corner the house and approached the kitchen door. Kille started growling deep down in his stomach. Someone knocked on the door. In the country a person always knocks on the outer door first, then opens and walks in and knocks the inner door, so no one bothered about opening. The knocking came again. “Go open the door,” said father. Kille raised a thick ruff about his neck – the hair stood straight up. My mother walked over to open the inner door; then Kille rose up cautiously, his body stuff as a board and his hair on end. Just as she opened the outer door, Kille flew like lightning out of his box, barking loudly, and rushed into the wood-storage room and disappeared under the stove there. Outside there was nothing. How well I remember the open door and the darkness outside, and that mysterious nothing which was there as if it were someone. Father and my brother went outside … to see if a tramp was there, but found nothing. The next day one of mother’s relatives came and told us that one of our close relatives had died. Later when I reminded mother of what happened, she only answered curtly, “Yes, that was the evening Måns Nilsson died.”23

In addition to the strong reaction of the dog, this case has another interesting feature, the two sounds involved, for footsteps and knocking are probably the most common haunting noises. Why some of the newly dead “haunt” briefly, while others appear as apparitions and still others do not manifest at all, is something we simply do not know. [Transcriber’s (Blue-Text) Addition: I will add my own theory as to possible reasons. I have reason to suspect that it depends on an individual’s mind-set upon physical-demise. The people who do not become hauntings have probably transitioned properly due to not having a “fixed” idea that the earth is the only place where there can be conscious-existence. I do not know at this point as to what determines the types of hauntings for the earth-bound. I might also suspect that if other planets had such things as sentient-species, similar to that of humans, that they, too, may also have their [name-of-planet]-bound haunting phenomena as well…]
Unkept promises by the living

Some haunting phenomena cease when a promise which has been made to a dead person, but not kept, is carried out. In one such case, pieces of wood began to float and fly about of their own volition in an English carpenter’s shop in the little village of Swanland. Regardless of who was in the shop or absent from it, this went on continuously for six weeks, and was witnessed by all who worked there, as well as by dozens of curious visitors. One of the carpenters, a Mr. Bristow, described what life in a “haunted” carpentry shop was like:
The pieces of wood cut by us and fallen on the ground worked their way into the corners of the shop, from where they raised themselves to the ceiling in some mysterious and invisible manner. None of the workmen, none of the visitors, who flocked there in great numbers during six weeks of these manifestations, ever saw a single piece in the act of rising. And yet the pieces of wood, in spite of our vigilance, quickly found their way up in order to fall on us from a place where nothing existed a moment before. By degrees we got used to the thing, and the movements of the pieces of wood, which seemed alive and in some cases even intelligent, no longer surprised us.24
One person in particular was impressed with these events, a man named John Gray. His brother, who had died owing money to creditors, had had a son who had been an apprentice in the carpentry shop, but who had died of tuberculosis. Local gossip held that John Gray had promised his dying nephew to pay his brother’s debts. But he had not. When the haunting began, Gray became extremely afraid, and after six weeks, paid the debts, which amounted to one hundred pounds. As soon as he did, the phenomena immediately stopped.
Unfinished business by the dead
This is a theme which comes through clearly as a haunting motive during “conversations” between psychics and ghosts. It is also suggested by some apparitional cases, such as the following one. On Sunday, the 20th of September, 1953, George Jonas, caretaker of the Yorkshire Museum in York, England, was on duty there following an evening meeting. After he and his wife locked the front door, they went into the basement kitchen. To their surprise, they heard footsteps overhead. When Mr. Jonas went up to investigate he encountered an elderly man coming out of the museum director’s office.
 I thought he was an odd looking chap, because he was wearing a frock coat, drainpipe trousers and had fluffy side whiskers. He had very little hair and walked with a slight stoop. I decided he must be an eccentric professor. As I neared the top of the stairs, he seemed to change his mind, turn, and walk back into the office. When I got to the door, he seemed to change his mind again and turned quickly to come out. I stood on one side to let him pass and said, “Excuse me, Sir, are you looking for Mr. Willmott?” [the museum’s director]. He did not answer but just shuffled past me and began to go down the stairs towards the library. Being only a few feet from him, I saw his face clearly. … He looked agitated, had a frown on his face, and kept muttering, “I must find it; I must find it.”
It was queer, but I did not think about ghosts for one minute. He looked just as real as you or me. But I did not want him roaming around so late at night, and anyway I wanted to lock up and catch my bus. As I followed him down the stairs, I noticed that he was wearing what seemed to be elastic-sided boots, and I remember thinking how old-fashioned the big black buttons looked on the back of his coat.
Still muttering, he went into the library. It was in darkness and I switched on the lights as I followed him in a few yards behind. He was standing between two tall book racks. … He seemed anxious to find something. I thought to myself, this has gone far enough. So, thinking he was deaf, I stretched my right hand out to touch him on the shoulder. But as my hand drew near his coat he vanished.25
A month later Mr. Jonas saw the same apparition again. It descended the stairs from the first floor, crossed the hall, and walked through a closed door.

Long dead, and obviously unaware of the passage of time (as many ghosts are), the old man continued to search for something he had urgently wanted to find – before he died.
Transfixed by death
The behavior of some ghosts clearly shows that they have been so traumatized by their deaths that they are completely “fixed” at that point in time, and re-live their deaths over and over again. In August of 1904, three sisters were walking across the fields near an old Elizabethan manor house. It was a sunny afternoon, and the last thing they expected to encounter was a strange man by an oak tree. The youngest sister recalled:
Walking closer, I saw that it was a man, hanging … from [the] oak tree. … He was [wearing] a loose blouse [and] heavy … boots. His head hung forward, and the arms dropped forward too. … I saw the shadow of the [fence] railings through him.26
When she got within fifteen yards of the “hanging man,” he suddenly vanished. Hung long ago from that old oak tree, and transfixed by his death agony, he had been “hanging” – ever since.

In July, 1965, two Australian tourists came to stay in an old farmhouse in the English village of Waresley. One of the women, Mr. Herbert, had been strongly psychic all her life. During her first night at the farm:
I quickly fell asleep as I usually do, and I think I had been asleep for some time when I was awakened by a little boy kneeling at the side of my bed and looking at me with a pleading look. I can still see his face, so thin and drawn and he gave me the impression that had he stood up he would have been tall and bony. His hair was fair and straight and falling to one side.
I sat up in bed, and although he did not speak, I could feel he was asking me to call his mummy, and I tried to call, “Mummy.” The strange thing was that I knew Mrs. Ross [her companion] was sleeping in the next room, but I also knew that was where he wanted me to call his mother from. I could feel his hands clawing at my arm – almost hurting it. I can remember the sensation vividly. This seemed to go on for a long, long time, and I was very distressed by not afraid.
Eventually I called “Mummy!” rather loudly, and at that moment he disappeared.27
When Miss Margaret Minney, who had lived at the farm all her life, was told about this experience, she recognized the little boy as her brother Johnnie, who had died an agonizing death from meningitis forty-five years earlier. When he first fell ill he would scream with pain and call constantly for “Mummy.” During the later stages of his illness he had been unable to speak. This poor little boy, who died in 1921, has been in the house ever since, still transfixed on his death agony, still trying in vain to call for his mother!

Joan Grant, a talented psychic who has worked with the troubled dead, has given us an even more vivid example of this after-death state. On a summer holiday, she was staying at the Palace Hotel in Brussels. Exhausted, she decided to go to bed early.
I had a long, hot bath. But instead of feeling relaxed I was becoming increasingly tense. In bed I tried to read, but after about half an hour, finding I was unable to concentrate, I switched off the light. I was still very wide awake when suddenly a young man rushed out of the bathroom; and before I had time either to move or speak he flung himself out of the window.
I dived under the bedclothes, so that I should not hear the dreadful thud of his body hitting the paving-stones. After a couple of minutes I forced myself to sit up and listen. But I heard nothing: no agonised groans … no shrieks. … So no one could have seen him fall. … I must shout for someone to help him [her room overlooked an interior service courtyard].
Clutching the handrail I peered down … but there was no corpse there. And where the corpse should have been, a waiter was carrying a crate of bottles. This was the first time I had found myself alone in a room which was being haunted by a suicide. If I prayed hard enough someone would come to look after him and then I should stop being so terrified. I prayed until the sweat ran down my forehead: and then got back into bed and tried to sleep.
But I still had my eyes open when the same dreadful sequence was repeated. This time I made myself listen, but I heard nothing; so I was unable to learn whether he had lingered screaming or died instantly.

Praying hadn’t helped the poor man, so freeing him from the despair in which he was trapped was a job that I was expected to do. My heart was pounding so hard that it was difficult to think clearly. I had freed many newly dead people … but I had been able to do so because I had managed not to be affected by their fear. I could feel his panic soaking into me like ink into blotting-paper. I should have to feel what he was feeling before I could get close enough to him to be of any real help … but then his fear might be stronger than my dwindling courage [and] my body might follow his on that horrifying plunge.
At least I could guard against this danger by pulling the chest of drawers across the window, so that whatever happened I could not fall out. When this barrier was in place I felt a little braver, but could only just hold back the waves of fear which I knew would get much more insistent when I attained the necessary degree of identification.
I know that I shared that man’s fall. As he leaned over the balustrade he suddenly tried to regain his balance … but it was too late. He tried to thrust out his arms to break his fall … he seemed to fall slowly … so slowly … Then he realised that he would be terribly injured, and tried to pull his arms back so as to land on his head. He felt no pain … only a grinding thud … and then he was back in the bathroom again and running towards the window again … over and over again.
I found myself standing with my hands stretched upwards, saying aloud, “Your fear has entered me and you are free … your fear has entered me and you are free.” The fear, both his and mine, began to release itself in a flood of tears.28
The next morning she learned from the hotel manager that the previous occupant of her room had thrown himself from the window five days earlier.
Where shall I go?

According to exorcist John Pearce-Higgins, most haunting ghosts continue to inhabit their familiar surroundings because they don’t know what else to do [Transcriber’s (Blue-Text) Addition: I highlighted that into red to support my case about why I tell people to instruct haunting spirits to look “up” into the “Light” and move away from this earth-life existence (helping them realise that they are now spirits) where they will be happier. I guess you could say it is my theory and experiment of modern-day exorcism.]. Many do not realize that they are dead and seem to be “frozen” in time, confused, and unaware that decades may have passed since their deaths. It seems clear that many haunting noises are efforts on the part of ghosts to call for help, to call attention to themselves, for they apparently are fully aware of what is happening around them, but, without bodies, are unable to participate in any way – a situation which they find perplexing and frustrating, especially as they appear perfectly solid and normal themselves, dressed in familiar clothing. A minority do realize that they are dead but don’t where else to go. The behavior of many of many haunting apparitions seems to support this explanation. Here are two who behave exactly as if they are still “living” in the house.
I was living with my mother in a ground-floor flat in Sussex Gardens. … This flat was shaped like a … letter L and there was a sep in the long part of the corridor just before reaching the main bedroom. … I often saw an old lady with a stick pausing before she negotiated this step, presumably on her way back to the bedroom from the loo round the corner. … I did not tell my mother about her, because I did not want to upset her. … One night, I can’t think why, I spent the night in this room and had a terrible time, scared stiff of something that appeared to resent my presence. I was too frightened to sleep. I can’t think now why I was not in my own room round the corner – perhaps we had guests – but next day I told mother that I wouldn’t sleep there again. She said, “I wonder if it was the old lady.” She had kept quiet about her for fear of worrying me.29
An old lady with a stick, painfully making her way from her bedroom to the bathroom and back again, resenting the new tenants, unable or unwilling to realize what has happened to her – that she is dead.
It … became apparent … that we had a gentleman resident who used to glide in and out of rooms … at any time of the day and night. At first my wife and I used to just say, ‘Ooh,’ as he glided through; but for a long time we never saw his face. …. One night … I was … by the fire reading … I became aware of [him] sitting opposite to me. There was no feeling of fear. Just the usual recognition of a normal person. He … sat there, normal, placid, and unsmiling. He was tall; near six feet; dark hair brushed back and parted to the side. … He had dark eyes, a pale, sallow complexion; he wore a navy blue serge suit, with a white shirt and dark tie … this was the fellow who used to glide through the house at any old time, and he still did it until we left.30
This fellow seems, and is, a perfectly normal person – except that he’s dead!
Three exorcists talk to the dead

Hans Holzer is a psychical researcher who uses a trance medium to talk to, and release, haunting ghosts. John Pearce-Higgins, the Anglican churchman who has specialized in exorcising haunted dwellings, also works through trance psychics. Psychical researcher Hewat McKenzie collaborated with Eileen Garrett, one of the best-known trance mediums of this century. Their conversations with ghosts are among the strangest and most fascinating dialogues ever to be recorded. From them, we can understand directly what motivates a haunting ghost.

In order to exorcise, or release, a haunting ghost, a trance psychic and a colleague are required. Haunting ghosts find fully entranced psychics irresistible, and, entering their bodies, speak through them. This process has some rather startling side effects. The voice coming from the mouth of the medium does not sound like hers; it may be strongly masculine, or a feminine voice of a very different quality. In addition, an even more startling phenomenon can accompany the process: the facial features of the psychic may change substantially until she appears to have another face – that of the ghost. In conversing with the ghost through the psychic, the colleague must persuade it that it is dead and no longer belongs in its earthly surroundings. Conversations with haunting ghosts have revealed several basic motives for hauntings, which recur again and again.
Deranged by the trauma of death
In these cases the ghost is so obsessed by the events and emotions of his death that he is “transfixed,” and cannot perceive the world which awaits him beyond death. He may even be so affected that he is, although conscious, “in darkness,” as in the following case which involves a haunted apartment on New York’s Fifth Avenue. The ghost was released by Hans Holzer, working with the trance medium Ethel Meyers. The proceedings were taped from beginning to end (it took seventeen sessions over a five-month period to deal with this ghost). With her help, we are about to meet a ghost.
With bated breath, we awaited the arrival of whatever personality might be the “ghost” referred to. We expected some violence … and we got it. This is quite normal with such cases, especially at the first contact. It appears that a “disturbed personality” continuously relives his or her “passing condition,” or cause of death, and it is this last agony that so frequently makes ghostly visitations matters of horror. If emotional anxiety is the cause of death, or was present at death, then the … entity will keep reliving that final agony, much like a phonograph needle stuck in the last groove of a record. But here is what happened on that first occasion.
Sitting of July 11th, 1953, at 226 Fifth Avenue
The medium, now possessed by unknown entity, has difficulty in speaking. Entity breaks into mad laughter full of hatred.
Entity: … they’re coming … Where is Mignon? WHERE IS SHE?
Question: We wish to help you. Who is Mignon?

Entity: She should be here … where is she … you’ve got her! Where is she! Where is the baby!

Question: What baby?

Entity: What did they do with her?

Question: We’re your friends.

Entity: (in tears) Oh, and enemy … an enemy …

Question: What is your name?
Entity: Guychone … Guychone … (expresses pain at the neck; hands feeling around are apparently puzzled by finding a woman’s body.)

Question: You are using someone else’s body. (Entity clutches throat.) Does it hurt you there?

Entity: Not any more … it’s whole again … I can’t see. … All is so different, all is very strange … nothing is the same.

I asked him how he died. This excited him immediately.

Entity: (hysterical) I didn’t do it … I tell you I didn’t do it, no … Mignon, Mignon … where is she? They took the baby … she put me away … they took her … [Why did he put you away?] So no one could find me. [Where?] I stay there [upstairs] all the time.

Question: Do you find it difficult to use this body?
Entity: WHAT?? WHAT?? I’m HERE … I’m here … This is my house … what are YOU doing here?

Question: Tell me about the little room upstairs.

Entity: (crying) Can I go … away … from the room?

At this point, the entity left, and the medium’s control [a discarnate who works with this particular medium], Albert, took over her body.

Albert: This individual … suffered violence. … He was a Confederate [soldier in the American Civil War].
Question: What was his name?

Albert: It is not as he says. That is an assumed name, that he likes to take. He is not as yet willing to give full particulars. …

Question: What about Mignon and the baby?

Albert: Well, they of course are a long time on this side [dead], but he never knew that, what became of them. They were separated cruelly.

Question: How did he die?
Albert: By violence. [Was he hanged?] Yes. [In the little room?] Yes. [Was it suicide or murder?] He says it was murder.31
The séance ended. The medium stood up and began swinging forward and back like a suspended body. She said that she felt very stiff from “hanging” and was surprised to find that her body was intact, as her abdomen had been cut open; The medium was experiencing a dead man’s memories of his death by hanging and of an abdominal wound he received before death at the hands of those who murdered him. She continued to feel pain in her throat and stomach for some time. Holzer noticed that, while “Guychone” was speaking through her “a luminescent white an greenish glow [covered] the medium, creating the impression of an older man without hair, with high cheekbones and thin arms.”

“Guychone” followed Mrs. Meyers home after his first séance.
[He] twice appeared to her at night in a kind of “whitish halo,” with an expression of frantic appeal in his eyes. Upon her admonition to be patient until the sitting, the apparition … vanished.32
The next sitting took place on July 14th, and proved to be equally dramatic. Like most haunting ghosts, Guychone was entirely unaware of the passage of time since his death.
Question: Do you know what year it is?
Guychone: 1873.

Question: No, it is 1953. Eighty years have gone by. You are no longer alive. Do you understand?

Guychone: Eighty years? EIGHTY YEARS? I’m not a hundred and ten years?

Question: No, you are not. You’re forever young. Mignon is on your side, too. We have come to help you understand yourself. What happened in 1873?

Guychone: Nobody’s goddamn business … mine … mine!
Question: All right, keep your secret then, but don’t you want to see Mignon? Don’t you want justice done? (mad, bitter laughter). … The fact you are here and able to speak, doesn’t that prove that there is hope for you? What happened in 1873? Remember the house on Fifth Avenue, the room upstairs, the horse …?
Guychone: Riding, riding … find her … they took her away.

Question: Who took her away?

Guychone: YOU! (Threatens to strike interrogator.)

Question: No, we’re your friends. Where can we find a record of your Army service? Is it true you were on a dangerous mission?

Guychone: Yes.

Question: In what capacity?
Guychone: That is my affair! I do not divulge my secrets. I am a gentleman, and my secrets die with me.

Question: Give us your rank.

Guychone: I was a Colonel.

Question: In what regiment?

Guychone: Two hundred and sixth.

Question: Were you infantry or cavalry?

Guychone: Cavalry.

Question: In the War Between the States?

Guychone: Yes.

Question: Where did you make your home before you came to New York?

Guychone: Charleston … Elm Street.

Question: What is your family name, Colonel?

Guychone: (crying) As a gentleman, I am not ready to give you that information … it’s no use, I won’t name it.

Question: You make it hard for us, but we will abide by your wishes.

Guychone: (relieved) I am very much obliged to you … for giving me the information that it is EIGHTY YEARS. Eighty years!

Question: Is there anything you want us to do for you? Any unfinished business?

Guychone: Eighty years makes a difference … I am a broken man … God bless you … Mignon … it is so dark, so dark.33
Holzer proceeded to explain to Guychone that he was communicating temporarily through a woman’s body, and how the hatred he felt for those who killed him had kept him in the house on Fifth Avenue and prevented him from making a normal transition to a post-mortem existence.
The transcript cannot fully convey the tense situation existing between a violent, hate-inspired … personality fresh from [long] darkness, and an interrogator trying calmly to bring light to a disturbed mind. Toward the end of the session, Guychone … began to realize that much time had passed since his personal tragedy. … Actually, the method of “liberating” a “ghost” is no different from that used by a psychiatrist to free a flesh-and-blood person from obsessions of other personality disturbances. Both deal with the mind.34
It is typical progression in exorcisms that the entity’s consciousness is raised by the exorcist to the point that he can perceive dead loved ones. Typically, these take him in hand and lead him to a normal post-mortem existence. By July 28th, this was happening to Guychone. He said, “I want to say my mother is here, I saw her, she says God bless you. I understand more now. Thank you.
Uncompleted tasks
There are many kinds of “unfinished business” that can bind a ghost to a given place. Three examples of this type of haunting will reveal the range of circumstances that can keep a spirit “earthbound.”

The first case, which was described earlier, involves the haunting of Danton Walker’s house in Rockland County, New York. The ghost, a Polish immigrant, had served with American troops during the American Revolution. He was carrying secret military plans when captured by the British, who beat and tortured him savagely during interrogation. As a result, he became partially deranged and died a number of years later, still obsessed by the military information which he had been carrying and had hidden, before his capture, on what is now Mr. Walker’s estate. His “unfinished business” was the safety of these hidden plans, with which he was still obsessed. A Park Avenue psychiatrist, identified only as “Dr. L.,” conducted the exorcism of Danton Walker’s house with the help of the trance medium Eileen Garrett.

Dr. L: We are friends, and you may speak with us. Let us help you in any way we can. We are friends.

Entity: Mhh–mhh–mhh– (inarticulate sounds of sobbing and pain.)

Dr. L.: Speak with us. Speak with us. Can we help you? (More crying from the entity) You will be able to speak with us. Now you are quieter. You will be able to talk to us. (The entity crawls along the floor to Mr. Walker, seems to have eyes only for him, and remains at Walker’s knee throughout the interrogation. The crying becomes softer.) Do you understand English?

Entity:  Friend … friend … friend. Mercy … mercy … mercy … (The English has a marked Polish accent, the voice is rough, uncouth… emotional.) I know … I know … I know … (pointing at Mr. Walker) [His attraction to Walker turns out to be the result of Walker’s resemblance to a beloved brother of the entity.]
Dr. L.: When did you know him before?
Entity: Stones … stones … Don’t let them take me!

Dr. L.: No, we won’t let them take you.

Entity: (more crying) Talk …

Dr. L.: You want to talk to me? Yes, I’ll talk to you.

Entity: Can’t talk …

Mr. Walker: Can’t talk? Is it hard for you to talk?
Entity: (Nods) Yes.
Dr. L.: You want water? Food? Water?
Entity: (Shakes head) Talk! Talk! (To Mr. Walker) Friend? You?

Mr. Walker: Yes, friends. We’re still friends.

Entity: (Points to his head, then to his tongue.) Stones … no?

Dr. L.: No stones. You will not be stoned.

Entity: No beatin’?

Dr. L.: No, you won’t be stoned, you won’t be beaten.

Entity: Don’t go!
Mr. Walker: No, we are staying right here.
Entity: Can’t talk …

Mr. Walker: you can talk. We are all friends.
Dr. L.: It is difficult with this illness that you have, but you can talk. Your friend there is Mr. Walker. And what is your name?
Entity: He calls me. I have to get out. I cannot go any further. In God’s name I cannot go any further. (Touches Mr. Walker)

Mr. Walker: I will protect you. (At the word “protect” the entity sits up, profoundly struck by it.) What do you fear?

Entity: Stones …

Mr. Walker: Stones thrown at you?

Dr. L.: That will not happen again.

Entity: Friends! Wild men … you know …

Mr. Walker: Indians?

Entity: No.

Dr. L.: White man?

Entity: Mh … teeth gone (shows graphically how teeth were kicked in).

Mr. Walker: Teeth gone.

Dr. L.: They knocked your teeth out?

Entity: See? I can’t … Protect me!

Mr. Walker: yes, yes. We will protect you. No more beatings, no more stones.

Dr. L.: You live here? This is your house?

Entity: (violent gesture, loud voice) Oh, oh no! I hide here.

Mr. Walker: In the woods?

Entity: Cannot leave here.

Dr. L.: Whom do you hide from?

Entity: Big, big, strong … big, big, strong …

Dr. L.: Is he the one that beat you?
Entity: (Shouts) All … I know … I know … I know …

Dr. L.: You know the names?

Entity: (Hands on Mr. Walker’s shoulders) Know the plans …

Dr. L.: They tried to find the plans, to make you tell, but you did not tell? And your head hurts?

Entity: (Just nods to this) Ah … ah …

Dr. L.: And you’ve been kicked, and beaten and stoned. (The entity nods violently.)
Mr. Walker: Where are the plans?
Entity: I hid them … far, far …
Mr. Walker: Where did you hide the plans? We are friends, you can tell us.
Entity: Give me map. (The entity is handed a note pad and pen, which he uses in the stiff manner of a quill.)

Entity: In your measure … [I] hid … (drawing)

Mr. Walker: Where the wagon house lies?
Entity: A house … not in the house … timber house … log ...

Mr. Walker: Log house?

Entity: (Nods) Plans … log house … fifteen stones … door … plans – for whole shifting of …

Mr. Walker: Of ammunitions?

Entity: No … men and ammunitions … I have plans for French … plans I have to deliver to log house … right where sun strikes window …
Dr. L.: Fifteen stones from the door?
Entity: Where sun strikes window … Fifteen stones … under … in log house … There I have put away … plans … (agitated) Not take again!
Mr. Walker: No, no, we will not let them take you again. We will protect you from the English.
Entity: (Obviously touched) No one ever say – no one ever say – I will protect you …

Mr. Walker: Yes, we will protect you. You are protected now for always.35
From that day, the haunting phenomena ceased.

Another case involving much less dramatic “unfinished business” concerned the family of a “no-nonsense” retired British Navy admiral. His two sons began to complain to him that “someone” was in the room where they slept at night. They heard sounds, and in the morning would find that their shoes had been moved. The mother confessed that she had heard footsteps. Then one day as the Admiral was having a glass of scotch and soda, it moved away from him of its own accord and crashed to the floor. When, a day or two later, something similar happened with a jug he was using, he realized that something was very wrong. He was advised to seek help from a medium, and Eileen Garrett took the case. It turned out that the mother’s brother was responsible. He had died two years previously, mentally ill, and in this state, had made a will which gave his estate to a distant cousin, leaving his much-loved wife with nothing. After death, realizing what he had done, he became desperately anxious to right the situation, trying to gain their attention somehow with noises and the movement of objects. The situation he had created was corrected, and the haunting ceased.36

Another haunting of this type was exorcised by John Pearce-Higgins with the help of psychic Ena Twigg. The haunting was in a vicarage where footsteps were often heard and a terrible atmosphere of depression, which affected the family occupying it, prevailed. This was a rather rare case in which the previous vicar, a sad, middle-aged bachelor who was responsible for the haunting, knew that he was dead. He said that he was tied to the place from a terrible sense that he had wasted his life. He was told that he didn’t belong any longer in his earthly surroundings, to which he replied, “But I don’t know where to go.” He then broke down and sobbed, thanked them for helping him, and said that he was “freed”. The haunting ceased.37

It is obvious from these three examples that almost any kind of “unfinished business” can tie a ghost to his earthly surroundings; it need only be something that the ghost considers of great importance.
Concern over events following death
In one haunting of this type, the ghost responsible was a wealthy mother who had died disinheriting her daughter, with whom she was on poor terms. (She disapproved strongly of her daughter’s husband.) She caused rather dramatic phenomena: paintings fell from the walls, coat-hangers sailed up onto the roof, footsteps sounded throughout the house. Worse, the daughter, who was quite psychic herself, on several occasions seemed to be “taken over” by her mother, once attacked her husband with a hammer while in this state, and cursed him in a way quite foreign to her nature. These events began to jeopardize the marriage. Realizing what was happening, they called in a medium. The mother took over the medium’s body. She was enraged that they were contesting her will which had left all her money to a charity. On a second occasion she came again, greatly chastened, and, while in the body of the medium, went to her daughter and asked her forgiveness. Thereafter, all the haunting phenomena ceased.38

Eileen Garrett handled a number of cases in which the cause of the haunting was the deceased’s feelings about actions of the living. In one, a widow and her daughter began hearing strange rappings and other mysterious disturbances in their home. With Eileen in trance, the exorcist, Hewat Mckenzie, learned that the woman’s dead husband was the cause. He had died two years previously, and had left some money for the care of his beloved daughter. But the unscrupulous lawyer who had handled the estate had seduced the widow and the two of them had squandered most of the money. The haunting was his way of protesting against all this. He felt that he simply could not permit his precious child to live under such outrageous conditions. He revealed that he had drawn energy for the haunting from his daughter. In this case it seems that there was little the exorcist could do; if ghosts choose not to cooperate in ending a haunting, it is difficult to force them to.39

A final example of this type of haunting occurred in a Sussex farmhouse, where two boys lived with their stepfather. A veritable storm of haunting phenomena had occurred: noises, household objects moving and breaking of their own accord, bedclothes pulled off people while they slept. The farmer complained bitterly about the ghosts, but got more than he bargained for when Mrs. Garrett went into a trance. His former wife, the mother of the two boys, came through and revealed that it had been her money which enabled him to buy his farm in the first place. During the last year and a half of her life she had been virtually paralyzed by a stroke. A woman had been brought in to help care for her, and a relationship had developed between her and the farmer. They had tried, apparently unsuccessfully, to guide her paralyzed hand into signing a document which would leave the farmer all her property. She had succeeded in leaving a considerable sum of money to her two boys, but was desperately worried that the unscrupulous stepfather would manage to get it away from them. The haunting had been her attempt to draw attention to this situation. McKenzie contacted some relatives of the boys whom she had named, and under their supervision, and with the agreement of the chastened stepfather, the boys’ inheritance was placed under legal protection. (Interestingly, the haunting spirit of the boys’ mother also claimed that she derived the energy she needed to perform the haunting from her two sons.)40

Thus, in all of these cases, a strongly held conviction on the part of the dead that their desires are being thwarted by the living, plus an embodied human being from whom “energy” can be drawn, brings about a haunting.
Feelings before death
Obsessively powerful emotions such as anguish and guilt, held by the ghost before death, can bind him in his familiar surroundings and produce a prolonged haunting after death. John Pearce-Higgins describes his experience of such a haunting:
On receiving an urgent call from a newly and happily married young bride, who was aware of dangerous suicidal influences around her, I went next day. The lady’s clairvoyant sister, who had spent two nights in the flat, had seen the apparition of a distressed girl wringing her hands in despair and saying, “He let me down, what shall I do, shall I take an overdose, or cut my wrists?” (It appears she did the latter.)41
After an exorcism service, the “atmosphere” immediately cleared. In this case the unknown girl’s pre-suicidal anguish kept her bound to the flat after death, so absorbed in her own pain that she did not even realize she was dead.

Another similarly caused haunting took place in an old eighteenth-century house in Stamford Hill, Connecticut. The owners, Bob and Dorothy Cowan, were not afraid of the ghost and did not find it particularly obtrusive. But they were extremely curious to know who the ghost was and what it wanted, so they got in touch with Hans Holzer, who went to the house with Ethel Myers. This rather complex case turned out to involve two ghosts – a young woman whose name was Lucy (she was also called Laurie) and her grandfather, whose first name was Samuel. Lucy had wanted to marry a young man named Benjamin, but her grandfather had opposed it, as there were religious differences which he considered important. In a frenzy of rage, the grandfather had evidently struck the young man over the head with a stick and dumped his body down the well. Lucy never forgave him the murder, nor could he forgive himself. Bound by grievance and by guilt, the two had remained in the house ever since. Their story was revealed through the entranced psychic.
“There is [a] young woman … Laurie … very pretty face, but so sad … she’s looking at you, Hans. [With her is] a youngish man with brown hair, curly, wearing a white blouse … and over it a tan waistcoat. …” I asked what he wanted and why he was here. This seemed to agitate the medium somewhat.
“Bottom of the well,” she mumbled, “bottom of the well. …”

“Somebody had a stick over his shoulder,” the medium said now,

“older man wearing dark trousers, heavy stockings. His hair is gray and kind of longish; he’s got that stick.” I asked her to find out why…

“Who is down in the well? Him who I drove into the well, him. …” Ethel was now fully entranced and the old man seemed to be speaking through her.

“What is your name?” I asked.

“She was agrievin’,” the voice replied, “she were grievin’ I did that.”

“What is your name?”

“Ain’t no business to you.”

“They’re all here … accusin’ me … I see her always by the well.”

“Did someone die in the well?” Outside, barely twenty yards away, was the well, now cold and silent in the night air.
“Him who I mistook. I find peace, I find him, I put him together again.”

“What year was that?”

“No matter to you now … I do not forgive myself … I wronged, I wronged … I see always her face ..;”

“Are you in this house now?” I asked.

“Where else can I be and talk with thee?” the ghost shot back.

“This isn’t your house any more,” I said quietly.

“Oh, yes it is,” the ghost replied firmly.” The young man [Bob Cowan, the present owner] stays here only to look upon me and mock me. It will not be other than mine. I care only for that flesh that I could put again on the bone and I will restore him [the murdered man] to the bloom of life and the rich love of her who suffered through my own misdemeanor.”
At this point the ghost realized that he was not in his own body, and as I explained the procedure to him, he gradually became calmer. At first, he thought he was in his own body and could use it to restore to life the one he had slain. I kept asking who he was. Finally, in a soft whisper, came the reply, “Samuel.” [Events now take an extremely dramatic turn: the murdered man and the wronged granddaughter appear to him.]
“Oh, he is here, the man I wronged.” He seemed greatly agitated with fear now. The big clock started to strike. The ghost somehow felt it meant him. “The judgement, the judgement … Laurie … they smile at me. I have killed. He has taken my hand! He whom I have hurt.”
Suddenly, he was gone, and after a brie finterval, an entirely different personality inhabited Ethel’s body. It was Laurie.
“Please forgive him,” she pleaded, “I have forgiven him.” The voice was sweet and girlish.
“Who is Samuel?”

“My grandfather.”

“What year were you born?”
Hesitatingly, the voice said, “Seventeen-fifty-six.”

“What years is this now?”

“Seventeen-seventy-four.”42
Thus ended the haunting. The procedure “raised” the consciousness of the two ghosts so that they could see the young man who, taking his murderer by the hand, led them both away to a new existence.
Am I dead?

Some ghosts do not realize that they are dead, and simply continue with their former existences, operating partially in the material environment, it seems, and partially in a kind of “dream” world generated by their own minds. John Pearce-Higgins describes such a haunting: 
We cleared, after several visits, an ex-vicarage in the Midlands … haunted by two Tudor monks from [a] local Priory [monastery], which had been dissolved [in the sixteenth century]. They were clearly a bad lot, one had made an Irish maid-servant pregnant; and the other had taken away and killed her baby. The girl herself through the medium also spoke to us pitifully saying, “Mistress Longhurst will not let me go out any more.” Apparently Mistress Longhurst was her employer, and the house had been used as a guest house by the Priory. The girl had been locked in an attic and finally poisoned after her baby had been despatched [Transcriber’s (Blue-Text) Comment: I think «despatched» may have been a mis-spelling  of «dispatched» but I have left the original spelling intact with this transcription]. She was still looking for her baby, unaware of its death and of the passage of time. The monks also had continued to perform their daily offices and although the Priory had been dissolved in A.D. 1536, still imagined themselves to be carrying out the daily monastic routine in field and church. I had a most interesting time trying to persuade them that they were dead, which they found it hard to believe since they expected to sleep until the last trump [the day of judgement [Transcriber’s (Blue-Text) Comment: Although my spell-checker insists that it is spelled as judgment I am preserving the spelling here as judgement for which I also prefer]]  and then, in virtue of their vows [that is, because they were monks], to go straight to paradise or heaven. They could not understand at all where they were.43
Eileen Garrett encountered a case of this type involving a haunting in a fisherman’s cottage in the Severn valley in the West of England. The youngest boy in the family was particularly aware of this ghost, who seemed attracted to him. He described the ghost to the others as a dark, swarthy man, rough and rather threatening in demeanor. The others, it turned out, were well aware of this ghost, but considered him harmless. But the ghost often frightened the boy by snatching off his bedclothes. When Eileen Garrett arrived on the scene, she made direct contact with the ghost. He turned out to be a distant relative who had lived in this same house generations before. He said that he still liked the place, and liked to return to it at those times when the fishing was at its best.
He was not a pleasant person, and he told a gruesome, tragic story with a gusto that revealed how definitely he was still living in, and enjoying, the passionate past. He and a brother had smuggled as well as fished together, and at one point in his talk he offered to conduct the group to the local church where they had hidden the laces, wines and other contraband goods that they were able to smuggle over from the Continent, and also to reveal the path that they had used coming up from the sea. …
He recounted that eventually he and his brother quarreled, and that he had shot and killed his brother – an act for which he evidently had neither regret nor penitence; he continued that he had to keep the dead body in the house for several days before he could dispose of it without endangering his own safety. … He reported how the family had at one time owned immense areas of land and considerable wealth, and how everything had been gambled away; money, land, horses, women, anything and everything had been risked on the fall of the cards or the dice – risked and lost. …
When the alien “one “ was asked why he came here, he said truculently that this was his place and he liked it. He did not know who these present occupants of the house were, and he resented their presence in no uncertain terms. When he was asked why he had been troubling the youngest son of the family, he declared that he hadn’t meant to frighten him, but that he liked the lad and wanted to attract his notice.44
This man spoke through the medium in a boasting and boisterous manner. Loving himself and the life he had led during his bodily existence, he continued to cling to it in death, as unaware of what had really happened to him as he was of the passing of the years.

Hauntings do happen. They are more common than we think, and many of them are caused by the dead. We should not let that fact paralyze us with fear, for the dead are not terrifying, nor are they incomprehensible. They can be understood, communicated with, and freed.
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