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Disclaimer 

While every care has been taken in compiling this book it is possible that it may contain some inaccuracies. This work is for entertainment purposes only. The information in this book is subject to your own interpretation and any guidance given is not intended to be predictive. 

 

The author does not know your unique circumstances and as such, this work should not be considered advice. The information contained in this book is given without warranty, either express or implied. Neither the author, nor its dealers or distributors, will be held liable for any damages caused either directly or indirectly by the instructions contained in this book. 

 

Notice of Rights: All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. 

 

Note: This guide is for entertainment purposes only. 
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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!




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 Real Paranormal Psychic 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 second chapter. 
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[bookmark: link01]
The Sixth Sense Revisited

 

I realised at a very young age I was able to see the ghosts of people who had died. I also realised that not everyone else could see the same things, although some people could. 

 

At about 7 years of age I saw old men in the hallway of the house I grew up in. I was very frightened and didn't understand why my parents allowed them in the house. That is, I felt this way until I began to understand that they couldn't see them. Only I could. 

 

I grew up in a haunted house and my parents and many others eventually came to have experiences of their own in that house. However, my experiences were typically distressing for the first seven years or so. 

 

[bookmark: link02]
Haint

 

The first ghost (haint) I ever met was my Granny's brother. He'd died in a house fire along with two of his children some fifty years prior and, since then, he had appeared to my Granny who was psychic at various usually stressful times. 

 

The day I first saw him I was just playing with my dolls and suddenly there he stood. 

 

So real was he that I took him to be a living person. He appeared one hundred per cent three-dimensional. The only real fear that I felt was related the fact that here was a strange man in the room, who'd snuck up on me when I wasn’t looking. 

 

I wasn’t sure what to do. Granny had always said ‘never talk to strangers’. In fact, she repeatedly warned me to run like hell if an adult, I didn't know, made friendly overtures towards me. But, this man felt different. He seemed familiar in a way I couldn’t really put into words. He also seemed overwhelmingly kind. 

 

Anyway, he didn't say who he was, although he did call me by my name. At one point he held out his hand to me and I saw there was an awful scar across the palm. 

 

Somehow, I just knew he was a good person, safe to talk to. 

 

Long story short, the entire encounter could not have lasted more than five minutes. I did most of the talking, introducing the man to my dolls and prattling on about childish nonsense. When I turned around to fetch a toy buggy from another part of the yard, the man was gone as suddenly as he'd arrived. 

 

I didn't tell Granny until bedtime that night about the man because I was scared she'd tell me off for talking to a stranger. However, my description of him, especially the scar confirmed to her that the man I’d seen was her late brother. So many years had passed since his death that she'd temporarily forgotten about the scar on his hand. He got that as a young boy, when he caught his hand in a steel trap of some sort. 

 

Granny wasn't mad at me at all. I think she suspected I was born with shine (psychic ability) like her but she never wanted to put such an idea into my head. Rather, she waited for events to unfold and for this to be proven one way or another. 

 

This incidence was the first of many for me. 

 

[bookmark: link03]
On His Deathbed

 

When I was seven years old we moved to a new house. There, I saw a strange man sitting on the bed in the room at the end of the hallway. Not knowing who he was, I went downstairs to tell Mum. 

 

She said no one was else was in the house and came back upstairs with me. Of course, by the time we got back up there he was gone. Mum distracted me with talk of this and that and we never spoke of this incident again. That is, until many years later. 

 

By that time we had moved out of that house and I was an adult. Mum asked me if I remembered that night and what I’d told her. Of course, I did remember. I still remember that incident so clearly to this day. Mum told me that the previous owner of the house, an old man, had dies in that room at the end of the hall. 

 

So, I now take it that I saw the old man in the place where he died. 

 

[bookmark: link04]
A Ghost, An Alien And A Man In A Hat in A Car!

 

I was about 1.5 years old. My family had moved to a nearby town and I accompanied my parents and brother while they cleaned and moved out the last of our belongings from our old house. I wanted to play but, of course, no one had time that day. In fact, my brother who would have been about 6.5 years old at the time, told me to go away. 

 

Even back then, I loved animals. 

 

There was a pen of hunting dogs down the common lane about 1/4 mile away from our old home. I wandered down there to see them. On my way, I passed a man who was sitting in a black car. He had on a dark suit and was wearing a dark hat (this would have been circa 1957-58, so hats on men were common then). He asked me where I was going, and though I'm sure I wouldn’t have been able to talk very well, I swear to you that I talked to him. 

 

I remember he told me to be careful. But he made no attempt to stop me. The dogs were so excited when I got there that they jumped on the wire fence and knocked me down. I remember I was crying a little bit, probably scared by the dogs’ exuberance and I wanted to go home. 

 

Then, I saw the river, sparkling further down the lane. It was so pretty! I started walking toward it. At that time, a very old man came walking toward me. He was walking with a cane. He yelled at me, and told me to go back, to go away. I turned around, crying, scared, and I started back the way I had come. Suddenly, there was a ‘child’, bigger than me, with no hair, blue skin, and large black eyes that reached out and touched my face. His hands were very cold, but I was not afraid. 

 

I remember I stopped crying; the old man kept walking towards me and I continued on my way back to the house. Soon I could see my father across the field, calling to me, and my brother further away, also calling out to me. I tried to call back to them but somehow they couldn't hear me. Finally, my father saw me, came to me and took me back to the house. 

 

There my mother said a stranger, a man in a black car, came and asked if I was okay. This was of memorable quality because we lived in a small town where everyone knew everyone, and strangers were of note. This is how I remember the whole incident, quite clearly. 

 

It became a family joke for many years about the old man with the cane up the lane because no one else ever saw him. 

 

When I was 13 years old, and at a family gathering, everyone was making fun of me again about this incident and my grandmother said, ‘Stop, leave the child alone...the man she saw was (can't recall name) and he was the last Civil War veteran in the county. He was wounded and he used to walk up and down that road with his cane every day. He was a nice old fella. He'd been dead a long time but I have no doubt she saw him.’ 

 

No one knows who the ‘child’ was that I saw but, at some point during my teenage years, I saw an artist's rendering of a "grey" (alien!) and recognized the ‘child’ I saw. 

 

Needless to say, I've never spoken of that part of the incident with anyone because it's one thing to see a ‘ghost’ but another thing to see an ‘alien’ creature, not to mention a man in a dark suit in a black car. LOL! 

 

I've been wondering for some time now, as a result of that long ago experience, whether the nature of those ‘alien’ creatures is inter-dimensional. The area where this whole experience happened is a very old area in the USA - an area notorious for paranormal experiences happening to ‘regular’ folks. 

 

[bookmark: link05]
Don’t Blame the Messenger

 

I was 13 years old at the time this happened. 

 

I saw my dead Grandfather's ghost, who told me that my Uncle was going to die about ten days before Christmas. This happened around August time. 

 

I was not that afraid of this but I did think at the time that I must have hallucinated it. Anyway, I told my Mother, who in turn told my Grandmother (the ghost's widow). 

 

My Uncle died mid December that year of heart failure, aged 38 years. 

 

To this day my Grandmother believes that I put a curse on him; she still deems me responsible for his death. 

 

[bookmark: link06]
An Unusual Wake Up Call

 

At the age of 6 years old, after moving into my Grandmother's house after her death, I was in bed and the alarm went off. 

 

Instead of hitting the snooze button per usual, I opened my eyes and saw an apparition at the foot of my bed. No idea what it was! Never saw it again. 

 

[bookmark: link07]
Napoleon

 

When I was somewhere between the ages of eight and ten years old my parents and I were visiting family friends up near the Canadian border. 

 

I slept in the upstairs attic of the house. One night I woke up, for seemingly no good reason and I was sweating profusely. I wasn't sick or running a fever but I awoke hot and sweating to see Napoleon Bonaparte in the bedroom. 

 

I know this sounds completely crazy but there he was, hand in breast pocket, opposite side of his chest. His face was obscured by black smoke. I ran downstairs as fast as I could for comfort. 

 

It was only years later that I realised what I had seen, who it was I saw. I learned about Napoleon in school and then recognised him for the first time. 

 

[bookmark: link08]
Two Tales, Two Different Locations

 

After my Uncle died I was preparing to read a poem at his memorial service but found I couldn’t. I had a hard time starting. 

 

Then, I heard his voice. He spoke right into my ear and told me ‘you can do it’, as if he was standing right there next to me. 

 

Another time when I was visiting a friend's house and staying in their guest room I awoke and saw the ghost of a woman. I asked about it the next morning and the family told me no one else outside the family had ever seen the woman before but that she was their Grandmother and she guarded them and made sure everything in the house was OK. 

 

I was able to describe her perfectly: everything she was wearing, her hair, her height – everything! 

 

[bookmark: link09]
The Weeping Ghost Hunter

 

I was the member of a local ghost-hunting group and we were doing an experiment at the time. I was alone, at one end of a long, dark hallway with an infrared camera, and three other members were on the other side of the hallway. We couldn't see each other. 

 

Within moments of getting to my position, I heard footsteps. They went into a room, just up the hall but the infrared camera did not detect anything. I thought someone was just trying to scare me. Soon afterwards, the sound moved into the room right next to the one where I was positioned. At the time, I assumed that those two rooms were interconnected, but they weren't. 

 

After a few moments, and for seemingly no reason at all, I began crying a river. Full sobs and all! 

 

After a minute or so of me trying to figure out what was happening and what was wrong with me (I didn't feel depressed, scared, or anything similar), I heard sobs coming from the room next to where I was stationed. 

 

It was only the next day that I found out that this location is where the local weeping lady supposedly resides. 

 

[bookmark: link10]
Her Perfume Let Me Know She Was Here

 

My Mother had passed away. I was in bed with my husband (a complete non-believer), watching TV when my Mom appeared to me. 

 

She looked at me very lovingly as she approached. I tried to call out to Mom and my husband, to get his attention, but I couldn't speak. 

 

Mom touched my hair as if she were saying, 'Sweet dreams'. It was as if she was tucking me into bed, just as she did when I was a child. She smiled and then faded. 

 

After a few moments I was finally able to speak to my husband to tell him what I had experienced but before I could utter a word, he said, 'I know, your Mother was here. I could smell her perfume'. 

 

[bookmark: link11]
Young Love

 

I was 16 years old at the time and had just started dating a friend who was a couple of years older than me. He was a fellow who I'd always gotten on well with and I cared deeply for him. Fortunately, he felt the same about me. 

 

It was summer and we, along with some of our friends, were attending the wedding of another friend. In fact, my partner was in the wedding party. 

 

After the wedding, we all went back to the home of one of the ushers. Given my age, I had to be home by a certain time so, when it was nearing my curfew my boyfriend walked me to my car. Again, being underage, I was not legally permitted to drink any alcohol. 

 

Upon saying our farewells, he told me how much he cared for me and said 'I will never let you go'. I will never forget those words, as they were the last words he spoke to me while he was alive. 

 

Early the next morning, my boyfriend and another guy went to a restaurant for breakfast. They were only a block or so from where my partner lived and, on their way home, the driver of the car lost control of the vehicle and it hit a pole. 

 

It was raining so hard that the car slid when the brakes were applied. The driver broke his leg and my boyfriend hit his head on the dash. He was seemingly, otherwise uninjured and after the crash he headed off for help. He collapsed soon after and died a few hours later in hospital from a brain injury. 

 

We were all devastated; I was totally devastated. 

 

The next evening, I went to bed early though I lay awake for hours. At some point, I fell asleep but was awoken by something during the night. 

 

It was dark in my room, so I couldn't see much but I had an overwhelming feeling that I was not alone. This frightened me so much so that I called out to my parents. My Mom came quickly and I let her know what I experienced. She reassured me; said I was only dreaming; that no one else was in the room or in the house, for that matter, except our family. 

 

After she left and went back to her room I was unable to fall asleep again. Though I agreed it was most likely a dream, part of me wasn't so sure. It felt too real! 

 

It wasn't long before that same feeling of not being alone returned but this time it was much stronger. However, rather than frightening me, this time I felt a sense of calm. It's hard to explain. I sat up in bed and was trying to focus my eyes in the dark as I looked around the room. 

 

In the corner, close to the ceiling I saw a light. It was small and not very bright, at first, but it quickly increased in size and brilliance as I watched it. 

 

It was not a solid light. It was transparent, similar to a ray of light when it shines through a window into a darkened room, yet it was more solid than that. It wasn't shaped like a ray-of-light either. It was more circular and grew outwards in the shape of a big beach ball, though not as perfectly round. It’s hard to explain what I saw. 

 

I rubbed my eyes and opened and closed them a couple of times, thinking my eyes were playing tricks on me. The light didn't go away. Instead, within the ball of light I saw my boyfriend appear, not all of him just from about the chest up. I was stunned, overwhelmed, afraid, yet not afraid, happy, and bewildered - at the same time. It's very hard to describe the feeling I had and what my thoughts were. 

 

I asked, 'Is that you?' He smiled and, without moving his mouth, I heard him speak. It wasn't an audible sound; it was more in my mind that I heard him. 

 

He said to me, 'I want you to know I'm okay, and I want you to promise me that you won't cry anymore'. I told him I couldn't promise him that as his funeral was the next day. 

 

He then said, 'After tomorrow, cry no more. I am still here. I am okay'. I agreed. 

 

Before I could say another word, he was gone; the light was gone; the room was dark once more. 

 

I pinched myself, not literally, as I thought I must have been dreaming, but I wasn't. 

 

I then got up, put on the light, looked around the room, went and looked out the window, and looked along the hall. Not sure why I did this. I guess I wanted to be sure that I wasn't dreaming. I wanted to check that others hadn't gotten out of bed and it was actually them that I’d heard, not my boyfriend. 

 

Everyone seemed to be asleep. I was going to go and wake my Mom again, as I couldn't believe what had just happened. However, I decided not to do this, as I didn't think she would believe me anyway. 

 

Of course, I really couldn't fall asleep after this. I lay awake trying to make sense of it all. 

 

The next day I shared my experience with my parents and, as expected, they told me it was just a dream. I could understand their line of thinking and that this was natural, given what had happened, and because I was grieving his death. 

 

I told a friend as well and she said the same thing. After that, I decided not to tell anyone else. I simply agreed with my parents and my friend that it was a dream, and it was because I was still in shock after the death of my friend. 

 

That was nearly 30 years ago now, and I still can see, hear, and feel it like it happened yesterday. 

 

I have thought of him often over the years, and although I still miss him dearly, and smile whenever I hear his favorite song, I have kept my promise. 

 

After we said our final goodbyes at the funeral, I haven't cried outwardly for him since. However, I have cried in my heart many times. 

 

This experience was so incredibly real to me. I know in my heart and in my mind that this was not just a dream. I was definitely awake. I believe it was his spirit that I saw and heard that night. 

 

As you’d expect, that experience changed me forever. It has had a long lasting effect on me. Though I have experienced some other unusual things in my life, it was this experience (and one other that occurred not long after) that ignited my life-long quest of researching the paranormal. 

 

I have had many other experiences that I can't explain, since that night. 

 

I have lived in a house that had regular paranormal activity. We shared it with the ghost of an elderly man. I'm not sure if that first experience made me more sensitive to the paranormal. Would I have felt, seen, and heard what I have experienced since if I had I not had that encounter first? I don't know. I guess I never will know. 

 

[bookmark: link12]
Suicide Calls

 

On the edge of sleep, alone in a room at a friend's house, I heard a conversation about making (me) jump out a window. 

 

I rose from the bed to look around, but no one was present in the room with me. I lay back down again and, while on the edge of sleep once more, I heard, what I can only describe as evil laughing, very close to my ear. I assumed I was experiencing nefarious spirits, so I commanded them to, 'Stand in the light of Christ', and mentally I visually projected white light throughout the room. The ghosts went away! 

 

In the morning, my friend said that people usually can’t sleep in that room because of the nightmares they have about ghosts trying to kill them. 

 

He also told me that a previous tenant had died after jumping out of the window in that room. 

 

[bookmark: link13]
The Ghost in the Cupboard

 

When I was 16 years old, I was sitting in a friend's bedroom with him and two other friends. The friend casually mentioned that there was a ghost in his closet, which had woken him up intermittently over the years. 

 

He described experiencing the occasional cold spot in his room too, and the feeling of being watched. At that time, I did believe in ghosts but had never seen or experienced the presence of one. So, I was curious to know more. 

 

At some point, I tuned out of our conversation and put myself into a quiet, meditative state. Mentally, I popped open the lid of my skull - I am still not sure how I knew to do this - and called out silently, 'Hello. Anyone there?' 

 

Instantly, I felt I'd been seized by what can only be described as an invisible force! 

 

I felt the impact on the back of my head and my neck. It was not a physical contact, as such, but it was very real and horrible at the same time. To me, it felt as though my consciousness was being dragged out of my body, through the top of my head. 

 

I also felt a mild electric shock (physical) run through my body. My vision literally blacked out. I fought as hard as I could to remain conscious. However, the next thing I knew, I was huddled in a ball on the floor, screaming and crying incoherently. 

 

My friend grabbed me and yelled out for whatever it was within me to get the hell out, and to stay away from me. 

 

The next day I denied ever having experienced all this because I was so embarrassed. I thought I must have hypnotised myself, and somehow managed to convince myself into thinking there actually was something in that room. 

 

NOTE: I have never been diagnosed with seizures, epilepsy, schizophrenia, or psychosis. I have never experienced anything like this since, although I have had other, less alarming encounters with ghosts later in life. 

 

I remained afraid of ghosts for ten years or so following this occurrence. However, after several conversations with a Cherokee medicine person, who was taught by a card-carrying tribal elder, and trained for 20 years in traditional healing ways, I began to see this experience quite differently. I now feel less scared. I’m also confident that I can protect myself and keep such things from happening to me ever again. 

 

[bookmark: link14]
I’m Not Crazy

 

Ok firstly, you might think I'm crazy...but I'm not crazy. I have tried to rationalise my experiences and put a lot of them down to some explanation or another. 

 

I had often felt that there was something not right about the house I grew up in. 

 

Events happened after we play with a homemade Ouija Board in the hallway at night; we had several seances as kids. Things that happened in the house after that included glasses shattering, windows violently shaking, people being called by family members that were nowhere to be found and a shadow that would dart across the corner of our eyes. 

 

These experiences were simply brushed off as the results of active imaginations or we to accept these things as just commonplace events. Nothing drastically scary ever happened. Just small things that made us wonder if we were alone. 

 

The events died down eventually and they slowly faded away as we got older but somehow they started up again when my nephew moved into the house. 

 

One event that still stands as the major "unexplainable" experience was the time when I was roughly 20 years old. 

 

I worked late delivering pizzas to pay for school and I'd usually be home around 2am. When I'd get home, I'd jump in the shower and watch a little TV before I went to bed. Usually, my dad would be woken by the sound of the shower or TV and he'd often sneak up to the bathroom door, wait and then bang on the door and tell me to go to bed. It was his little joke. It would scare me most times. 

 

One night, I had just got into the bathroom when I heard what sounded like bare feet walking towards the bathroom door in the hallway. They got closer and stopped at the foot of the door. I waited thinking it was my dad. I stood there, silent, expecting the knocking to come any second, but it never did. Instead, the footsteps continued, after a long pause and went back down the hallway. I thought this was odd because my dad would always knock. Always! 

 

I just brushed it off and as I jumped into the shower I heard my sister say "XXX, I know its you. Piss off.” When I heard this, I threw on my pyjamas and opened the door. I turned on the hallway light and stuck my head into my sister's room. She was on the lower bunk with my older sister on the top. She had the covers pulled over her head so I asked what was wrong. She asked if I had been walking in the hallway to which I replied "no". 

 

She then told me she had seen me, or what she thought was me, walk past the bedroom door and then slowly peer into the room. She said the figure was completely black and stood there for a good 10 seconds before it turned and went back down the hallway. 

 

I told her it must have been my dad and she said, "No, it was you...or it was like you". My dad was a large man. He had a very built physique and I was taller and thinner. 

 

I still believed it was my dad and went back to the shower, telling my sister to go back to sleep. 

 

When I got back into the shower my mum came into the hallway only seconds later. She knocked on the door and told me to go to bed. I told her I had just gotten into the shower. She then replied, "No, you've been walking around the house. Go to bed and don't wake up your dad". This struck me as weird almost instantly I opened the bathroom door and asked if my dad was awake. My mum replied "No, he's in bed, and don't wake him up". 

 

Right about then my sister, who still had the covers over her head, said, "It's not us". 

 

At that very moment, I was sure of one thing. None of us had been walking around the house. 

 

I got goosebumps thinking we had a burglar and walked around the house checking all the doors and windows. I turned on all the lights and checked all the cupboards. I found nothing. My mother didn’t believe it wasn't us. She simply told us all to go to bed. My dad came out of his bedroom and wasn't too happy. He asked why I was using their bathroom. I was totally freaked out. 

 

"There's someone in the house," I said and walked into his room. He wasn’t happy at all. He told me to go to bed. My parents didn’t’ believe in anything paranormal. 

 

I had only ever had an interest in horror movies. This event was something quite out of the ordinary. I went back to my room and got ready for bed. 

 

I turned on the TV and had it at such a low volume that you could hardly hear it. It was an attempt at a little peace of mind - to have something to get my mind off what had just happened. I sat on my bed and heard the footsteps again. Again, they were bare feet and this time they were coming from the bathroom. 

 

I asked my sisters if either were in the bathroom. My elder sister replied, "Did you hear it too?” I immediately walked into the hallway where I stood quietly. I could still hear the footsteps. They sounded a lot like bare feet on a wet floor. 

 

I slowly walked through the hallway and turned the bathroom light on. 

 

As the fluorescent light flickered on I saw what I believe to be someone standing, facing the mirror. A complete silhouette! Only visible for a split second as the light flickered, and then gone when the light was on. I can still remember the feeling that came over me when I saw it. It was like getting hit with an iced cold bucket of water. Almost like the shock of hitting a brick wall, kind of feeling. 

 

Seeing something I never expected to see standing right there as a reality. I can remember being so startled for a split second that I froze and my heart jumped, unable to comprehend what I was seeing until it was gone. 

 

The one thing that occurred to me later was the fact that the hallway was the area where we'd play as kids, having our seances and Ouija sessions. Even though those games were quite innocent to us, I always had a bad feeling about that end of the house as I grew up. In fact, whenever anyone was alone, they'd stay in the front of the house. The back was colder at times, for no apparent reason. We put that down to the front being the only heated part of the house but we'd often wake up almost chilled to the bone in bed. This is one major incident of two I've had. 

 

The second one was quite scary. Since then, I have maintained my scepticism but have joined a paranormal research team in order to find out more. 

 

My nephew is living in the house now. Since he moved in unexplainable things have started to happen again. Recently, I stayed a few days at the house whilst preparing to move into my new house. I spent the night sleeping on the couch in the lounge. I woke every night with the feeling someone was there with me, almost hovering above me, floating quite close. It was that feeling you get when someone is right behind you. That was pretty weird. 

 

[bookmark: link15]
It’s Not for Us to Choose

 

About three years ago my boyfriend of ten years and me were getting ready to leave the house to go out. We were heading up the steps out of the basement when we heard the sound of loud laughter. It was in a man's voice and it lasted about 6 seconds. 

 

We stared wide-eyed at each other; then we both felt something touch the back of our necks. My boyfriend described it as cold fingers against the back of his neck and I experienced a dull tug on my hair. I felt it in my hair first, and froze. Then, I noticed my boyfriend hunch his shoulders, and he said, "Something just touched my neck!" I informed him I'd felt something pull on my hair but I was hoping it was just my imagination. 

 

We checked the TVs and radios in the house and they were all turned off, and we don't have any children so there weren't any children's toys around that could have shifted and made the laughing sound. 

 

It was the only time we ever heard that sound, and both being open to the existence of ghosts we just assumed something had decided to make itself known to us. Why? No idea! 

 

We don't call on ghosts or demons to show up; we are not 'occultists'; we are Christians and have had more than our fair share of otherworldly experiences etc. 

 

However, that incident was the last time anything supernatural happened to either of us. 

 

So at the moment it is the end of a long line of strange occurrences over the course of my life, but I'm still reasonably young so who knows what will happen next. I'd rather be left alone, but as I like to remind people, we don't really get to pick and choose if an entity shows itself; it either will or it won't, of it's own choosing. 

 

[bookmark: link16]
Mirror, Mirror on the Wall

 

I was getting ready for bed one evening. At the time, I was sleeping in the basement because it was summer and my attic bedroom was simply too hot. The way our small basement was arranged, my bed was against the west wall facing east, and I could see the huge mirror that stood against the south wall. 

 

It was not very late, perhaps 10 o’clock at night and and I wasn't tired, just bored, so I decided to turn in for the night. 

 

I had only been lying down for several minutes but was still wide awake when I saw a very bright flash of light come from the direction of the mirror. 

 

The light was so bright that it illuminated the entire basement; it was bright as day for a few seconds. During that flash, I saw SOMETHING step out of the mirror (it's a really big mirror). My eyes were still adjusting from the flash light so I could not make out details, but this thing was maybe a little over 6 feet tall, had a vaguely human-ish shape (as in 2 arms, 2 legs, and stood upright) but I couldn't tell if it had wild, medusa-like hair or something on it's head. 

 

It approached me till it was about 4 feet from my bed, and then we just stared at each other for about a minute! Then, it turned around and went back to the mirror, where it disappeared with another flash of light. 

 

About that mirror: It originally came from an old mansion not too far from Milwaukee, Wisconsin that was being renovated. During the rebuild, many household items were discarded and offered to the workers. My father was contracted to do electrical work there and brought home the mirror and an old bookcase. Since then, there have been many people who have witnessed odd things in regards to that mirror, but not the bookcase. 

 

And, I may be crazy, but when I moved out I took the mirror with me and I still have it, although I keep it partly covered, just in case. 

 

[bookmark: link17]
Inner Peace Movement

 

I was experiencing some telepathy - thoughts of other people were penetrating my mind at this time. I sought expert help. I went to the Inner Peace Movement (IPM) in XXX in 1990. 

 

IPM at the time had branches in Australia, New Zealand, England, U.S., Canada and other countries. The founder of IPM, Francisco Coll a Puerto Rican was based in Washington, USA. He visited XXX and I met with him. He told me, through his agents, that some 'energies’ cause paranormal activities. 

 

As I was an expert in … evidence I wanted to objectify the process of communicating with these 'energies' to demonstrate the repeatability or otherwise of these phenomena. Whilst, without objectifying the communicating process the experience was still overwhelming, I knew I would be on more solid ground if I could somehow objectify any communication with these non-physical ‘energies’. The closest I came to this was by way of the energies moving my body when answering my questions by telepathy. If I wanted to elicit a yes answer, my body was pushed forward by these energies; a no answer and my body moved either to the right or left. For more information required, my body moved in a circular motion. 

 

I asked virtually hundreds of questions over the first few weeks. Then, I found that I was obtaining answers telepathically. The problem was that I could not objectify the process, notwithstanding the experience was just 'out of this world' making contact with non-physical ‘energies’. I asked questions to identify these ‘energies’. 

 

The reply came that they were humans who had crossed over and were in a position to move around wherever there were people. 

 

Years of research showed that not all, but most of these ‘energies’ - spirits - to use the religious terminology, are the ones who have not made it to the realm of the light and are wandering around on the Astral level (a non-physical realm on crossing over). Not all, but most of the ones I encountered were not more intelligent than the average person. 

 

I decided to investigate the phenomena systematically and found that physicists and other scientists, investigating lawyers and other empiricists had made contact with afterlife energies in other parts of the world. 

 

I had discussions with other highly credible empiricists and others who communicated with afterlife ‘energies’ - some of whom were advanced, some not. All stated that they accept that these entities do exist; they have consciousness; they exhibit human traits; some are more intelligent than others. Some of these afterlife energies stated that they witnessed humans on earth in the process of their crossing over into their world. 

 

[bookmark: link18]
Me and My Shadow

 

Ever since I was a baby I always talked to an imaginary friend; I knew his name to be Tony. He was a child when I was a child and he kind of grew up with me. 

 

One time when I was in High School I walked out of my bedroom and my grandmother followed me into the bathroom and was acting strange. 

 

She followed me back into my room and started looking under the bed etc. She swore I must have sneaked someone into the house because she saw a young man coming out of my room, who followed me into the bathroom and then back into my room. Others have seen him follow around me as well. 

 

[bookmark: link19]
A Vietnam Veteran

 

When I was four or five years old, I made a friend who had been in the Marines. His name was George. He was a Sergeant and he knew my Mom and Grandma. So he told me anyway... 

 

He played with me in my Grandma’s backyard. When I told my Mom and Grandma about him they were very upset because they didn’t know about this strange man being in the yard playing with me. 

 

They never saw him outside in the yard and I guess they thought he was maybe a one-off thing. 

 

Anyhow, one Sunday after Church I began discussing Vietnam with Grandma. I was born in ’75. She wanted to no how I knew so much about Vietnam and I told her George (also her son’s name - he was about 10 or 11 years old at that time) told me. 

 

She said, “George don’t know that much about Vietnam” and I said, “Not that George, my friend George”. 

 

Grandma turned white as a sheet and asked me to describe him. So I did. She asked me lots of questions such as, “Is he taller than grandpa?” who was 6 foot 2 inches. I told her yes. 

 

Grandma told my mom… omg. Grandma swallowed real hard and told me that he was her baby brother, mom’s uncle, my great uncle - who I had never met. He had been killed in Vietnam. He was as I described and was 6ft 8in tall. As far as anyone knows I had never seen a photo of him and he was not discussed, so as not to upset Grandma. 

 

Grandma asked me to ask him some things next time I seen him (like what was he doing there?) He said he was watching over everyone and wanting to make sure we were ok (he was also lonely). When I told Grandma he said he was lonely, she told me to tell him she loved him, that everyone would be fine that was here...and to go home. 

 

I never seen him again after that. I have seen other spirits and I’ve had communication in different ways but never like what I shared with my great uncle. 

 

[bookmark: link20]
Such Thorough Physicality

 

I was doing a reading for a lady whose daughter had died. This was the lady's first time she had been to a Medium. At first I could not quite get how she had her daughter had died and then quite suddenly I experienced a massive asthma attack - which kind of frightened me but it was given to me so that I could confirm that this 17-year young girl had died during such an attack. She was DOA at Casualty. I was quite overwhelmed by the experience, as normally I do not experience such thorough physicality. 

 

[bookmark: link21]
Just Gone - 10 Last Night

 

Mum was dying; there was no chance with the type of cancer she had. It was so near the end we just waited. 

 

She told me two days prior to her death that Jesus was with her now and she felt fantastic. She had one of the best days ever in the hospice. The Monday night she passed away. I didn't know until it had happened on the Tuesday morning at 8 o'clock, when my auntie who was a sister in the casualty dept of hospital came to tell me. 

 

The previous night I lay in my bed; 10.00 pm that night I felt very peaceful. I saw a slight shadow and a hand stroked my face. Oh the peace and love I felt! Then I drifted off to sleep. 

 

I didnt tell auntie. I remembered the incident at 10 in the morning when I said, “auntie I wish she would go as soon as possible as she is suffering”. She replied, “She has my love; just gone ten last night”. 

 

Then I cried at the loss and with a sense of relief. 

 

[bookmark: link22]
Every Castle Needs One

 

A former resident of the castle - from the 18th century - loved this place so much, as we all do, that he is still seen by the staff quite often. 

 

This always happens twice... 

 

The first time is in the Great Hall near to his portrait (so we can recognise him), and a few days later in the corridor beyond the hall either going in, coming out, or just standing around. 

 

I have seen him twice. And, he was identified by a leading T.V. Medium a few years ago. 

 

We, of course, were able to confirm this. There are plenty of other happenings, both involving staff and visitors, including a man who was introduced eventually as "America's top clairvoyant". 

 

We like our ghosts - they are fun! 

 

[bookmark: link23]
Why A Sing-Song Voice?

 

My 2 girlfriends and I had gone to an evening church meeting. We sat on a bench that was against a wall. I sat at one end, and there was no one on my left. The minister was speaking when all of a sudden I distinctly heard a woman's voice speaking close to my left ear. 

 

In a clear, quite audible, and a rather sing song tone, she said, "You had better watch out". I immediately looked to my left and at the same instant, I said aloud, "What?" 

 

My girlfriend on my right looked at me like, "What's the matter with you?" And she laughed silently and shook her head a little as if to say, "You're being weird." 

 

I was in quite a state over this, unable to even believe what had happened. The voice was real. I heard it. It was female, and it as plain as if there was someone really was there. 

 

I didn't tell my girlfriends what I experienced. Then, after the meeting was over we left, and the minister’s son drove us as far as his home, with the idea that I would walk on home with my sister. But, my sister was walking with her friend, and a light rain had begun, and I asked the minister's son if I could sit in the car and wait until she reached his house. 

 

He said yes and went inside, and in just a little while all the house lights went out and I assumed the minister and the family had all gone to bed. 

 

Now, there was a young man who had also taken a ride with us, and someone I had never met, and I assumed the latter would leave the car, but he didn't. 

 

He was still in the car. 

 

He began making conversation, and I thought he seemed nice. He wasn't! 

 

He attacked me, and I was terrified. 

 

I began fighting him off and then all the sudden the minister came out onto the lawn and walked down the driveway, over my attacker’s back! 

 

I saw him approaching and told my attacker he was coming to the car. He jumped out of the car and ran away. That man had been attempting to rape me. 

 

I knew then what the voice was warning me about, but to this day, I am still left wondering. That female voice in the Church and the words she said and how she said them. 

 

"You better watch oooouuuuut" she had said - almost like she was singing the words out. Strangely, it was like whatever she was warning me about was amusing to her. 

 

I had never before, nor have I since, heard a voice being spoken in my ear, when there was no one there. Nothing could convince me that it wasn't real. It was real; very close to my ear. I still don't appreciate how "she" gave me such a warning in such a tone of voice, like it was amusing!! Sheesh! 

 

[bookmark: link24]
A Lingering Monk

 

Well, only that when I was 10 I remember seeing a monk at a friend’s house near his pond. This really scared me. So, recently I decided to do some digging around about the history of the place and found that it used to be a monastery. 

 

[bookmark: link25]
Synchronicity and Dreaming

 

I was with my boyfriend at his parents' house and we were sleeping in the same bed. 

 

I dreamt that an evil energy was coming up the stairs and I felt terrified. When I woke up I found my boyfriend had had the exact same dream and feeling. We discussed this and both were quite scared and confused by it. 

 

[bookmark: link26]
Brotherly Help from Beyond

 

I believe my deceased brother, whom we were very close to has made contact with me, my husband and my sister since his death. 

 

First contacts were when we were on vacation shortly after his death. We were very distraught and worried about him. We found a coin on the deck railing of our cabin that had not been there moments before...heads up. 

 

Our children insisted they had not put it there. 

 

I kept thinking to myself asking him to give me a sign that he was OK, and had the thought that a fish (rainbow trout, specifically) would be a sign I would know (my brother loved fly fishing for trout, and had fished where we were vacationing not long before). 

 

As we were strolling downtown soon after, I had this strong urge to go into a store we had never been in before, in years of vacationing in the same place. It was almost like a voice telling me to go in there. And so we did, and everywhere in that store were rainbow trout - beautiful paintings of them - even a coffee table built around a tableau of rainbow trout. 

 

My husband reported 2X that he has had very vivid, strong dreams with my brother speaking to him. One time my husband had to take him to meet "someone/something" important, and they had to hurry. When they arrived, my husband saw a glowing bright light in front of them that my brother walked into. 

 

In another dream, my husband and brother were having a very detailed conversation about my brother's estate in which he told my husband, "This is not how I wanted things to be but what do I do since I don't exist there anymore?" I don't know the rest of that discussion. 

 

A few months after our return from vacation I was cleaning in our bedroom and had the thought, "I haven’t heard from (brother) for a while, I hope he's doing well. it would be good to hear from him". 

 

I was dusting and came to a small dish on the dresser with pennies in it. The thought came to me very strongly and distinctly that "if I pick up a wheathead penny I'll know it's him"(wheathead pennies are old and somewhat rare; my brother liked coins). 

 

And of course, I picked a penny out of that dish, with maybe 50 in it, and it was a wheathead that was dated the year my brother was born. 

 

My sister told me recently that she was driving my brother's old truck last winter when it was very, very, cold and the old truck wouldn't start. She tried and tried and tried and nothing. It was so cold she was afraid of freezing to death, and there was a sick calf in the truck with her (from one of my brother's cows). 

 

In desperation she called out to him, "This old truck has to start!" She tried again to start it, and it did. 

 

My granddaughter was born 15 days after my brother died. He had been looking forward to the baby’s arrival with great excitement; he told everyone in his hospital about the baby; and he had been very close to my daughter, the baby's mother. 

 

Well, my granddaughter is about to have her 3rd birthday, and has an imaginary playmate that she talks to constantly. Her mother says like she's carrying on a conversation with someone she sees. The playmate, according to her is "Uncle J". 

 

My daughter says she has not talked to my granddaughter much about him for a long, long, time. 

 

My daughter’s 2nd baby is a boy now 8 months old. She believed this baby would also be a girl; then while she was pregnant she had a dream in which God told her it was a boy and they were to name him E, which is the Old Irish equivalent of my brother's name, the meaning of which is "God is Gracious". 

 

Daughter and Son-In-Law gave the baby that name, and we are waiting to see if there is more to the story. We all miss my brother terribly to this day. 

 

[bookmark: link27]
So, How Are All of You?

 

At the age of 15 my friend was really into the paranormal and told me that she heard voices usually around 3am in the graveyard near my house. 

 

I thought she was kidding but my curiosity got the better of me and I too a recorder and went to the cemetery around 3am. I just walked around asking if anyone wanted to talk. I heard nothing. 

 

I went home and the next day I played the tape back and was shocked to hear that when I asked "how are all of you?" I got a voice so clear. It said, "dead". 

 

I also caught whispers that I couldn't make out!! Changed me forever!! 

 

[bookmark: link28]
It Just *Is*!

 

Often times in the morning, before I get up I hear someone walking up the front stairs and down the hallway. Sometimes they sit on the bed. 

 

I am sure it’s my husband, but when I open my eyes, it’s not. Nothing is there. I am not afraid of this. 

 

Sometimes it rings the doorbell; sometimes it goes down the stairs and slams the door. Sometimes it comes down the hallway and into the bedroom but doesn't sit down. 

 

I don't consider it evil. It just *is*! 

 

[bookmark: link29]
As One Dies, Another is Born

 

I was 3 weeks off turning 29 years old. I had just had my first baby, a girl. How happy were we to have a healthy beautiful baby; she was 2 weeks old. 

 

I was sitting in our lounge room early one morning, still dark with the dimmer lights on, breastfeeding my baby. Our house then was split level, with a sunken lounge. 

 

As I was feeding I looked up at the front entrance, walkway and their was my Pop slowly walking along the walkway looking ahead, not at me. Then he disappeared. I started crying with happiness; he did visit me, and our baby. My Pop passed away 3 months before our little girl was born. 

 

I visited him daily while he was in hospital and every day he would tell me that he wouldn't get to see this baby of ours. I kept reassuring him he would. He never came home; he passed away in hospital. 

 

It was his way of showing me that he is with me all the time; we were very close. I miss him, his physical presence, that is. 

 

[bookmark: link30]
If Not the Dog, Then What?

 

In the same mobile home previously mentioned, I awoke, but did not open my eyes. 

 

As I lay there, trying to get back to sleep, the room suddenly got freezing cold. I was shivering under the comforter, when I felt something breathing in my face! 

 

I was paralysed with fear to the point that I couldn't move! I just prayed that whatever was there would go away! And no, it wasn't my dog! He was at the foot of my bed! 

 

[bookmark: link31]
UFO or Apparition?

 

While we were driving to our local Chinese take away store at around 8pm a white shape flew across the road. It really make me jump! Then, on the way home EXACTLY the same thing happened again, at the same point in the road. There were no other cars or people around. 

 

[bookmark: link32]
The Apostles’ Creed

 

I was 'talking' to my late grandfather and felt a sense of reassurance from him, which I was able to verbalise as a 'message' and share. It was very like him. I don't call it Mediumship so I answered no to that question. I call it 'the communion of saints' (as in the Apostles Creed) through Christ. 

 

Here is the 'message'. "It's ok, hang in there. I'm here praying for you, and there's lots of others praying too. Just tell the family not to get so down, everything's going to be fine. It may not look alright from that side, but it's worth waiting for when you arrive." 

 

[bookmark: link33]
Why So Angry?

 

Just after we moved to this cottage I awoke to see a man kneeling at the side of my bed, looking at me. I couldn't look away and he disappeared after a short while. He seemed to be very angry. I was petrified! 

 

I have very vivid and complicated dreams and I have tried to convince myself that this was one of them but a year on I still remember every detail of his appearance. 

 

[bookmark: link34]
The Levitating Monk

 

While living in the mountains, I often had a monk appear to me at night. He would levitate at the foot of my bed. 

 

After I remarried, I teased my new husband about the monk. He said that since he didn't believe in ghosts, he didn't expect to see the monk. We were only married a short while before the monk made an appearance to my husband. 

 

Now he is a believer! 

 

[bookmark: link35]
A Bloodied Girl

 

I was cleaning my room with my Dad and heard a clicking sound behind my dresser. I turned round to look and saw some zombie-ish, bloody girl, quickly duck behind the dresser. I was too much shock to say anything, and didn't tell anyone. (I was about 7 years old at the time.) 

 

[bookmark: link36]
An Olfactory Experience

 

My boyfriend died when I was 17 years old, in a car accident. One morning I woke up with a feeling of being stared at and all of a sudden I could smell him. I am 55 now and I had forgotten all about that smell but the moment I smelled it I remember it so well and knew he was visiting. 

 

[bookmark: link37]
A Ghost of Two

 

I have actually seen 2 ghosts. 

 

The first was about 12 years ago. It was a male and I saw him while out deer hunting in the Wicklow Mountains and he interacted with me. The experience lasted about 10 minutes. 

 

The second experience occurred while I was working in a hotel as a security officer just for 2 nights. I saw the ghost of a lady on a stairwell, dressed in 18th century clothing and she stared at me and smiled before fading away. This occurred less than a year ago. 

 

[bookmark: link38]
A Disturbance in Japan

 

I was staying at my daughter and son-in-law's house in Japan along with various other family members. This is a long story that took place over a year or two, so I will try and precis it. 

 

The three-storeyed house was newly built in a rural region and at different intervals we all had experienced events that we didn't talk about at the time: eg continuous noises in the walls - mine was a loud drum being played that woke me up. It seemed to be coming from the floorboards beneath the futon. 

 

I was sleeping in the uppermost floor and it was late at night. I got up and looked out the window but there was no noise coming from outside but I was woken several times during the night with the same loud drumming. 

 

Next morning, we were told a Shinto priest had died during the night, so I thought no more about it. 

 

After some time when the housekeeper cried and said she would leave because she had "visitations”. Then various members "saw" a white form walking down one of the passages. My small, two-year old g/daughter saw children playing outside etc when there was no one there. My daughter approached both the Buddhist priest and later the Shinto Priest to come to the house. 

 

Both said that the house had been built on an old Shinto cemetery and we had disturbed the souls. 

 

[bookmark: link39]
A Reassuring Presence

 

My lovely Mum died in June 2008. Since her death I have had many extremely traumatic life experiences to deal with. Mum has appeared countless times. My son has also seen her. He had been playing with the dog and she appeared on the front verandah. She manifests as a golf ball-sized purple orb or sometimes a cricket-ball sized orb. When things calm down somewhat she does not appear. I have seen her waiting in the garden for me when I am going to work. 

 

[bookmark: link40]
A Comforting Visit

 

It was about 2 years ago, I dreamt I was in bed, which I was, and my father, who died many years ago, stood a few feet away from me. Through thought he said he had a surprise for me, but they couldn't stay long. 

 

From behind him my daughter appeared at the same age she died, looking happy and healthy. I shot out of bed and we cuddled, and all sorts of emotions and thoughts were being exchanged between us, love, missing each other, how happy and safe she is, and how she watches over me, and will come again. 

 

Then my father said we have to go. 

 

This dream was so real, it seemed not like a dream but so real. 

 

I have no doubt whatsoever, it actually happened and she was allowed to visit, with my father's help, to reassure me all was well, and prove existence after life after death. I have believed in it since a young age anyway, but it was beautiful. 

 

I know, or have a knowing she will come again. We communicate through thought, and it comes true, to me. I have no doubts; I am mentally sound, and of intelligent nature. This was not a grief dream; this was real. 

 

[bookmark: link41]
An Overwhelming Sense of Calm

 

I was under some stress and feeling low when I woke in the early hours and saw my nanna standing across the other side of our bed, near my husband. She had died a couple of years earlier. We simply looked at each other, but I was filled with a overwhelming sense of calm. After a few moments I turned over and went back to sleep completely content. The memory is vivid still as is the sense of calm it brings me. 

 

[bookmark: link42]
Two Tales

 

One night, aged around 15 years, I woke in the middle of the night to find moonlight pouring through the window. I had drawn the very thick curtains before bed, as usual, but the moonlight was streaming in anyway, illuminating a figure in the middle of my extremely small room. 

 

The figure was an old lady wearing long grey, white, and (possibly) blue clothes and carrying sheets across her left arm. 

 

She was moving very, very, slowly backwards and forwards, so slowly that I couldn't tell she was moving at all until I saw where she had been and then, where she had got to. 

 

As I fumbled for the lamp switch, she very slowly turned and looked directly at me, at which point I dissolved into outright panic. A few seconds later, I did manage to get the lamp on and could see nothing, and the curtains were closed. I managed to fall back to sleep but the next morning the lamp was still on. 

 

Lastly, my grandfather (only father figure) passed a few years back. I have had horrible dreams about his death since then; he was afraid of dying. I did not get to say goodbye; I got there just in time for the funeral. 

 

About a year ago, I was visiting at my grandmother’s house, helping my aunt do the tea dishes and I felt grandfather tap me on the shoulder, call me by his nickname for me and ask me to let him through. 

 

My mother has heard him calling her and my daughter has seen him lying on his bed. I would love to communicate with him and make sure that he is at peace. The idea that he is not happy where he is makes me very uneasy. 

 

[bookmark: link43]
A Reconnoiter

 

Having travelled alone to our favourite Balearic Island, as I lay in bed, my husband distinctly walked slowly all the way across the room and through the door. 

 

When I texted our daughter telling her, she immediately said, "Dad came to check that where you were staying was OK because you had never stayed there when he was alive". This is exactly what he would have done, as he cared for me very much. 

 

[bookmark: link44]
Thoughtful to the End, and Beyond

 

Last year I moved out of home into a shared house for university. Regularly. I'd feel like something was playing with my hair as I was going to sleep. I also kept feeling like someone else was in the house, when all of my housemates were out, as well as seeing things move out the corner of my eye. 

 

At first this really spooked me, as it was the first significant experience I'd had since being a child. As I became more aware of it I started to see things more clearly. 

 

On numerous occasions I saw a man in full military uniform whom I tried to communicate with. He would pull a wallet of some description out of his pocket and try and show me the crest, which I have since researched and found to be a German Eagle. He'd also bend over towards me and show me the badges on his shoulder, as if he was trying to explain who he was. 

 

[bookmark: link45]
Smudging Helps

 

I found it incredibly exhausting and hard trying to communicate him, and also felt very uneasy at times. I'm not sure what he was trying to tell me as, not long after it all started to become clearer to me. the tenancy ended on my house & I moved home. 

 

A close friend at the time used to regularly spend the night in my room & after she told me about a paranormal experience she'd had as a child I asked if she'd felt anything in my room, without elaborating more about what I'd felt. She, too, mentioned that she felt like something was playing with her hair at night. 

 

I'd also feel like something was pushing down on my duvet cover, which was quite unnerving. I've had similar experiences since being home but no longer feel threatened now that I'm coming to terms with things. 

 

Since moving home I've also experienced similar things, but after smudging our house the energies I feel are no longer threatening. Before the smudging I would often see black shapeless energies that were floor level and felt incredibly sinister. My mum also saw them, and although I have never asked my non-believing friends I'm pretty sure they experienced similar things but didn't think much of it. 

 

I've regularly seen these things and also noticed my friends seemingly track them with their eyes though they'd never admit it! 

 

[bookmark: link46]
Shared Occupancy

 

This happened between the ages of 30 and 42, when we lived in a large old country house. I have a large family, and several of us regularly saw people who had lived there before, "ghosts" if you like, but they were not threatening. We were not frightened; it was just as if they lived there too. 

 

They went about their business as we did ours. Children saw them clearly, and might ask who "that man" was. I saw them clearly. I also dreamt of things that had happened there before, and one of my sons did the same. Our dreams matched up. 

 

Later, I saw a different type of vision there, no threat to me or mine but a warning of a bad thing that was to happen (and did). No need for details. I have very many more experiences throughout my life and many more now. 
 

Using the Internet to Collect Paranormal Data (extract)

 

2.1 Introduction 

 

The purpose of this chapter is to review the literature on using the World Wide Web (WWW) to collect research data. While this mode of data collection is gaining acceptance within parts of academia, misconceptions and some unresolved issues concerning the method remain. In the first part of the chapter an overview of the development of the Internet is presented. This provides the background for the decision to use the WWW to gather data in the current study. In the subsequent sections the literature on the strengths and weaknesses associated with this mode of data collection are outlined. 

 

2.2 Historical Perspective 

 

The origins of the Internet can be traced back to the 1960s, when the United States Department of Defence constructed a network of university and military computers to assist with the defence effort. In the first instance only four computers were linked but from this initiative the email function was launched. 

 

During the seventies, computers located in other countries joined this network but because of the cumbersome nature of the programming process the initial connections were awkward and unreliable. However, slowly, new computer networks were developed and, in the early eighties, the Internet as we know it came into existence (World Book, 2004). By 1984 two million computers and the world that had once been only the domain of academics, scientists and large corporations became accessible to millions of people. 

 

The next significant leap in the development of the web occurred between 1989 and 1992. British computer scientist, Tim Berners-Lee, while working at CERN (European Organisation for Nuclear Research), developed a new, easier and more accessible computer language called hypertext mark-up language (HTML). Shortly afterwards, in 1993, the first browser (Mosaic) was released and with it came the ability to present pictures, words, and sounds on webpages. 

 

Of particular relevance to the current study, in 1994 HTML 2.0 was launched, thereby giving the readers of web documents the ability to communicate with the Internet servers through input or fill-out forms (Reips, 2001). 

 

By 1996 several WWW studies had been posted online (Weigend, 1994; Welch & Krantz, 1996) but the take up rate for this new research method was very slow. Today, the rate at which online studies are posted on the Internet is both high and growing exponentially (Birnbaum, 2004). 

 

The Internet is the fastest growing element of electronic technology in history. It took only seven years for the Internet to reach 30% of America's households (Lebo, 2000), and according to the International Telecommunication Union (ITU, a United Nations specialized agency for telecommunications), by 2004 one in every two residents of the G8 countries (Canada, France, Germany, Italy, Japan, Russia, United Kingdom, and United States of America) used the Internet regularly. 

 

While it remains impossible to accurately quantify Internet penetration, the ITU estimates that a similar number of people (between 429 million and 444 million) living in non G8 countries were also accessing the internet in 2004. Such numbers are impressive but as the literature reminds us, the digital divide remains. It is evident in Africa where approximately 3% of the population have access to the internet; in Central and South America, internet penetration into the 42 constituent countries is estimated to be only half that of the United States; in the Asia-Pacific region, estimates of internet usage vary from 1% of the population in Bangladesh, Cambodia and Laos to over 65% in Australia and Republic of Korea (ITU, 2004). 

 

According to a later report (ITU, 2006), by early 2008 an estimated 5.2 billion people were not using the Internet. Thus, while the nternet is internationally accessible, it is still unavailable to many people and, as a consequence, web based samples cannot be regarded as representative of the World's population. 

 

According to Sears (1986), prior to the Internet revolution there were two distinct periods of social research. The first phase covered the 1940s and 1950s and social research involved a wide cross-section of adults, who were predominately interviewed in personal settings that were familiar to them. The second wave of social research began in the early sixties and was overwhelmingly "based on college students tested in academic laboratories on academic like tasks" (Sears, 1986, p.515). Indeed, in Smart (1966) a review of the previous studies published in two psychology journals shows that over three quarters of those investigations used college students, the majority of whom were males enrolled in introductory psychology classes. 

 

Since the Internet revolution of the 1990s, student-based social research has been supplemented by the broader based web studies. This latter method offers better opportunities to recruit large, and diverse or specialised population samples and, as is noted in Kraut, et al. (2004), the internet has "democratised" data collection, with academic researchers no longer needing to coerce undergraduate students into contributing data (p.106). 

 

The earlier proliferation and domination of student-based research lead Krantz and Dalal (2000) to declare that "the overwhelming majority of traditional psychology studies make no effort whatsoever to ensure that the samples used are randomly selected" (p.48). While this practice of sampling students remains widespread it has not gone unchallenged. Nearly forty years ago Converse (1970) observes, "the absence of research on the general population in natural situations can leave the experimental social psychologist ignorant of the actual mainstream". Indeed, according to Sears (1986), change is not forthcoming because "the consensus of the field certainly appears to be that such a heavy reliance on college student subjects does not have major negative consequences" (p.519). 

 

Furthermore, he asserts that researchers who use student samples either mistakenly overlook the rest of the population or assume that the phenomena under investigation "are so ubiquitous and universal that it does not matter much what subjects are used" (p.519). In pursuing this line of enquiry, Sears considers what is the typical developmental profile of a student group, and suggest that a study based on such a sample reflects those who "have incompletely formulated senses of self, rather uncrystallized socio-political attitudes, unusually strong cognitive skills, strong needs for peer approval, tendencies to be compliant to authority, quite unstable group relationships, little material self-interest in public affairs, and unusual egocentricity" (p.527). 

 

While the first major shift to use the Internet for data collection began in the mid-nineties, prior to this concerns were voiced about the appropriateness of utilizing the WWW for such purposes (Kiesler & Sproull, 1986). The arguments for and against using the Internet for research are well documented and, as with all modes of data collection, there are identifiable strengths and weaknesses, and some of the latter cannot be overcome easily (Reips, 2002). 

 

There are minimal risks and great opportunities inherent in using the Internet for research purposes and… 

 

Continued here: http://PsychicRevolution.com/paranormal-internet/



Click on the above link and enter the password – paranormal – to read the remainder of this part of my dissertation.
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Thank You

 

Thank you for reading this book and allowing me to share with you some of the experiences and insights that people, perhaps just like yourself, have encountered as they go about their everyday life. Proceeds from the sale of this series of books are used to maintain the online paranormal survey.

As you can see from the accounts you have just read, the paranormal doesn’t just exist in old cemeteries, abandoned apartments and medieval churches (though, these do make excellent backdrops for scary tales). For many people, the paranormal has become a way of life for them. Some have lives that are enriched by ghosts, poltergeist activity and other types of paranormal phenomena and they genuinely embrace their experiences. Others are literally haunted by experiences that they alone encounter and, for them life seems to be much harder.

Thus, good or bad, real or imagined the paranormal is a way of life for many. And, what about you?

If you would like to be part of my anonymous paranormal survey then click the following link Spontaneous Paranormal Experiences.

If you are interested in human nature and relationships then I suggest you subscribe to my website, Compatibility and Love. If you are more into the paranormal and the meaning of life then my Psychic Revolution is probably the blog that will interest you most.

I also hope you’ll consider subscribing to one of my newsletters (or both!).

Of course, I’d also love you to buy another one of my books and share it with your friends. Even if you don’t I still hope you’ll check out my blogs.

Who knows, we may even meet one day - in this life or the next!

Cheers

Rosemary

PS: If you enjoyed this book, please let others know. A great way to do this is to go now to Amazon click the ‘Liked’ button at the top of the page and leave a review.

Questions or Comments

I’d love to hear your thoughts. Email me at Rosemary1803@gmail.com

One Final Thing

When you turn the page Amazon will give you the opportunity to rate this book and share your thoughts on Twitter and Facebook. If you think this book is worthwhile please take a moment now to spread the word about it to your friends. Then, if they enjoy it and it impacts them they will be forever grateful to you.

I will be too.
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