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MY STRANGEST CASES

Well, given that this is the month for ghost stories, I thought I'd re-tell a few of my oddest moments in my investigative career.  Since two of the questions I get asked most often seem to be "Have you ever been scared?" and "What are the weirdest cases you've been on?", a Halloween issue is the best place for addressing them.


Have I ever been scared?  


Yes, but not by ostensible paranormal phenomena.  Remember, ghosts don't carry guns, people do!


In effect, I view all of the phenomena we study with a "sense of wonder" and curiosity.  I have enough of a background in the study of superstitions and folklore as well as how the phenomena of ghosts and poltergeists "behave" to firmly believe that I have little to fear from spirits and paranormal abilities.


On the other hand, I have twice been faced with a gun (yes, on what were supposed to be paranormal investigations), have been in buildings where I felt less than safe (because of structural problems, not ectoplasmic ones), and have had to deal with people who I thought were unbalanced enough, at least in the moment, to get violent.  These are things to be afraid of because of what I know:  that there is danger there.


As to the paranormal, I have found little to warrant fear either in the historical record or in the investigations of my colleagues and my own. ( I have addressed this in my column last October).


But I have been in cases where I was amazed or even surprised because of how odd the situation seemed.  Two in particular come to mind.

SOUNDS LIKE MAKING LOVE


An odd haunting I investigated while in New York shows that hauntings don't need to be based on evil or negative events in a home.


A couple who had just moved into a five-year-old home in upper Westchester County called about a ghostly problem they were having.  It seemed that nearly every night around three AM, they would be awakened by the (loud) sounds of two people making love in the bedroom next to theirs.  As they were the only people living there, they thought maybe some spirits were making whoopee.  They wouldn't have had a problem with that, except that the sounds were loud enough to wake the living.


A haunting is a situation where the house or building has somehow "recorded" the events of a past situation.  On occasion, people in the structure can "play back" the "recording" in their minds in such a way as to almost experience the events themselves.  In other words, in a haunting people perceive some events that happened in the same location sometime in the past, replaying them in their minds in such a ways as to have the information seem like they are seeing with their eyes, hearing with their ears, smelling with their noses, and so on.


Most events replayed seem to be ones carrying strong emotion.  That most reported hauntings are often negative (such as someone being beaten or even murdered) may have to do with a reporting artifact: people are more apt to report a negative experience that upset or frightened them than one which made them feel "good."


So, here I was with a case that was most likely a haunting (because there were no indications that ghosts, ones with intelligence, were involved and because of the repetitive pattern of the "sounds").  However, it was not truly "negative," only annoying to the people living there.


My investigation of the property indicated it was part of a new development in a wooded area, that not other structure had been at the site of the development, and that no one had had any real problems in the area (no deaths, etc.). In addition, only one other couple had lived in the house previously, and they were there for nearly the whole five years of the home's existence.


The key came from a next-door neighbor who told me about that previous couple (who were alive and well and living in Manhattan, by the way).


According to him (this is a recollection of what he said, not exact wording): "Yeah they were a nice young couple.  They had just gotten married before moving in.  We liked them a lot, but there was one thing I could complain about."  He looked a bit sheepish when I asked him to go on.  "Well, they used to wake us up every night around two or three in the morning."


"How?" I probed.


"They used to make the loudest noises when they were going at it, having sex, I mean.  Right there in that bedroom closest to our house."  He pointed at the bedroom from which the sounds were coming.


My conclusion?  This previous couple must have made love with such emotion that they impressed themselves upon the environment, and the new dwellers were psychically picking up on it.


Getting rid of a haunting is a bit difficult, as it's not like you can simply switch it off.  So, the options I offered to the couple were:  1) ignore it and you'll eventually get used to it, 2) "record" over it by having some big party in your house, lots of noise, and center it in that room OR 3) go in there and "record" over it by making love in the same room.


Guess which option they chose?  A few days later, they called to tell me they chose the third suggestion and enjoyed the idea so much they moved their bed in there.  Now the only sounds they heard in that room were their own.

THE CHOKING GHOST or MONSTERS FROM THE ID


I sat in the comfortable chair in the living room of the apartment, my back to the view of the ocean one could see out the balcony doors.  Across the room to my right was Diane, a blond haired woman in her late thirties.  Across from me was my colleague, Sharon Franquemont, seated next to Diane's mother.  


Diane was telling us more about the attacks she had experienced, attacks on her person by a shadowy figure that like to choke her.  The shadow figure Diane had seen was a little over six feet tall and very human in form.  She said all his features and even clothing were in deep shadow, so she couldn't identify any characteristics of the individual or what he might have been wearing.  Of course, she wasn't convinced it was a "ghost" at all, since she thought it might be some evil force or demon.  She was fairly certain it was a "he."


She got up and walked into the open kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and got herself a glass of water.  She drank it rapidly and put down the glass.  In the meantime, Diane's mother was speaking of her reactions to the attacks on her daughter.  


Diane began to walk back into the living room, then stopped with a puzzled look on her face.  She turned and walked back to the hallway by the kitchen, looked down towards the front door, then turned back.  She whirled a moment later, as if she heard something again, shook her head and walked back into the kitchen.


This was all in my view, though Sharon had her back to the kitchen.  Diane stopped in the kitchen, looked towards the hallway and a frightened look appeared on her face.  She threw her hands up in front of her face and began to collapse.  As I was watching this occur, I was out of my chair and by her side just as she slumped to the floor, Sharon and Diane's mom just behind me.


We all watched as her face turned red, her throat bulged out, and what looked like depressions of fingers appeared in the soft tissue of her throat.  "Get it off," she was able to squeak out.  


It was a scene right out of the movies, one I never expected to encounter in real life.  So, as in the movies I reacted in kind.  I grabbed her hands tightly and shouted ÒLEAVE HER ALONE.Ó


The attack immediate subsided, her throat went back to normal (though with bruising appearing on the skin), and she began to breathe more evenly.  I then told her the thing would not bother her again, as far as I was concerned.  Diane agreed that it "felt" like I had scared it off.


How did this scenario start and what was the outcome?


It started with Diane coming in to see Sharon and myself at JFK University (in 1985, back when we had a Parapsychology program and office space).   When she first visited us at the University, she came with a security guard buddy of hers who, she said, had witnessed an attack.  Diane herself came in with a scarf around her neck which covered (she showed us) bruising, and told us of the most recent attack, the first of which had occurred six months before when she had moved back to California after living in Alaska for a few years. 


In the witnessed attack, Diane and several co-workers were at their supervisor's house.  Diane had gone down the hall (presumably to use the bathroom, though she never actually said why).  She had stopped in the hall when she saw the shadowy figure suddenly appear.  It approached her and grabbed her by the throat, shoved her hard against the wall in the hallway, and began lifting her by the throat off the floor (still against the wall).


Her co-workers heard her cry out, rushed down the hall and saw her levitating off the floor, the marks appearing on her throat (she did not claim they could also see the shadow since it only apparently appeared to her).  They pulled her down and began seeing to her condition.  Diane said that the figure vanished as soon as the others touched her.


According to her friend (let's call him Steve),  whom I interviewed once Diane was out of the room with my colleague, he and the others heard Diane cry out and as they entered the hallway, saw her essentially bang back against the wall (he couldn't really say whether it looked more like she was thrown or pushed or threw herself against the wall.  They did not see her levitate at all.  Once she hit the wall, she slid down to the floor (they didn't pull her down).  They did, however, see the marks manifesting themselves on her throat with no apparent cause.


So, Diane's perception of the events was not as the witnesses experienced.


She had invited us out to her mother's place, a one bedroom apartment on the coast south of San Francisco, where she was living at the time.  Then the attack came while we were there and I apparently chased whatever it was away.  We promised to continue with her until all was definitely over, but I reassured her again that I had chased it away.


As Sharon and I left and began to discuss what we had learned, we both agreed that it was a truly weird scenario.  Sharon, an intuitive herself, said she sensed no outside presence.  In my mind, I couldn't logically think of why an entity would scare off just because I yelled at it (although I did consider myself a pretty powerful guy in those days).


So, we reviewed what else we had learned from Diane and her mother.


Diane had a rough childhood.  Her father was apparently physically abusive and her mother unwilling to "see" that had gone on, though she much later recognized the signs of that abuse.  Her father was dead a number of years, and only after his death did she discuss the abuse with her mother.  Unfortunately, Diane had repressed memories of the extent of the abuse, memories that showed her father as sexually abusive as well.  These memories came up to her consciousness through nightmares that she began having just after coming back from a several year stint as a cop in Alaska.


After the nightmares started, she began seeing a therapist who was helping her deal with the rising memories.  However, the therapist had been kept in the dark about the attacks by the shadowy entity (Diane wore scarves to cover the bruising of her neck).


We also learned Diane was divorced, her sixteen year-old son living with his father in a nearby community.  While she didn't see him much while she was out of state, he was coming to visit her at her mother's one or two weekends a month.


As Sharon and I discussed things, more and more began to click into place.  We had asked about the timing of the first attacks, and piecing things together after we left we figured out that the nightmares had started just after her son's first weekend visit, and the attacks had begun just after that.  We also discussed another connection.   


Diane's mother had a small one-bedroom apartment and Diane slept on the queen size sofa bed.  When her son came to visit, he, too, slept in the large sofa bed.  


Based on the timing of the events, the sexual abuse by her father when she was young, and the presence, no matter how innocent, of her son in the same bed, it was clear there was a connection between the nightmares and the attacks.


When we spoke again to Diane, I asked her whether the shadow-figure could be her father.  This hit her like a revelation, and she was both happy she "knew" who it was, and even more terrified that her father was back from the dead to "get her."  She also expressed feeling like his motive was "to punish" her "for telling what he did" when she was a child and teenager.


The next step was to connect with the therapist.  With Diane's permission, the therapist was contacted and a discussion of our investigation ensued.  The therapist was amazed that Diane had so skillfully avoided any discussion of or signs of the attacks.  In addition, what may have been the stimulus for the rise of the repressed memories, the weekend same-bed visits of her son, had not been told to the therapist.  What we provided to the therapist was a missing piece that was keeping Diane from progressing.


What this the spirit of her father?  If so, why did this apparition listen to me when I shouted him down during the attack on Diane?  No, it wasn't that "simple."


Armed with what we learned from the therapist (and the therapist armed with what we had learned) a "solution" was arrived at.

 
Diane's shadow-entity, an amorphous representation of her abusive father, was there to punish her, possibly for the guilt feelings she was expressing, even though the abuse was not her fault at all, but her father's.  Lot's of abused kids grow up thinking they did something wrong, not the person who did the abuse.  And Diane was undoubtedly right about  the punishment being related to her finally talking about the abuse with her therapist.


But, we concluded, this was no outside entity.  The very idea of her son sleeping in the same bed, followed by the action itself, was undoubtedly too reminiscent of her father "sleeping" with her.  This created a massive inner conflict which triggered the nightmares and the attacks.


 The inner conflict bore a poltergeist, as in many other cases where someone is suffering from such emotional tension and stress. Except this poltergeist was directed at the person who caused it, rather than at furniture and appliances.


Diane had conjured up a representation of her father, one only she could see.  The force of her mind was so set on her being "punished" for her guilt feelings that she, in effect, punished herself.  


But is what I witnessed possible?  How could she have caused herself to have marks and even deep bruises appear on her throat without touching it?  


You may have heard of experiments or demonstrations where people in altered states, such as might be brought on through hypnosis, being told to believe a pencil was red hot, only to have the touch of a pencil raise a blister.  


We are capable of self-healing.  We are therefore capable of self-harming.  


Besides, if one can accept that the mind can affect matter at a distance, as in poltergeist cases, why should it be more difficult to accept we can damage out own bodies, even as dramatically and visually as Diane did?  In fact, more people would accept Diane's situation over any claimed psychokinetic event where objects seemingly moved by themselves.


In investigating such a case, I learned much about accepting a reported "entity" as such up front.  Just a little digging brings a real solution.


Oh, and Diane never did have another attack. Thanks to the work we did, and mostly to her therapist, she was able to deal with her memories and feelings left from what her father did to her.

*****


What do these cases tell us?


The first really says that not all ghosts are around to scare us.  Maybe we should be more open to the more exciting and arousing haunting phenomena.  We should certainly recognize that both bad and good feelings are left behind in a dwelling.


The second shows us that one must never accept an easy explanation, paranormal or normal, without first exploring other possibilities.  As with the character of Dr. Morbius in the film FORBIDDEN PLANET, Diane was plagued by a "Monster from the Id."  The demons we conjure up for ourselves from within are far more present than those from without.


So, this Halloween, use your own imagination to dream up spooky stories.  


Just remember, some can be pretty sexy, and some all too real.

