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In past years, I’ve written about my ongoing investigations at the Moss Beach Distillery restaurant, just south of San Francisco.  This historic-landmark restaurant, overlooking the Pacific Ocean, is home to one of the more famous ghosts around, “The Blue Lady.”  You may have seen the story of the Blue Lady on the often-rerun episode of Unsolved Mysteries, detailing the lover’s triangle during Prohibition that led to presence of this young woman’s spirit.  Let me recap the story briefly, before telling you about some more personal encounters with her, one occurring this past September.  For longtime FATE readers, you can find my articles that discuss the Distillery in the August 1998, October 1997 and October 1992 issues.

The restaurant now known as the Moss Beach Distillery is located in the small town of Moss Beach, just north of better known Half Moon Bay and less than a half hour drive south of San Francisco. The Distillery was originally built in the late 1920s as a residence, but then almost immediately taken over by restauranteur Frank Torres.  Frank’s place hosted a number of celebrities from both politics and film, from up and down the California Coast, and was one of the prime Prohibition-era speakeasy type establishments in the west.  That the beach below was a primary smuggler’s “port” for illegal booze from Canada certainly didn’t hurt the place either.  

Because of the important clientele, the restaurant was “protected” from any raids – perhaps more so because many of the patrons were themselves reportedly in law enforcement.  However, recent information suggests that there were three major raids involving the smugglers and the beach – but not the restaurant.  This information came from two different sources – the ghost (through a psychic) and an unrelated secondary witness, not from any records (more on that shortly).  Records of almost any sort related to the period of Prohibition, including death records, seem to be non-existent, according to the local historians, a factor of the kind of business done on the coast during those days.  
Next to the building was the small Marine View Hotel, where clients who’d had a bit too much to drink could stay.  Part of that hotel was also used as a bordello, we’re told.  [Note: The hotel burned down in the mid-1950s]


The story of the last days of life and the death of the woman who came to be known as the Blue Lady comes to us from various sources:  local historians, natives of the area (or people who had family there) and several psychics in communication with the ghost.  The lack of historical records leaves us only with oral history.

During the late 1920s/very early 1930s, a young married woman named Elizabeth Claire Donovan and her husband moved to San Francisco from the Mid West.  The woman left her husband shortly after, as he was physically brutal to her.  She escaped down the coast, and got a job working at the Marine View Hotel.  Shortly thereafter, she began coming to Frank’s roadhouse after work, and eventually began a romantic affair with the piano player, who we’ve come to know as Charlie.  Even during life she gained the nickname “the Blue Lady” because of the bright blue dresses she liked to wear.

One night, her husband showed up at the restaurant, having tracked her down.  Because of his demeanor, he was quickly removed from the premises – it was a speakeasy, after all and fights just were not allowed.  Later that night, Charlie and Elizabeth Claire were apparently down on the beach together.  Exactly what took place is unknown, but the next morning the woman was dead – a knife in the back – and Charlie was found unconscious.  Even the ghost is not 100% sure of who killed her, since her back was turned towards the killer.  But she’s told people it had to be her husband.

Within a week of her death, she was seen on the beach.  Within weeks she was seen on the bluff above the beach, then eventually in the restaurant and the hotel.  Once the hotel burned in the ‘50s, her activity was mainly in the restaurant, with occasional sightings on the bluff.  Mostly seen and felt as a presence, in the 1970s, she began moving objects, something that occurs from time to time to this day.


There’s much to recap in my own investigations, but I’d rather write about more recent history with the ghost.  Besides the past issues of FATE I mentioned, you can also get more information on past ghostly activity on my website at the page with the URL http://www.mindreader.com/distillery.


Since 1991, I’ve brought in several psychics, all of whom have gotten bits and pieces of information that connect to both the information from the local historians and to that of the other psychics and witnesses I’ve worked with.  Even the name “Elizabeth Claire” came through several different psychics. 
Northern California psychic Annette Martin has joined me since 1997 in keeping tabs on the place.  We have actually done a number of sessions for groups in which Annette “connected” with the ghost, playing medium for the Blue Lady --- who likes to be called Cayte, according to Annette and five other, independent, psychics (and two area witnesses).  On several occasions, even the technology we use has been most helpful, as everything from various electromagnetic field detectors, to infrared thermalvision cameras, have picked up something when Annette is in communication with Cayte.  These measures are particularly interesting at times when Cayte’s husband was mentioned -- outwardly, Annette portrayed Cayte’s distress.  The EMF detectors, which measure different frequency ranges, BOTH began registering extremely high readings whenever the subject of the husband came up.  The devices registered something at the same time only when the ghost was ostensibly present.
In February 1999, I returned with a small video crew to cover an investigation at the Distillery. We decided to spend two nights in a row at the Distillery.  Included in the team was Annette Martin, Pam Heath (a researcher with a real degree of psychic sensitivity), and another psychic I’d just begun working with, Stache Margaret Murray.


During our investigation, Annette contacted Cayte again as we videotaped the session.  Many questions were hurled at the ghost, including some about the town and the smuggling at the time before Cayte died.  In asking about raids on the restaurant, Cayte – through Annette – described “three major raids on the beach” which involved Federal and State agents, and resulted in shoot-outs and several deaths.  It was this information that was verified in an odd way, as I’ll get to in a moment.


Then there was my own “close encounter.”


On the second night, around 3 AM, I was alone in the bar area.  I was taking magnetic readings behind the bar when my magnetometer spiked quite high.  I immediately began to check whether the readings related to any of the refrigeration equipment behind the bar.  Seconds later, I felt a rippling effect through my body, as though I was being hit by a wave from behind, like being in the ocean.  The wave passed through me from back to front, there was a pause, then from front to back.  It felt warm and tingly.  It repeated, and I began timing the episode.

I got a mental image of someone was walking through me – a woman with dark blond hair in a black dress and heels, giggling as she walked back and forth through my body.  The wave associated with the mental image moved back and forth, and to be honest, it felt very nice.  


I knew that somehow, the Blue Lady – though wearing a very fashionable black gown -- was getting my attention by moving through my body.  After a little over two minutes of this, Annette, Pam and Stache were entering the room and stopped, all staring at me.  Annette began laughing, and either Pam or Stache (I’m afraid I was too busy paying attention to the ghost) said “hey, she’s walking right through you” --- followed by more laughter from all three.  I separated them, and interviewed them separately.  They agreed to seeing the same thing – the same woman I “saw” in my visualization, wearing the same clothing.


After that experience, I felt more connected to the Distillery.  At the time, I couldn’t foresee that the Distillery would connect to another major investigation.
During our investigation (at the USS Hornet, a decommissioned and quite haunted WWII aircraft carrier that sits in the water near San Francisco as a museum), one of the witnesses related a tale of his own sighting of the Blue Lady during the 1950s, when he was 12 years old.


This witness, an ex-US Naval officer gave us some interesting facts about the early days of the Distillery.  First of all, his father was an attorney for the State of California who first visited the place during Prohibition, on request of Federal agents.  He was involved in the “three major raids” and “shoot-outs” at the beach below Frank’s Roadhouse.  The description of the raids as told to Alan by his father were uncannily like what Cayte had told us through Annette.  


According to Alan, his father stayed in touch with Frank Torres and later with the next owners of the place.  In the mid-50s, he and his parents were invited for dinner by the owners, and stuck around long after.  Sometime after midnight after everyone else had left, the adults were talking and having drinks.  Alan’s father and the owner looked over and saw a door to the kitchen shut by itself.  The owner commented that such things “happened all the time.”


A while later, Alan’s mother directed them to look at that same door, where they saw the outline of a woman.  Apparently, no one was upset by it at all.


Then, as Alan and his folks were driving away, he looked over at the restaurant and saw the same outline of the woman at the window.  Perhaps she was saying goodbye?


Having a witness at one major haunting connect to another was a very unusual situation, especially given that this witness has said that he “doesn’t necessarily believe in the paranormal, but this is what I saw.”  I now keep my eyes and ears open for other such connections.
After several more visits to the Distillery, Annette and I arranged to conduct another communication session, and invited several people to attend and ask questions. Cayte – through Annette – assured us she is happy with anything that will draw people to the restaurant.  The ghost has made one emphatic point to each of the psychics and other witnesses who have asked her why she's still there: she likes to be around people, especially people who are happy, since Cayte expects her lost love Charlie to also be drawn there.  When we asked her if she realized that Charlie was likely long dead, she admitted that she still hoped he’d come for her, but she was really happy to stay around all the lively people.

She was asked “what do you miss most about life?” by one of the guests.


“Sex and food,” was the reply.  Turned out she really missed food, and especially her favorite, strawberry ice cream.  I pointed out that missing food and haunting a restaurant was not a great combination.  She agreed, but said the fun the people were having made up for a lot.  I offered to try to figure out a way she’d be able to taste food again, if only psychically.


In 2003, I visited the Distillery with Annette Martin for TechTV’s show Unscrewed, along with two other psychics Michael Kouri and Neva Turnock.  All three saw the Blue Lady that day.  Neva, who currently lives in Minneapolis, has been working with me for nearly two years, and made an immediate connection with Cayte that’s become extremely important, for both my own experiences and those of the ghost.


In September 2004, Neva was in town for a remote viewing conference, and we decided to pay a visit to Moss Beach.  Over the years, I’ve felt more and more aware of some kind of presence when there.  As soon as we walked in and downstairs, I felt that something.  Without any prompting from me, Neva immediately said “Hi Cayte” and led us outside on the patio overlooking the ocean.  For about 15 minutes, I had yet another conversation with the Blue Lady, but this time discussing some of the results of the last séance held with Annette Martin.

Based on the model that apparitions are communicating with us living folks telepathically, I suggested to Cayte that there was a way in which she could taste food again, if Neva – or anyone else – was especially willing (and we both were).  Inasmuch as ghosts have no ears to hear with or eyes to see with, they receive perceptual information on a psychic level.  So, why not taste-related info?  I suggested that she focus on the sense and perceptions of taste (since the tongue tastes, but the mind perceives the tastes) of someone.  Neva agreed to be that someone.
We ended the brief session and went up to lunch.  About midway through the meal, Neva began to laugh, and then with eyes wide, describe how Cayte tasted the food through her.  For the rest of the meal, Neva was picking up Cayte’s emotional reactions, vacillating from sheer laughing to almost crying with happiness at the new discovery.  I joked that maybe I ought to open a school for perception-deprived ghosts.


After lunch, Neva and I went back downstairs and sat to discuss what had just happened.  We were totally alone in the area just inside the patio.  As I was asking her about how Cayte was reacting , I had my very first auditory psi experience.  I heard my first name called by a lyrical female voice, about three to four feet off to my left.  No one was there, or within earshot of us – and Neva is not a ventriloquist, by the way (and was speaking at the same time).


I felt even more connected to Cayte, the Blue Lady of the Moss Beach Distillery than ever, having now heard her call out to me,  something that has been reported by numerous employees over the years.


More than that, I felt I’d paid Cayte back just a little in teaching her how to experience something she’s missed for so long: tasting food.  My next step is to re-visit the Distillery with Annette or Neva (or both) with a big container of the best strawberry ice cream I can find.


Stay tuned for more on the Blue Lady of Moss Beach.
