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I n t r o d u c t i o n

The spirit world has been a part of my life for as long as I can remember. My earliest memories are replete with the ghosts 

who lingered by my bedside; their radiant, kind faces sooth-

ing me to sleep. Back then, I considered these visitations to be comforting and normal. I had no reason to suspect that my 

nightly visitors were anything out of the ordinary. 

It took some years for me to realise that my bedside entou-

rage were ghosts, and when I did, a crippling fear was quick to set in. My fear began to dull my sensitivity, and later as a teen, it fuelled what were to be a series of terrifying visitations. And now, almost three decades on, I am still waging a battle to be entirely free of its clutches. 

My experiences as a teenager have a lot to answer for, inas-

much that I found myself sharing a house with a persistently 

nasty poltergeist. Although my reactions to paranormal phe-

nomena have become more tempered over the course of my 

1
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forty three years, ghostly visitations still set my heart racing. It’s an ingrained response that I struggle to keep in check. 

As time goes on and my encounters with the other side 

become more prolific, I have, however, discovered that the 

spirit world is rarely malicious. Accepting this realisation has helped me forge ahead with the development of  my clairvoyance, despite the occasional fear-fuelled setback. I’ve come to realise that by keeping negative emotions (particularly fear) at bay, it’s possible to minimise the likelihood of  negative paranormal experiences. 

Projecting a sense of  positivity and love attracts positive 

interactions, whereas negativity attracts the same in return. In addition to actively trying to suppress my fears, I believe that by embracing my clairvoyant abilities, I have invited the spirits to be around me. As such I seem to have attracted an upsurge in 

visitations, most of which have been uplifting and positive. 

Whilst the first part of my life was about learning to cope 

with my otherworldly experiences, I feel that the next phase is about making the most of  the clairvoyant abilities I was born with. The spirits are still seeking me out, more than ever in 

fact, and I’m generally comfortable encouraging these inter-

actions. I have learnt that spirit visitations are a blessing, and have reached a point where I am comfortable facilitating contact between spirits and their loved ones. I no longer feel 

targeted by unseen entities; I feel privileged to have their attention. 

In order to maximize my potential as a clairvoyant, I have 

explored ways in which to develop my mediumship abilities 

and establish a reliable mode of communication with the spir-

its who seem to be perpetually around me. My clairaudience 

still remains muted, so I have focussed my attentions on dows-


Introduction     3

ing with a pendulum, orb photography and table tipping. The 

stories within these pages document my journey towards 

developing these skills, and the wonderful spirits who have 

helped me along the way. 

I have been privileged to meet the delightful twenty year-

old Gary, who managed to redeem himself  after our “shaky” 

start. Gary first commandeered my attention by waking me 

up by shaking my bed, an unacceptable trick I was quick to set him straight on! 

I was touched to meet a very active spirit gent named Lau-

rie, who was desperate to make amends for the pain he had 

caused his family by taking his own life. Laurie wasted no time in physically manifesting; first by placing his hand on his niece, Lane’s shoulder. He went on to move my pedestal table, all 

the while presenting himself  as a glowing, iridescent orb. His grand finale came when Lane asked for something undeniable; 

an irrefutable sign that he was really there. Lane’s request was met by a shattering of broken glass, as the glass candle holder on the table beside her spontaneously shattered with a loud 

crack. 

Not quite as endearing was the poltergeist, Ted, who 

announced his presence by pelting me with a smattering of 

small gravelly stones. His angry banging and accompanying icy 

chill were almost enough to send me scampering for cover. I felt as though I could easily revert to being the terrified girl I once was, and that all my hard work of the past few years would be 

undone. It took all my courage and resolve not to allow this, 

and turn a potentially damaging experience into something pos-

itive. 

As recently as a few years ago, these same experiences would 

have paralysed me with fear, whereas now I know enough to 
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realise that the spirits mean me no harm. They still have the 

ability to set my heart pounding, but I can retain enough presence of mind to calm myself and work out what it is they want. 

I have discovered that spirits are reaching out to me for good reason. I feel it’s my responsibility to establish what that is and to do my best to help them. 

I would like to think that as time goes on, not only will 

my abilities become more honed, but the last remaining sker-

rick of  fear will be eradicated forever. Maybe then the spirits’ 

voices will finally manage to come through. 

So from my earliest memories of  the ghostly entourage 

who surrounded my cot, to the terror of  my teenage haunt-

ing, I find myself purposefully marching forward on my jour-

ney towards connectedness with the spirit world. So even in 

those times when I falter, there is no choice but to continue 

moving forward. And as I keep marching onward, I trust that 

you, my readers, will continue the journey with me. 




chapter one

T h e   N i g h t   o f   t h e 

P o l t e r g e i s t

 To conquer one’s fears one must face them;  it’s something I’ve known for as long as I can remember. Putting the theory into 

practice however, is another matter altogether. 

Of  all the entities I’ve come across in my lifetime, it’s poltergeists that scare me the most. I know too well how vio-

lently they can manifest. I’ve been on the receiving end of 

their attentions often enough to know that the phenomenon 

is terrifyingly real. 

Fortunately for me, I didn’t have to consciously decide to 

go head-to-head with a poltergeist. The opportunity to do so 

sprung up at me unannounced. And as it did so, I realised that if I wanted to continue on my path of spiritual growth, it was time to face my demons. 

As with all of  life’s pivotal moments, this one began inno-

cently enough. The chain of  events which placed me in 

Carinup the following day began with a quick scan of  my 
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Facebook page. A post by Tony G immediately caught my 

attention. Tony is reputed to be  Australia’s Ghost Whisperer  and  

is a highly regarded medium. His recent appearance in a high-

rating TV show further cemented his reputation as one of the 

nation’s best. 

Tony was looking for two volunteers to join him on a 

ghost hunt, scheduled to coincide with Halloween which was 

the next day. Despite a flicker of  trepidation, I decided to put my hand up. And somehow from the throng of  eager would-be ghost-hunters, Tony chose a lady named Karen and myself. 

In less than twenty four hours we’d be joining him on an investigation which would prove impossible to forget. 

Our destination was the 105 year-old Carinup tavern, 

which was reported to be attracting the attentions of  an irate poltergeist. Although almost two hundred and fifty kilometres from home, its reputation suggested that it would be well worth the drive. 

I met Tony and his wife at our arranged meeting point in 

Bunbury, so that we could travel the last fifty kilometres to 

Carinup together. The half  hour we spent in the car set the 

scene for the rest of the evening, as Tony told me about some 

of his previous experiences with poltergeists. 

He spoke of  an investigation he’d conducted a couple of 

years earlier, set in a lonely old farmhouse which was home to three teenage girls. Amongst a steady litany of  ghostly manifestations, the image of  a pair of  crucifixes would repeat-

edly appear on the benches and tabletops. It looked as though 

they had been burnt deep within their surface. The teenagers’ 

mother had tried scouring the effigies off, but no matter what she used and how hard she scrubbed, the crucifixes remained 

fast. Yet when Tony gently ran his thumb over them, the 
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images instantly faded from sight. It was as though they were 

reacting to Tony’s powerful psychic energy. When he looked 

at his thumb there was no sign of  the blackish colour which 

had defined them, his thumb remained clean. It was as almost 

as if the crucifixes had never been there at all. 

Tony also told me about an alarming case whereby a pol-

tergeist was hurling crockery and knives, so frequently and 

recklessly that the homeowner’s life seemed at risk. Once the 

cause of the disturbance was uncovered however, it didn’t take long for the home to resume normality. This is true of  most 

hauntings, there is usually an underlying issue. The paranor-

mal activity is most often a cry for attention, and if  the spirit’s concerns can be addressed, the disturbance usually recedes. 

In this particular case, the focus of the haunting was an ex-

soldier who had served in Northern Ireland several years earlier. 

One of his comrades had suffered an horrific injury as the result of a bomb blast, which would have resulted in a slow and agonising death. Wishing to spare him further suffering, the man 

proceeded to shoot his friend in the head. As a result of what was in effect a mercy killing, he had been unable to forgive himself and had punished himself ever since. The ex-soldier’s life was dominated by his all-consuming guilt and he was spiralling deeper and deeper into a remorseless depression. His marriage 

had crumbled, he was unable to work and was habitually drink-

ing himself into oblivion. 

Tony soon established that the poltergeist was in fact the 

man’s deceased comrade, who was becoming increasingly 

frustrated by his friend’s progressively bleak existence. The 

spirit’s frenetic behaviour was a desperate attempt to get his friend’s attention, and to assure him that he had done the right thing by ending his life. 
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Once Tony relayed the message from the deceased soldier, 

it didn’t take long for the haunting to settle down. The com-

munication certainly afforded some peace to the attention-

seeking spirit and hopefully provided some peace and closure 

for the man as well. 

It was with these stories fresh in my mind, that we 

approached the Carinup tavern. My mind was focussed on pol-

tergeists and hauntings, I was primed and ready for the ghost 

hunt. The fact that a Ouija Board sat just behind me, clattering in the back of the station wagon, further set the mood. It was time for the investigation to begin. 

As we entered the tavern, we were met by Rob and Heidi, 

the hosts of  a popular morning radio show. One of  the local 

television stations had also sent a reporter, who was covering the investigation for the following evening’s news. The media 

were poised for what they hoped would be an eventful eve-

ning. They wouldn’t be disappointed. 

It wasn’t long before Tony had scanned the building, and 

identified a closed-off  corridor as the focus of  the haunting. 

To reach it, you had to go through a long dark hallway with 

self-closing doors at either end. Once you entered the hallway, the heavy door closed quickly behind you, pitching the space 

into complete darkness. It was musty and foreboding. 

The doorway at the end of  the hall led to the corri-

dor, which in turn gave access to a bathroom and two pokey 

rooms. These had once been the publican’s quarters, but were 

now too decrepit to be used for anything other than storage. 

Ted, one of the previous publicans didn’t think so though, and he continued to occupy his quarters in spite of being dead. 
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Tony thought it would be best to take us into the corri-

dor in pairs, so that the groups were small enough for him to 

maintain control. 

First to accompany Tony into Ted’s quarters was Heidi, 

who had confessed a profound fear of ghosts beforehand. The 

reporter from TV station also went in, her camera rolling. She admitted she was a skeptic, and didn’t expect to capture anything untoward. 

After much convincing, a tearful Heidi eventually agreed 

to go in, her terror palpable as she made her way through the 

heavy first door. We could hear her voice getting softer as the group moved away from us, as she repeatedly asked to go 

back, unwilling to face her darkest of fears. Tony managed to 

reassure her, telling her she would come to no harm. 

Tony called out into the darkness. 

“If there’s anyone here, could you please make a noise.” 

Almost instantly, a loud banging began on the ceiling and 

walls. Heidi screamed. 

“Oh my God!” she gasped. “I need to get out. Take me back!” 

“It’s OK …” said Tony calmly. “Nothing will happen to you; 

you’ll be fine.” 

Tony addressed the ghost once again, and asked if it would 

make itself known to them. 

Another loud bang echoed through the corridor. By now 

Heidi had begun to hyperventilate, and worse was yet to 

come. The reporter continued filming, stoically trying to pro-

cess what she could scarcely believe was possible. Tony continued trying to establish contact. 

And then, completely unfathomably, the trio were pelted 

with a smattering of stones. They had materialised out of thin air; it was more than Heidi could take. 
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“Get me out of here!” she screamed. 

Seconds later she was bolting down the hallway, back through 

the heavy wooden door and into the sanctuary of the pub. 

“It’s real!” Heidi cried. “It’s really real … he threw rocks at us!” 

I could see her shaking from across the room. We all crowded 

around her, shocked but intrigued. We were unable to compre-

hend that the poltergeist had actually manifested stones and used them as projectiles. I’d read about the phenomenon being connected to poltergeists before, and could never quite believe it. 

Being confronted with the evidence now was almost more than 

I could process. 

Tony called Rob in from the hallway, it was his turn to go 

in. I quickly grabbed the door before it shut, and asked the TV 

reporter if she was OK. 

“I’m fine,” she smiled, as the team disappeared into the 

darkness and the door slammed shut once again. 

The group resumed their positions in the corridor, and 

Tony asked the ghost if he wanted them to leave. 

BANG! 

“OK … but we’re not here to hurt you mate. We’re not try-

ing to upset you …” 

BANG! 

Tony picked up that Ted didn’t like the reporter at all and 

it wasn’t long before he expressed his disdain. The stones fired up once again, and this time they were all aimed at the young 

woman. Even her camera was bombarded, and she ran from 

the corridor, an hysterical mess. 

As she stumbled into the pub with her camera hanging by 

her side, we were shocked to see her so distressed. She was 

crying, shaking and struggling to breathe. We helped her into 
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a chair and gave her water, waiting for her to catch her breath so we could hear what had happened. She was completely 

traumatised, perhaps more so for having been a skeptic just a 

few minutes earlier. 

It was then that Tony called my name. 

“Your turn,” he said. 

Having seen how the two ladies before me fared, to say I 

was scared would be a ridiculous understatement. All my old 

fears came bubbling to the surface. I felt like I was a teenager again; as frightened as I’d been when I was terrorised by poltergeists thirty years ago. 

“I can’t do it,” I said, terrified. I could feel my face burning; my body was trembling. 

Tony assured me I’d be safe, and the rest of  the group 

agreed. They reminded me I’d come all this way for a reason, I wouldn’t forgive myself if I backed out now. So with my heart 

racing and my breath rasping, I clung to Tony’s elbow as we 

made our way down the increasingly cold hallway. Karen (my 

fellow competition winner) was armed with her infrared cam-

era and made up the threesome for the third leg of  the inves-

tigation. 

I forced myself  to breathe deeply as we stood in the dark 

corridor. The sense of expectation was all-consuming, though 

it wasn’t long before the activity kicked in. A loud bang was 

followed by the flying stones, it appeared that this was Ted’s favourite trick. One of the stones skimmed my right cheek as 

it whizzed past, I was as awestruck as I was terrified.  How on earth was this possible?  It was beyond my comprehension that the stones were manifesting out of  nothingness, they seemed 

to be coming at us from thin air. 
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Tony addressed the darkness, his voice measured and con-

fident. He’d obviously done this many times before. 

“If you want us to leave, just make a noise …” 

The response came as a loud rap on the wall in front of us. 

I was ready to run. 

“OK,” I faltered. “If  you don’t want us here, we’ll go.” I 

turned towards the doorway, but Tony and Karen had no 

intention of  leaving. Especially since Karen was capturing a 

spectacular display of orb activity on her infrared camera. 

I’d noticed that while I was speaking to Ted I started to feel a little more calm. So I tried speaking to him again. 

“We’re sorry if  we’re upsetting you. We want to know 

whether you need our help. Are you stuck?” 

Another shower of stones, or perhaps it was more of a sprin-

kling. We heard the stones clatter into the old bath, and made our way towards the bathroom to investigate. Tony held one 

of the stones in the palm of his hand, it looked like one of the small orange local stones, and we joked that it was very much 

like a large lentil. The atmosphere was starting to lift. 

“Ted …” asked Tony. “Do you think you could show your-

self to us again?” 

Almost instantly, an orb flew out from the wall to our right. 

It skittered around in front of us for a few seconds, before disappearing into the brickwork of the opposite wall. 

“Wow!” I said, starting to feel better. We were all blown 

away. 

“Could you do that again mate?” asked Tony. 

We all stared at Karen’s view-finder as the small, bright orb 

reappeared. It darted around in front of us, before seeming to disappear into the wall once again. 

“Thank you,” I said. “It’s so good of you to show yourself!” 
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This manifestation of spirit energy felt much more accept-

able than stone-throwing and rapping! It appeared that now that Ted had our full attention, he had calmed down significantly. 

Also, by now I’d managed to keep my fear in check, so there was no intense emotion available to fuel the disturbance. Karen and Tony had been calm and composed all along, it was just me who 

had been on the verge of a meltdown! 

By the time we emerged from the darkness, my fear had 

made way for awe. I couldn’t quite comprehend what had just 

happened. I had read about this type of  phenomenon before, 

but to experience it myself was another thing altogether. 

And to think, the night had barely begun! 

Once we’d composed ourselves, Tony set up the Ouija 

Board. It was the very thing I had sworn I’d never be involved with. I’d heard too many stories of  séances gone wrong. Yet 

here I was, seated in the old dining room of  a haunted hotel, about to initiate contact with its resident ghosts. 

Tony’s Ouija Board is a converted fold-out table, and judg-

ing by its well-worn appearance, it has obviously seen much 

use over the years. It had probably once been a pristine white, but was now looking battered with age. The letters and numbers were arranged around its periphery, with a large “YES” 

and “NO” in the middle. 

I reassured myself  with the knowledge that Tony was an 

expert in the field of spirit contact, and I knew that he wouldn’t start proceedings without protection being in place first. In an effort to further strengthen my spiritual armour, I said a quick prayer and white-lighted myself, then braced myself in preparation for the séance. 

There were five of us seated around the table; Tony, Karen, 

Rob, Heidi and myself. Heidi’s friend Sophie sat slightly apart 14      The Night of the Poltergeist

from us, taping proceedings on her hand-held tape recorder. We were ready to begin. 

Tony asked us to place our hands flat on the table, with 

our little fingers extended so as to touch those of  the person next to us. He warned us that it was likely nothing would happen for quite a while,   if it happened at all. If we did make spirit contact however, Tony told us we’d feel a drop in temperature 

and the tips of our fingers would start to feel cold. 

The wheels were set into motion when Tony asked the 

spirits to draw close to us. He made it clear that only ener-

gies coming from the light were welcome to make contact, 

and asked for us to be shielded from lower-vibration entities. 

Tony then told us that he needed to  leave us for a little while, and began to zone out. He said that he needed to make sure 

that the energy around the table was not threatening. If Tony 

felt an increase in energy, it meant that we were dealing with positive, crossed over spirits. If  however he sensed a drop, it was possible that negative energies were around us. If this was the case, we would have to end the séance. 

We watched as Tony allowed himself  to drop into a semi-

trance state, and smiled nervously at each other across the 

table. I couldn’t believe I was really about to do this, was I really inviting contact from the other side? It wasn’t long 

before Tony opened his eyes, and announced it was safe to 

begin. 

The room was in darkness except for the greenish glow 

emanating from the exit sign, just enough for us to see each 

other’s faces and the board before us. We were surprised by 

how quickly the spirit contact was initiated. As our fingertips began to get cold, we looked at each other across the table. 
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Rob, seated directly opposite me, couldn’t hide his awe at what was happening. 

“I feel it!” he said. His eyes grew wide as the table started 

to vibrate. 

Heidi made a pained noise as the table began to shake 

more forcibly, the uninitiated amongst us staring fixedly at the table as it seemed to take on a life of it’s own. 

“I feel sick!” said Heidi. “Ohhhh … it’s under my hands! 

There’s tapping coming from under my hands!” 

Tony’s composed voice restored some semblance of  calm 

as he addressed the spirits. 

“Would someone like to make contact with Heidi?” 

The table began to seesaw back and forth, tipping towards 

Heidi as if in response to Tony’s question. 

“Can you lift the table off the ground?” he asked. 

Heidi looked as though she was about to pass out. 

“Oh no …” she muttered, desperately trying to maintain 

control. “Guys, I’m really freaking out here …” 

We tried to comfort her (and thereby reassure ourselves) by 

telling Heidi that everything was fine. Despite the indisputable evidence that we were in the presence of ghosts, the over-riding feeling was one of awe. This was more than just a fleeting visitation, we were actually in the company of spirits! 

The table continued to rock. Heidi’s side seemed to be 

straining to get off the ground. 

“It’s certainly trying to lift off,” said Tony. “Let’s see if  we can get some messages through with the glass.” 

A moment later an upturned glass was in the middle of the 

table, with each of  us lightly resting a finger on top of  it. We didn’t have to wait long before the glass started to move. 
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Tony immediately tuned into a murder victim. He told us 

it was someone who had “died as he had lived,” and had been 

caught up in a crazy, full-on lifestyle. He told us the murder happened interstate, and asked if any of us could place him, as he was definitely connected to one of us. 

“I know who he is,” said Sophie from where she sat record-

ing the séance. Tony said she’d better join the table, and her deceased friend proceeded to deliver his message. 

On numerous occasions he tried to communicate with 

Tony telepathically. 

“Stop talking to me!” said Tony light-heartedly. “We want 

you to use the glass!” 

It wasn’t long before Heidi’s insistent spirit friend returned, and as soon as she identified herself, Heidi’s fear vanished in an instant. She was delighted to make contact with her best friend who passed away six years earlier, firing off one validation after another. By the time she stepped back to allow another spirit to enter, Heidi was positively glowing. 

The glass continued to move steadily around the table. 

This time it spelt out R-A-Y. 

“Anyone know Ray?” asked Tony. 

“He was my husband, “answered Karen. 

Before poor Ray could even begin, the glass was seem-

ingly hijacked by a more insistent presence. The glass moved 

quickly and forcefully towards me, stopping abruptly at the 

edge of the table. 

Once it had my attention, it skimmed across the table, 

spelling out FEB 2. 

“I think I know who you are!” I said excitedly, as I imme-

diately recognised my close friend, Deni’s birth date. Deni had 
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passed away thirteen years earlier as the result of a plane crash; the Tiger Moth joy flight being a thirtieth birthday gift. 

 My dear friend, Deni, all dressed up for a cocktail party (circa 1995.) Deni was quick to come through the first time I used an Ouija Board. 

“Can you give me your initials?” I asked. 

 I can do better than that!  He must’ve thought, because he quickly spelt out his entire first name D-E-N-I. 

“Deni!” I gasped. “It  is you!” 

I could scarcely believe my best buddy had stepped for-

ward. Despite seeing his spirit for the first few years after his death, I hadn’t seen him or sensed his presence in over five 

years. 
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“U- NO- C- ME” 

“You no see me?” read Rob. “You don’t see me perhaps?” 

“Oh Deni!” I said. “I know I don’t see you any more. I 

thought you might have come back as my son Danny …” 

The glass wasted no time in whizzing across to NO. 

I told Deni I loved him and that I was so very grateful for 

his visit. Before he left, I had one last question. 

“Do you love me?” I asked. 

The glass began to move slowly towards the “YES.” 

“Ummm … you’re not very convincing,” I joked. “Glad to 

see you feel so strongly about me!” 

With that, the glass sped straight towards the YES, which it 

then proceeded to circle as if to prove a point. 

“I know you do,” I said. And then as quickly as he had taken 

charge of the Ouija board, he stepped back and was gone. 

At this point Ray managed to find his way back in, and we 

continued our séance with broad smiles and lighter hearts. 

It was the perfect counterbalance to our encounter with 

Ted, and we finished our evening on an upbeat note. 

As I lay in bed that evening, my mind was buzzing with all 

that we’d experienced. It still didn’t seem real. It had been a ghost hunter’s dream, with much of the evidence caught on camera. 

I was elated yet overwhelmed, and a small part of  me 

couldn’t help worrying that one of the spirits from the hotel had decided to come home with me. I can’t say I felt frightened, but I wasn’t entirely comfortable either. Needless to say, there was little sleep to be had that night. When I did finally manage to doze off, my bedside lamp was still blazing and my head was 

hidden firmly beneath the sheets. 




chapter two

R e p e r c u s s i o n s

Three days after the Carinup investigation, I found myself 

driving South once again. This time I was heading to the sea-

side town of Mandurah, for a meeting with a medium named 

Dot. Dot had come highly recommended and I was eager to 

discover whether she and I would pick up on the same spirits. 

Sometimes it feels as though I’m on a constant quest for vali-

dation, to seek out confirmation that my clairvoyance is real. 

I pulled up outside Dot’s neat brick and tile home just 

before 9am, brimming with expectation. I was still very much 

affected by my experience of a few nights ago and could think 

of little else. I wasn’t so much scared as awestruck, particularly since it had been one of those rare occasions where a paranormal experience had been shared amongst a group. My encoun-

ters with ghosts are usually solitary affairs, whereby they show themselves to me for a brief  instant and then move on. So 

sharing a protracted paranormal encounter felt somehow spe-

cial, as everyone who was present experienced the same thing. 
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Also, as confronting as poltergeist activity can be, it is wonderfully concrete proof of the continuity of life after death. 

Dot welcomed me with a hug as she ushered me into her 

incense-filled consulting room. She passed me a deck of well-

worn Tarot cards, which I ineptly began to shuffle. 

“Now cut them into three piles,” she said. 

I did as I was instructed, then leant back in my chair and 

waited for the reading to unfold. Dot expertly arranged the 

cards into rapid-fire rows; their mysterious, faded images captivating and eerie. Yet of  all the cards laid out before me, one caught my attention more than the others. Especially since I 

noticed Dot’s small, involuntary gasp as it fell to the table. It was the Queen of Pentacles. 

Dot leaned in towards me in a way that put me immedi-

ately on edge. Her face had suddenly become furrowed with 

worry. She scanned the cards quickly once again, as if to con-

firm what she was seeing, then looked directly into my eyes. 

“Have you had things moving around your house lately?” 

she asked. “Any stuff being thrown around?” 

I knew where this conversation was heading, and my heart 

began to race. 

“I have had in the past,” I replied nervously. “Is that what 

you mean?” 

“No,” said Dot. “I mean  now.  In the last day or so.” 

I braced myself for what I had no doubt was coming. 

“You have a poltergeist attached to you …” 

After the initial pang of  fear, my over-riding emotion was 

anger.  How had I been so stupid as to have willingly placed myself in the firing line of  a poltergeist! After all I’d lived through as a teenager, here I was about to go through it again! 
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I didn’t want to believe it could be true, but sitting there 

across from Dot, I knew that she was simply confirming what 

I had suspected for the last couple of days. 

I thought back to Monday night’s haunting investigation, 

and how the thought of  possibly being followed home had 

occurred to me then. As I was standing in the pitch black hallway calling out into the darkness, I wondered if I was the first person to speak kindly to Ted in all these years. I wondered 

whether he would gravitate towards me. The thought was 

answered by a gentle touch to my hair. It was almost as if  he was stroking it. Tony was also touched, but rather than touching his hair, Ted had given him a little prod to the leg. 

Had Ted been reaching out to us, grateful for the compas-

sion we had shown him? I’d tried to put it out of  my head, 

but now with Dot’s confirmation, the possibility was suddenly 

very real. 

“You need to move him on,” said Dot firmly. “If you don’t 

he’s going to start disturbing the children.” 

I was feeling increasingly anxious. I had lived through a 

five-year poltergeist haunting before and was terrified at the thought of having to do so again. I was especially worried for my children. 

Since I’d seen a fleeting black figure at the periphery of my 

vision numerous times since Monday night, I just knew that 

what Dot was telling me was real. Further evidence of  Ted’s 

presence came from my husband Stuart, who told me he’d 

heard footsteps and banging in the hallway the night before. 

The noises were loud enough for him to think that one of the 

children had gotten up, but when he went to investigate, the 

hallway was empty. 
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Whilst Dot assured me that Ted didn’t mean any harm, 

she couldn’t stress enough that his presence would have an 

ill-effect on our household. She told me that he’d been a vio-

lent alcoholic in life, and was now fearful of progressing to the light to face the consequences. 

“You need to go home and cleanse yourself  and your 

house,” she said. “Do it today.” 

She advised me to scrub myself  with rock salt and to 

smudge every corner of  every room in the house, whilst 

mindful of  the intention of  moving Ted on. She told me to 

use a smouldering bundle of white sage, and to ensure that its smoke permeated every inch of the house. 

“That’s all you need to do to smudge,” she said. “And if he 

refuses to leave, make sure you let me know. If he’s stubborn, I’ll just move him on remotely …” 

“Can’t you move him on now?” I asked. “Why don’t you 

just do whatever it is you do now, and be done with it?” 

“You’re a channel,” said Dot. “I have every faith you can do 

it yourself. Just go home and try!” 

I was unconvinced and was feeling increasingly panicked. 

“Please Dot,” I asked. “I really want you to do it now …” 

Knowing that I wouldn’t take no   for an answer, Dot took my hand and dropped into a trance. The energy around us 

was palpably buzzing within the room. 

After a few minutes she slowly opened her eyes and I held 

her gaze with mine. 

“Is he gone?” I asked. 

“Gone!” she smiled. 

She continued the reading but my attention was elsewhere. 

Although it seemed as though Dot had moved Ted on, I couldn’t 

wait to get home and start smudging the house. I wanted to 
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make sure I took every precaution to prevent a resurgence of 

poltergeist activity. The five year disturbance I had endured in my teens had been more than enough. 

As I write this, I can’t categorically state that I’m convinced that Ted has moved on. It’s just over a week since I saw Dot 

and there have still been signs that he may still be around. 

Whilst the heaviness has certainly lifted, I still catch glimpses of a figure darting around our house. 

Three nights ago, whilst Stu was on nightshift, I went to 

bed at 9.30, drained and in need of  an early night. No sooner had I settled myself under the covers, that I heard a male voice whisper loudly from across the room. 

“Get up!” it said. 

“Get out!” I replied. 

Knowing that poltergeists thrive on fear, I am refusing to 

allow myself  to succumb to feeling scared. If  I start to falter, I have a technique that unfailingly calms me. Instead of 

thinking of Ted as some kind of malevolent entity, I have been thinking of him as the little newborn he once was. It really fills my heart with compassion to think that an innocent little baby can somehow end up being a poltergeist … how on earth did it 

come to this? 

I would love to help Ted go to the light, and have been 

praying for him to do so. I say my prayers out loud so that 

he can hear them, and remind him that peace and love await 

him, rather than the judgement he so fears. Surely he has been lonely and in limbo for long enough. 

Two nights ago I had another visit, and again it wasn’t 

as threatening as it may have been had I allowed fear to take 

hold. I was woken by someone breathing gently in my face, 

the breath warm and redolent with the smell of red wine! 
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“Ted,” I whispered. “You need to go!” 

I rolled over towards Stu and pulled the covers over my 

head, and amazingly, fell quickly back to sleep. 

As I reflect on the situation now, I don’t regret crossing 

paths with Ted at all. We need to remember that ghosts, pol-

tergeists and spirits were all once like us and we need to treat them with love and compassion. Are poltergeists  really evil? 

Or are they just desperate for the attention they’ve been lacking for so many years? And remember, these entities can only 

scare you if  you let them, and it’s your heightened emotion 

which helps them manifest. 

Remind yourself that the power is yours, remain calm and 

centred. Surround yourself with positivity, light and love. And if you have some to spare, send it along to those like Ted. Pray for the souls who are stuck, they deserve to be at peace. 




chapter three

M a t i l d a

Not long after the Carinup investigation, I was driving home 

from a meeting when my phone rang. The young woman on 

the other end introduced herself as Matilda, a reporter with the West Australian newspaper. Matilda is the niece of one of my 

dearest friends and had heard of  my recent poltergeist expe-

rience in Carinup. I promised to call her back as soon as I got home. 

“I’d really like to meet with you,” she said. “I think your 

Carinup haunting investigation would make a great story!” 

I spoke to Matilda for quite some time and provided her 

with a brief  rundown of  my ghost-rich history. She listened 

intently, seemingly blown away by what she was hearing. 

Her reactions were peppered with gasps and  Oh my God’s a nd it wasn’t long before I began to suspect that the subject was 

very confronting for her. Her fear was confirmed when I sug-

gested that rather than simply writing about my recent expe-

riences, she should visit Carinup herself. I suggested that her 25
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story would gain considerable credibility and substance if she were to join me for a follow-up investigation. 

Matilda’s attitudes to the paranormal were very similar to 

how my own had been as a young woman. As much as she 

was intrigued by the prospect of  contacting spirits (especially since she had lost her father, Matt four years earlier) she found it hard to shake her fears. 

I assured her that I didn’t want to frighten her or coerce her into taking part if she had any reservations. So rather than just barrelling straight into the path of a poltergeist, I suggested that we meet up to discuss things before taking matters further. 

As such, we met up a fortnight later for a chat over lunch. 

Matilda’s journalistic bent was apparent, as she fired off an endless stream of questions. The paranormal was obviously a sub-

ject that held great interest for her and for now at least, her inquisitive mind was far outstripping her fear-based reservations. 

As we sat in our downstairs family room (without a doubt 

the most spiritually active room in our house) it wasn’t long 

before the spirit lights around Matilda started flashing. I 

reached for my camera and was happy to see a pair of bright, 

glowing orbs positioned exactly where the spirit lights had 

been showing themselves. The spirits had provided their first 

piece of validation. 

I showed Matilda the photos, which made her feel a little 

anxious. 

“Can we work out who they are?” she asked nervously. 

By now the lights were fleetingly showing themselves as 

figures. They were vague, masculine outlines, and were obvi-

ously intent on letting Matilda know that they were there. 

I suggested that we could use a pendulum to try and estab-

lish contact with the persistent spirits. Matilda offered her mother’s ring, which I tied to the end of a length of fine cotton. 
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I asked Matilda to hold the pendulum. That way she would 

be able to feel that it was moving of its own accord. 

“Right,” I said once she was holding the ring steady. “Can 

you please show us a  YES?” 

All at once, the pendulum began moving in a slow and 

steady circle, becoming larger with each subsequent revolu-

tion. 

I asked it to stop, after which I asked for the pendulum to 

indicate a  NO.  At this request, the pendulum began moving back and forth; in a straight, deliberate line. 

“Great,” I said. “Thank you! OK Matilda, you can start ask-

ing questions …” 

Matilda was a little uneasy to begin with, but as the conver-

sation began, she became increasingly bolstered. 

We discovered that the spirit sitting on Matilda’s left was a 

young man named Gary, the brother of an ex-boyfriend. Gary 

was an eager communicator and his replies came through 

strongly. He was also quick to comply with requests to appear in our photos, and repeatedly showed himself as a small, vivid orb. 

Meanwhile, the spirit to Matilda’s right waited patiently 

beside her, occasionally wandering towards the staircase, but 

never straying far from Matilda’s side. Once we’d promised 

Gary that we would arrange for an opportunity for him to talk 

to his brother, he was happy to step back and allow the other 

spirit to take over. 

We had thought Gary’s energy had been strong, but this 

presence was even stronger. 

“Are you related to me?” asked Matilda. 

The pendulum began to go around in an ever-increasing 

circle, spinning faster and faster with each turn. 

 Yes! 
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Matilda asked the pendulum to stop, after which she asked 

if  she was communicating with her father. The large circles 

started up again. 

 Another Yes! 

By now Matilda had cast her fears aside and was well and 

truly savouring the moment. She asked question after ques-

tion, all of  which validated Matt’s presence. Matilda took 

things one step further as she asked for a physical sign. 

“Can you make a noise for me Dad?” she asked. 

A small  bang came from the ceiling above us. 

“Umm … can you do it a bit louder?” she asked cheekily, “I 

really want a sign Dad!” 

A louder  bang  came from   the same spot on the ceiling, and the pendulum (which I was now holding) began to go berserk. 

The circles it was transcribing were getting bigger and bigger, the pendulum was moving so rapidly it was beginning to look 

like a blur. And then, as part of  the grand finale, it flung out of my hand, flew across the length of the table where it landed with a triumphant clatter. 

Matilda and I looked at each other, with eyes as wide as 

our excited smiles. 

“Thanks Dad!” she said happily, the fears she had walked in 

with replaced by excitement and joy. She could barely contain 

her excitement and wasted no time in getting on the phone to 

tell her mother. 

I knew then, that this was just the beginning of  Matt and 

Matilda’s story. Matt had a wonderfully strong energy and I 

had no doubt he would put it to good use by proving to his 

family that his spirit lived on. 




chapter four

M a t t


Less than a week later, Matilda came by for another visit. 

This meeting was arranged specifically with the aim of  mak-

ing contact with Matt; and as such Matilda was joined by her 

mother, Sue and two of her aunties. 

Matt had been making his presence felt for the few days 

since Matilda’s first visit and I was convinced that he wanted to make further contact with his family. I mostly saw him sitting on the downstairs lounge as a vague, luminescent figure; 

but he would also catch my attention by periodically flashing 

his bright spirit light. 

On one occasion I saw him standing behind the bar; so 

vividly that at first glance I thought it was my husband, Stu 

preparing for  drinks o’clock!  Another time I was sitting in the kitchen with my son, Danny, when Matt suddenly appeared 

above the island, radiating an intense purple light. 

“Danny!” I exclaimed. “Look! Can you see the spirit with 

us?” 
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Dan looked towards Matt and smiled, then continued eat-

ing his breakfast. 

“Yep,” he said casually. 

“What colour is he shining at you?” I asked equally flip-

pantly. 

“Purple!” he laughed. 

I was consumed with happiness. Firstly, it’s always wonder-

ful to share your visions with someone else; it validates the 

experience and nullifies any doubts. I was especially delighted that I was sharing the experience with Danny, as I’ve always 

tried to nurture my children’s sensitivity to spirits. Embracing the existence of the spirit world has enhanced my life beyond 

measure and I wish the same sense of joyousness for my chil-

dren. 

I was also delighted by the fact that Matt was radiating a 

purple, positive energy. This confirmed that he was well and 

truly advancing on his spiritual path and was only dropping by in the hope of a visit with his family. 

I couldn’t wait to try and facilitate contact between him 

and his loved ones, especially since I knew that Matt was itching to do the same. 

It’s times like these that my lack of clairaudience is partic-

ularly frustrating. How much easier would it be to just tune in and say  Right! What is it you want me to tell them?  Whereas all I’m able to do is say  There he is …  on the stairs! 

I knew that Matt was eager to provide proof of his pres-

ence, so I thought of little else for days whilst I tried to work out the best mode of contact. The orb photos and communication 

via the pendulum were compelling, but I just needed that little something more. I was hoping for a concrete manifestation of 

Matt’s energy which would leave little room for doubt. 
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Then it hit me like a sudden and obvious revelation,  why 

 not try table tipping? 

Table tipping is a way of  inviting spirit contact, whereby 

the participants seat themselves around a table, place their 

hands on it and invite the spirits present to move the table. 

Successful contact can manifest as anything along a spectrum 

of  physical events; from the table simply vibrating to moving right across the room. The table is used as a vehicle for spirit energy, and has the potential to produce spectacular results. 

Admittedly I balked a little when it first occurred to me; 

after all table tipping could be classed as a type of  séance. If  I was honest with myself, it was just one step away from whipping out a Ouija Board, a form of  communication which had 

always made me feel uneasy. 

However, in light of the recent séance I’d experienced with 

Tony G, I felt confident that I could facilitate a safe interaction with the spirit world, as long as I took suitable precautions and had appropriate protection in place. 

I was also bolstered by what Dot the medium had told me 

a fortnight earlier. She had said that I was a channel and that in the future I would help people contact their loved ones in the spirit world. When I balked at the thought of conducting any 

type of séance, she assured me that I had the ability and experience to do so safely. She told me that Ouija Boards and the 

like are only dangerous when used ignorantly, as it is then that the doors to the spirit world are opened indiscriminately and 

can lead to all types of havoc. 

“It’s like crossing a busy road,” she explained. “If  you just charge across without checking first, of course you can come 
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you exactly where you need to be. It’s the same with séances. 

Approach with careful respect and you’ll be fine.” 

With these thoughts in mind, I decided to ask Matt his 

opinion on the matter via the pendulum. 

“What do you reckon Matt?” I asked. “When the girls 

come, do you think we should try our hand at table tipping?” 

 YES!  was the immediate response. 

“Do you think you’ll be able to do it?” 

Again, a strong and undeniable  YES. 

And finally I asked whether he thought the sight of a table 

tipping and moving of  its own accord would freak the girls 

out. 

 NO. 

And so it was decided; if  Matilda and her family were 

happy to give it a try, table tipping it would be! 

I spent a large part of  the preceding day in preparation, 

everything had to be just right. I hadn’t come this far to jeopar-dize the success of the evening by being ill-prepared, and I was paranoid about compromising our safety. 

I meditated, prayed, burnt white candles and incense and 

kept my home’s vibration high. I made it clear that only spirits who came from God’s light were welcome and I white-lighted 

both myself and the house several times during the day. I also made sure that neither my guests nor I consumed any alcohol beforehand. It’s believed that alcohol lowers one’s vibra-

tion, which can in turn attract lower vibrational, earthbound 

entities rather than the crossed-over spirits we were hoping to make contact with. 

By the time Matilda and her family arrived at 8pm, the 

house was buzzing with spirit energy. It seemed that word 

had gotten out in the spirit world and the family room was 
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inundated with a throng of excited spirits. As much as I sensed their presence, I was still taken aback when Stu took a photo 

which captured around 30 orbs waiting near the fireplace! I 

was convinced it would be an eventful night. 

I had asked Matilda to bring along a list of  ten dates, 

amongst which was Matt’s birthday. We then proceeded to call 

out each date in turn, asking Matt via the pendulum whether 

the date in question was his birthday. He answered  NO  to each until we reached the correct date, thereby providing the first validation that it was indeed Matt we were speaking to. 

His family went on to ask him a barrage of questions, all of 

which he answered correctly. By now we were in little doubt 

that our spirit friend was Matt, and felt comfortable enough to up the ante and allow him to prove his presence further. 

We moved over to the large round table. We seated our-

selves and placed our hands flat on the tabletop, fingers spread so as our little fingers were touching those of  the person 

beside us. We closed our eyes and breathed steadily, whilst I 

white lighted the table and asked once again that only spir-

its who came from God’s light be permitted to make contact. 

I asked for our guides to protect us from lower vibrational 

entities. I also offered a specific invitation for Matt to come through. 

Within a couple of  minutes, the heavy wooden tabletop 

began to vibrate. We opened our eyes and looked at each other 

excitedly, Matt was beginning to make contact. The vibrations 

were soon replaced by a gentle rocking motion, as the table 

began to gently shake from side-to-side. We were overcome 

with a sense of  awe and happiness, delighted that Matt was 

offering physical proof  of  his presence. We began encourag-

ing him to move the table more forcefully, and invited Matt 
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to use our psychic energy if  he needed to. At this point it felt as though there was someone under the table; the energy was 

starting to mount and it seemed to be straining to lift. 

“Let’s move to a smaller table,” I suggested, reasoning that 

it might be easier for Matt to lift off the ground. 

We seated ourselves around a small wooden table, placing 

our hands on the top once again. Almost instantly, the vibra-

tions began, soon to be replaced by a steady, unmistakeable 

rock. The table legs banged on the floorboards as it seesawed 

from side-to-side. 

Our excitement was palpable and was increasing with 

every passing minute. 

“Tip it over Dad!” encouraged Matilda. 

We all offered similar encouragement, egging Matt on 

towards his spectacular finale. 

It didn’t take long before one side of  the table started to 

lift, teetering shakily on two of its wooden legs. 

“Keep going,” we cheered. “You can do it!” 

The table continued to steadily tip, pausing precariously 

above the floor at a thirty degree angle. 

“Come on Dad … Bang it!” said Matilda. 

“Don’t worry about the floor,” I added. “Just slam it down 

for us!” 

And in what was to be his spectacular finale, the table 

slammed into the floor with a triumphant bang. 

At this, we all began clapping, happy that Matt had been 

able to provide proof of his presence as he had hoped. 

As we debriefed afterwards, we were all similarly heart-

ened by the evening’s events. We were in no doubt that we had 

just shared a wonderful experience with Matt, and we were 
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convinced that he was equally delighted with the success of 

the night. 

As evidenced by the large number of  orbs which showed 

themselves prior to our table-tipping session, I knew that my 

preparations had attracted a large number of  spirits to our 

home. 

As I lay on my bed the following afternoon, I noticed doz-

ens of flashing lights up near the ceiling. I was speaking on the phone to my friend, Deb, and was telling her about the previous night’s events. 

The camera was beside me on the bed, so I grabbed it 

and took a quick snap. Not surprisingly, the photo was sprin-

kled with numerous shining orbs. In light of  this, I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised by what happened next …

It was a few hours later and I had not long fallen asleep. 

I was woken by my bed shaking, in the same steady rhythm 

that the table had been shaking the night before. I wasted no 

time snapping on the bedside lamp and as I sat up, the bed 

continued to shake. 

“Guys!” I said in a voice which betrayed my nervousness. 

“Stop this right now!” 

The bed continued to shake. 

“If  you freak me out, I’ll end up blocking you out forever. 

This isn’t fair, it’s my rest time!” 

I went on to tell them that there had to be boundaries. 

The spirits were welcome to contact me, but preferably not 

at night. And especially not when I was alone! I asked them to only come in the day time, or at night only if  they had been 

invited. 

It took quite some time, but the bed eventually stopped 

shaking and I got out my pendulum once again. 
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Matt stepped forward. 

“Was that you shaking my bed?” I asked. 

 NO. 

“Were spirits shaking my bed?” 

 YES. 

 “ Were they trying to frighten me?” 

 NO. 

“Were they trying to get my attention?” 

 YES. 

“Was there a main instigator?” 

 YES. 

At this, I immediately knew it was Gary, the young man 

who had shown himself at Matilda’s first visit. I asked Matt if he would please encourage Gary to step forward. 

“Gary?” I asked, “Are you here?” 

 YES. 

“Were you shaking my bed?” 

 YES. 

“Are you going to do it again?” 

 NO. 

“Promise?” 

 YES! 

And at this, I made a promise of my own. Whatever it took, 

I would find a way to contact Gary’s family. Gary didn’t want to frighten me, he was just desperate to let his family know that he was OK. I just needed to work out how I was going to facilitate a meeting with a family I had never met. Now that the doors of communication were open, there was no way I could turn back. 

I hoped that between us, Gary and I would find a way. 




chapter five

G a r y


As my mediumship abilities have developed over time, I’ve 

certainly noticed how some spirits will do whatever it takes 

to make themselves known to me. This is particularly true of 

those who have taken their own lives. No matter how tenuous 

the link between myself  and the spirit, these souls somehow 

manage to find me. Sometimes it feels as though they have 

deliberately sought me out, to help them pass on messages of 

reassurance to the families they have left behind. 

This was particularly true with Gary, who made himself 

known to me when the young journalist Matilda came to my 

home. As you may recall, I was trying to facilitate contact 

between Matilda and her father Matt; yet Gary was desperate 

to be acknowledged and kept repeatedly butting in. 

Matilda had been in a relationship with Gary’s brother, 

Callum. He was now taking advantage of  Matilda’s connec-

tion to me, in order to come through. 
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Unbeknownst to me at the time, there was another con-

nection between Gary and myself; he had actually been a 

patient at my clinic. I have no idea how the realisation dawned on me but I was suddenly struck by the thought of  I wonder if Gary’s ever been to my work? 

Once the thought occurred to me I just couldn’t let it go, 

so I jumped into my car and drove to the surgery. My recep-

tionist, Sue located Gary’s file within minutes. As I held it in my hands my heart was beating wildly, and I began to understand why he was reaching out to me. 

Although Gary had been to my clinic several times as 

a teenager, I had never met him personally. He had been 

attended to by one of  my staff  members rather than myself. 

But still, the link was there; he was using whatever means he 

could to get through to his family. 

I took the file home with me, grateful to have something 

tangible to work with. It was heartening to have something 

concrete that I could use to help link us together. 

As I flicked through Gary’s notes to see where he’d lived, I 

was taken aback to see that his house was just around the cor-

ner from mine. When I typed his address into Google maps, 

I was stunned by what I saw. Gary had lived only six hundred 

meters away, his house virtually in line with my own. No won-

der he had gravitated to me! 

Since Gary had been vying for my attention from the 

moment he first came to my house with Matilda, I called her 

to ask what she thought we should do. Gary had been moving 

things in my house and had appeared to me as both an orb and 

an apparition. He had been shaking my bed and waking me at 

night. Although the bed shaking had been unnerving, I knew 
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that Gary wasn’t trying to frighten me. He was just desperate 

to let his family know that he had survived his bodily death. 

As you can imagine, having mediumistic abilities can place 

you in some fairly compromising situations, and this was cer-

tainly the case with Gary. If  a spirit goes to great lengths to make themselves known to me, I feel I owe it to them to find 

out what they want and help them. I know that if  I were in a 

situation like Gary’s, I would seize whatever means I could to try and comfort my family. I knew that Gary wasn’t trying to 

frighten me; I could sympathise with his predicament. 

The problem lies in the fact that approaching someone 

with the claim of  being in contact with their deceased loved 

one, can be met with all manner of  responses. It’s impossible to gauge whether the revelation will be welcomed or rejected. 

As a medium, this situation can make you very vulnerable. 

There is the chance that you will be dredging up pain-

ful memories, or perhaps be dismissed as a fraud or a crank. 

There is a lot to be fearful of  when preparing to disclose this type of information. 

Although Matilda and Callum were no longer dating, they 

had maintained their relationship as friends. I asked Matilda 

if  she would consider broaching the subject with him. I just 

couldn’t think of any other way to initiate contact with Gary’s family. 

Although Matilda was worried about how Callum would 

react to being told his brother was hanging out at the local 

podiatrist’s house, she reasoned that she had no choice but to tell him. After all the effort Gary had gone to in order to make himself  known to me, it wouldn’t have been fair for his visits to go unacknowledged. It took Matilda a couple of  weeks to 

summon up the courage to call Callum. 
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When my phone woke me at one in the morning, I 

expected the worst. As Matilda’s name flashed urgently on the 

touch screen, my first thought was that she was calling me in 

a panic because Gary had paid her a visit.   Why else would she be calling me in the middle of  the night?  I fleetingly wondered whether Gary had been shaking her bed. 

“Barbie,” she said excitedly.”I’ve done it … I’ve told Cal-

lum!” 

Relief  washed over me as Matilda continued chattering at 

a mile a minute. 

“I told him everything. From that first day we met when 

Gary was sitting next to me, to how he was shaking your bed. 

I told him that Gary wants him to know he’s OK …” 

“And?” I asked hesitatingly. “How did it go down?” 

“He believes us!” she said happily. “Callum reckons he 

thought Gary was around anyway. This just goes towards 

proving it all the more …” 

I could almost feel Gary grinning at me in the darkness, I 

just knew he’d be delighted that he had finally managed to get through to his family. 

“And …” continued Matilda, “Callum wants to meet you! 

He’s going to leave it until after Christmas and then he’s going to call you. He just needs to work out what he’s going to tell his parents.” 

I finally felt as though Gary and I had made some headway 

and it made me feel inordinately relieved. By the time I got 

off  the phone, I knew that regardless of  what happened from 

hereon, Matilda and I had honoured Gary’s visits as best we 

could. Gary had reached out to me and I had in turn reached 

out to his family. Matilda had been the catalyst and she’d fulfilled her role as mediator with aplomb. 
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As I write this, it’s been over a month since Matilda told 

Callum about Gary’s visits. I’ve yet to hear from Callum and 

his family and part of me suspects I may never do so. Regard-

less of  whether or not Gary’s family contacts me, I feel as 

though my job is done. Perhaps that’s as far as Gary wanted to take things, to simply pass on the message that he’s fine. 

But if  they do call, I’ll be ready and waiting; and I’m sure 

Gary will be too. I have no doubt Gary will put his vibrant 

energy to good use and physically prove his presence to his 

family. But something tells me they might not need any fur-

ther proof; I suspect they’ve felt their beautiful son and brother beside them all along. 




chapter six

L o v e r   g i r l

It wasn’t long before I was presented with another opportu-

nity to try table-tipping. My best friend, Lou’s grandmother 

had passed away the previous week, after numerous bouts 

of  pneumonia over the course of  her last four years. The 

last years of  Ivy’s life were spent in a fog of  senility and poor health. In light of this, her death came as a bittersweet release for both Ivy and her family. 

For those imprisoned within the state of dementia, memo-

ries and lucidity fade to the point where loved ones are some-

times thought to be strangers. Although Ivy’s senility had 

taken a firm hold, there were however two faces Ivy still rec-

ognised; those of  her daughter, Valerie and her son-in-law, 

John. Ivy’s face would light up whenever they walked into the 

room. The rest of  the family weren’t quite as lucky, and Ivy 

would politely enquire as to their identity whenever they came to see her. 
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Seeing Ivy in this state was particularly painful for her 

loved ones. In her prime, Ivy could be described as a cheeky 

firecracker, whose quick wit and passion for her family were 

always readily displayed. She also had a reputation as an incor-rigible flirt, which earned her the nickname of   Lover girl.  Ivy would laughingly refer to her granddaughters as  Lover girls also, and the reciprocal nick names became quite the family 

joke. 

The way Ivy was in her final years was the antithesis of 

how she had once been, and it broke her family’s hearts. 

On Ivy’s last Christmas, her family were rewarded with a 

startling surprise. Rather than the deadpan, non-responsive 

version of Ivy they had come to expect, they were greeted by 

a frailer version of the ebullient, smiling Ivy of old. Although Ivy was still a feeble figure nestled within the expanse of  her bed, her cheekiness and clarity seemed to have miraculously 

returned. In spite of not being able to speak, Ivy happily interacted with her stunned and delighted family. 

Buoyed by the sight of their smiling grandmother, Lou and 

her sisters regaled Ivy with an impromptu sing-along, launch-

ing into Ivy’s favourite Christmas carols with ever-increasing vigour. The normally sombre old people’s home was transformed by the raucous display, as the sisters’ voices carried 

down the corridors with every ounce of  festivity they could 

muster. 

After a while though, Ivy suddenly began to look agitated. 

Lou began worrying that something was wrong and leaned 

down to speak to her grandmother. Not noticing anything was 

amiss, her sisters continued singing. 
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“Are you OK, Lover girl?” asked Louise tenderly. Ivy was 

now looking increasingly vexed and began mumbling in a 

voice so low that Lou could barely hear her. 

Ivy seemed to be muttering something under her breath. 

 A portrait of  Ivy when she was a young woman. 

Still struggling to hear, Lou asked if she would repeat her-

self. Ivy drew upon every skerrick of  strength left within her and lifted her head up towards Lou. 

“No more carols!” she hissed. They were the first and only 

words Ivy had spoken in weeks. 

Upon this, silence engulfed the room for a brief  moment, 

after which the family began to laugh. Ivy herself  lay smiling in her bed, seemingly grateful that peace had been restored. 

“Right then!” said Lou brightly, “that’s enough of  the car-

olling!” 
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A little while later, Ivy began staring at an area directly above her bed, with an expression so peaceful and happy it could best be described as rapture. As she continued to stare unblinkingly, her right arm (which had been all but immobile for as long as 

anyone could remember) began to rise up from the bed. 

Palm up and with the elbow perfectly straight, Ivy’s arm 

lifted upwards, as though indicating some wondrous sight hov-

ering just beneath the ceiling. All the while, Ivy kept serenely smiling. She lay there with her arm in the air for several minutes, seemingly immune to the fatigue which surely must’ve 

started to overcome it. 

Her family looked towards the place where Ivy was gestur-

ing, and seeing nothing, began to theorise as to what was going on. 

“She must be seeing the light!” said Lou, starting to feel 

teary. “Maybe she’s about to go into the light!” 

“Or is it Grandad?” asked Lou’s older sister, Vanessa. 

“Maybe he’s come to get her …” 

“Maybe she can see the spirit world!” someone suggested. 

Either way, Ivy maintained her state of  rapture without 

sharing what she was actually seeing. She was so transfixed by the vision before her that her room and those in it, faded to 

the point where she was once again oblivious to the material 

world around her. 

A little while later, Ivy became aware of  the room once 

again and beckoned to her daughter, Val. Val leaned in towards her mother, as Ivy desperately tried to form a sentence. But 

try as she might, she just couldn’t get the words out.  No more carols were to be her final words. 

Ivy’s secret was never to be revealed, as five days later she 

passed away. The Christmas day gathering was to be Ivy’s last 

hurrah. She left the world on her ninety third birthday. 
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A week later, Lou came to see me, sharing with me the 

snippets of Ivy’s final days. She told me that her parents made it to Ivy’s bedside just in the nick of time, and they hoped Ivy had been aware of  their presence as she passed away. Lou 

and her two sisters were not quite so lucky, arriving ten min-

utes after Ivy’s passing. The family sat at her bedside talking to their much loved mother and grandmother for a couple of 

hours after she took her final breath. According to Lou, Ivy’s energy was still very present in the room. 

It was a peaceful, loving transition and Lou hoped that Ivy 

was aware of her loved ones around her as she passed away. 

“We could always ask her,” I suggested. “It might be too 

soon, but it’s worth a try.” 

So with that intention, Lou and I sat at my small wooden 

table, lit a white candle and asked if  Ivy would like to come through. 

We began by using the pendulum. Louise asked a series of 

questions, until we were sure it really was Ivy we were speak-

ing to. Ivy identified her husband’s name, the sex and number 

of  her children, her brother’s name and the suburbs she had 

lived in. She confirmed details of her life in general and of her final few days. 

Ivy confirmed that she had waited for John and Valerie to 

arrive at the nursing home before she died, and also told us 

that she had been struggling to say something to her daughter 

on Christmas day. When Lou asked what she had been trying 

to tell her, Ivy told us that she wanted to make sure that Valerie knew how very much she loved her. 

Lou also asked her if  she had enjoyed the carolling on 

Christmas day and her  NO response couldn’t have been any clearer! By now we were convinced we were speaking to Ivy 

and asked if she would like to try tipping the table. 
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She responded with a strong and undeniable “YES!” 

It wasn’t long before the table began to vibrate, upon 

which Lou and I opened our eyes and began to spur Ivy on. 

“Come on Lover girl,” encouraged Lou. “Show us what 

you’ve got!” 

The table lifted up from my side and tipped towards Lou’s 

lap. Once it was lilting at a decent angle, it sat there suspended, as if propped up by invisible hands. 

“Very good!” laughed Lou. “But are you just going to leave 

it there? Can you do anything else?” 

I asked Ivy if she could lift the table up onto one leg. But the table stayed teetering on its precarious angle, seemingly settled and unwilling to budge. I decided to get out the pendulum. 

“Ivy, is that you holding the table up for us?” 

“YES.” 

“Thanks, that’s great!” I said. “Are you able to tip it right 

over?” 

“NO.” 

“Are there any other spirits here with you?” 

“YES.” 

“Will you let them help you?” 

“NO!” 

Lou and I laughed, as this was typical of Ivy, very much the 

 show pony and unwilling for anyone else to come in and steal her thunder. 

“Awww come on Nan!” said Lou. “You’ve done so well, but 

maybe now you just need that little bit of  extra energy. Why 

don’t you just let somebody help you?” 

Just then I noticed a flash on the lounge, in the seat where 

my spirit friend, Matt likes to sit. 
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I asked Ivy if  Matt was there, and if  she would allow him 

to help her move the table. After a minute or so hesitation, the answer came back as a small, reluctant “YES.” 

I decided to act quickly before Ivy had the chance to 

change her mind. 

“Right,” I said. “Come on you two, let’s see what you can 

do!” 

Almost immediately, the pedestal table began to forcefully 

shake. It was as though someone had grabbed its by its middle 

and was waggling it back and forth. Within a minute, the table was knocked over and laying on its side. 

Lou and I cheered, thanking  Lover girl and Matt for their impressive display. We said a prayer of  thanks, closed down 

the session and went to sit on the lounge. Our spirit friends 

were quick to follow, with Matt assuming his customary posi-

tion on the two-seater sofa. 

I suggested to Lou that we should offer Matt and Ivy one 

further opportunity to show themselves, by inviting them to 

appear in a photo. Lou agreed and went to stand in the cor-

ner of the family room, a position I have found to be consis-

tently charged with spirit energy. Lou invited her grandmother to come in close, telling her she would be delighted if she would show herself in the photo. 

We weren’t disappointed, as there above Lou’s right shoul-

der, a large and brilliant orb dominated the photograph. 

Despite only passing away the week before, Ivy had no prob-

lem manifesting her spirit energy. She had surpassed my 

expectations and I was more than impressed! 

Now it was Matt’s turn. I sat on the lounge beside him, put-

ting my arm around where I sensed his shoulders would be. 
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“Come on Matt,” I said. “How about you and I have a 

photo together?” 

With one quick snap he was there, shining a radiant, beau-

tiful light right from his middle. Although I didn’t need fur-

ther proof of his presence, I was delighted that he appeared in what is now a much-treasured photograph. 

I did briefly wonder why Matt was suddenly visiting me, 

as I hadn’t seen him in weeks. Once I’d facilitated contact 

between him and his family, his presence had receded.  So why was he suddenly back? 

It didn’t take me long to work out what was going on, and 

speaking to Matt via the pendulum confirmed my suspicions. 

Matt’s beloved sister-in-law, Slim, was due to commence chemo-

therapy the next day and Matt wanted her to know he would be 

by her side. Since Matt had travelled the same journey himself, he empathised with what she was going through. He wanted to 

offer comfort and the reassurance that all would be OK. 

 Feeling Matt’s spirit beside me, I put my arm around his shoulders. 

 It was lovely to see the small, bright orb confirming his presence beside me on the lounge! 
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I promised Matt that I would contact Slim that night, to 

remind her that she wasn’t alone in her journey. Not only did 

she have a throng of friends and family alongside her, the spirit world was providing loving support as well. I had no doubt that Matt’s photo was intended to add to her armoury, to ensure a 

positive outcome in her journey towards good health. 

As I emailed Slim the photograph later that night, I was 

instilled with the unwavering conviction that everything 

would fine. And every time I look at that photo, I believe it all the more. 




chapter seven

R o b e r t

The more I initiated spirit contact, the more spontaneous spirit interactions I seemed to attract. I also found that my clairvoyant abilities were becoming significantly enhanced. Not only 

was I seeing more spirits each day, but I was beginning to experience physical phenomena to complement my visions. 

As a result of  my frightening experiences as a teenager, I 

still find it difficult to sleep in complete darkness, and feel vulnerable if  my head is exposed. I am the classic ghost-fearing chicken, and rare is the night the sheets aren’t covering my 

head as a barrier between myself and the figures lurking in the darkness. 

When I’m brave enough to expose myself to the dark (usu-

ally only if  my husband is tucked up in bed beside me) I’m 

usually overwhelmed by the images which spring up before 

me. At the very least I see what looks like energy flooding 

through the room. It’s difficult to put into words, but I sup-

pose the best way to describe it is that it looks as though it 53
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is raining indoors. The energy appears white and fuzzy, and 

peculiarly, the “rain” seems to be falling in all directions at once. I also see bright flashing lights within this energy field, and if I’m brave enough to keep looking, the lights sometimes 

transform into figures. 

I am well aware that in order to develop my abilities it’s 

vital that I shake these residual fears, and that I need to drop my barriers (and indeed the ever-present sheet!) to indicate to the spirits that I am open and receptive. 

It was with this thought in mind that I lay in bed one eve-

ning, head exposed and concentrating on my breathing, as I 

tried to make contact with a spirit I could feel in my bedroom. 

I suspected that the spirit of  a young man had followed 

me home from my clinic, as his mother had been in for an 

appointment earlier in the day. I had known Robert several 

years ago, as he was a friend of  my then-boyfriend and our 

paths often crossed. I had always found him to be vibrant and 

gregarious, and was profoundly saddened to hear that he had 

passed away the week before. 

His parents had spent the day with him as he wasn’t feeling 

well and he didn’t want to be alone. They stayed with their son until his partner returned from work, at which point they left to go home. By the time they pulled into their driveway half 

an hour later, Robert had suffered a massive brain aneurysm. 

As expected, his devastated family were in shock, as Robert 

had been devoted to the gym and appeared to be in the best 

of  health. I expect that Robert was similarly shocked to find himself suddenly dead, as I strongly felt his presence and knew that he was still around. 

It is at night that I’m at my most receptive, as the children 

are in bed and the house is quiet and still. On the night in ques-Robert     55

tion, Stuart was downstairs quietly watching TV, and I ven-

tured upstairs, determined to allow Robert to make contact. 

I got into bed and turned out the lights. I fought the urge 

to pull the sheets over my head, knowing that to the spirits this would be interpreted as “go away!” 

As I lay in the darkness concentrating on my breathing, I 

suddenly felt a weight on the bed beside me, and a hand fall 

gently onto my leg. I kept telling myself  to breath, to relax, that I owed it to Robert to allow him to make contact. I 

couldn’t still my internal dialogue, and kept telling myself 

there was no need to be frightened and that I was very lucky 

to be experiencing this visit. After all, how scary could Rob-

ert be? The energy he gave off  was a little sad and imploring, but his intrinsic loveliness was also shining through. He wasn’t even remotely frightening, and any niggling fears were quickly quelled by his positive, gentle energy. 

“Is that you Robert?” I asked. 

Almost immediately, I felt pressure on either side of  my 

head, as though someone was pressing a thumb in each tem-

ple. After a few moments, the pressure on each side alter-

nated, it was firm but by not unpleasant, and felt distinctly 

as though someone was giving me a head massage! At first I 

found myself  over-analysing what was happening  Did Robert try to alleviate his headache before he died this way? Is he just trying to draw attention to my head to identify himself? What if  it’s not Robert at all, and I’m just experiencing some kind of  surge in psychic energy? 

I forced myself  to stop the internal chatter, and allowed 

myself  to relax into the experience. It really felt as though I was being massaged, the thumb pressure could not feel any 
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more solid or real. It lasted for almost ten minutes, unfaltering in both its strength and rhythm for the entire duration. 

By the time it stopped, I felt extremely relaxed, and con-

gratulated myself  on not bailing on a wonderful experience. 

It showed me what I had known all along, there is nothing 

to fear from the spirit world. Why should someone suddenly 

become scary just because they had shed their earthly shells? 

The fear is so unwarranted. 

I felt the weight lift off  the end of  the bed and in its wake I was left with a sense of happiness and progress. I ran downstairs to relay the experience to Stuart, but not before thanking Robert for the lovely massage, and for helping me further conquer the barrier of fear. 




chapter eight

T h e   H e r i t a g e   H o t e l

It’s long been known that old hotels are often hives of  para-

normal activity. Those who have passed through their doors 

in days gone by are sometimes loathe to leave their favou-

rite watering holes. Ghosts are believed to linger in places to which they have strong emotional attachments; whether they 

be borne from happy memories or painful ones. 

Rose is a cosmetic dentist, who bought the  Heritage Hotel to convert into consulting rooms. Built in the 1920’s, it is an elegant example of  Art Deco architecture, and boasts over 800 

square meters of  floor space. Although it required extensive 

remodelling, Rose knew it would be perfect for her new clinic. 

The first inkling that  The Heritage may have been haunted began during renovations. First one, then several of  the con-tractors, refused to work in the building alone. They spoke of strange noises, a sense of  being watched and most unsettling 

of all, the sensation of someone blowing in their ears. 
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My sister-in-law, Hayley is one of  Rose’s nurses, and told 

me about the strange goings-on. She asked if  I would be will-

ing to visit her new workplace, to ascertain whether their 

suspicions that  The Heritage was haunted were correct. We arranged to conduct an on-site investigation the following 

Thursday evening. 

There were to be five of  us in attendance; Hayley and 

Rose, my friends; Kelly and Karen, (who would record the 

night’s events on infrared camera) and myself. 

Armed with my trusty pendulum and pedestal table, we 

arrived at the  Heritage Hotel a little after eight o’clock. I picked up on several presences as soon as I walked through the front 

door. It felt as though I was being followed into each room as Hayley took me on a tour of the building. As stylish as the new fit-out was, I had the distinct feeling that the ghosts were less than impressed. The new look office space bore little resemblance to the hotel rooms they had once been. 

After touring the operating theatres and consulting rooms, 

we made our way back to the reception area. It was as we 

passed the imposing main staircase that I caught a glimpse of 

a small, fleeting figure. It dashed down the stairs in a matter of  seconds, pausing briefly on the landing. Camera in hand, I took a quick snap. I was pleased to see a beautiful, bright orb exactly where the figure had been. 

I showed the photo to Hayley and Rose, explaining that 

orbs are manifestations of  spirit energy. I told them that each time I saw a spirit I’d try to capture the presence in a photograph, as verification of  what I was seeing. The ladies excitedly told me that if I wanted to photograph orbs we had better go down to the basement. As far as they could tell, it seemed 

to be the focus of  the haunting. They told me that whoever 
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went down there reported feeling distinctly uneasy from the 

moment they set foot in its musty darkness. 

We navigated our way down the steep outdoor staircase, as 

we made our way to the basement. Rose unlocked the heavy 

wooden door and stepped back to allow us in; the dense atmo-

sphere of ghostly presences immediately apparent. 

“Hello …” I said into the darkness. “Would anyone like to 

come out and say  Hi?” 

I took a photograph which revealed absolutely nothing; 

surprising since I was sure that the basement was swarming 

with ghosts. 

Just then, I saw the familiar little figure from upstairs dart into a small anteroom, and walked over to the doorway to 

take a look. 

“Don’t be scared darling,” I said. “We just want to make 

sure that you’re OK.” 

I took a photo of  the doorway of  the small room, and 

was rewarded with the same glowing orb I’d captured on the 

upstairs landing. 

“Lovely!” I said, thanking the little soul for appearing. “But I do know there are many more of  you down here. Now’s 

your chance to make yourselves known to us.” 

I encouraged the ghosts to come out from where they were 

hiding, telling them we would love it if  they’d appear in our photos. It didn’t take much persuasion for the basement ghosts to comply, and before long before we had camera full of amazing photographs. The orbs seemed to be everywhere! 

So from the first photo which showed absolutely nothing, 

we went on to capture photo after photo of literally dozens of beautiful orbs. The atmosphere suddenly began to feel joyous; 

we could palpably feel the presence of spirits. 
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 Our little spirit friend from upstairs followed us to the basement

“This is where they used to store the kegs of beer, you know,” 

laughed Rose. “I think they might be down here partying!” 

I entirely agreed, as the vibe in the basement was one of 

merriment and joy. I also suspected that since the basement 

was the only part of  the hotel which hadn’t been renovated, 

the spirits were gravitating to the place which remained as it had been when they were alive. 

Wishing to develop more of a rapport with the hotel’s spir-

its, I asked if I could have a photo taken with them. Kelly and I stood with our backs to where we could feel the most activity 

and asked them to step forward into the photo. 

“And …” I joked, “I want whoever likes me the most to 

come and stand next to me so I can put my arm around you!” 

I extended my arm as if  there was someone beside me, and 

Hayley took the shot. 

When we saw the orbs beside me, we couldn’t help laugh-

ing. It seemed I had two ghostly admirers .  One had positioned itself on my extended arm, and the other was sitting just 
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beneath the fur collar of my coat. There were also at least a 

dozen more orbs floating around beside us, eager to show them-

selves. It really felt as though we were partying with friends. 

 With arm outstretched to embrace the spirits, I am pictured with my friend, Kelly (and my new friends from the basement!)

We opened the door to a storeroom, which housed a pair 

of striking throne-like chairs. Although they were falling apart with age, they were still breathtaking. Their beautifully carved golden frames were upholstered with striped gold and white 

velvet. 

“Wow!” I said. “Who wants to come and pose in these 

chairs?” 

It seems there were quite a few takers, as when I snapped 

the photo, the chairs were surrounded by glowing orbs. Again, 

we began to laugh. It really felt as though we were hanging 

out with a group of eager-to-please friends. 
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 Eager to please, the spirits gather around the old chairs. 

A moment later I saw a large ball of  light zip across the 

basement. It flew right in front of  us and then seemed to disappear through the wall. Most amazing of all was the fact that Kelly saw it too. She was thrilled to have experienced her first ghostly sighting, and by seeing the light with her naked eye, it validated our orb photos all the more. 

Meanwhile Karen’s infrared camera was of  course going 

berserk, as it captured a dazzling display of darting, iridescent spirit energy. We were totally surrounded! 

After half  an hour or so, we decided to return upstairs to 

conduct a séance. We invited our new friends to join us if they wanted to connect with us further. 

Since the new clinic was yet to be furnished, we scoured 

the storerooms for makeshift chairs. Finding an esky and some 

large boxes, we proceeded to seat ourselves around the table. 

In no time at all, the little child who had been following 

us around took the opportunity to come through. Although 

she seemed a little guarded at first, she became increasingly 
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bolstered as the communication went on. Since she had con-

nected with me from the moment I arrived, it seemed she had 

assumed the role of  spokesperson for the rest of  the hotel’s ghosts. 

In addition to putting on an impressive display of table-tip-

ping, our young friend was also a wonderful communicator. 

She held nothing back, answering our questions with candour 

and aplomb. 

She told us that her name was Mary and that she had been 

in the hotel for more than seventy years. Many of  her fam-

ily and friends were there also, so she had no desire to leave. 

When asked how many of them there were, Mary responded 

that there were ninety five  people in the basement, most of whom were hanging around for the beer! It was obvious that 

we hadn’t imagined the party atmosphere, the bowels of  the 

building were well and truly buzzing. 

When Rose asked Mary if  she thought the renovations 

were pretty, she responded with an emphatic  no;  she had preferred the hotel as it had been in the 1920’s. Mary also con-

fessed to blowing in the workmen’s ears, but rather than trying to scare them, she had only been trying to get their attention. 

We asked Mary if  she and her friends would like help to 

move on, but the young ghost assured us that they were all 

more than happy. I suggested that perhaps we could at least 

show them the way to the light, so that they could consider 

crossing over when they felt ready. Mary half-heartedly agreed, perhaps more to humour us than as a result of any real intention to move on. 

As the evening drew to an end, we were all filled with a 

happy sense of accomplishment. Not only had we given Mary 

the attention she was craving, but we’d managed to estab-
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lish a rapport with a large group of  delightful ghosts. Nights like these go a long way in reinforcing my belief  that there is little to fear from the spirit world. The dead are no different to ourselves; their personalities, attitudes and passions don’t suddenly alter just because they’ve died. It’s a life-enhancing realisation, and the more I embrace it, the more my clairvoyant abilities grow. Life, and death, are indeed incredible journeys …




chapter nine

T h e   K a l a m u n d a   

H o t e l

Built in 1902, the Kalamunda Hotel has long been believed 

to be haunted. It is a grand expression of  Victorian architecture, with its upstairs balcony coursing the entire length of 

the building. It boasts a gracious, central staircase which dominates the foyer, and its ceilings are decorated with intricate plaster work. Crystal chandeliers add a further touch of  opulence, harking back to a time of elegance and style. It’s a privilege having such a fine old building as my local hotel. 

Despite its beauty, the Kalamunda Hotel hides a sinister 

history. Given its advanced age, it’s perhaps not surprising to discover that it has been the scene of many a premature death, including suicides and murder. 
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 The Kalamunda Hotel

Adding further intrigue to its chequered reputation, are the 

dramas surrounding its most notable owner; Mr Paddy Con-

nolly. Paddy was already well-known throughout the State 

when he bought the hotel in the 1920’s. His racehorse,  Blue Spec,  was the first West Australian horse to win the prestigious Melbourne Cup. Paddy was extremely wealthy as a result of 

the 1890’s gold rush, and also had the dubious honour of win-

ning the state’s first  Ugliest Man  competition. 

Despite his apparent ugliness, Paddy still had a certain 

charm with the ladies. This led to a clandestine love affair with one of the hotel’s young chamber maids, which resulted in an 

unwanted pregnancy. Paddy was quick to deny any involve-

ment, prompting the young lady to throw herself to her death 

down the hotel staircase. She is thought to still roam the 

hotel’s corridors to this day. 

Paddy soon found himself  to be the focus of  an unrelent-

ing campaign of  intimidation, to the point where he feared 

for his life. Threatening notes began to mysteriously appear 

almost daily; on the bar, in his letter rack or on Paddy’s desk. 

They contained messages such as “Tonight you die …  Slowly” 

and were signed  The Black Hand Gang.  It’s unsure whether the The Kalamunda Hotel     67

threats were from disgruntled business associates or related to his unsavoury reputation with women. Regardless, Paddy was 

terrified. 

Paddy became so obsessed with his safety that he hired 

a body guard. He felt increasingly vulnerable in his beloved 

hotel, which prompted him to build a bullet-proof hovel a few 

hundred meters away. It was secured by a padlocked gate and 

surrounded by a barbed wire fence. Paddy was determined to 

stave of  his tormentors at all costs, even if  it meant forfeiting his quality of life. 

Paddy ultimately passed away at eighty years of age, dying 

from natural causes in 1946. Despite the  Black Hand Gang not actually killing him, they certainly destroyed any semblance of peace and normality in the last years of  his life. It’s thought that the fear-ridden angst that tainted Paddy’s final years is now keeping him earthbound. Paddy did his utmost to avoid 

death whilst he was living, and in death, he is continuing to 

fight it. It seems he is resisting the natural transition to the higher realms of  the spirit world, preferring to inhabit the 

rooms and hallways of the building he held so dear. 

Also notable is the ghost of Room 24, the scene of a murder 

in the 1940’s. As the story goes, a woman had arranged to meet her secret lover for a romantic rendezvous and was caught  in fla-grante by her boyfriend. The enraged boyfriend hurled himself at the poor woman, throttling her until she was dead. 

The unfortunate woman’s ghost is reported to linger in an 

upstairs hallway, clad in a long, white nightgown. So palpable is the haunting, that Room 24 has been permanently locked 

and hasn’t been rented out since. 

An unsuspecting cleaning woman chanced upon the dis-

traught ghost early one morning whilst going about her duties. 
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The cleaner was so disturbed by the encounter that she handed 

in her resignation the next day. Current employees report that footsteps, apparitions and the clinking of glassware are com-monplace. Sometimes an errant glass spontaneously shatters; 

it’s something they’ve just all learned to live with. 

Whilst sitting in the hotel’s foyer sifting through the archives, I was struck by a case of synchronicity. My mobile phone rang; a young lady wanted to speak with me regarding the ghosts of 

the Kalamunda Hotel. Katinka had worked at the hotel for five 

years, and wanted to know whether I was interested in hearing 

about what she had experienced during this time. 

We met up later that day, and Katinka told me what she 

knew about the hotel. From breaking glass, disembodied foot-

steps and life-like apparitions, it was obvious that she had no doubt that the hotel was haunted. The fax machine would 

mysteriously turn itself  on, buzzing and carrying on despite 

there being no fax. Doors would mysteriously open and close, 

the till would fly open by itself. The Kalamunda Hotel even 

has an invisible toilet flusher! 

One particularly solid apparition made an appearance in 

the hotel bottle shop, prompting Katinka’s husband (who was 

on duty at the time) to try and serve the strange woman he 

believed to be a customer. The elderly woman was dressed in 

period clothing, her grey hair pulled back into a severe bun. 

She disappeared as soon as she was approached. 

The old woman is widely believed to be the ghost of Miss 

Jarrett, the daughter of the Irish Stockman who built the original hotel. It is reported that she lived in the attic until her death and refuses to move on. Others still report the ghost of an Irishman, so perhaps Miss Jarrett and her father are haunting the hotel together. 
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Katinka also told me about a sad case involving a suicide in 

the 1970’s. A young woman came to the hotel to see her boy-

friend, who was working his shift at the bar. Their relation-

ship was on the rocks, and she was hoping to speak to him and 

patch things up. Contrary to salvaging the relationship as she had expected, her boyfriend informed her that it was all over, and that he was in fact seeing somebody else. 

The distraught young woman made her way upstairs and 

into the first room she could access. Consumed by heartbreak, 

she impulsively took her own life. She was found hanging in 

Room 1 the next day, a spur of  the moment decision which 

has kept her imprisoned in the hotel’s hallways ever since. 

A day after hearing Katinka’s story, I received an email 

which stopped me in my tracks. A lady named Jacqui wanted 

to show me a photo she had taken a couple of years ago at the 

Kalamunda Hotel. The photo was of  a ghostly apparition; it 

was the image of a young woman with long, blond hair. I was 

sure it was the woman I had just been hearing about. Jacqui 

also told me that her stay at the hotel had yielded some com-

pelling EVP’s. I was excited and intrigued. 

We arranged to meet at the hotel the following week. 

Although we were just meeting for a casual lunch, I knew it 

would turn into so much more. 

The photo was amazing. If  it wasn’t for the fact that the 

apparition didn’t have a lower half  to her body (and the fact that Jacqui had assured me no other person was present at the 

time) I would have thought that the photograph was of  a liv-

ing person. Another giveaway was the ghost’s confused and 

pained expression. Zooming in on her face was heart-break-

ing, it was obvious that the woman had been thrust into a 
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was a knee jerk reaction which has now left her trapped in the lower-vibratory realms. 

Jacqui handed me a thumb drive which I would listen to 

later, but first it was time to introduce ourselves to the hotel’s resident ghosts. 

We made our way up the wide, wooden stair case, snap-

ping away as we went. Although we managed to capture 

numerous orbs in our photos, we were both in the mindset 

that we wanted a more concrete connection with the hotel’s 

ghosts. We didn’t need proof of their presence, we knew they 

were there and we wanted to help. 

Perhaps fortuitously, a smallish round table sat off  to one 

side of the upstairs bar area. 

“That table would be perfect for a session of table tipping,” 

I said. “Do you think we should see if  anyone wants to make 

contact?” 

Jacqui smiled as she pushed away the surrounding chairs. 

“Absolutely!” she said. 

A moment later, we were carrying the table into the Dome 

Room; the room in which we felt the ghosts most strongly. 

“Right!” I said as we placed our hands on the table. “Let’s 

see if anyone wants to come through …” 

Jacqui and I spent the next half hour chatting to the young 

girl in the photo, and to Mr Paddy Connelly himself. Although 

Paddy was initially reluctant to communicate, he soon 

warmed to us and was happy to join in. We ended up using an 

upturned glass with a hastily scribbled Ouija board, through 

which Paddy was able to identify himself  and make contact. 

His energy first came across as unwelcoming and angry, but 

we soon reassured him that we were here to help and meant 

him no harm. I feel confident that we eventually won him 
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over, especially since we shared an amusing exchange at the 

end of the afternoon. 

“Paddy,” I said. “We are definitely coming back next week. 

We’re going to help you and all the souls who are trapped here move on. Are you happy about that?” 

 YES  he slowly responded. 

“I know you don’t have a great history with women, but 

may I ask if there’s any chance you like me?” 

Again, the glass dragged itself to  YES. 

“What about Jacqui?” I asked. “Do you like her?” 

 YES! 

“Wonderful!” I said. “We feel the same about you. And I 

know you won the  Ugliest Man  competition, but let me just say that I’ve seen your photo and I don’t think you’re ugly at all!” 

The light-hearted banter seemed to affect the atmosphere 

in the room. The heaviness seemed to clear, and was replaced 

by a sense of excitement and anticipation. 

I asked Paddy if we could have a farewell photo before we 

left, suggesting that he posed with Jacqui. At first glance, there was nothing to hint at Paddy’s presence, and it wasn’t until I downloaded the photo that afternoon that I began to laugh. 

A radiant little orb had positioned itself  right in the mid-

dle of Jacqui’s lips, prompting me to think that our new friend was giving her a farewell kiss. I couldn’t wait to get back to the hotel and help Paddy and his cohorts cross over. 

Later that evening, I armed myself  with my headphones 

and settled down to listen to Jacqui’s EVP recording of  the 

hotel. Jacqui had stayed at the hotel with her sister two years earlier ; a girls’ ghost hunting trip scheduled to coincide with her sister’s visit from Ireland. 
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 Upon asking Paddy Connolly to appear as an orb in a farewell photo, Jacqui and I were amused to see that he had placed himself upon Jacqui’s lips! 

A lump formed in my throat as I heard the imploring voices 

pleading for release. 

“Help us!” called a voice with a gentle Irish brogue, I won-

dered if  it belonged to the Irish stockman. I was to hear him repeat his plea three times in the space of ten minutes. 

“Stuck in!” cried a very young girl. Her voice was as clear 

as a bell, as though she had positioned herself directly in front of the microphone to ensure her voice came through. 

And then, more ominously, a rough, angry voice belted 

through my headphones. 

“Shut the door!” it hissed. 

Jacqui told me earlier that she thought the angry voice 

belonged to Paddy, and that he seemed to dominate the rest of 

the hotel’s ghosts. Perhaps he still thought he owned the hotel and had authority over its occupants. 
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“He’s keeping them in the hotel to control them,” Jacqui 

said. “He doesn’t want to cross over, so he doesn’t want them 

to either. They’re all trapped. I think he got angry when he 

realised the Irishman and the little girl were trying to communicate with us.” 

The sinister, guttural voice didn’t seem to gel with the 

spirit we had been speaking with that afternoon, but it was 

possible that Jacqui was right. And if she was, I hoped that by showing Paddy love and compassion, we had gone some way 

towards convincing him that it was indeed time to move on. 

We told him that sixty six years of lingering within the hotel’s walls as a ghost was quite long enough, and that love, light and happiness awaited him on the other side. 

We assured him that crossing over didn’t mean he’d have 

to leave his hotel forever, and that he’d still be able to call in whenever he saw fit. 

“There’s so much more to experience.” I said. “You all 

deserve to move on!” 

Since I had scheduled three spirit contact evenings at the 

hotel in the coming weeks, I felt confident that Jacqui, my sitters and I would be able to help the ghosts move on. Espe-

cially since in the space of  an afternoon, we had been able to connect with Paddy and appreciate the man he once was; a 

scared, vulnerable man who made mistakes in life but did not 

deserve to be eternally punished. His self-imposed exile was 

most probably borne from guilt and fear, a fear that I would 

try my hardest to eradicate. 

I couldn’t wait for the following week, and I hoped that the 

Kalamunda Hotel’s ghosts felt the same. Whether he liked it 

or not, Paddy was stuck with me. I was coming back with rein-

forcements to see the job through. 




chapter ten

O u i j a


A week before the Kalamunda Hotel investigation, I decided 

that it was time I found myself a Ouija Board. Since I was still struggling to develop my clairaudience, I was hoping to use 

the board to facilitate clearer communication with the hotel’s ghosts. I had long resisted taking this step, as I was well-versed in the board’s inherent dangers. There are countless horror stories involving inexperienced Ouija use, whereby lower vibrational 

entities have seized upon the opportunity to interact with the living. Doors to other dimensions have been indiscriminately 

opened, thereby creating a portal which allows both positive 

and negative energies to come through. 

I reasoned that my sessions of  table tipping (which I was 

now doing on a regular basis) were really no different to working with a Ouija Board. Both involved inviting disembodied 

entities to manifest, whether it be by moving the table or controlling the glass. I have always been mindful of  spiritual protection, and spend a great deal of  time preparing for spirit 
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contact sessions beforehand. I raise my vibration with music, 

meditation and prayer, and white light the table before I begin. 

I also ask that my spirit guide and those of  my sitters draw 

in close and act as gate keepers, ensuring that no nasty, low-

vibrational energies can get through. Burning a white candle is also a good idea, as it’s believed to attract positive energy and repel negativity. 

As such, I have only had positive and uplifting experiences 

with the table. I felt confident that approaching the Ouija 

Board with the same level of  preparation and respect would 

keep me and my sitters adequately protected. 

After a day spent hunting through countless antique stores, 

I finally found the exact type of table I was looking for. It was a carved Victorian side-table, inlaid with a plate of clear glass. 

I also bought some Victorian-style stickers depicting cherubs 

and flowers, together with a selection of  large black letters. I would use these to customize my Ouija table, sticking them 

beneath the glass to ensure the surface remained uniform and 

smooth. In no time at all, I was ready to test it out. 

My friend, Vee had called me earlier in the week, asking 

if she could come and see me. She didn’t tell me as much at 

the time, but apparently her deceased brother had been pester-

ing her to visit me. Vee, who has always been in tune with spirits, decided to concede to her brother’s wishes, as she felt she wouldn’t be able to get me out of her head until she did so! 

It seemed more than coincidental that I had bought and set 

up my Ouija table the previous day, so I asked Vee if she would like to sit at the table. Armed with a handful of  tissues, she came and took her place. 
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 My customized Ouija Table, which I found in an old antique store. 

Although I was expecting Vee’s brother to be the domi-

nant energy, the table was quickly hijacked by the ghosts of 

the Kalamunda Hotel. 

First to come through was  Euie,  who Vee and I thought surely must’ve actually been called  Evie.  We asked her if  this was the case. But Euie was insistent, repeatedly spelling out 

 E..U..I..E  until we had no choice but to accept that this was her name! She later told us that it was short for Eunice. 

Euie told us that she had lived and died at the Kalamunda 

hotel, and confirmed that she was the grey-haired old woman 

who frequented the bottle shop. Wanting proof  that she was 

indeed who she said she was, I asked her if  she was with 

Paddy, to which she replied  YES. 

“OK then,” I said. “If you’re with Paddy, I’m sure he would 

have told you about his Melbourne Cup triumph. Can you tell 

me what the name of his horse was?” 
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 BLUE SPEC

We were blown away. It seemed Euie and her friends had 

followed me home from the hotel a few days earlier. Before 

she said goodbye, Euie moved to the letter  V after which she moved to the  X. 

“I think she’s giving you a kiss Vee,” I said. 

At this, the glass rapidly moved to  YES,  and then moved once again to the  V  and the  X.  And indeed, each spirit we spoke to during the session signed off  in the same way, as 

though they were trying to shower Vee in love. They left a 

wonderful feeling of warmth in their wake. 

I didn’t realise until that day, but Vee was not well and was 

on the waiting list for surgery. It seemed as though the spirits knew this, and were eager to express their love and support. 

Next to come through was Charles, who spelt his name 

out with rapidity and ease. 

“May we call you Charlie?” I asked. 

 CHARLES!  he repeated. 

“Are you the gentleman I heard calling out on the voice 

recording?” I asked. 

 YES

“Can you please tell me what you were calling out, 

Charles?” 

 HELP US  was spelt out with deliberate ease. 

My heart quickly jumped into my throat, I couldn’t believe 

he was coming through so strongly. Further validation of 

Charles’ identity was given to me later that night. An internet search of the history of the Kalamunda Hotel, confirmed that 

the original builder was a gentleman named Charles Hum-

merston. 
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I assured Charles that we would indeed help him, and told 

him that I was bringing a group of  friends to the hotel on 

Monday night. 

“We’re going to help you cross over,” I said. “It’s time to go into the light.” 

We also had a brief  word with Paddy Connolly, and an 

eight year old girl named Gertie. Gertie told us that she was 

the young girl we could hear on the voice recording, and when 

we asked what she says on the tape, she replied  STUCK! 

Poor little darling, I couldn’t wait to help her. After assur-

ing the Kalamunda contingency that we would see them all on 

Monday, I sent them all my love and asked them to step back. 

Now it was Vee’s brother’s turn. I invited him to draw in 

nice and close, and speak to us through the table. 

“Can you please tell us your name?” I asked. 

 ANTHONY  he said. 

“And your middle name?” 

 PETER

I looked up at Vee for confirmation, she responded with a 

tearful nod. 

Anthony went on to tell us his date of  birth and when he 

passed away. He told us Vee’s husband’s name and the names 

of  her children, and confirmed that he watches of  over Vee 

and her family frequently, from the comfort of a wicker chaise lounge in the family room. 

“I knew that,” Vee laughed. “I always hear the wicker 

squeaking as if someone’s just sat in it. I usually tell whoever’s with me at the time that it’s just Anthony paying a visit!” 

We shared some laughs as Anthony told us how good look-

ing he was. 

“So what would you rate yourself out of ten?” I asked. 
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The glass wasted no time shooting across to the number 9. 

“Whoa!” I said, “So you’re a hottie … good for you!” 

 Anthony, Vee’s dearly departed, handsome brother. 

After that, the tone became more serious, as Anthony 

addressed the issue of Vee’s impending surgery. He wanted her 

to know he would be right beside her; before, during and after the operation. He assured his sister that everything would go 

perfectly, and that she definitely wouldn’t be reunited with her brother any time soon. 

“And will there be any repercussions?” Vee asked. 

None whatsoever, came the response. Anthony even told 

Vee the date of  the surgery, as it was all still up in the air at that point in time. 
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It was apparent that Anthony had been harassing his sis-

ter to come and see me, as he was desperate to reassure her. 

Although Vee suspected that this was the case, it was gratify-

ing that Anthony was able to come through so strongly and 

confirm that everything would be fine. 

That night as I lay on my bed reading, I was overcome by 

a crushing fatigue. I felt as though the spirits and I had worked together by combining our energy during the séance, and now 

I was well and truly drained. 

“Is anyone still here?” I asked. “Kalamunda crew? Are you 

still sucking up my energy?” I joked. 

My camera was on my bedside table so I took a quick 

photo. Surprisingly, it showed nothing. 

“What about you Anthony? Are you still here, darling?” 

I took a photo and was rewarded with a small, vivid orb. 

“So you  are here! How about we do one last thing together before I flake out? Try and make your spirit light as big and 

bright as you can … and then I’ll send the pic to Vee.” 

On the count of three I took the photo, and was thrilled to 

see a big, beautiful orb shining on the curtains. 

“You’re gorgeous!” I said, and true to my promise, immedi-

ately sent the photo to Vee. 

I said goodnight and turned out the light, but not before 

throwing a small lace tablecloth over the Ouija table beside the bed. 

“Just in case any of  you get any ideas in the middle of  the 

night!” I joked. 

I fell asleep quickly, and slept a solid dream-filled sleep. I was soothed by the knowledge that Anthony’s message had 

been delivered, and the Kalamunda ghosts would soon be in 
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the light. I was embarking on a new phase of  my spiritual 

journey, and it couldn’t come soon enough. 

 Upon asking Anthony to appear in a photo for his sister, Vee, he immediately showed himself  as a beautiful orb. 




chapter eleven

T h e   G i r l    

i n   R o o m   O n e

For reasons I don’t fully understand, the spirits of  those who have taken their own lives always seem to gravitate to me. It 

is a privilege to be able to pass on their messages of  love and apology, as quite often there are things which need to be said before they feel they can move on. 

I suspect that those who have suicided are compelled to 

make amends for their actions; actions which are quite often 

impulsive and made under severe emotional stress. In a split 

second they can find themselves existing in another dimen-

sion, and are often plagued by regret. This is never more 

true than when they see the pain that their death has caused 

their loved ones, and consequently they will often go to great lengths to ensure that their messages get through. 

The spirits of those who have suicided may also linger out 

of fear-borne reasons. Perhaps they feel safer remaining in the familiarity of  the earth plane, rather than crossing into the 83
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light. Many believe that the light represents judgement, and 

choose not to cross over lest they are punished for taking their own lives. Whenever I encounter souls such as these, I assure 

them that love, forgiveness and healing await them in the light. 

They have already endured enough without having to con-

tinue to exist in limbo between the living and the dead. Of all the souls who pass prematurely, these people are amongst those who need healing the most. I encourage them to cross over and 

claim the nurturing and love which is rightfully theirs. 

And of  course, there are also many suicided souls who 

have made the transition to the higher realms effortlessly, as that particular life-plan was part of their prearranged journey. 

These souls are still able to check in on their loved ones, but for the most part they are continuing to progress on their spiritual journey. For me, these spirits are particularly inspiring. 

Despite their earthly trials and hardships, they have risen above the negativity which plagued them in life and have embraced 

their spiritual existence. Some even go on to support others 

who have suicided, guiding them towards the healing that they 

so desperately need and deserve. They have evolved to the 

point where they have turned the tragedy of their passing into something positive; by continuing to grow and evolve spiritually despite the circumstances of their death. 

I came across one such soul whilst conducting a seance 

at the Kalamunda hotel; the last of  a series of  three I had 

arranged to help its many ghosts cross-over. His name was Jus-

tin, and meeting him filled my heart with positivity and joy. 

Although the seance was conducted specifically with the 

hotel’s ghosts in mind, young Justin did not waste the opportunity to come through. He had come along with his sister-in-law, and was determined not to waste an opportunity to speak to her. 
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Justin’s sister-in-law was similarly keen to make contact 

with him, and before the session began, she asked me my 

opinion on suicides. As I expressed my thoughts on the matter, the young woman smiled at me excitedly. It seemed as though 

she was expecting her much-loved brother-in-law to speak to 

her all along. Despite knowing that the purpose of the séance 

was to connect with the ghosts of  the hotel, Kellie couldn’t 

help but hope that Justin would nevertheless come though. 

As I closed my eyes and white-lighted the table, a cheeky 

male presence was quick to take over. Given his strong and 

vibrant energy, I was hardly surprised that he’d managed to 

hijack the table. For now, the hotel’s ghosts didn’t stand a chance! 

At this point, no one but Kellie knew his name. He quickly 

addressed that, spelling out J-U-S-T-I-N with apparent ease. 

His energy was confident and strong. 

I looked towards Kellie who was seated directly oppo-

site me, whose tears confirmed that  Justin   was indeed her brother-in-law’s name. He had taken his own life over twenty 

years ago, and Kellie had continued to feel a connection with 

him ever since. What followed was message after message, 

confirming that Justin had been beside her all along. Kellie 

laughed with embarrassment as he referred to her speaking to 

his photo, and confirmed that he is beside her listening when 

she does so. 

Quite obviously a bit of  a larrikin, Justin made references 

to his affection for smoking marijuana. He referred to enjoy-

ing  smoking  bud,  which is indeed the term he favoured with regards to his favourite pass time! He was a jovial, vibrant 

presence, and assured Kellie that he was happy. 

Once he had convinced his sister-in-law of  his presence 
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took on a more serious tone. Justin’s kind and caring nature 

was about to shine through. 

On a previous visit to the hotel, I had been made aware of 

the ghost of  a young woman lingering in one of  the hotel’s 

guest rooms. As the story went, she had taken her own life 

some forty years earlier; in reaction to the demise of her relationship. 

The young woman had remained in Room One ever since, 

feeling trapped and confused by her sudden, untimely passing. 

I felt sure she was the girl who had appeared in Jacqui’s photo. 

I asked Justin if  he was aware of  the spirits occupying the 

hotel, to which he emphatically replied  YES. 

Over the three weeks that I had been connecting with the 

hotel spirits, it was the girl in Room One who concerned me 

the most. The others spoke to me freely, and were happy to be 

guided towards the light. Although they initially came across 

as sad and confused, they began to thrive on the attention that my friends and I were lavishing upon them. What began as an 

ominous feeling of  heaviness pervading the hotel, progressed 

to a light-hearted sense of  joviality. The ghosts were relishing the attention they had been deprived of for decades, and they 

were obviously touched by our efforts to help them. As our 

connection developed each week, their awareness of the light 

became more and more apparent. They assured us that they 

were happy to cross over. 

That is all of  them except for one spirit; the girl in Room 

One. 

Although she did briefly step forward during the first seance, her connection was not particularly strong. Her manifestation 

was fleeting, just long enough to identify herself as Bev and tell us that she was the young woman from Room One. 
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Disturbingly, she suggested that rather than taking her own 

life, she had actually been murdered. When asked who it was 

that killed her, she told us that it was her boyfriend. She said that he then made it look as though she had killed herself. 

Naturally we were all taken aback by this, and before we 

had time to ask her more questions, Bev’s energy faded and 

she was gone. The thought of her trapped at the scene of her 

death filled me with despair, so I asked Justin if he could possibly connect with her. 

He told us he had already done so. Both being in their late 

teens when they passed, the two seemed to gravitate towards 

each other. Justin confirmed that her name was Bev, but he 

preferred to call her  Bub! 

Bev had obviously been reaching out to us, but for reasons 

I can only guess at, she seemed to have trouble fully connect-

ing. Perhaps she was confused and disoriented by the abrupt-

ness of her death, or maybe she couldn’t be at peace until her alleged killer was brought to justice. 

In addition to her initial communication at the seance, I 

also had two photographs of  her. It seemed she wanted to be 

noticed and was reaching out for help. 

The first was taken by my friend, Jacqui, when she stayed 

at the hotel a couple of  years earlier. The image of  the distraught young woman is so distinct that if  one didn’t know 

any better, the presumption would be that it was a photograph 

of  a living person. The giveaway, however, is the fact that the young woman’s face seems to be distorting, almost as though 

she is having trouble trying to maintain her visible form. And of course, Jacqui assures me that no living being was standing before her at the time. 
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Being very sensitive to spirit presences, Jacqui could feel an energy shift in the room and started snapping photos. She had 

hoped to capture some orbs to confirm her suspicions that she 

was in the company of  a ghost, but what she got was much 

more than she could possibly have expected. 

Two years later, Bev saw fit to appear in someone else’s 

photo. In fact it was the same evening that I conducted the first seance at the hotel; the night she first identified herself by name. 

A lady named Lidia (who had been one of  the sitters at 

the seance) took it upon herself to visit Room One before she 

went home for the evening. She emailed me first thing the 

next day, to ask my opinion of the image she had captured. 

 My friend, Jacqui, was astounded to capture this photograph. We later discovered that the ghost in the photo is that of  a teenage girl named Bev, whom many believe took her own life in Room One. 
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“I had been in Room One before,” Lidia told me. “I sup-

pose it was over a year ago. I’d connected to Bev then, so 

thought I would see if I could do so again.” 

Lidia told me that upon entering the room for the first 

time, she had been immediately assailed by a sense of constriction around her throat. 

“She was showing me how she died,” said Lidia. “And you 

know what else? She told me back then that her boyfriend had 

killed her. Having her repeat the same thing last night seems 

more than coincidental …” 

 Is the face peering from around the door jam, 

 that of  our teenage friend, Bev? 

The attached self-portrait shows Lidia standing in the door-

way of Room One. It seems she took the photo by accident as 

she was leaving the room. Although grainy and out of  focus, 

the face peering from around the doorway is unmistakeable. 

Lidia’s face dominates the bottom left hand side of  the shot, yet over her left shoulder is the distinct image of a face. It has 90    The Girl in Room One

the same plump cheeks as the woman in Jacqui’s photo, and 

looks as though it could well be the same woman. 

Bev was definitely trying to reach out to us. 

So of course, when Justin told us he’d been in contact with 

Bev, I wondered if  we had finally found a way to help her. I 

suddenly felt optimistic. 

Justin assured us that he had been speaking with her, and 

that she was finally ready to cross over. He told us that he was taking Bev to the light. 

Justin’s whole energy was uplifting, and I wondered if 

Bev was being bolstered by his positivity. He, too, had suf-

fered during his lifetime, and seeing him so evolved and happy was nothing short of  inspiring. Perhaps he made Bev feel 

that way too. Justin was a shining example of  joy overcom-

ing heartbreak, and epitomises the beauty of a new beginning. 

Through Justin’s example, Bev was able to start healing. He 

showed her that no matter how tragic one’s earthly history, 

there is still happiness, fulfilment and purpose to be found 

within the light. 

As I write this, I can’t help but feel that we have a moral 

obligation to investigate Bev’s claims that she was murdered. 

It’s highly likely that the undisclosed circumstances of  her 

death are the reason she remained earthbound for almost forty 

years. Surely she deserves justice after all this time. 

So even though I feel that Bev has at last crossed into the 

light, the situation still warrants final closure. If  Bev’s boyfriend did indeed kill her, surely he needs to be brought to justice. And if he too has already passed, the score will need to be settled on the other side. 




chapter twelve

T h e   B o y s

To say I just happened to chance upon another haunted house 

would be a lie, as I admit I was deliberately in search of  fodder for future chapters. I trawled the internet in search of  a suitably haunted-looking building; somewhere with a rich history and the possibility of ghosts. The Ellington School House looked perfect. I booked my family in for a two night stay, 

eager to discover whether the old school house would deliver 

as much as it promised. 

Built in 1885, the school serviced the farm children from 

the district. It was operational sporadically until 1944, depending on how many children were living in the vicinity at the 

time. The schoolhouse had been restored in keeping with its 

nineteenth century character, with wide rustic floorboards and the original blackboard still intact. 

I caught my breath as we first entered the white-washed 

classroom. I immediately recognised the dense atmosphere 

which alerts me to the presence of  spirits. There is an unmis-91
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takeable heaviness which often characterises a haunting; a 

heaviness that I felt as soon as I walked into the room. 

The proprietess, Evelyn, dropped by shortly after we 

arrived. In keeping with her country hospitality, she welcomed us with gifts of  fresh eggs and cake. She told us a little about the building’s history, from where I managed to steer the conversation towards the topic of ghosts. 

“So …” I asked casually. “Any possibility of the place being 

haunted?” 

“Not that I’ve experienced,” said Evelyn. “Although a cou-

ple who stayed here some time ago thought so. They reckon a 

vase walked across the top of the cupboard and then smashed 

onto the floor.” 

“Really?” I asked excitedly. 

“Well they were pretty weird,” said Evelyn. “So I’m not 

really sure what to believe!” 

She left shortly after, leaving us to settle in. My sister, 

Vlasta and brother-in-law, Michael were planning to join us 

some time in the evening. 

What had been the schoolmaster’s quarters were now the 

two guest bedrooms, so the seven of  us had to squeeze in as 

best we could. We decided we would move one of  the mat-

tresses into the classroom area, so that Eloise would have the schoolroom to herself. 

It was as I was making up Eloise’s bed that I came across 

the first presence. I felt a sudden brush against my right arm, after which an intense warmth proceeded to travel down 

towards my elbow. I looked to my right and saw a flash, and 

immediately went to grab my camera. 

“Hello!” I said. “Would you like to show yourself  in my 

photo?” 
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With one quick snap, he was there; a fist-sized orb posi-

tioned just in front of the fire. 

Given that spirit lights usually flash from the centre of 

the spirit’s chest, I deduced that the spirit who had come to 

greet me was a child. Judging by the positioning of the orb, it appeared that the spirit was no more than four and a half feet tall. Since Eloise would be sleeping alone in the schoolroom, 

I kept the experience to myself, lest she felt uneasy about her invisible room mate. I had no doubt that the presence was 

friendly, so I had no qualms about keeping this little secret private. 

The first night was uneventful and we all woke up 

refreshed after a peaceful night’s sleep. We decided to go for a drive after breakfast; our destination being a historic local inn. 

Despite being a ten-roomed, gracious two storey building, it 

was on the market for a suspiciously low price. I couldn’t help thinking that this was because it was haunted. 

The Greenbark Inn was a solitary monolith on a deserted 

stretch of country road. It had obviously been breathtaking in its Victorian heyday. 

Now it was looking tired and run-down, with a network of 

cracks running along most of  its walls. Its wallpaper and carpets were no doubt original; its hallways perfused with a mustiness that only comes with age. Not surprisingly, there was the familiar atmospheric denseness that I associate with ghosts. 

As we wandered along its hallways, I had the feeling that 

we were being watched. 

Convening at the bar a short time later, the waitress was 

quick to confirm our suspicions that the hotel was haunted. 

“We had a film crew here not long ago,” she said. “Some 

ghost show from a cable TV network.” 
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I asked if  they’d managed to capture anything significant, 

to which she replied that they certainly had. She also spoke 

of  some of  her personal encounters with the resident ghosts, including being locked out of rooms and having doors slam in 

her face. 

The waitress went on to tell us about some recent house 

guests who inexplicably checked out of  their room at two in 

the morning. The couple later recounted how they would 

never stay at the hotel again, as they repeatedly heard some-

one bustling in their bedroom. And worse, they felt an unseen 

presence sit down at the end of  their bed. The weight of  the entity was so palpable that the bedsprings squeaked as the 

ghost settled at their feet. 

In spite of deliberately hunting down haunted locations for 

the purposes of paranormal research, even I felt uneasy at the Greenbark and was eager to get away. There was an oppressive 

air about the place, and the ghosts within its walls didn’t feel hospitable. 

I was aghast when Stu suggested we came back to spend 

the night some time. He thought that a night at the inn would 

provide great material for another chapter. For once I was putting my sense of well-being and safety before a potential ghost story, there was no way I wanted to be anywhere near the 

place as darkness fell. I instantly dismissed the suggestion (at least for the time-being …)

We headed back to the schoolhouse for lunch and what we 

hoped would be a lazy afternoon. We were soon to discover 

that we needn’t have driven the twenty mile trip to Greenbark, as there was enough ghostly activity to keep us busy at home. 

As soon as we sat in the classroom, my friend by the fire-
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the pendulum, to see if we could ascertain who was trying to 

get my attention. 

The answers to our questions came thick and fast. The 

ghost I’d encountered the day before was quick to make con-

tact, identifying himself  as a thirteen year-old boy. He con-

firmed that he had been a student at the school in the 1940’s, until his death in 1947. 

We discovered that he was not alone, as his ten year old 

brother was also in tow. Together they remained within the 

confines of the schoolhouse, thriving on the frequent influx of house guests. They were happy to remain in the environment 

they had happily inhabited in life, and felt no desire to leave. 

Thinking of  my friend, Paula, whose gift is helping spirits 

to cross over, I asked if they would like me to introduce them to a lady who would help them go into the light. I suggested 

that perhaps their parents were already there waiting for them. 

But the youngsters were adamant, assuring us that they were 

happy and felt no need move on. 

Although they had no idea where there parents were, they 

didn’t seem particularly perturbed. Time had become inconse-

quential, and the sixty odd years they had spent inhabiting the schoolhouse felt like just another day. They expected that they would meet up with their parents in due course, and didn’t 

feel as though they needed to be hurried along. 

Further questioning revealed that the boys were buried 

locally, in the old cemetery a little over twelve miles away. 

When I asked if  they would like us to visit their graves, they answered with a strong and undeniable “YES!” 

We agreed to head to the cemetery immediately, eager to 

find some proof that the two boys had really existed. We also 

wanted to honour them by visiting the site of their graves. 
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“Are you coming too?” I asked them. 

As soon as I asked the question, I was overwhelmed by 

heat spreading over the middle of my back. It was intense yet 

comforting, and felt as though a hot water bottle had been 

placed halfway down my spine. 

Since the air conditioner was directly behind me, my first 

thought was that one of  the children had changed the setting 

from cold to hot. As the outside temperature was nudging 

a hundred degrees, I sprung up to switch it back. It was hot 

enough without having the heater on! 

As I moved towards the air-conditioner, I was met with a 

continuous stream of  cold air.  So then where was the heat coming from? 

Of course my know-all inner voice answered the question 

straight away. 

 It’s the boys! They’re coming with you! 

I asked Vlasta if  she could feel the heat radiating off  my 

back. She placed her hand to where I indicated and confirmed 

it right away. It seemed the boys were ready for the car trip. 

“Right then,” I said. “Let’s go and find your graves!” 

We bundled into the car and made the twenty minute trip, 

full of expectation. The boys indicated that they were buried in the Anglican section, which narrowed down our search. 

We scoured headstone after headstone, studying every 

grave. We looked for the key dates they had given us; for graves which held two brothers. The longer we searched, the more dis-heartened we became. We just couldn’t find their graves. 

The smattering of  unmarked plots made our goal seem 

even more improbable.  What if  they were lying in one of  the unmarked graves? What if  we’d passed by them without a glance, oblivious to their final resting place? 
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After an hour we conceded defeat and headed back to the 

schoolhouse to work out what we should do next. We hoped 

the boys were pleased that we had at least visited the grave-

yard and weren’t upset that we didn’t find their graves. 

On the way back to the schoolhouse we decided to let the 

boys prove themselves in another way. We would let them 

move the table! 

We set up the table as soon as we got back. We lit a white 

candle and prayed for God’s protection, after which we invited the boys to draw in close to us. In no time at all the table 

began rocking; the boys’ delight was palpable! The table shud-

dered and rocked, light taps came from within. There was no 

doubt that our ghostly friends were in their element, relishing the attention they had been denied for sixty years. 

 When we asked the boys to try and blow out the candle, 

 it instantly leaned to one side. 

After a raucous few minutes, their energy began to die 

down. The table began to resume its stillness as it came to 
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a gentle stop. We thanked the boys for joining us and asked 

whether they had the energy to fulfil two final requests. 

Firstly, I asked whether they would be able to blow out the 

candle. Camera poised, I counted to three …

I saw a spirit light move to the left of  the candle and on 

three it leaned towards the right. Whilst not managing to 

extinguish the candle, I still praised our friend for his obvious attempt at fulfilling my request. 

To conclude I asked the boys if  they would be good 

enough to appear beside us in a photo. Not surprisingly, they 

once again complied. My daughter Claire took the photograph 

of  Vlasta and I sitting at the table; the boys shining behind us as large, unmistakable orbs. The older of  the two seemed to 

be a more vivid, dominant energy, as the photos we took that 

weekend invariably show a larger, more radiant orb with a less distinct energy close by. 

 Upon asking the boys to stand behind me for a photo, 

 they were happy to present themselves as orbs. In all the photos we took during the visit, the older boy seemed to consistently manifest more vividly than his younger brother. 
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For the rest of the weekend we felt as though we had two 

extra housemates, as the boys’ energy remained obvious for 

the duration of  our stay. We continued chatting to them via 

the pendulum, which led to many mirthful exchanges. At one 

point they informed me that they didn’t particularly like my 

music and thought that we drank too much wine! By the time 

we were set to leave, I felt as though I was saying goodbye to two dear friends. 

My family were already waiting in the car when I ran back 

into the school house for a final goodbye. 

“Thanks for everything darlings, I’ve really loved meeting 

you! Can you make a noise for me to say goodbye?” 

A noise came from the ceiling immediately after I’d asked . 

 Crack! 

“Again?” 

 Crack! 

“I know you don’t want to cross over, but can I at least 

bring my friend, Paula to come and talk to you?” 

I waited for a sign. 

“If  you’d like me to come back with Paula, please make 

another noise …” 

 CRACK! 

I could barely contain my happiness as I promised that I’d 

be back. And as a final request, I asked for one last photo. 

“Please give me a last little sign,” I asked. “Just one more 

photo before I go …” 

I pointed the camera towards the fireplace where we first 

met, with no doubt at all that the boys were close by. And as 

much as I expected to see them in the photo, I was overcome 

with emotion to see their shining orbs. 
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I felt a wrench as I walked out of the schoolroom. And just 

as I reached the doorway, I turned towards the emptiness, sur-

prising myself by the words which flew from my mouth. 

“I love you!” I called out. “I promise I’ll be back!” 

 As I ran inside for a final farewell, I asked the boys to  

 show themselves one last time. With one quick snap, 

 there they were; sitting on the floor in front of  the lounge. 

As we pulled out of  the long, dusty driveway, I had no 

doubt whatsoever that the boys and I would meet again. And I 

just couldn’t wait to introduce them to Paula




chapter thirteen

H a u n t e d   T h e a t e r s

Three months after the investigation in Carinup, I was lucky 

enough to have another opportunity to attend a ghost hunt 

with Tony G. The evening was arranged by a reporter from 

the West Australian newspaper, Matilda. I had met Matilda 

a couple of  months earlier, when she came to interview me 

about the poltergeist encounter in Carinup. That meeting set 

into motion several encounters with Matilda’s father, Matt, 

who passed away five years earlier. As such Matilda and my 

friendship was fast-tracked, we bonded much more quickly 

than new friends usually would. Now here we were, ready to 

initiate contact with the spirit realms once again. 

Completing the investigative team were Tony’s business 

manager, Glenda, my husband Stuart and Matilda’s friend Elea-

nor. 

Matilda selected two locations for the investigation, both 

old theatres with reports of  paranormal activity. It is thought that theatres commonly attract ghostly energies, as the ghosts 101
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thrive on the bustling atmosphere and the steady influx of 

patrons. It’s also thought that those who were passionate 

about their theatrical pursuits in life, continue to nurture this passion after death. As such, old actors and theatre buffs often choose to remain in the environment which gave them so 

much joy. 

We met at the Garrick Theatre just as it was getting dark 

and were greeted by the president and two young committee 

members. They proceeded to tell us about some of the strange 

occurrences which seem to frequent the theatre. They were 

convinced that it was haunted; possibly due to the fact that one of the star actors had suffered a heart attack and died on the stage several years ago. Their account gained all the more credibility as I photographed the stage; a large orb hovered above one of the young men’s head’s as he spoke of their suspicions. 

In accordance with Tony’s usual approach to investigat-

ing a haunting, he set off to scope the building and gauge the energy in each room. He returned some minutes later, confirming that there were numerous entities lingering towards 

the rear of  the building. Since Matilda would be reporting on the evening’s events in the newspaper, Tony invited her backstage. Her voice-recorder and camera were primed, ready to 

capture any evidence of paranormal phenomena. 

It was a good twenty minutes later that we heard loud 

footsteps, as Matilda hurried back to the front of the stage. She was flushed and breathing quickly. 

“He was throwing things off  the shelves! And he was 

touching me …” she shuddered. 
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 Could this spirit orb be connected to the actor who died on stage? 

Tony followed Matilda out from backstage and filled us in on 

what had happened. The energy who had gravitated to Matil-

da’s side was not pleasant. Jimmy was a slight and wizened Irishman and had been a paedophile and alcoholic. Although he had 

passed some seventy years ago, had not shaken his predilection for young girls. As an eighteen year-old, Matilda just managed to squeeze into his preferred age range, whereas as  forty-somethings  Glenda and I were seemingly quite safe! 

Matilda recounted that a hot uncomfortable energy moved 

in beside her and described how her entire right side had felt as though it was burning. She said that the physical sensation was accompanied by an innate sense of  creepiness,  and the desire to get away. The objects flying off the shelves added to her alarm, and she was torn between staying for the sake of her story and 104      Haunted Theaters

bolting to safety. The latter won out and she returned to the 

front of the stage. 

Deciding we had fraternised with Jimmy and his cohorts 

for long enough we bundled into our cars and set off  for our 

next destination; the Roleystone Theatre. 

Since were running ahead of  schedule, we stopped at a 

secluded location along the way. We parked at the end of  a 

cul-de-sac, which led towards a bushland track bordered by a 

dry, grassy field. Unbeknownst to Tony, it was where my hus-

band discovered the remains of  a murder victim almost three 

years earlier. The experience had left Stuart deeply shaken. He often wondered whether the spirit of  the young woman in 

question had managed to move on. 

Tony and Stuart headed down the bush track, whilst the 

rest of  us remained close to the car. An eerie stillness seemed to settle around us. 

Tony made a bee-line to where my husband discovered the 

body, describing how Stuart had needed to remove overlying 

logs to discover the remains. This was true, as the murderer 

had tried to dispose of his victim’s body by placing it in a log-filled pit, which he then proceeded to set alight. Indeed it was his clumsy attempt at covering his tracks which were to be the murderer’s undoing, as the grass-fire which ensued attracted 

the attentions of the local fire service. 

Stuart was the fire fighter dealing with the smouldering 

pit. Just prior to his grisly discovery, he was systematically removing the logs which obscured the body hidden underneath. 

Tony went on to describe several details related to the 

case, including the first initial of  the victim’s name, all of which Stuart confirmed. It was heartening to discover that the Haunted Theaters     105

woman had guided Stuart towards discovering her remains, 

and that she was grateful for the role he had played in bring-

ing her killer to justice. Tony also confirmed that although the woman had initially been earthbound, she had now crossed 

over and was very much in the light. 

Our detour proved to be an enlightening diversion. Firstly, 

it cemented our belief  in Tony’s abilities as a medium. Sec-

ondly (and perhaps even more importantly) it provided Stuart 

with closure to what had been a life-changing and profoundly 

disturbing event. 

Next on the agenda was the Roleystone Theatre, a half 

hour drive away through undulating hills. The old theatre 

was set well away from the road; a secluded haven for restless ghosts. 

We were greeted by the current president Zyg; a high-

energy, torch-yielding gentleman who made us feel extremely 

welcome. So much so that he was to leave us with a free run 

of the building for as long as we needed, under the proviso we locked up securely before we left. 

Zyg filled us in on some of  his own his ghostly encoun-

ters, including seeing a ghost so densely life-like that it almost looked as though a living person had walked across the room. 

The give-away was that the figure had no feet and seemed to 

glide above the ground. 

Zyg told us that a group of  paranormal investigators had 

recently spent the night there, capturing a photograph so dis-

turbing it still gives him chills. The photo clearly showed one of  the past theatre presidents descending the lighting room 

staircase, a menacing look on his face. 

“I don’t think he was happy about strangers intruding on 

his territory,” said Zyg. 
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Zyg described another encounter, whereby a female actress 

dashed into the male dressing room for a quick costume 

change. 

“Get out,” said an angry voice. “You’re not supposed to be 

in here!” 

The entity she described looked very much like Jock, the 

theatre president who had appeared on the stairs. 

Needless to say, the poor lady in question bolted out of the 

dressing room in two seconds flat. 

Thus regaled by Zyg’s ghost stories, he left us to our own 

devices. 

Tony felt that the ghostly energy was concentrated around 

the stage area, so we trundled into the theatre whilst Tony 

began to tune-in. He stepped behind the curtain, his reaction 

setting us instantly on edge. 

“OK, this is really creepy,” he said. “I’m not liking this at 

all …” 

He asked us to step behind the curtain with him, as there 

was a remarkable temperature gradient once you got back-

stage. Despite it being an uncomfortably warm summer’s eve-

ning, the chill backstage was unmistakeable. There was no 

rational explanation as to why it would be so cold, whilst the rest of the theatre remained warm. There were no open windows or drafts. The suddenness made it all the more unset-

tling. 

The girls in the group didn’t remain backstage for long, it 

was way too scary. We went and sat in the front row of  the 

theatre, waiting for what would happen next. Stuart and Tony 

remained behind the curtain, trying to establish contact with 

the backstage ghost. 
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“Come on mate,” said Tony. “We know you’re here. Just 

make a sound for us.” 

Stuart reassured the ghost that we hadn’t come to make 

trouble, and that we would just like some proof  of  his pres-

ence. 

Suddenly there was a sharp clattering sound, like metal hit-

ting the floorboards. The ghost had responded by throwing a 

screw ; it looked very much as though it had been thrown in 

Stuart’s direction. 

The two men emerged from behind the curtains, con-

vinced there was more activity to follow. 

We began taking photographs of  both the stage area and 

the audience seats, both of which were replete with orbs. The 

darkened theatre was dotted with bursts of light and shadowy 

figures; it felt as though we were surrounded. We were well 

and truly outnumbered by ghosts. 

Tony walked up to the stage, eager to take things further. 

“OK!” he called out into the darkness. “I’d like all spirits 

here to come and join me on the stage. Move in nice and close 

so that we can take your photograph …” 

I took the photo immediately and gasped at what I saw. I’d 

never seen anything like it. There was Tony, a solitary figure on the stage, surrounded by more orbs than I could even begin 

to count. They made for a spectacular display! They were 

varying sizes and intensities, and all manner of colours. 

One in particular stood out more than the others, an 

intense orange orb just to the right of  the stage. Whereas 

most of the others were a radiant variation of white, this one stood out as a more intense, vivid energy. 

It has been hypothesized that the reddish/orange energies 

correspond to earthbound entities and may relate to the sim-
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ilarly coloured base or root chakra. This is the chakra which 

connects us to the earth. Because these souls are earthbound, 

there is usually an emotional attachment or sense of  unfin-

ished business which is keeping them tethered to their earthly roots. As such, there may be negative emotional energy present, as they are invariably angry or dissatisfied. 

I suspected that the orange orb was that of the angry entity 

backstage; it felt as though he just skulked out from behind 

the curtain to show himself in the photo. What happened next 

made me think so all the more. 

 As soon as Tony asked the theatre’s ghosts to gather around him, he was surrounded! 

Tony went on to ask if  any ghosts or spirits would like to 

make some noise. He pointed out that this was their chance to 

further prove themselves. It took a few minutes of encourage-

ment but the results were worth the wait. 

By now we were all standing in front of  the stage, look-

ing out towards the stalls. There was a sudden banging from 

the right of  the stage, so loud and frightening that I jumped and grabbed onto Glenda. Someone (possibly me …) let out a 
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shriek. Matilda and Eleanor were also clinging to each other, 

hearts racing. 

Tony concluded the evening by facilitating contact with 

some of  the friendlier spirits, most of  whom were part of 

the theatre community in days gone by. It seemed they had 

retained their connection to the theatre for positive reasons, as it had held happy memories they didn’t want to let go. Perhaps they were crossed over energies who just called in from time 

to time, happy to re-live their days in the theatre. 

Jock stepped in towards the end of the evening, confirming 

our suspicions about the ghost who roamed backstage. He iden-

tified him as  Walter, and told us that he was not at all impressed with us being there. Walter thought we were intruding and was 

adamant that we should leave. 

Whether it was because it was after midnight, or on account 

of Walter’s menacing presence, we decided to call it a night. 

And as we locked up behind ourselves, we couldn’t help feel-

ing pleased. Despite the heart-stopping moments and Walter’s 

negativity, we would no doubt do it all again. We were buoyed 

by the success of our evening, and the conviction that that the spirit world had proven itself once again. 




chapter fourteen

S t e v e


Amid the bustle which makes up my average workday, an ele-

ment of  the amazing managed to worm its way in amongst 

the chaos. I was running behind schedule and my waiting 

room was beginning to fill up. I felt under increasing pressure as the afternoon wore on, especially since each time I walked 

into reception I was greeted by a sea of expectant faces. 

One gentleman seated directly opposite me caught my 

attention each time I entered the reception area. He exuded an air of calm and smiled as though he hadn’t a care in the world. 

He didn’t seem at all perturbed to be kept waiting. There was 

something almost familiar about him, although I knew we had 

never met. 

By the time I ushered him into my treatment room, I felt as 

though we had already made some kind of unspoken connec-

tion. The feeling was reinforced as we shook hands and intro-

duced ourselves. Steve took my hand in both of his and shook 

it firmly, smiling into my eyes with unmistakeable kindness. 
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I took to examining Steve’s feet as he gave me the history 

of  his condition. As debilitating as his foot pain had been, he didn’t stop smiling as he relayed the details of his complaint. I found myself  grinning back, when perhaps it would’ve been 

more appropriate to assume a look of sympathetic concern. I 

just couldn’t help mirroring the happy face before me. 

I asked Steve to stand up so that I could check his foot and 

leg alignment, which is when the appointment took a dramatic 

turn. His foot condition was soon to be swiftly forgotten. 

“So …” I asked as I measured Steve’s arch. “What do  you do for a living?” 

There was a long pause. 

“I’m a telephone counsellor …” he said. “I work in suicide 

prevention.” 

Given my recent interactions with the spirits of those who 

had suicided, Steve’s profession immediately struck a chord 

with me. I felt even more of a connection with him. 

Steve went on to tell me that his son took his own life five 

years ago; a tragedy which had prompted him towards his 

life’s vocation. 

I tried to maintain my composure and continue with the 

examination as we spoke, but pretty soon my professionalism 

would go flying spectacularly out the window. I could see that Steve was preparing to tell me more about his son, but could 

never have anticipated the bombshell he was about to deliver. 

He cleared his throat and squared his shoulders as he began to speak. He told me he  thought it was time to come clean. 

I looked up at him expectantly, unable to imagine what 

 coming clean could possibly entail. My routine day at the clinic was about to come to an end; replaced by a magical day I 

would never forget. 
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“I’m Gary’s dad,” smiled Steve. 

I was immediately flooded by an overwhelming onslaught 

of emotions. 

 Gary … M y cheeky little bed-shaker! The spirit to whom I’d promised that I would speak to his parents!  And now without even trying, I was fulfilling my part of our bargain .  I was gob-smacked. 

I stood up and dropped my pen onto the desk. The busi-

ness part of our appointment was undeniably over. Steve and I 

smiled at each other as we moved in for a heartfelt hug. 

“I am so delighted to finally meet you!” I said. “And I’ve so 

loved my interactions with your son … well at least everything bar the bed-shaking!” 

We sat beaming as we shared anecdotes about Gary’s 

recent visits. I was excited to discover that Steve himself  had experienced a number of  visitations from his son, many of 

them resonating with my own. 

Steve described how Gary had shown himself one evening 

as a smattering of bright flashing lights, whilst simultaneously allowing his energy to pulsate through his parents’ bed. Steve felt waves of  vibration systematically coursing through the 

mattress, until the bed itself  began to quiver. The way Steve described it, it sounded very much like my own late night visit from Gary; whereby the bed shaking was preceded by the feeling of energy rhythmically coursing beneath me. 

“It seems that’s Gary’s standard party trick, doesn’t it?” I 

said. “Oh and he’s also very good at focussing his energy on the table. He and Matt had it tipped over on its side in no time!” 

Steve also told me that for the duration of Gary’s visit, his 

body had felt entirely immobile. He was neither able to speak 

nor move, and just lay on the bed transfixed by the beautiful 
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lights before him. This sense of temporary paralysis is a fairly common aspect of a paranormal visitation, as the spirit makes 

use of the observers life-force in order to manifest. As a result of their energy being utilised by the spirit, the observer is able to do little more than take it all in. 

Since Steve knew his visitor was Gary, he didn’t consider 

his temporary immobility to be disturbing. He appreciated 

it to be part and parcel of  an extraordinary experience, and 

allowed himself to savour the visit from his much-loved son. 

Steve also told me about a vivid interaction he and Gary had 

just a week after his death. Steve was sitting quietly one evening when he suddenly felt a palpable energy shift in the room. 

A moment later he saw his son standing before him, look-

ing as he had when he was thirteen years old. Despite being 

twenty when he passed away, Steve believes Gary manifested 

as his thirteen-year-old self  as he had been very happy at that age. It’s often said that our spirit selves take on the appearance of  when we were in our prime, so perhaps to Gary, the onset 

of his teen years had indeed been the prime of his life. 

Steve described Gary as looking corporeal and real; he 

appeared so solid that it felt as though Steve could simply 

reach out and touch him. It was heart-rending and wonder-

ful all at once. 

Judging by his appearance, it was obvious that young Gary 

had yet to cross-over; as his energy was very dense. Steve suspected that he was still earthbound and as painful as it was, 

encouraged his son to move on. 

“You can’t stay here mate,” said Steve sadly.”It’s time to go 

to Heaven …” 

As I sat listening to Steve’s story, Gary’s vibrant energy 

was buzzing around us. I had no doubt that he was overjoyed 
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at the latest development; and felt glad that at last contact 

between myself and his family had been made. 

I was repeatedly distracted by a bright light flashing on 

the empty chair across my desk, right beside where Steve was 

sitting. When I looked over and allowed my gaze to relax, it 

didn’t take long before a masculine figure began to appear. 

His form was defined by a pale, glowing luminescence; the 

unmistakable manifestation of a crossed over spirit. It appeared that Gary had definitely made the transition into the higher 

realms and was now watching over his family. It was heartening to know he was continuing on his spiritual journey. 

Steve went on to tell me that he felt sure that Gary had 

been instrumental in facilitating our meeting, and that he had somehow managed to intensify Steve’s foot pain in order to 

ensure that he would to come to my clinic. Matilda had told 

Callum about my experiences with Gary, and had simply iden-

tified me as a “podiatrist called Barbara.” 

Callum had then of course told his parents, and the wheels 

had been set into motion. 

Although Steve had attended my clinic some years earlier, 

he had been attended to by one of  my staff  members, rather 

than myself. 

“When I rang to make an appointment, they told me that 

my podiatrist had left,” Steve told me. “So I asked who else 

was available. When your receptionist said  Barbara,  the penny dropped that it just had to be you!” 

A quick scan of  my Facebook author page confirmed that 

I was indeed the Barbara who had been communicating with 

his son. It all seemed somehow orchestrated; so much so that 

Steve couldn’t help thinking things were being subtly influ-

enced by the other side. I couldn’t have agreed more! 
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As the appointment came to a close, I was yet to stop smil-

ing. In a matter of  minutes, my mundane, stress-filled after-

noon had been transformed into something magical. Steve 

and I promised each other we would be in touch again soon, 

as I very much wanted to meet Gary’s mother and brother. 

And if  by chance his family wanted to physically experi-

ence their beloved Gary’s presence, I felt sure that all they had to do was say the word. Gary had not only ascended from the 

earth plane to the spiritual realms, he had also transcended 

the depression which had plagued him in life. He was now a 

vibrant, happy energy; and was eager to spread the word. 

Meeting Steve had given me further insight into my new 

spirit friend and I was very much looking forward to our next 

contact. Gary had a beautiful energy I couldn’t wait to interact with again. And if  that meant allowing him to do his famous 

party-trick of shaking the bed then so be it; I think I’d be hard-pressed to ever find it scary again! 




chapter fifteen

L a u r i e

As much as I shy away from the term  séance and its sinister connotations of  conjuring up the dead, there is no denying 

that my table tipping sessions were indeed a type of  séance. 

By now I was becoming a competent  table tipper and the spirits seemed to be ever more willing to come through. Their physical manifestations were becoming stronger; the proof of their 

presence more irrefutable. I had finally established a strong 

link of communication with the spirit world and the word was 

out; amongst both the living and the dead. 

It wasn’t long before I was inundated with requests to 

facilitate spirit contact, and I found myself  conducting small-scale séances with increasing regularity. Since this was becoming time consuming and mentally draining, I decided to trial a larger scale event, inviting twenty guests in one sitting instead of the usual groups of four. I had no idea whether the loss of intimacy would be detrimental to spirit contact and I was curious to find out. 
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The plan was to begin the evening with dinner, after which 

we would convene in my downstairs family room and invite 

the spirits to join us. My psychic friend, Paula would com-

mence proceedings by doing readings for our guests. 

She began by methodically reading each person in turn, 

but there was one impatient spirit who simply refused to wait. 

Paula’s physical discomfort became evident as she put her 

hand to her throat. 

“Someone’s passed from suicide … something to do with 

the throat.” 

She looked towards a group of  women seated on the 

lounge. 

“Has this gentleman come with any of you?” 

Suicide victims are often the strongest and quickest to 

come through and this evening was no exception. The spirits 

of those who have prematurely ended their lives are invariably surrounded by an aura of  intense emotion, as I suspect they 

are enveloped in sorrow and regret. They are often eager to 

contact their loved ones; to make amends and offer comfort 

with the assurance that they’re OK. 

My friend, Lane identified her Uncle Laurie immediately. 

Laurie had passed just a month earlier, a seemingly spur of the moment suicide which saw him put a gun barrel to his mouth. 

Lane’s grief was still very raw and she excused herself and 

went into the kitchen. I gave her a minute or so and then fol-

lowed her upstairs. Lane was crying, shaking from the inten-

sity of her heartache and shock. 

“I felt him put his hand on my shoulder,” she said tearfully. 

“Barbie, he was really there!” 

Lane has often displayed mediumistic abilities, so it didn’t 

surprise me that she felt Laurie’s presence so strongly. Lane 

was ordinarily at ease with the presence of  spirits, but the 
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rawness of  her grief  had taken the experience to a new and 

intense level. I suggested that if  she wasn’t comfortable with Laurie being so close, that she ask him to step back a little. I assured her that he’d understand. 

“No, it’s fine,” said Lane. “It was just a bit of a shock …” 

Lane remained in the kitchen for a little while longer, whilst I returned to the group downstairs. She later told me that 

she stayed behind to speak to Laurie. Contrary to what I had 

expected, Lane didn’t want Laurie to ease up at all, in fact she had asked him to provide her with some solid proof of his presence. She asked Laurie to give her an unmistakeable sign that he was really there beside her. She wanted to be convinced. 

Once Paula had completed the readings, it was time to 

work with the table. We decided to work in groups of  four, 

swapping the sitters every few minutes so that everyone could 

experience the phenomenon for themselves. 

Paula began the table tipping with a breathtaking display. 

The table skittered repeatedly across the floorboards, buck-

ing and rocking as if  it had suddenly come to life. Those 

who hadn’t experienced table tipping before were awestruck, 

almost unable to comprehend the scene playing out before 

them. 

It was a hard act to follow, but Laurie made sure that my 

table tipping session was equally memorable. 

I began with the usual prayer of protection and invited the 

spirits to make themselves known to us. Using my pendulum, 

I asked if I was speaking to my spirit guide. The answer was a strong and categorical  NO. 

I was informed that I was speaking to a spirit who had 

come with one of my guests. Of course I suspected it was Lau-
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turn, asking if  he had come with them. Each name was met 

with a no, until I asked if he had come with Lane. 

The pendulum began to transcribe big, strong circles; the 

signal for  yes. 

When I asked if  I was speaking to Laurie, the circles 

became even larger, so I encouraged Lane to come and join us 

at the table. 

After answering some questions which confirmed that we 

were speaking to Laurie, he told us he was eager to try and 

make the table move. He said he wasn’t sure if  he would be 

able to do it, but was certainly keen to try. 

Fingers poised lightly on the tabletop, I invited Laurie to 

see what he could do. The vibrations coursing through the 

wood came through almost immediately; a promising sign! A 

moment later the table lifted up on one side, tipping straight into Lane’s lap. 

Laurie’s effort was met with encouraging whoops and 

clapping from those standing around us. The energy in the 

room felt electric. The table returned to its starting position for a brief  moment, after which it lifted up once again, tipping back towards Lane. As impressed as we were, Laurie was 

about to take things further. 

Suddenly from behind me, I heard the sound of  glass 

breaking. My first thought was that someone had knocked a 

glass over. But the wide-eyed expressions of  those before me 

quickly dispelled this idea, as it was evident that something 

incredible had just happened. 

I turned to see that the candle holder had spontaneously 

broken, a large piece of its glass casing had sheared off and was lying beside it. The candle itself continued to innocently flicker. 

I picked up the holder to examine it, searching for a plau-

sible explanation for the spontaneously breaking glass. I won-
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dered if  perhaps the glass had gotten too hot, but of  course the glass was designed to be heat proof. The wick itself  was 

leaning away from the side that shattered, thereby dispelling 

my initial theory that it had simply overheated. 

It was at this point that Lane told us about her request in the kitchen; and how she had asked her uncle to give her an unmistakeable physical sign. It seems Laurie was happy to comply. It was an incredible conclusion to an emotionally charged night! 

When going through the photographs after my guests had 

left, I came across a photo taken shortly before the candle holder broke. Hovering just above it is a beautiful, iridescent orb. Could it have been Laurie gearing up for his grand finale? It seemed too much of a coincidence to have been anyone else. 

I later discovered that Lane wasn’t the only one to be 

graced with a loved one’s visit, as my friend Alison revealed 

the following the day. 

 A moment after this photo was taken, the glass candle  

 holder just beneath the orb shattered. We were convinced  

 that Laurie was the culprit! 
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I emailed Alison the morning after the séance, eager to 

share with her a sequence of three photographs that were taken the night before. The photos showed a distinct orb sitting just behind her, its size and shape identical in each frame. I felt sure that the spirit was Martin, Alison’s infant son who died seventeen years earlier. His twin brother Brett, and indeed Alison herself, have always suspected that Martin is around them. The 

persistent orb seemed more than a little coincidental. 

Paula expressed a similar belief during Alison’s reading, picking up on the presence of a young spirit who was closely con-

nected to her. The photographs seemed to reinforce this and I 

was interested to hear Alison’s opinion of the photos. I had no idea that she had a thrilling experience to relay herself. 

Alison told me that not only had she been aware of some-

one sitting behind her for most of  the séance, she felt as 

though she was being firmly enveloped in a bear hug. It just 

had to be Martin! 

Once she got home, Alison thought about what Paula had 

said about her son. She had suggested that Alison only had to 

ask, and Martin would happily give her another sign. In fact he was waiting for an invitation to do so. 

Alison lay on her bed and began to breathe deeply. She 

closed her eyes and thought of  the baby son who would’ve 

been a strapping teenager by now. Whispering into the dark-

ness, she asked if he would touch her. 

Within seconds he was there; an unmistakeable presence 

sitting beside his mother on the bed. Alison felt a warm hand 

within her own, which she described as feeling as though her 

hand and Martin’s were merged into one. 

“It wasn’t as though I was holding his hand,” she explained. 

“It was more a case of his hand being  inside mine!” 
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Alison told me she was overcome by a sense of overwhelm-

ing happiness and peace. 

“I felt so blessed,” she said. “Then I simply drifted off  and had the best sleep I can remember. I just can’t wait to experience something like that again!” 

After this wonderful experience, the photos I sent her were 

just the icing on the cake. Alison was already convinced that 

she had shared a wonderful experience with her son, and as 

lovely as it was seeing the photographs, no further proof  had been necessary. 

It was safe to say that our mass séance had been a resound-

ing success! 

Laurie’s presence lingered into the following day, and 

the atmosphere in our house remained charged. I decided to 

establish contact once again, to ask if Laurie was intending to move on. 

He assured me that he was continuing on his spiritual path, 

and had every intention of  going into the light. Having com-

forted his loved ones by proving that his spirit lived on, he was now at peace. He was ready to embark on the next phase of 

his journey. 

I felt a pang when I realised that this was goodbye. 

“Laurie … would you like to leave one last gift for your 

family?” I asked. 

I had no doubt that the answer would be  yes. 

“How about we go downstairs and take one last photo? Do 

you think you’d be able to appear for me?” 

I grabbed my camera and made my way down the stair-

case, stopping halfway so as to capture a full view of the family room. 

“OK Laurie,” I said. “Shine big and bright for me!” 
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 I asked Laurie for a farewell photo, and was rewarded  

 with this memorable snap! 

The photograph that I captured took my breath away; as 

I immediately noticed the plate-sized, radiant orb. There was 

Laurie on the lounge, in the very position where Lane had 

been sitting the night before. 

“Look at you …” I said. “You’re absolutely beautiful!” 

I wished him all the love and happiness in the world and a 

moment later, he was gone. Another beautiful soul that I have 

been privileged to have crossed paths with. 

Lane ended up keeping the broken candle holder, as a 

reminder of  her much loved uncle. Together with the photos 

in which Laurie had shown himself, her family had a special 

set of mementoes to acknowledge his after death visit. 

Despite Laurie’s despair towards the end of  his life, his 

spirit had moved beyond the negativity which had furnished 

his final days. Although dark emotions had led him towards 

his tragic end, he was no longer held in their clutches. The 

darkness had turned into light. 
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The purpose of  Laurie’s visit was to no doubt make 

amends, and to offer his family peace before progressing on his journey. Although he carried a sense of sadness and regret, the over-riding emotion that he radiated was love. 

Now he was moving towards the light, comforted by the 

fact that he had given his loved ones some reprieve from their pain. And should they need further comfort, I have no doubt 

Laurie will be back in a heartbeat, to radiate his comfort and love once again. 

Given Lane’s sensitivity to the spirit world, I suspect he’ll 

make a beeline for his niece when needed. And I have no 

doubt that he will be welcomed with open arms. 




chapter sixteen

S t a n


The first thing someone would think if they heard something 

shatter in a gift shop, is that some clumsy customer had acci-

dentally broken something. And that’s exactly what came to 

mind when I heard a crash come from the front room of  an 

old house, each room of  which had been converted into a 

showroom for different types of gifts. 

The front room housed mostly decorative items: mirrors, 

vases, jewellery cabinets and such, and there was quite a selection of  statues. In fact it was a statue which, according to the only person in the room at the time, had flung itself  off  its high shelf and shattered on the floorboards below. 

“Honestly, I was nowhere near it!” Stan explained to the 

owner, who seemed as unconvinced as I was. 

I had no choice but to believe him when barely a minute or 

so later another statue hurled itself at Stan’s feet. 
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 Stan in his beloved crystal shop. 

“Whoa!” laughed Stan. “It’s the old woman whose house 

this used to be. She doesn’t like me because she knows I only 

work with sixth dimensional beings …” 

I must have been looking at Stan strangely as he studied 

me for a moment and then began to chuckle. “You think I’m 

weird, don’t you?” 

“Not in the slightest,” I replied, “I’ve had lots of  similar 

experiences myself.” I held out my hand in introduction but 

Stan waved it away. 

“I don’t do that,” he said. And before I knew it, I was envel-

oped in a body-crushing bear hug as introductions were made. 

“I’m Stan!” 

We chatted about our mutual interest in the otherworldly, 

at which point my friend, Charmaine walked into the room. I 
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didn’t have time to warn her before Stan had swooped upon 

her and her petite frame disappeared into the folds of his voluminous flannel shirt. 

“I’m Stan!” he said again. 

“Charmaine …” came the muffled reply. 

It was getting close to school pick up time, so we decided 

we had better make tracks, as it was a good forty minute drive home. 

“So where are you guys from anyway?” asked Stan. 

“Kalamunda,” I said. “We’re hills girls.” 

“Really?” Stan laughed as he pulled out his business card, 

“Me too. Come by and visit me at my shop some time …” 

Unsurprisingly, Stan’s business was a new-age style store 

which specialised in crystals. It was nestled at the end of a long driveway; a large converted shed in the middle of the bush. As well as having more crystals than I had ever seen in one place, Stan also sold all manner of  spiritual paraphernalia. There 

were pendulums, talismans, dream catchers and jewellery. The 

was also a healthy population of statues, many of which were 

Buddhas. Stan’s store was a haven of  treasures, especially for someone as spiritually-minded as me. 

There was a shrine-like set-up in the far corner, which is 

where Stan did readings and aura cleansing for his clients. He often performed these rituals with the aid of  a Selenite obe-lisk-shaped rod. 

Having already become acquainted with Stan’s rambunc-

tious ways, I was not perturbed when he ushered me towards 

the shrine area. 

“Come on!” he urged. “Let’s see what’s going on with you.” 
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Taking the crystal rod, he then proceeded to pass it before 

each of  my chakras, to check whether I had any energetic 

blockages. 

It was my solar plexus chakra which commandeered the 

most attention, with Stan announcing it was positively brim-

ming with  effluent. 

“Gotta get rid of this,” he said, holding the rod perpendic-

ularly to my body. It was as if  he was using a crystal hose to leach out the negativity which had been polluting my chakra. 

“Geez!” he said after a few minutes, “Where’s all this fear 

coming from? You’ll be glad to see the back of this …” 

I didn’t go into it with Stan at the time, but I suspected that the fear I was carrying was the result of what I now referred to as my  poltergeist days,  and quite likely to be what was holding me back from developing my clairvoyance. 

I have no idea if  it was psychosomatic or a direct result of 

Stan’s intervention, but I definitely felt a new lightness once the cleansing was done. 

Stan then moved behind me and immediately focussed on 

the area just over my left shoulder blade, where I had been 

experiencing a sensation of  pressure and tingling for the past month. 

I had thought the sensation was associated with my grand-

mother,   Baka, as I most commonly felt it when I was in my kitchen. I had the impression that she was standing behind me 

supervising my culinary endeavours! Baka had been an accom-

plished chef, and I always feel particularly close to her when I’m cooking. Since the sensation felt as though someone was 

placing their hand just beneath my shoulder, I interpreted it as a comforting, supportive presence. Stan, however, disagreed. 

“Who  is that?” he asked. 
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“Yeah, who is it?” I asked uneasily. I was taken aback that 

Stan had zoned in an area I hadn’t given any indication of 

being of concern to me. 

“No, I’m asking you!” he replied. 

I was intrigued but also a little anxious. 

“Is it my granny?” I asked hopefully. But I already knew 

by Stan’s reaction that it was not a positive energy that he was picking up on. 

“No, no. Definitely  not your grandmother! Someone has 

attached themselves to you, see how they’re making a bee-line 

for your heart?” 

This was starting to feel a little creepy, and had I not been 

feeling the pressure sensation on my back I might have been 

dubious. But it did seem more than coincidental that Stan was 

focussing his attentions on that very spot. 

“No dramas,” he said, reaching for his trusty Selenite 

rod. He held it firmly to my back, and in what can best be 

described as a pulling sensation, the energy began leaching out of my back. 

“Now, it might try to attach itself  to you again, so if  you 

start to feel it make sure you tell it to eff off!” 

I was hopeful that Stan’s cleansing ritual had been effective, and indeed for at least the next couple of  weeks I thought it had been. Then one morning, as I threw on my bathrobe and 

rushed about preparing for work, I felt the familiar pressure 

suddenly descend upon me. It lodged itself  firmly between 

my shoulder blades. As Stan had instructed me, I lashed at my 

back with a flicking motion, all the while telling the so-called entity to  eff-off! 

It was barely a minute later that I began to laugh, as I 

realised how ridiculous I must’ve looked. Especially since I 
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quickly realised the pressure wasn’t due to a ghostly presence after all. What I’d imagined to be an entity trying to attach 

itself  to me, was in reality the hood of  my bathrobe. In my 

haste to put it on, the hood had become tucked into the back 

of the robe, crumpling itself up into a firm lump of towelling which pressed against my back. 

It just goes to show, jumping to conclusions can make you 

look ridiculously foolish! I was thankful that no one was there to witness my little back-slapping performance and resolved to assess situations more carefully in the future. It’s the cardinal rule of paranormal investigations, rule out all logical explana-tions first. After this episode, I make sure to always do so …




chapter seventeen

D e b


Although I didn’t meet Deb until mid-2011, I’d known of  her 

for several years beforehand. Deb was a high-profile televi-

sion reporter, and has also worked as a producer on numer-

ous well-known news and current affairs programs. Although 

our paths first crossed in a professional capacity, we soon recognised that we were kindred spirits and became good friends. 

Deb’s mother, Doris, passed away in 2010 and wasted no 

time in making herself  known to me. This was a little awk-

ward, as the first time Deb and I met was in her role as TV 

producer. She was interviewing me as part of  an audition for 

an upcoming TV show. 

Doris wasn’t put off  by the fact that this was supposed to 

be a professional meeting. She was determined to take advan-

tage of  my clairvoyance and came through regardless. Her 

relentless bright flashing was hard to dismiss, so I eventually succumbed to Doris’s wishes and told Deb about the persistent presence beside her. All I could see was a bright flashing 133
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light; at this point I had no idea that the spirit reaching out to me was Deb’s mother. 

Over the years I have managed to discern some predictable 

patterns with regard to spirit presences and the ways in which they identify themselves. It appears that they place themselves in particular positions in order to show their relationship to the person they are connected to. 

Spirit guides usually sit just above the left shoulder, quite 

often appearing within the person’s aura. They appear as vivid pin-pricks of intense light, which sometimes go on to manifest as white, glowing figures. 

Male presences generally sit on the dominant side; so for 

a right-handed person, they will place themselves on the per-

son’s right. The opposite is true for female energies, who generally place themselves on the less dominant side. They are 

distinguishable from spirit guides by sitting a little further away than the aura-inhabiting guides. 

When I see spirit lights directly above someone’s head, I 

know these energies to be those of departed children. 

So with this knowledge, I could surmise that Deb’s spirit 

was a female relative. When she told me that the presence was 

most likely to be her mother, Doris, confirmation came as an 

even more vivid flash. 

Talking about Doris seemed to give her additional energy, 

as her presence became progressively more palpable as the 

afternoon progressed. Deb and I spoke about the ways in 

which spirits let us know that they’re around, the most com-

mon of  which are subtle energy manipulations. Since spirits 

are a pure form of energy themselves, it’s relatively simple for them to affect other types of  energy to make their presence 

felt. 
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Radio waves and electrical signals are particularly easy for 

spirits to manipulate, and it’s therefore common for lights to flicker or significant songs to play on the radio when spirits are around. 

Deb was intrigued by the concept of  spirits affecting the 

physical environment and we discussed the subject length. 

Our conversation gained added gravity shortly after she left. 

As Deb drove away from my house, she couldn’t help smiling. 

The song which was blasting out of her car radio was  Spirit in the Sky … 

It was some months later that I drove out to Deb’s country 

property for a morning coffee date. Although we had main-

tained regular contact since meeting, I was looking forward to actually catching up face-to-face. 

It seems Doris had been looking forward to it too, and was 

excitedly shining her spirit light from the moment I arrived. 

“Deb … I think your mum’s visiting you again. The flashing 

light on your left is going ballistic!” 

I suggested we give Doris the chance to prove her presence 

further by taking a few photos. I had brought my camera along 

for this very purpose, knowing that Doris wouldn’t waste an 

opportunity to show herself  to her daughter. Deb suggested 

we take a photo near her mother’s prized possession; her much 

loved piano. Doris had been a highly accomplished pianist and 

derived great joy from sharing her gift of music. 

“OK Mum,” said Deb as she stood before the piano. “I 

would really love it if  you’d appear in this photo with me …” 

With one click she was there; a bright and beautiful orb posi-

tioned just above Deb’s left shoulder. We also noticed several less distinct orbs to Deb’s right, the largest of which seemed to dominate the shot. 
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 Deb’s spirits were keen to let her know that they were there. 

“That’d be Dad,” smiled Deb. And indeed, in the count-

less photos we took that morning, the two main orbs beside 

Deb continually showed themselves. They shone consistently 

either side of  their daughter, irrespective of  where we positioned ourselves in the house. 

It seems that since Deb’s father, Ray passed away more 

than forty years ago, his presence wasn’t quite as insistent as that of her mother. Doris’s relatively recent passing gave her a stronger connection to the earth plane. I suspect her presence was also more powerful as a result of  her trying to comfort 

and support her still-grieving daughter. 

By the time I left Deb’s an hour or so later, we were both 

buzzing with happiness at having connected with her parents. 

At that point we didn’t realise we had also been hanging out 

with Deb’s Uncle Tom. 
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It was later that afternoon that Deb emailed me, want-

ing to ask my opinion on one of the photographs we took. In 

addition to the obvious orbs, there was something even more 

striking about one of  the photos. It was something that we 

had both initially missed. 

“Tell me if I’m reading into this, but is that a face in the red cushion?” 

I quickly opened up the attachment and was incredu-

lous that I hadn’t noticed it before. A three dimensional face seemed to have manifested within the fabric of  the cushion. 

A man’s face seems to be looking directly at Deb as she plays 

with her dog Daisy. 

I emailed Deb back within seconds. 

“Deb!” I wrote. “Does this gent resemble your uncle?” 

Deb had told me that her Uncle Tom had passed away from 

emphysema several months earlier. I had a strong feeling that 

old Tom was seizing the opportunity to let his family know 

that he was OK. 

“He does!” she wrote back. She joked that she recognised 

his  big schnauzer of  a nose and that it could very well be her Uncle Tom. 

We decided then and there that we needed to give Deb’s 

spirit family a better opportunity to come through. It was time to arrange a family séance. 

There were to be five of us in attendance; Deb and myself, 

in addition to Tom’s wife Bett and his daughters, Jill and Sue. As was the case when I first met Deb, I felt an instant connection to her Auntie and her cousins. We embraced at the front door as if we were old friends. 
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 The face in the red cushion looks very much like Deb’s Uncle Tom. 

After explaining what we would be doing that evening, we 

sat at the table and invited the spirits to join us. We had no doubt that they would be happy to interact, and indeed Tom 

had been building up to his big performance all day. 

Jill told us that for several hours in the lead up to the 

séance, Tom had been announcing his presence with a strong 

whiff of tobacco smoke! 

Tom, Doris and Deb’s father, Ray took turns at impressing 

us with their ability to move the table. Each had their own distinctive style, which made it easy to distinguish who was com-

municating with us at any given time. Whilst the men moved 

the table quite forcefully, Doris’s interactions with the table somehow seemed more delicate. Her table tipping efforts 

were almost graceful, moving the table so rhythmically that 

her musical bent easily shone through. She would rotate the 
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fluid motion, it would spin in reverse and tip itself  onto the opposite leg. The table appeared to be performing an elegant 

dance. 

Doris maintained the rhythmic movement of the table for 

several minutes, after which Ray and Tom decided to join her 

for the grand finale. The three spirits pooled their energies 

towards what would be a extraordinary display. 

“Are you ready guys?” I asked. “Go on then, impress us!” 

The movement began with little more than a subtle vibra-

tion, after which the round table began to spin. In order to 

keep our fingertips in contact with the tabletop, the five of us pushed our chairs back and stood up. This was obviously the 

cue to rev things up a little, as the table built up momentum as it spun around with increasing speed. 

We couldn’t stop laughing as we shuffled around the table, 

knowing full well that our spirit friends were having a chuckle at our expense. We knew how ridiculously foolish we must’ve 

looked! 

By the time we closed down the table and called it a night, 

we were all feeling energised and at peace. We were convinced 

that we’d just spent the evening with three beautiful spirits, and we knew that they had relished the experience as much as we 

had. 

A month or so later, Deb messaged me with some exciting 

follow-up. It seemed that Tom was still partaking in the occa-

sional family visit, and had been a particularly frequent visitor to his daughter, Jill’s house. 

Jill had long been smelling Tom’s signature scent of 

tobacco smoke, but now he had taken to announcing himself 

all the more. His physical manifestations had escalated to a 

level that was difficult to comprehend. 
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Jill determined that the smoke seemed to be emanating 

from the downstairs toilet, the perfect place to indulge in a for-bidden cigarette. Despite his emphysema, Tom used to sneak 

an occasional clandestine ciggie; and it seemed he was con-

tinuing to do so after his death. Most astounding of all was the fact that in addition to the tobacco smell, small mounds of cigarette ash had begun manifesting on the toilet floor. 

Each time Jill swept the ash away, it would reappear within 

hours. In the end, Jill decided not to bother sweeping it up 

at all, as Tom was sure to replace it with a fresh pile anyway! 

Struggling to comprehend such a physical manifestation of  a 

spirit presence, Jill took a photograph of the ash. What better way to validate the presence of  her recently departed father? 

And if  the phenomenon ceased, Jill would always have a 

reminder of the lengths her dad went to in order to assure her that his spirit lived on. Tom wanted his family to know that he was still very much a part of their lives. 

In addition to the mysteriously appearing piles of  ash, Jill 

noticed another unusual manifestation. She reports that from 

time to time one of the nearby terracotta floor tiles gets inexplicably hot, despite those surrounding it remaining cool. Deb keeps me up to date with Tom’s reasonably frequent exploits, 

messaging me whenever some new and exciting manifestation 

comes through. 

“So we have  Pillow Tom,  Toilet Tom  and  Tile Tom!”  she joked. 

His impressive array of physical manifestations made me won-

der what party trick Tom would come up with next. I was con-

vinced that whatever it was, I’d be impressed. 

Post-death visitations such as Tom’s demonstrate the lim-

itless possibilities of  the spirit world. Manipulating the physical realm is hard for our mortal minds to process. But as Tom 
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seemed to effortlessly prove, it is not only possible, but seemingly effortless under the right set of  circumstances. The 

energy required for a spirit to affect the physical world can be gleaned from a variety of  sources; whether they be electrical, psychic or emotional. Believing that these events can and do 

happen, provides additional psychic fuel to allow spirit pres-

ences to come through. 

Strong manifestations such as these also serve to remind 

us that there is no barrier to love; least of all death. And sometimes, if we’re lucky, spirits like Tom will do whatever it takes to prove it. 
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S é a n c e   a t   

t h e   C l i n i c

The relentless flashing lights at my podiatry clinic seemed to intensify over time; so much so that not a day went by that I 

didn’t see them. The spirit presences became increasingly pal-

pable; occasionally showing themselves as fleeting filmy fig-

ures or by clattering the instruments which lay beside me in 

their kidney dish. In these instances my patients were quick 

to joke that my clinic was haunted; little realising how much 

truth lay in their off-the-cuff remarks! 

My reception staff reported feeling uneasy when left alone 

at the clinic at the end of  the day. On one occasion my office manager, Sonia was convinced that one of the podiatrists was 

still busily working away in their consulting room, such was 

the noise filtering down the corridor. When she ventured into 

the treatment room to investigate, she was stunned to find it 

was empty. 
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I began to realise that as well as the spirits who came in 

accompanying my patients, there were those who appeared to 

be permanent fixtures. One little soul doggedly stood beside 

my treatment trolley; repeatedly flashing an intense blue light at me from the centre of her chest. At first I thought the figure was that of a small boy, but I was to later discover my persistent friend was a little girl who had taken a shine to me. Rare was the day that she didn’t make her presence known. 

The spirit activity escalated to the point that I knew it 

would be remiss of  me not to investigate matters further. So 

with this thought in mind, I decided to hold an on-site séance. 

In addition to dowsing with the pendulum and my now stan-

dard technique of table-tipping, I arranged for a lady named to Karen to record the evening’s proceedings on infrared camera. 

I had met Karen a few months earlier, when we both 

attended an investigation at the haunted Carinup Tavern. The 

tavern’s resident poltergeist had provided a spectacular display; banging on walls and pelting us with stones. His tirade was 

recorded by both television and infrared cameras; the latter providing further evidence of the poltergeist’s presence. 

Despite the ghost’s obvious antagonism towards us, he was 

surprisingly compliant when asked to show himself. He repeat-

edly acquiesced to our requests to appear before us, although I suspect that his motivation was to intimidate rather than coop-erate. Regardless, his appearance on infrared proved to me that it was possible to physically record spirit energy, thereby validat-ing what I was seeing with my clairvoyant vision. 

Of course the infrared image was very different to what I was 

seeing clairvoyantly, since it was capturing the ghost’s energy imprint and converting it to an electronic signal. The poltergeist appeared on camera as a radiant, darting orb; as opposed to the Seance at the Clinic     145

filmy, grey figure I saw before me. The location of the orb did however correspond to where I was seeing the figure, so as such I considered it to be a useful investigative tool. 

I arranged to conduct the séance on a Friday evening, 

a couple of  hours after the last patient had left. Along with Karen, I invited three fans from my Facebook page; ladies who 

had expressed a desire to gain firsthand experience of the paranormal. I also invited one of my patients; a company director 

named Andrew. Andrew had asked to be included in my next 

investigation and I was happy for him to make up our group 

of six. 

It was decided that at any given time there would be one 

person filming proceedings digitally, whilst Karen took charge of the infrared. The remaining four would be the sitters as we tried to establish spirit contact. 

It was gratifying to see orbs on both infrared and digital 

cameras, exactly where the spirits presented themselves in my 

day-to-day work life. They congregated behind my treatment 

chair, occasionally darting across the room in an energetic display of barely-contained excitement. 

One dashed underneath the table, as if  in preparation 

for the tipping which was about to take place. There was no 

doubt we had an eventful evening in store; the spirits seemed 

as excited as we were! 

I began with the usual protective rituals, after which the 

omnipresent little spirit girl was quick to step in. My sitters were amused to notice that when the spirit energy starting 

coming through, my hair began to stand on end. It looked as 

though I was surrounded by a halo of  wispy flyaways; a look 

so ridiculous that the seriousness of proceedings was momen-

tarily forgotten! 
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The little girl confirmed that she is with me every day 

and likes to watch me work. I asked her if  she knew where 

her parents were; to which she responded  NO.  I then asked if she would like help to find them, but she insisted that she was happy to stay at the clinic with me. She told us that she had 

followed me from the Carinup tavern, and indeed I had been 

aware of  a little ghost girl scurrying about the dining room 

prior to that evening’s séance. 

As happy as I was for the little girl to stay with me, I told 

her I didn’t think it was healthy for her to remain at my clinic. 

She deserved more attention than I could give. I asked if  she would like me to arrange for someone to help her cross over 

into the light. Again she was quite adamant; the answer was 

 NO. 

My little spirit friend then proceeded to shake and tip 

the table; she was obviously basking in the opportunity to 

physically express herself. We praised her lavishly before she stepped back. 

As I write this, it’s only been four days since our séance. I 

spent yesterday consulting at my clinic and as always, the spirit girl stood beside my treatment trolley and sporadically flashed her radiant, blue light. 

I told her that as welcome as she was to stay with me, 

that perhaps I could at least show her the light and she could decide from there. I told her I would arrange for someone to 

come and show her the way to cross over, but she didn’t have 

to go if she didn’t want to. 

The little girl didn’t give me any indication as to whether 

she was amenable to the idea, but I decided to arrange for 

someone who specialises in ghost rescue to come to the clinic 
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my friend Leni was raving about such a person just a few days 

earlier and had given me his card. According to Leni, Ravi is 

an incredibly gifted medium, the likes of whom she had never 

experienced in her seventy years. I felt that Ravi was the right person to call, if not to help cross the little girl cross over, to at least give me more insight as to who she was and why she had 

so steadfastly attached herself to me. 

Our Friday night séance also gave my spirit friend Gary a 

further opportunity to come through. 

As soon as the table was free, Gary stepped in and asserted 

himself with his usual sense of humour. I told my guests that 

Gary was probably one of  the best table tippers I’d ever met 

and to prepare to be impressed. He assured me he wouldn’t let 

me down. 

I really should’ve expected Gary to join us all along, since 

his father, Steve had been the last patient of  the day. Gary 

must’ve gotten wind of  my impending séance and decided to 

hang around. 

Once he identified himself, Gary couldn’t wait to start 

moving the table. He began by systematically tipping it 

towards the ladies, ensuring that his attentions were shared 

equally amongst them. 

“What about poor Andrew?” I asked. “Why don’t you tip 

the table towards him?” 

The table kept moving steadily, but it simply wouldn’t tip 

towards Andrew. The more we asked for Gary to do so, the 

more steadfastly he tipped it the other way. 

“Awww, Come on mate!” implored Andrew light-heartedly. 

“How about sending a bit of love this way?” 

“How about it?” I asked Gary. “Is Andrew going to get any 

attention or not?” 
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A moment later, the table legs began to scrape across the 

tiles, and in one swift motion it had slid across the floor directly towards Andrew. It wedged itself between his legs, after which it tipped straight into his lap. 

Andrew laughed as he thanked Gary for the attention, and 

moved his chair backwards to release himself. Without hesi-

tation the table skidded towards him once again, and tipped 

itself  straight back into Andrew’s lap. By now we were all 

laughing. It seemed our amusement was egging Gary on. Each 

time Andrew moved away from the table, it skidded across the 

floor tiles and into his lap once again. 

By the time we decided to finish proceedings, we were all 

feeling elated albeit drained. Interactions such as we experi-

enced that evening are reminders that death is hardly the great divide we sometimes imagine it to be. Spirits are very much like ourselves, with the same sense of joyousness and humour. Physical death doesn’t alter the true essence of the person; the spark which is the true self invariably remains the same. 

Death can be likened to trading in an old and run-down car 

for a new one. The soul’s vehicle has simply been upgraded to 

a higher vibrational, superior model; but the driver remains the same. Although going by my interactions with spirits like Gary, I suspect many of the “drivers” feel much happier in their new cars! 




chapter nineteen

S h i r l e y ’ s   F u n e r a l

There is no doubt that funerals are amongst life’s saddest 

events. But imagine if there was some joy to be gleaned from 

the loss, if there was hope amongst the heartache …

Shirley’s death from a sudden heart attack came as a great 

shock. Despite being eighty two years of  age, Shirley was as 

bright and engaging as ever, and seemed to be enjoying the best of health. 

Only two days earlier, her daughter Kelly and I were extol-

ling Shirley’s vast list of virtues, as well as laughing at her lifelong obsession with going to the movies. Shirley was a cinema 

stalwart; not a week went by without her seeing at least two 

of  the latest movies. Her family joked that she was  Greater Union’s best customer, and probably suspected it was likely to be true. 

149



150      Shirley’s Funeral

 The cinema-loving, international traveller, 

 Shirley; pictured with her daughter, Kelly. 

As well as being my dear friend, Kelly’s mother, Shirley 

was also one of  my patients. As such we grew close over the 

course of several years. I never tired of hearing her reviews of the latest films. Shirley kept every ticket stub and wrote notes on each and every movie she ever attended. I imagine this 

went some way towards keeping her mental faculties remark-

ably intact. 

Shirley made sure she saw every new movie regardless of 

genre; dramas, cartoons, comedies and horror flicks, she was 

an authority on them all. 

“What about the  Paranormal Activity  movies?” I asked her. 

“Surely you haven’t been to see those?” 

“Of course I have!” she laughed. 

I was incredulous, as despite my real-life experiences with 

the other-side, the Hollywood depiction of  hauntings easily 

left me terrified. 

“And …?” I asked. “What did you think of them?” 

“They were weak,” said Shirley. “Didn’t scare me one bit!” 
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I was relaying this conversation to Kelly on the weekend of 

Shirley’s passing, as we sat up chatting after dinner. Never for a moment did we imagine that less than forty eight hours later, 

Shirley would be dead. 

As far as the family could make out, Shirley had made her-

self  a hot chocolate and settled into her armchair to watch a movie. She must have collapsed shortly after, as when her son, Mark found her, her hot chocolate was still warm. 

Shirley’s family were distraught, unable to comprehend the 

suddenness of her passing. The numerous eulogies at Shirley’s 

funeral attested to how very adored she was. Her grandson, 

Kiran even composed a song for her, the performance of which 

was a highlight of  the service. He valiantly made it through 

each and every verse; his voice wavering with tears and emo-

tion. We all sobbed with him as the song soared towards its end. 

I hadn’t attended a funeral for quite some time, and I won-

dered whether my increased clairvoyance would reveal any 

insights that I would have otherwise missed. It didn’t take long for me to realise that this was to be my most eventful funeral yet. 

I became aware of the first apparition shortly after the ser-

vice began, and it seemed to intensify as time went on. A small pair of  gold wings hovered above Shirley’s casket, appearing intermittently for short 3-4 second bursts. All in all, they appeared half  a dozen times, all the while glowing with their intense golden light. 

At first I thought that the wings belonged to Shirley, but 

reassessed this after seeing a Shirley-shaped bust appear on the blank video screen before me. Shirley seemed to be watching 

over the congregation, and I was later to discover that she was basking in the love and attention being shown to her. 
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I later researched the meaning of  psychically seeing gold 

wings and discovered that they symbolise spiritual wisdom and 

ascension. I wondered whether they belonged to an angelic 

being who had come along to help Shirley transition to the 

higher realms. Whatever they were or whoever they belonged 

to, seeing them gave me a wonderful sense of peace. I had no 

doubt that Shirley was being lovingly guided along her way. 

Once the video screen flicked on, Shirley’s silhouette dis-

appeared. In its place, we were shown a photographic repre-

sentation of Shirley’s life. From the old black and white photos of her childhood, to her most recent adventures travelling the world, significant moments on Shirley’s life played out on the screen before us. 

Shirley’s joyousness was evident in every single photo, but 

none more so than a shot of  a laughing Shirley modelling a 

tight, unflattering beanie. Her hands are reaching towards the camera as she imitates a gangster-pose, a comical expression 

on her face. At this point, the entire congregation began laughing, upon which Shirley was quick to display her amusement 

herself. A large, brilliant light began flashing beside her casket. 

It was an intense and beautiful purple colour, which continued to flash until the laughter died down. Each time it pulsed, I felt an overwhelming pang of emotion in my chest. It was obvious 

that Shirley was thoroughly enjoying her send off, and it was 

comfort to know she was there. 

The privilege of my clairvoyant vision transformed a heart-

rending, sad event into something magical. Although I was 

expectedly tear-stained and emotional as I left, a larger part of  me was rejoicing at Shirley’s next great adventure. A more fitting song couldn’t have been chosen, as Queen’s  “I want to Break Free”  resonated through the chapel. Shirley had said her Shirley’s Funeral     153

farewells and assured us she was fine, and now she was ready 

to move on. Shirley left us armed with her joyousness, love 

and a pair of  gold wings … no doubt ready to embark on her 

most exciting journey yet. 




chapter twenty

T h e   I n t e r a c t i o n s   

o f   O t h e r s

Everyone seems to have a ghost story, or at least it sometimes feels that way. As time goes on it feels as though my own 

ghostly experiences are not as unique as I had first imagined 

them to be, and I can’t help but think that the spirit world is progressively weaving itself within the fibres of our own. 

My work as a podiatrist places me in contact with people 

from all walks of  life, many of  whom bring with them mat-

ter-of-fact accounts of their own encounters with ghosts. They range from fleeting visitations to full-blown, protracted hauntings; both of which add a richness to my workday as I share in these amazing stories. 

My work as an author also attracts the attentions of those 

who have had similar experiences to mine. I am frequently 

privy to the personal ghost stories of  my readers, who are 

eager to share their experiences of the other side. 
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And of course, my friends often regale me with ghost sto-

ries of  their own, knowing that their often barely believable accounts will be received with an open mind. I have experienced the absurd and the unbelievable myself, so I can’t dis-

miss the reality of these experiences in others. 

I’m often emailed photographs, where orbs and ghostly 

figures seem to populate the physical world in which we live. 

There is no end to the steady stream of material in support of the reality of the spirit world and its inhabitants. It seems that I have an endless supply of  fodder to fuel my appetite for the paranormal, and this in itself fills me with a sense of wonder-ment and joy. 

It would be remiss of me to purely focus on my own expe-

riences, when I have been fortunate enough to hear so many 

incredible stories from so many others. Below are some such 

accounts, which sneak into my headspace often when I least 

expect them …

Iced Coffee

Attending an interview at my daughter’s prospective school 

seemed like a fairly ordinary way to spend a Thursday morn-

ing, until the spirit world wormed its way in to strip away the mundane. 

The school registrar methodically worked her way through 

the standard check-list of  questions, until somehow the con-

versation turned to three recent deaths in the school commu-

nity. Along with two students’ parents, one of  those who had 

passed away was the school bus-driver; a much loved larrikin 

named Eric. Eric had been an integral part of  the school for 
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dents, Eric was well known for his robust appearance and pas-

sion for iced coffee. 

Given that Eric had passed away only a week or so ear-

lier, the registrar was still shaken by the news of his death. She spoke of him with undisguised emotion. 

“He’ll be a very hard act to follow,” she said sadly. 

Then almost as if on cue, a bright light flashed at me from 

an empty chair by the door. It was the same light I had seen 

just a few night’s earlier; again, when my husband I were talking about Eric. 

Stuart was preparing to write a comment on Eric’s Face-

book tribute page, and wanted to know whether what he pro-

posed to write was appropriate or not. I asked him what he 

had in mind. 

“Something along the lines of   Now you can drink as many 

 iced coffees as you like!”  said Stuart. “What do you think?” 

I couldn’t help laughing, but my first thought was that per-

haps Stu’s comment was verging on the disrespectful. Poor 

Eric had indeed been a hefty man in life, so the comment could perhaps be perceived as a not so subtle gibe at his weight. 

“I do like it, but I’m not sure if it’s appropriate …” 

Stu agreed and we were about to leave it at that when sud-

denly the bright light appeared beside him. 

 Flash! 

“Ummm … hang on,” I said. “I think Eric actually likes it!” 

 Flash! 

“Eric, you liked that comment about the iced coffee, did 

you?” 

 Flash! 

I told Stu what I was seeing and we both began to laugh, 
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his death a week earlier. The more we laughed, the more 

strongly we felt Eric’s energy around us. He was enjoying the 

joke as much as we were. 

As I shared this story with the registrar, I soon discovered 

she had some stories of her own. 

She told me that it was well known that the administra-

tion building in which we were sitting was haunted; one ghost 

in particular pacing the upstairs hallways with predictable regularity. It was believed that one of the nuns who used to teach at the school maintained her routine vigils, checking on the 

staff and students alike. 

Her presence was especially discernible when the school 

fell still, late in the afternoons or by those brave enough to stay behind and work at night. Many staff  members heard the old 

nun’s footsteps, so patently that they’d be convinced someone 

was walking up the stairs. Of  course upon investigation, no 

one would be there. The nun was also known to tamper with 

paper work, sending reams of paper rustling on the desktops, 

despite no breath of breeze to have caused them to do so. 

Sam

The registrar also shared an incredible personal story, about a young family friend named Sam. Fourteen year-old Sam had 

been an avid motocross fan, successfully competing in racing 

events ever since he was old enough to ride. Most weekends 

would find him at some cross country bike track; indulging his passion for motorbikes and speed. 

It was on one such weekend that Sam was killed; fatally 

flung from his motorbike midway through a competition. It 

was the registrar’s son-in-law who cradled young Sam as he 

passed away. 
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Sam’s family were beyond devastated, yet gleaned some 

small comfort from the fact that he had been doing what he 

loved when he died. As a tribute to Sam’s passion for his sport, they had his motorbike cleaned and polished, and kept it in 

Sam’s bedroom. It sat parked beside the bed, Sam’s helmet just alongside it on the bedside table. 

Of  course his family wanted to believe that Sam was still 

a part of  their lives, and hoped that he was still connected to them spiritually. They could almost feel his energy around 

them, so strongly that they felt convinced young Sam was still around. Yet in weaker moments they couldn’t help worrying 

that it was all just a case of wishful thinking. 

This notion was soon to be dispelled, as it wasn’t long 

before they were blessed with a gift that proved Sam’s pres-

ence beyond a doubt. 

The family decided to take some photos of Sam’s room, as 

they wanted to share them with their family and friends. The 

photographs were to honour Sam and commemorate both a 

life cut short and his passion for motocross. They suspected 

Sam would be more than a little pleased that his beloved 

motorbike had somehow been allowed to assume a prized 

position in his bedroom; it was a nod to the sport he had held so dear. It was an unspoken sign that his parents didn’t blame the sport or his motor bike for their son’s death; they accepted Sam’s fate as his destiny, or at worst just tragically bad luck. 

Taking the photographs had been bittersweet, as despite 

the relentless pain of  their loss, Sam’s family couldn’t help thinking that he would be looking on approvingly. They didn’t 

dare imagine that their suspicions would be spectacularly con-

firmed when they came to download the photos. It was almost 

more than they could fathom. 
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Reflected in the visor of  Sam’s helmet, beamed a famil-

iar, happy face; there was no question at all that it was Sam! 

Barely able to comprehend the image before them, his family 

scoured the bedroom for a logical explanation, but there was 

none to be found. There were no photos which could have 

been reflected in the visor; no other boys present who could’ve been mistaken for Sam. They had no choice but to embrace 

the unbelievable, the photograph really had been of Sam! 

It was the best gift they ever could have hoped for and gave 

Sam’s family a great deal of  comfort. I have no doubt that 

being able to appear for his parents went a long way in consoling Sam too. 

Nikki and Nigel

Since first hearing Sam’s story, I’ve been privy to similar examples of  post-death visits time and time again. Departed loved ones often go to great lengths to assure those left behind that their spirit lives on. This is never more true than when someone dies prematurely, possibly leaving the earth plane before 

their designated time. Which brings me to the story about 

Nigel; another beautiful soul who called by to visit a loved one for a final goodbye. 

Nigel’s sister Nikki is a very dear friend, despite the fact 

we have never met in person. We were introduced by my sis-

ter-in-law Fiona, who assured us that we were kindred spir-

its and would have much in common. Our on-line friendship 

blossomed from the first email we exchanged. Despite living 

on opposite sides of  the world, we immediately fell into the 

easy rapport usually reserved for the most intimate of friends. 

We readily exchanged our secrets with little reservation. It was obvious from the first that I had found a lifelong friend. 
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Nikki is highly spiritual, with a catalogue of  paranormal 

encounters which easily rival my own. She has a sensitivity 

which seems to be becoming progressively more heightened, 

as her innate sixth sense becomes more finely tuned with 

every passing year. 

Given her sensitivity, it wasn’t surprising that Nikki was 

filled by a sense of  intense dread on the night her brother 

Nigel passed away. 

Nikki and her husband Jean Pierre were hosting their 

annual staff  party, when some time around midnight, Nikki 

was overcome by an overwhelming sense of  trepidation. She 

was convinced it had something to do with Nigel. She horri-

fied herself  by the words which impulsively sprung from her 

mouth, bringing with them an intense feeling of  nausea. Icy 

fingers seemed to travel down her spine. 

“Nigel’s dead!” she gasped. 

Jean Pierre tried to reassured his stricken wife, reasoning 

that Nigel was probably tucked up in bed twenty miles away in 

Geneva. They would call him in the morning, which for Nikki, 

couldn’t come quickly enough. 

By first light they were driving to Geneva, as Nigel had 

failed to answer his phone. With every passing mile, Nikki 

became more and more convinced that her brother was no 

longer alive. 

The scene which confronted them in Nigel’s apartment was 

devastating. Nigel was dead; a self-inflicted bullet wound to 

the head. Nikki had known it all along. The police confirmed 

Nigel’s time of  death to be some time around midnight, the 

very time Nikki had been overcome by her sense of doom. 

A month later to the day, Nikki’s sense of  foreboding 

assailed her once again. Her father had died in her home town 
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of Perth, succumbing to a sudden bout of pneumonia. Nikki’s 

devastation couldn’t have been more complete. 

Cocooned within a haze of  grief-stricken numbness, she 

and Jean Pierre boarded a plane for Perth; Nigel’s ashes mak-

ing the final trip home by his sister’s side. 

The memorial service was a joint celebration for father and 

son; as the family conducted a beautiful beachside ceremony 

which saw their ashes scattered over the waters of North Cot-

tesloe Beach. 

By the time Nikki got home from the service, she was 

exhausted and emotionally drained. She lay on the couch cry-

ing, after which she fell into a fitful sleep. It wasn’t long before she was woken by someone touching her forehead, after 

which the touch was replaced by a gentle kiss. 

Expecting to see Jean Pierre, Nikki opened her eyes, only 

to see a dark figure quickly moving away from her. In a matter of seconds he had disappeared through the front door. In that 

instant Nikki had no doubt that her visitor had been Nigel, especially since he had mirrored exactly what Nikki had done at his funeral. As Nikki bid her brother a final farewell, she had gently swept her hand across his forehead. She then bent down and gave him a kiss. And now Nigel had returned the favour, by visiting his sister and doing exactly the same as she had done to him. 

Although she didn’t need outside confirmation, Nikki was 

further comforted by her conversation with Dot, a highly 

regarded local medium. Dot recounted Nigel’s memorial day 

visit exactly as it happened; from the light touch on Nikki’s 

forehead, to his gentle, fleeting kiss. He apologised if  he had scared her, saying he just wanted to say goodbye. 

Nigel went on to thank Nikki for  the white rose; a comment which confirmed her brother’s presence beyond a doubt. 
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Nikki had placed a white rose in Nigel’s hand as he lay in his casket, a fact that Dot could not have possibly known. 

Nigel apologised profusely for the pain he had caused his 

family and was desperate to make amends. His physicality had 

let him down; his brain’s chemical imbalances and mental dis-

tress pushing him to the point where he could see no other 

means of escape. He had clarity and peace now, but he had to 

reassure his family. He wanted them to know he was OK. He 

was desperate for their forgiveness. 

Nikki’s bond with Nigel remains as strong as ever, as both 

travel along their soul’s journey towards being together again. 

Although Nikki’s sense of  loss can never be entirely abated, 

the knowledge that Nigel still walks beside her affords her 

some much needed comfort. And for Nigel, being able to get 

his message through to his family has no doubt brought him 

immeasurable peace. 

For those who cross prematurely like Nigel, where there 

will always be some regret for their actions; no matter how 

inevitable choosing to die felt at the time. Once physical-

ity is taken out of  the equation, the spirit gains clarity, seeing beyond the immediate pain which lead to their physical death. 

 A moment after this photo was taken, Nigel delightedly  

 smashed the snowball over his sister’s head! 
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With this broadened perspective comes a sense of  one-

ness; whereby the spirit becomes very much aware of  their 

loved ones’ pain. It is these souls who try so very hard to get through, to show their families that they are still around and the love between them will never die. 

So in Nigel’s case, he was indeed very lucky to have a sis-

ter who is in tune with the spirit world. Both Nigel and 

Nikki were sensitive enough to offer each other comfort, by 

acknowledging that they were still very much a part of  each 

other’s lives. 

And for those who perhaps aren’t as in tune to the spirit 

presences around them, rest assured that your loved ones 

remain close despite their physical deaths. So if you have even the slightest inkling that your loved one is around, be sure to acknowledge them: say hello, tell them that you know they 

are there and that you love them. If  you are wrong and they 

weren’t there at the time, no harm done.  But if your loved one was indeed paying you a visit, you would have just given them 

the greatest gift imaginable. 

Fire! 

It seems that my friend Nikki is by no means alone with her 

spiritual experiences, as evidenced by the story she told me 

about her good friends, the St Clair’s …

For the most part, the spirit world is subtly enmeshed 

within our own; its occupants mingling unobtrusively among 

us. There are times however that spirits see fit to manifest, or produce physical effects which leave no doubt as to their presence. 

Their motivations for tangibly interacting with the living 

vary as widely as the spirits themselves. Some spirits may be 

The Interactions of Others     165

trying to offer comfort by showing themselves to their loved 

ones. Or perhaps they are simply providing proof  of  their 

survival. Less benevolent presences may have more sinister 

motives; and create disturbances to deliberately incite fear. In these instances, the ghostly manifestation may be an expression of unhappiness, confusion or in extreme cases, rage. 

And as was the case with the St Clair family, a spirit may 

appear in order to deliver a well-intentioned warning. You’d 

have thought that living in a three hundred and fifty year old house, one would expect it to have its ghosts. Despite the 

unexplained noises and disembodied footsteps, Vincent and 

Anouk refused to acknowledge that their house could be 

haunted. They were grounded by their busy home and work 

lives, with little time left to entertain the possibility of ghosts. 

Their three children however were more sensitive to the 

presences which lingered within its walls, particularly young 

Camille. The St Clairs’ youngest daughter had no doubt that 

their home was haunted. 

In addition to the unexplained noises, Camille was pro-

vided with further proof of the ghostly presence. One evening 

during dinner, she saw a figure materialise across the room. It peered at the family through the glass of their large aquarium, scrutinising them as they ate. By the time Camille was able to absorb the vision before her, the ghostly presence had gone. 

Despite her insistence that she had just seen a ghost, 

Camille’s parents remained skeptical. It would take more than 

a child’s supposed glimpse of  an apparition to convince them 

to think otherwise. 

Not long after the dinner-time visit, the St Clairs awoke 

to find a candle mysteriously burning in the kitchen. Since 

the old house was largely constructed of  wood, Vincent had 
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banned the children from using candles in the house. He was 

paranoid that their beautiful home would burn down. 

The children were rounded up and quizzed as to who had 

broken the cardinal house rule, but they all insisted that they would never have been so irresponsible. They were well versed 

in the risks of living in an old wooden house. 

Over the course of  the next two weeks lit candles began 

appearing all over the house, usually first thing in the morn-

ing. Even more unnervingly, the St Clair’s were also frequently greeted by the burning candles when returning home after an 

outing. 

Unable to comprehend the mysteriously appearing can-

dles, and deeply anxious about the associated fire risk, the St Clairs spoke to their neighbours. They wondered if  they had 

been playing tricks on them. Or perhaps someone was trying 

to scare them and had been sneaking into their house. 

The neighbours insisted they knew nothing and the mys-

tery deepened. 

Of  some comfort amongst the disturbing, inexplicable 

events, was the fact that the candles always seemed to be carefully placed out of  harm’s way. They would most commonly 

appear in the upstairs bathroom, well away from anything 

that could possibly catch light. On many occasions the can-

dles were placed in the bathtub. It all began to feel increasingly odd. 

By now the candles had spontaneously appeared no less 

than twenty times over the course of two weeks, and the fam-

ily were beginning to feel frightened. Whilst the energy in 

their home didn’t feel negative, there was an unmistakeable 

heaviness which seemed to be pervading their home. Antic-
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ipating the next burning candle seemed to have put them 

increasingly on edge. 

As much as the St Clairs longed for peace and normality, 

further strangeness was on it’s way. 

Whilst running a few errands in the city, Anouk was 

approached by an dishevelled-looking vagrant. He insisted on 

giving her a playing card, which happened to be the nine of 

Spades. Uncomprehending, Anouk looked up at the man as he 

spoke. 

“You will be in luck,” he told her. “The nine of  spades 

brings luck and good fortune.” 

He looked at Anouk meaningfully and then hurriedly 

walked away. 

Anouk dismissed the man as an oddball and swiftly forgot 

about the card. 

The following day was a Sunday, and the St Clairs were 

uncharacteristically going out. Sundays were usually reserved 

for quiet family time; a peaceful respite from the chaos of the working week. But friends had invited them out for dinner, so 

they decided to break their stringent Sunday routine and enjoy a family outing. 

What happened next would change their lives forever. 

Neighbours told them that no more than ten minutes after 

they left, a massive explosion tore through their house. In no time at all, the St Clairs beloved home was engulfed in ever-mounting flames. There was no chance of saving their beauti-

ful old house; it was razed within minutes. 

Had the St Clair’s been home, they would have undoubt-

edly perished. 

Of course their first thought was that their fears had been 

realised and that the randomly appearing candles had been 
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responsible for the fire. The family’s devastating sense of  loss was intensified by a feeling of  dread. It seemed as though the presences in their home had been hell-bent on destroying 

them. 

It was only once the source of the fire was determined that 

they were forced to think otherwise. The subsequent investi-

gation confirmed that the fire was the result of a faulty heater in the upstairs bathroom. It appeared that an electrical short circuit had caused the devastating explosion. Interestingly, the lit candles had most often appeared in this very bathroom, 

prompting the St Clairs to radically change their way of thinking. 

The way the candles had been placed out of  harm’s way 

was particularly telling; they had never been left where they 

could set something else alight. It seemed their silent benefactor had been trying to warn them all along. 

It was some weeks later that Anouk chanced upon the 

strange man in the city; the one who had given her the suppos-

edly lucky card. She approached him without hesitation. 

“The day after you gave me your card my family lost every-

thing in a house fire,” she said. “I thought you said I’d be in luck!” 

The man looked bemused. 

“And so you were,” he replied. 

“How can that be lucky?” she asked. 

“You all lived, didn’t you?” 

And that’s when the full-force of the past few weeks struck 

her; her family  were incredibly lucky. Not only did they all survive a potential tragedy, Anouk was filled with the conviction that they were indeed blessed. Not least because their family 
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had a ghostly protector; who determinedly tried to warn them 

as the imminent explosion loomed. 

These days Vincent and Anouk are much more accept-

ing of  the reality of  spirits; after what had transpired it was impossible to think otherwise. They felt indebted to their persistent ghostly protector and now think of  the mysteriously 

appearing candles fondly. So much so that as they settled into their new home, they couldn’t help hoping that their previous 

home’s unseen occupant had come along with them. 

The White Dove

Spirit contact with deceased loved ones is more common than 

most people think. Death does not sever the bonds of  love 

which unite family and friends, and the emotions which con-

nect us during life remain just as strong after our loved ones have passed. 

Spirit visitations are not always outwardly obvious, and 

quite often cause us to question whether we experienced them 

at all. They may be so subtle that we miss them altogether, 

no doubt causing no end of  frustration for the spirit folk trying to make contact. They may take the form of  dreams or 

synchronicities, or may be as tangible as a familiar smell suddenly wafting into a room. Some spirits are able to manifest 

even more substantially, creating physical disturbances to let us know that they’re there. Some even hurl photographs of 

themselves off walls or mantle pieces … a sure-fire way of garnering some attention! 

In many instances, spirits employ the use of signs and sym-

bols in order to make themselves known to us. They may, for 

instance, repeatedly show us significant words or numbers, 

often enough for us to rule out the possibility of coincidence. 
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After my friend, Maureen’s father passed away, she kept see-

ing a car with the numberplate  DADDY.  Of  course at first she thought it to be little more than a fluke. But as the days went by and she kept repeatedly seeing the same car in the middle 

of  a busy highway, she came to accept that the ever-present 

numberplate was a sign from her dad. 

Another friend also had the privilege of  being on the 

receiving end of a post-death visit from her father. Fortunately for Lesley, she was in tune enough to pick up on the perti-nent signs and symbols, leaving no doubt whatsoever that her 

beloved dad was close by. 

Lesley’s father, Wilfrid was not quite eighty when he suf-

fered a debilitating stroke. Although he lived for another four years, the stroke precipitated the onset of  vascular dementia, which saw his mental state steadily deteriorate over the coming years. After enduring a relentless decline in both his mental and physical health, by his eighty fourth birthday, Wilfrid’s body had begun to shut down. 

As Lesley and her family surrounded Wilfrid’s bed, their 

emotions were running high. By now entirely immobile, Wil-

frid was enveloped in the love of  his family as they honoured what was to be his very last birthday. 

By the time Lesley returned home that evening, she was an 

emotional wreck. 

“I just sat on the edge of  my bed and couldn’t stop cry-

ing,” Lesley told me. Despite Wilfrid being unwell for so many years, she felt unready to let him go. She still felt ill-prepared, and asked her guides and guardian angels to give her a sign 

to warn her when Wilfrid’s death was imminent. Unsure why, 

she asked them to show her a white dove. Perhaps it was an 

uplifting image which signified love and freedom, a positive 
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symbol to counteract the bleak pall of  death which lay wait-

ing on the sidelines. 

A week after Wilfrid’s bedside birthday gathering, his wife 

and daughters had congregated at his nursing home once 

again. After a lengthy visit, Lesley and her sisters decided to make their way home. A spur of  the moment decision saw 

them take a slight detour, in order to take in some of the local Christmas lights. Since it was December 17th and they felt 

anything but festive, the sisters hoped that the lights would 

perhaps stir up some Christmas cheer. 

Lesley was particularly taken with one beautifully-dec-

orated house just around the corner from her own. It was 

adorned with all manner of  beautiful decorations, the most 

striking of which was a beautiful white dove. It sparkled with hundreds of tiny white and gold lights, the very sight of which took her breath away. It was only later that evening that its significance suddenly dawned on her; the dove was the sign she 

had asked for! 

Two days later, surrounded by his loving family, Wilfrid 

Ashley Freeman quietly passed away. After four years of hard-

ship and struggle, he allowed himself to transition into spirit. 

Despite their forewarning, Lesley and her family were shat-

tered. 

That evening as she lay in bed crying herself to sleep, Les-

ley was suddenly overcome by the sense of  someone being 

in the room with her. She rolled over slowly, and gasped at 

what she saw. There on the side of her bed was Wilfrid, sitting serenely as though he hadn’t a care in the world. His legs were crossed nonchalantly and he was reaching for Lesley’s forehead. And as he calmly stroked her brow, he smiled … word-

lessly reassuring his daughter that he was absolutely fine. 
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Even now, almost five years after Wilfrid’s passing, Lesley 

still gets teary at the recollection. 

“I wondered if I could have been imagining it …” she said. 

But the intense sense of  love and comfort that radiated from 

her vision, soon had her convinced. “I’ll never forget the feeling,” Lesley smiled. “I just knew it was Dad’s spirit!” 

Over time, the pain of losing her father became less palpa-

ble, but Lesley will never entirely get over her loss. Wilfrid is particularly missed at significant family events, such as Lesley’s wedding in 2012. 

Lesley and her fiancé, Jason celebrated their marriage in 

Bali, together with close family and friends. As sad as it was not to have her father walking her down the aisle, Lesley was 

delighted that her mother stepped in and offered to do the 

honours. It was also a great comfort that Wilfrid had managed 

to meet Jason just before he died. Although, by then, he was in the grips of  dementia, Lesley felt that on some level her husband-to-be and father had connected. 

So it was with bittersweet emotion that Lesley and Jason 

flew into Bali three days before their wedding, little imagining that Wilfrid would make it known that he would definitely be 

there on their special day. 

Late on the evening of  their arrival, Lesley was sitting 

alone on their hotel balcony, testing out the duty-free cam-

era she had just bought. Since Jason was otherwise occupied 

inside their hotel room, Lesley decided to test the camera on 

herself, and extended her left arm to take a self-portrait. 

Upon reviewing the photograph, Lesley noticed an anom-

aly immediately. There was a white filmy object floating just 

above her head. She turned around to see what was behind 

her, checking to see if  there was something beyond her bal-
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cony which would account for the strange image. All Lesley 

could see was a solitary, spindly tree. It looked nothing like the white ephemeral shape which had appeared in her photo. 

As she zoomed into the shot, her heart jumped into her 

mouth. She was suddenly struck by the realization that the 

image was of  a beautiful white dove, wings outstretched and 

holding a love heart. It was most certainly a wedding gift from her father! 

Despite bursting into tears, Lesley couldn’t have felt hap-

pier. She had no doubt that her father was right beside her, and would be sharing in the joy of her and Jason’s wedding day. 

 Lesley is convinced the white dove in this photograph is a sign from her father, Wilfrid. 

Inexplicable events such as these remind us that there is no 

barrier to love in the world of spirit. The seemingly impossible can manifest in the blink of an eye or even in the blasé click of 174      The Interactions of Others

a camera shutter, effortlessly reminding us that our loved ones are never far away

The Enigma of the Haunted House

Is there any way of  knowing whether a house is haunted? Is 

there a tell-tale sign, or a prevailing sense of  foreboding that instantly warns us off ? Do haunted houses need to be of a certain age, or harbour tragic, bloody histories? If  only it were that straightforward! 

Some haunted houses are patently obvious. So much so, 

that one can’t help but wonder what possessed their occupants 

to live in them in the first place. Houses like  Monte Cristo in the New South Wales town of Junee, scream of the ghosts which 

linger within their walls. They are Victorian-era mansions 

which fit the bill as far as what one would expect a haunted 

house to look like. And indeed, in  Monte Cristo’s case, its foreboding appearance matches the paranormal disturbances 

within. It is reputed to be the most haunted house in Australia. 

Not only does  Monte Cristo  definitely   look haunted, it’s sinister history cements the likelihood of ghosts. Its past is replete with baleful occupants and tragic deaths; including that of an unfortunate infant who was fatally dropped down a stairwell. 

Just as disturbing is the case of  a teenage stable boy who was burnt to death in his sick-bed in the early 1900’s. As the story goes, the boy’s foreman suspected the youngster of malinger-ing, and threw a match to his straw mattress in an attempt to 

catch him out. The stable boy was, however, too ill to escape 

his flaming bed. The horrific circumstances of the youngster’s death seem to have imprinted themselves on the ether, as the 
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of his death. It’s of little surprise that the stable is the focus of countless paranormal disturbances. 

Then of course there are the ghosts of the first owners of 

 Monte Cristo themselves, Christopher and Elizabeth Crawley. 

Mr Crawley’s sudden and unexpected passing (as the result of 

an infected carbuncle which progressed to blood poisoning) 

further increases the likelihood that he is not ready to move on and leave his beloved home. And although Crawley’s wife lived 

at  Monte Cristo  for another twenty three years after his death, it seems she is just as reluctant to leave as her husband. And indeed, in the years following her husband’s death, Mrs Crawley only left the homestead twice. 

The home’s current owners, Reg and Olive Ryan, report 

that Elizabeth Crawley is a regular and obvious presence. 

On occasions she even shows herself; manifesting as a dense, 

black-dressed apparition. Her presence is very proprietorial, 

and she is quick to demonstrate her displeasure at those she 

considers to be unwelcome guests. 

 Monte Cristo’s  sinister manifestations are numerous and well-documented, and range from the benign to the horrific. Perhaps most distressing to Reg and Olive, were the deaths of numerous family pets, the means of which were quite often inexpli-

cable. The discovery that every bird in the hen house had been killed was particularly disturbing, especially since their necks had been violently rung. The lock, walls and roof all remained intact, with no evidence of being tampered with. 

Similarly upsetting was the early morning discovery of the 

family’s five month old kitten. It lay dead in a downstairs hallway, its stomach slashed open. Again, there were no signs of 

forced entry by either man or beast. 
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As far as  Monte Cristo is concerned,    it’s certainly appropriate to judge a book by its cover. This is one house that cer-

tainly lives up to its ghostly expectations! 

My friend, Jason is passionate about all things paranormal, 

as evidenced by his self-named moniker,  Jason Ghostman.  He is particularly entranced by Monte Cristo, and makes a point of 

trying to visit the homestead every year. Being a regular visitor, he has become good friends with Reg and Olive. As such, 

he has been privy to many of  Monte Cristo’s paranormal dis-

turbances, and indeed, has experienced many of them himself. 

 Olive, Reg and Jason on the front porch at Monte Cristo. 

Jason tells me that the feeling of  being watched is ever-

present at Monte Cristo, as well as the feeling of  having travelled back through time. 

“You almost feel like you shouldn’t be there,” he says. “And 

in some rooms, you can actually start to feel really sick.” Jason tells me that on a recent ghost tour, some people refused to 
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enter certain rooms, so strong was the feeling of revulsion and foreboding. 

On one particular occasion, Jason decided to stay at Monte 

Cristo overnight. He had heard numerous accounts of  late 

night visits by noisy, ghostly children, and was keen to encounter them for himself. As well as making a right ruckus, the 

young ghosts were also reported to jump up and down on the 

guests’ beds, and Jason was hopeful that they would do so to 

him. 

He expectantly lay in his darkened room, ears trained for 

the slightest sound. The effort must have been exhausting, 

because in no time at all, Jason fell fast asleep! He was devastated to discover that not only had he slept soundly through 

the entire night, but he had also missed numerous ghostly 

manifestations. 

Although there weren’t any reports of  the young ghosts 

jumping on beds, they had been heard laughing and running 

up and down the hallways. Jason was devastated. 

He was further affronted to discover that one of the guests 

in the neighbouring room had seen a black, shadowy figure 

purposefully going about its business. 

“You should have knocked on the wall!” Jason told the 

bemused guest. “I would’ve run in … I had my camera ready 

and everything!” 

Once he got over the disappointment of  missing such an 

eventful night, Jason reasoned that there would be plenty 

more opportunities to fraternise with Monte Cristo’s ghosts. 

And in accordance with his promise to himself, he continues 

to visit his favourite haunted house year after year. 
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 The grand old lady herself; Monte Cristo Homestead, 

 believed to be Australia’s most haunted house. 

Unlike Monte Cristo, not all haunted houses bear the clas-

sic appearance of  looking old and creepy. And by the same 

token, even those houses which look positively ominous can 

draw a blank as far as ghostly activity is concerned. 

The most sinister-looking mansions can be entirely ghost-

free, whereas their non-descript suburban counterparts can be 

crawling with ghosts. It would be remiss to assume that only 

old homes with chequered histories are likely to be haunted, 

as it’s just as likely that a newly-built modern house is home to unseen occupants. It may be that the ghosts are connected to 

the land, or perhaps they once dwelled in the buildings which 

stood on the property before the current house was built. 

There is also the possibility that for whatever reason, a 

ghost has attached itself  to one of  the home’s occupants, following them home from who knows where. This is more 
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likely to be the case for people with mediumistic abilities such as myself. Ghosts and spirits thrive on attention and acknowledgement, and as such, they are more likely to gravitate to 

those who can see them. Such a scenario is invariably more 

attractive than placing themselves in a situation whereby they are likely to be ignored. 

Other circumstances which can give rise to hauntings are 

related to the geographical location of the house itself. Under-ground water sources, in particular, are thought to provide an energy source necessary for paranormal events to occur. The 

archaeologist and occultist, T.C. Lethbridge, first suggested the link between subterranean, running water and apparent haunting phenomena, and his theory has continued to gain momen-

tum ever since. Lethbridge suggested that the running water 

acts as a battery, thereby providing disembodied entities with a power source which allows them to manifest. 

This seems to be the case with a house owned by a local 

hills couple, Sylvia and Lawrence. Although they built the 

house themselves over twenty years ago, it has been consis-

tently plagued by paranormal activity. Electrical appliances 

consistently turn themselves on and off  (particularly newly-

acquired ones; it’s as though the ghosts are excited to be playing with a new toy), there are frequent disembodied footsteps 

and voices, and apparitions have been seen wandering through 

the property on numerous occasions. 

On the day my husband, Stuart and I went to visit, I noticed 

a figure lurking in the hallway as soon as we walked through the front door. Sylvia showed me an area of the house that the family had deemed to be a ghostly thoroughfare, so frequent were 

the appearance of figures and flashing lights. 
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As I stood in the area Sylvia indicated, I felt the surging 

energy at once. Upon taking a photograph, we saw numerous 

orbs, the most striking of which floated just a foot away from me on my left. 

Although Sylvia suspects that many of the household’s spir-

its are deceased loved ones, she believes that there may be some 

“blow-ins” as well. Sylvia pointed out that there was an under-ground aquifer just to the front of the house, which had proven to be an abundant water source. Perhaps this was the power 

supply which was allowing the departed to manifest. 

Despite the strong and regular paranormal activity within 

their home, Sylvia and Lawrence do not find it in the least bit disturbing. 

 “Standing in the ghostly thoroughfare at Sylvia’s house … the most vivid orb sits just to my left. 
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In many ways it’s comforting,” says Sylvia. She tells me 

that even when she is alone in the house, she feels very safe 

and protected. “It’s company!” she smiles. 

Houses built on ley lines are also likely to be subjected to 

hauntings. Ley lines are invisible lines of  energy which are 

believed to connect geographical points of  interest. Signifi-

cant structures such as Stonehenge and The Great Pyramid, 

for example, are thought to have been built upon the points 

of intersection of this invisible energy grid. It is this energetic power-source which has the potential to fuel a prospective 

haunting. 

Lastly, a haunting may be little more than an energetic 

replay of past events. It’s thought that if an event occurs often enough (e.g. someone walking up and down a staircase repeatedly over the course of several years) or is emotionally-charged enough (such as a suicide or a murder) the event imprints itself on a given location. One theory suggests that past events can 

be recorded within the structure itself, particularly within the matrix of  certain types of  rock. Perhaps that’s why centuries old castles are quite often reported to be haunted, as their rich and varied histories are imprinted within the fibre of  the castle itself. 

It’s important to appreciate that this is not an intelligent 

haunting, whereby there is an actual entity present. It is merely a snapshot of past events, similar to a replay being projected onto a theatre screen. 

Hauntings are indeed as unpredictable and diverse as the 

ghosts themselves. Although many are little more than ener-

getic events, some hauntings are as interactive as that expe-

rienced between two living beings. Many hauntings are 

harmonious (as in the case of  Sylvia and Lawrence’s home) 
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whereby the living and the dead dwell peacefully side-by-side. 

Others can be so be so disturbing that they shatter any possi-

bility of living a normal life. 

Whilst ghosts may often frighten us, the gift they bring is 

precious. Ghosts remind us of the eternal nature of the human 

soul, and embracing this reality is nothing short of magical! 




chapter twenty-one

A u s t i n

I’d long been planning to join a development circle, so I 

decided to finally commit to putting my plan into action. Since the Spiritualist Church had been so instrumental in reawaken-ing my clairvoyance, I decided that it would be a good place 

to start. By now it had been almost ten years since I first saw spirit guides, and since they seemed to effortlessly manifest in the church environment, I knew that it was time to go back. 

For some reason I was drawn to the Maylands Spiritualist 

Church, which although not the closest to home, it was the 

one to which I felt the most affinity. Perhaps it was because I had lived in Maylands all those years ago, and had treasured 

memories of the neighbourhood I had once shared with Deni. 

Or perhaps it was something else. Either way it was time to 

find out. 

On a whim I called the church early on a Tuesday morn-

ing, little expecting anyone to be there. I was hoping to per-

haps hear a recorded message listing the service times. 
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I was a little taken aback when a mature gentleman 

answered the phone and introduced himself  as the minister. 

I asked if we could arrange a meeting, as I was curious to discover more about him, and wondered whether his paranormal 

experiences even vaguely mirrored my own. 

Despite attending the Forrestfield Spiritualist Church sev-

eral years earlier, I still had very little understanding of  the running of  the church itself. I wanted to know if  all the ministers were mediums. Did they believe in both good and evil 

manifestations of  spirit? I wondered if  he would concur that poltergeists were real? 

Less than ten minutes later I was heading down the hill 

towards Maylands, with the unmistakeable feeling that some-

thing eventful was about to happen. 

I was met by a diminutive, grey- haired gentleman who 

smiled warmly as he extended his hand. 

“I’m Austin,” he said. “Nice to meet you!” 

We moved off to sit in his office; a small nondescript room 

at the back of  the church hall. As soon as we were seated I 

could see the room buzzing with energy, the familiar fog inter-spersed with transient bursts of bright flashing lights. 

There was one spot just above Austin’s left shoulder which 

was particularly active, flashing repetitively to ensure it had my attention. When I glanced up I noticed the head and shoulders of a glowing masculine figure. 

“Your guide!” I said. 

“That’s right” smiled Austin. “I’ve been seeing him for 

years.” 

Austin told me about the first time he’d seen his guide 

manifest, many years ago when he was a young bachelor liv-

ing in a tiny two bedroom house. 
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At the time Austin had kept greyhounds, and he was woken 

by the dogs’ relentless barking. As he made his way down the 

hallway, he passed the lounge room and reeled back in shock. 

Calmly sitting in an arm chair was a man, and Austin gasped 

at the realisation there was an intruder in the house. The man looked completely solid and addressed Austin by name. 

“Come and sit down, “he said. 

Strangely, the dogs had become completely silent by now. 

Austin felt as though they had successfully fulfilled their mission by summoning their master and had gone back to sleep 

after a job well done. 

Austin edged nervously into the lounge room and sat across 

from his visitor. There he remained for over an hour, engaged in conversation with his spirit guide. 

“And I’ve seen him beside me ever since,” finished Austin. 

I glanced up towards where Austin’s guide was hovering, 

and he shone his spirit light at me as if to concur. 

Throughout the course of  our hour-long conversation, I 

also repeatedly saw a small figure peeking over Austin’s left 

shoulder, and I asked myself  why I hadn’t come to visit here 

earlier. There was no doubt that the Spiritualist Church was a magnet for spirits and I couldn’t wait to experience more. 

Austin spoke of  how he regularly saw the spirits of  his 

deceased parishioners, as they invariably hot-footed it straight back to his parish knowing that they would be seen. Some of 

the spirits manifested as filmy, ethereal figures, whereas others were so corporeal that Austin was able to physically touch them. Sometimes they were fleeting presences, sometimes 

they lingered for hours, happy to be in the environment they 

felt so comfortable in during their lives. 

186      Austin

Austin went on to tell me that despite only meeting his 

guide in adulthood, he had seen ghosts and spirits since he 

was a small child. He was raised by his grandparents, both of 

whom had strong mediumistic abilities which heavily influ-

enced young Austin’s day to day life. Spirits were a natural and expected aspect of life. 

He has vivid memories of  making the long trek across 

lonely paddocks to get to school, and the insistent voices who would repeatedly call his name as he passed by. 

His grandfather had warned him about the presences in 

the paddock and told Austin that he was under no circum-

stances to respond to their calls. 

“You are only to speak to those who approach you cor-

rectly!” his grandfather would say. 

So the young Austin kept his head down and trudged on 

towards school. As time went on he experienced more and 

more, and found that as long as he remained prayerful and 

trusted in the protection of  God’s golden light, he didn’t feel threatened by the visions before him. 

I told Austin about my frightening experiences at the hands 

of a poltergeist, and asked him whether he had any frightening paranormal encounters of his own. 

“Oh yes!” he said, and told me about one time in particular 

when he had forgotten to say his prayer of protection prior to investigating a haunting. “It was years ago. I know better than to do that now …” 

A woman called the church sounding distraught, con-

vinced that there was a negative entity overtaking her home. 

She asked if  someone would come to the house to see if 

they could help, as the presence was systematically destroy-

ing her family’s lives. It appeared that the family were expe-
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riencing an endless spate of illness and bad luck, objects were being thrown around the house and precious possessions 

seemed to be disappearing. Family members had been physi-

cally assaulted and the woman’s young son had been forcefully 

ejected from his bed. 

The woman sounded so desperate that Austin agreed to 

visit the house to see what could be done. He went together 

with Mrs Perkins, a long-standing church member and tal-

ented medium who was also a respected teacher in the Spiritu-

alist Church movement. 

The family greeted them on the front porch and whilst Mrs 

Perkins stood outside talking to the family, Austin ventured 

inside alone. 

He was only a few steps down the hallway when he was 

violently struck to the back of his head. 

“Get out!” hissed a female voice in his ear. 

Wasting no time, Austin bid a hasty retreat to the front 

porch, and told Mrs Perkins what had happened. Despite his 

long history of  paranormal encounters, it was the first time 

Austin had been attacked by an entity. He was visibly shaken 

by the physical assault. 

Mrs Perkins reminded Austin that they needed to pray for 

protection prior to entering the disturbed household, and thus armed with their spiritual armour, they entered the house 

once again. 

The feeling of oppression was evident at once, and a sense 

of  negativity overcame the pair as they entered the house. A 

menacing-looking old woman lingered down the hallway, 

a ghostly apparition who identified herself  as the woman’s 

mother-in-law. She hated her son’s wife whilst she was alive 

and death had done little to assuage her venom. In fact she 
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hated her all the more as the daughter-in-law had taken pos-

session of  her most prized possessions; her jewellery and her china. 

The ghost made her intentions very clear. Unless the fam-

ily relinquished her possessions, she would continue to make 

their lives a misery until they conceded to her wishes. 

Surprisingly, the family didn’t agree to the old woman’s 

terms immediately, as the pieces in question were very valu-

able. Austin was incredulous that they would even contem-

plate keeping the contentious items, and reminded the family 

that their safety and peace were infinitely more valuable than any monetary value. 

Finally a compromise was reached and they agreed to get 

rid of the jewellery and the china, sharing them amongst fam-

ily members rather than destroying them or just randomly 

giving them away. 

Whilst the troubled household resumed normality shortly 

after, the recipients of  the old woman’s possessions began to experience similar disturbances within their own homes. Austin and Mrs Perkins were summoned once again. 

Mrs Perkins made contact immediately and the dead 

woman made herself  very clear. As bitter and attached to her 

belongings as she was, she was adamant that no one should 

have her things! She was completely earthbound and fixated 

with her material possessions, and couldn’t bear to see anyone, not even her own family, taking ownership of her earthly treasures. It was beyond her comprehension that she was dead and 

had no use for tea cups, dinner sets, necklaces and rings. She refused to be convinced. 

It was eventually decided that the dead woman’s posses-

sions had to be destroyed, as she would undoubtedly follow 
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the items to whichever house they were taken, and wreak her 

jealous havoc accordingly. 

Under the supervision of  Austin and Mrs Perkins, the old 

woman’s belongings were gathered up and taken to the rub-

bish tip. To ensure that no junkyard scavengers found them 

and took them home, they were bundled up in boxes and then 

destroyed. The family paid one of the tip employees fifty dol-

lars and watched as he crushed the boxes with his bulldozer 

until they were no longer recognisable. 

It seems the bitter old woman was satisfied with their fate, 

preferring to see her items destroyed rather than in the hands of others. There were no further disturbances after this day. 

Austin had only one other negative experience, this one 

instigated by his daughter fooling around with a Ouija Board. 

The phone rang just a little after 1 am. Austin could barely 

make out the voice of  his stricken daughter, as she tried to 

speak through her hysterical sobs. She was absolutely terrified, that was apparent, but it took much calming and cajoling to 

ascertain why. 

Austin’s heart sank as the facts came to light. His daugh-

ter and her friends had spent the evening playing with a Ouija board, and had unleashed a throng of angry ghosts who were 

at that very moment clawing at the walls. Austin could hear 

his daughter’s friends screaming in the background. He had to 

move quickly. 

His daughter told him that there were demons peering in 

at the windows. She could barely get the words out. 

“Just keep praying!” said Austin. “I’m on my way …” 

Thankfully his daughter lived just a couple of  suburbs 

away, so he was soon banging on her front door. The young-
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sters screamed, not realising it was their rescuer and not an 

evil entity demanding entry. 

Austin told me that the sense of  negativity and evil was 

overwhelming, he was in no doubt that the group had opened 

the door to low-vibrational entities and that they had firmly 

taken hold. He felt their resistance as he wandered through 

the apartment, repeating the same prayer through each room 

as he sent them to the light. 

It was daylight by the time the energy lifted and thankfully 

other than the legacy of  deeply ingrained fear, there were no further repercussions. Needless to say Austin’s daughter had 

a stern talking to, as a minister’s daughter she should have 

known better! 

Austin tells me that his church fields countless phone calls 

each week from people who believe they have evil entities in 

their homes, and many of  these arrive via a Ouija board invi-

tation. What to many begins as a bit of  light-hearted fun 

often ends as their greatest nightmare, and Austin can’t stress enough the dangers of experimenting with the unknown. 

In most instances these entities can be moved on with a 

house cleansing and dedicated prayer. But there are some enti-

ties who steadfastly refuse to budge, so of course it’s best not to invite them into your home in the first place! 

There are safe ways to establish spirit contact, and in inex-

perienced hands, the Ouija board is certainly not one of them. 

Protective rituals and prayers need to be in place and only then can we safely breach the divide between the spirit world and 

our own. 

Austin’s parting invitation to his church’s  Open Circle was all the encouragement I needed, as I was well and truly ready 
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ing evening, and there was no doubt in my mind that I would 

be there. If  I had seen two spirits just by chatting in Austin’s office, what would I see during the circle? 

The next day couldn’t come quickly enough. I couldn’t 

wait to find out. 

My cousin, Anita and I arrived at the Spiritualist Church 

an hour before the circle was due to begin, as we were keen 

to gauge the atmosphere before the meditation. Austin wel-

comed us warmly, and showed us a photograph of  the long-

dead Mrs Perkins, a faded framed portrait which sat on top 

of  the organ. There was also a brass bust of  the church’s 

esteemed spiritual teacher, and the inanimate Mrs Perkins 

seemed to preside over the proceedings from the corner of the 

room. 

Thirty or so chairs were arranged in a large circle and Aus-

tin invited us to choose a seat. It wasn’t long before we were ushered into a small anteroom for healing, to ensure we were 

at our most spiritually receptive before the session began. 

As each person walked into the church, the routine was 

the same. They would share a brief  exchange with Austin, be 

invited into the small healing room, and then resume their 

position within the circle. By the time eight o’clock arrived 

every seat was taken. 

The main lights were turned off  and the only source of 

illumination came from a solitary blue light globe hanging in 

the corner of the room (just above Mrs Perkins’ portrait, giv-

ing her an eerie, otherworldly glow.)

The atmosphere was befittingly spooky and for a brief 

moment I felt vulnerable and exposed. This was starting to 

feel very much like a séance, and the  warning spiel prior to the start of the meditation unsettled me all the more. 
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A gentleman named Phill was to lead the meditation, and 

his sombre warning verged on the alarming. 

“If  you are threatened in any shape or form, or if  some-

one tries to take over your body, immediately envelop yourself in Christ’s golden light. Cross your arms and ankles. Demand 

that they leave. You may notice people’s faces changing in 

the darkness, and see the spirits gathering around them. Take 

note of what you see and at the conclusion of the meditation 

you will be invited to describe the entities you have encoun-

tered …” 

Phill then led the congregation in prayer, firstly inviting us to join him in the Lord’s Prayer, after which we said a prayer of protection. The circle was ready to begin. 

The meditation was not at all what I had imagined. 

Rather than being guided through a group mediation as I had 

expected, Phill simply told us we were at Safety Bay Beach and to enjoy the experience. He left us to our own devices and said he’d be back for us later . 

Just as we began to fall into the depths of  our subcon-

scious, a woman to my left began to cough violently (she later told us that she felt as though an entity had been trying to 

strangle her …) She stood from her position in the circle and 

began to leave, upon which the stillness was abruptly shat-

tered. 

“Sit down!” yelled Phill. “Never get out of  your seat! It’s 

dangerous to break the circle!” 

“For God’s sake!” muttered Austin under his breath, 

appalled that someone had broken the cardinal sin of  circle-

sitting. 

“Just stay in your seat,” repeated Phill slightly more calmly, as the chastened woman sheepishly resumed her chair. I had 
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no doubt that had the lights been brighter we’d have seen her 

cheeks blazing with mortification. Perhaps ungraciously I later wondered whether her evil entity story was concocted to extricate herself from her embarrassing situation. 

We were once again encouraged to breathe deeply and 

Phill asked us to return to the tranquillity of Safety Bay Beach. 

At first I tried to comply with Phill’s instructions, and 

imagined myself  bobbing in a brilliant, sun-sparkled ocean. 

But as my relaxation deepened and I began to feel presences 

around me, I couldn’t help opening my eyes to scan the room. 

The blue-lit darkness was perfect, just bright enough to 

see the circle of  people around me. The spirits glowed iridescently around the sitters, some in between and some behind. 

They were calming, benevolent presences and I closed my eyes 

again and fell deeper into trance. 

It wasn’t long before I felt my right hand being grasped, at 

first lightly and then more firmly. My hand began to tingle. I then felt as though there was energy wrapping itself  around 

it. It was hard to work out whether my hand had found itself 

in a spiralling energy vortex, or whether something was being 

wound around the hand itself. It was like a buzzing sensation 

systematically wrapping itself  around my hand, increasing in 

intensity with every revolution. 

Of  course I had to open my eyes again to look.   Who was 

 touching my hand?  Seeing no one, I stole a quick glance across the room, my eyes drawn to the inanimate bust of Mrs Perkins. A 

pale green glow emanated from her likeness, until there beside the bust floated the form of Mrs Perkins herself! 

Any doubts as to the identity of the floating spirit were dis-

sipated when one of  the sitters later began conveying mes-

sages from Mrs Perkins, and I wondered whether the woman 
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had also seen the greenish mist materialise into the form of 

the church’s long-dead mentor. But still lacking confidence in sharing my visions I just sat listening to the experiences of others, silently comparing them to my own. 

I did however mention the winding, buzzing sensation 

which was still affecting my right hand, hopeful that someone 

could possibly shed some light on the strange phenomena that 

I was at a loss to understand. 

Anita also experienced a strange sensation, as what felt like 

a strong hand pressed firmly on her right shoulder. 

At the conclusion of  the meditation, Austin asked if  any-

one had any messages they would like to share. I was singled 

out several times, and received a mosaic of descriptions which fit the profile of my late grandmother. She was described as a homebody; someone who would regale us with witty one-lin-ers which often seemed at odds with her old-school traditions. 

Her love of  cooking defined her, as did her talent for crochet and needlework, all of which were mentioned on the night. 

Since I had often felt the presence of  Baka ( especially when I’m cooking or listening to Croatian Folk music)   I wasn’t at all surprised to hear she was around me. 

I was however delighted when Austin offered further con-

firmation of Baka’s presence, by telling Anita that the spirit in between us was her grandmother too. Anita didn’t doubt him 

for a second, knowing that the protective hand on her shoul-

der could belong to none other than her beloved grandmother. 

I wondered if it had been Baka who had been holding and 

radiating energy into my right hand. 

By the time we got home Anita and I felt exhausted but 

happy. Nothing particularly earth-shattering had occurred 

(and indeed the validations of  Baka’s presence may well have 
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been little more than lucky guesses) but the physical sensa-

tions we experienced reminded us that something inexplica-

ble had transpired. We would be doing ourselves an injustice 

to dismiss them without investigating further. So with that, 

we decided to attend the circle at least one more time, to give Baka the opportunity to convince us all the more. 

As we sat reminiscing about our late grandmother, Anita 

reminded me of  something I had completely forgotten about 

(or perhaps I never knew at all.)

“You know Baka was absolutely obsessed with boxing and 

wrestling, don’t you?” she said. 

“Really? “I laughed. 

“Oh yeah,” said Anita. “She’d be glued to it for hours!” 

I suddenly thought of the large flashing light which unwav-

eringly appears in our TV room whenever Stu and our friend, 

Dean watch the  Ultimate Fighter Competition.  As soon as I thought of  it, I was flushed with the unmistakable conviction that the light is connected to Baka. 

I’ve often commented on the bright flashes which appear 

on fight night. Since they are usually positioned beside Dean, I had always thought that the spirit lights must have belonged to his guide. But now I think otherwise, and the next time UFC 

screens, I’ll be ready with my camera, asking if  Baka would 

like to appear in my photo! 

hapter twenty-two

G h o s t l y   G u a r d i a n s

When I reflect on my most frightening paranormal encoun-

ters, I wonder if  I’ve misconstrued the attentions of  some 

ghosts as sinister, when in fact, there was a more benevolent 

motivation at play. 

I have come across numerous accounts whereby peo-

ple have imagined themselves to be victimised by unwanted 

ghostly attention, when in reality, the spirit was trying to protect or warn them. 

This was certainly the case with a lady named Tracey, 

whose unsettling visitations were a concerned ghost’s way of 

delivering a timely warning. 

Tracey works as a critic for a local newspaper, and we 

became acquainted through my publicity campaign for my 

first book,  In the Presence of  Spirits.  What began as a professional relationship quickly progressed to a friendship, as 

Tracey and I discovered we were kindred souls with a predi-

lection for the paranormal. It wasn’t long before Tracey told 
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me about some of  her own encounters with spirits, the most 

memorable of  which happened when she was just fourteen 

years old. 

Together with her mother and younger sister, Tracey 

moved into a gracious, two-storey Queenslander, just a twenty 

minute drive from Brisbane. Although there was a palpable 

presence in their new home, the family did not find the energy threatening. In fact, the house felt welcoming and somehow 

familiar, to the point where the two girls made instant bee-

lines for the bedrooms they would occupy. There was no 

hesitation and no arguments, it was as though there was no 

question as to where the girls belonged. 

Another advantage of  the Woodridge home was that it 

housed a granny flat. This was the perfect arrangement for 

Tracey’s single mother, who happily ensconced her mother in 

the downstairs apartment. 

Tracey tells me that it wasn’t long before she suspected 

that the house was haunted, and was particularly sensitive to 

a wandering presence at night. Her bedroom sat right beside 

the staircase, and she repetitively heard footsteps marching up and down the stairs. Uncomprehendingly, she also heard the 

clatter of the front door being secured with a chain. This was most bizarre, as the door didn’t have a chain at all, just a simple, single-key lock. 

Night after night, the routine was the same; Tracey heard 

footsteps on the stairs followed by the jangling, non-existent chain. 

When Tracey questioned her grandmother, the elderly 

woman was quick to assure her that she had no desire or inten-

tion of  running up and down the staircase! Nor had she ever 
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done so. And even if she had, there was still no explanation for the sound of the invisible door chain. 

After several nights of  the inexplicable noises, Tracey 

began to feel increasingly unsettled. 

“I began to freak out!” she told me. The presence began to 

dominate Tracey’s nights and rob her of  her sleep. “I begged 

my mother to help, but she didn’t know how. She had no idea 

what to do. Maybe she thought I was just being a silly teen-

ager!” 

Then one night it dawned on her, that just maybe, the vis-

its could be some kind of  warning.  Perhaps the ghost wanted a chain on the door …  maybe there had been one there in the past. 

By now, Tracey was so rattled by it all, that anything was 

worth a try. She spoke to her mother and insisted that she 

install a chain. Immediately! 

Being a single, working mother, the last thing she wanted 

to do was traipse around during her lunch hour trying to pro-

cure a door chain; but Tracey was insistent. Her mother had 

little choice but to give in to her daughter’s wishes, it seemed the only way to calm her down. 

By the time her mother came home that evening, Tracey 

was bouncing with nervous energy. She insisted that the 

lock be installed at once. Although probably hindering more 

than helping, Tracey tried to assist in the installation process. 

(All the while cautious not to annoy her already exasperated 

mother!)

Later that night, Tracey fell asleep easily, confident that she had experienced the last of the troubling visitations. Little did she know that she was soon to be roused by something much 

louder and infinitely more disturbing. 
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The household was awoken sometime after midnight; by 

an almighty banging coming from the front door. Somebody 

was trying to force it open, but it was mercifully holding fast thanks to the newly-installed chain. 

Terrified, Tracey peered out of her bedroom window, and 

was horrified by what she saw. A naked man wearing only 

shoes and socks, was determinedly trying to get in. Worst of 

all, he was holding a knife in his hand. Tracey screamed for her mother. 

Meanwhile, the intruder gave up on the front door and 

bolted around the back. Moments later, the petrified family 

could hear him banging and shaking the back door, trying his 

best to get in. 

Tracey’s mother wasted no time in calling the police. She 

returned to the window a moment later, just in time to see the man dash into the next door neighbours’ backyard. 

He went on to easily make his way into the neighbours’ 

house, where he proceeded to terrorise the poor woman and 

her infant son. Although unharmed, they were bailed up for 

several minutes until the police arrived, and were understand-

ably shaken. 

Reflecting on these events now, Tracey recalls the whole 

episode with positivity. Although it was distressing at the time, it was heartening to think that a spirit had been trying to forewarn her family and protect them from potential tragedy. 

Given his nakedness, one can only assume that the intruder 

was mentally unbalanced. Who knows what tragedy could 

have unfolded had the police not come? The brand-new door 

chain had not only prevented the man from getting in, but it 

had given the family time to summon the police and also save 

the neighbours. 
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“We do indeed have spirits watching out for us,” Tracey 

smiled. “Sometimes we just need to be reminded! Your book 

has given me a gentle poke to start looking for them again …” 

I agree wholeheartedly. Embracing the presence of  spir-

its is seldom less than awe-inspiring; it’s a life-changing and precious gift. And even in those times when the frightening 

seems to overshadow the wonderful; it’s wise to sit back and 

take stock of the situation from another perspective. Is some-

one really trying to frighten you? Or are they just trying to get your attention? 

In Tracey’s case, she feels it is more than coincidental that 

her beloved grandfather passed away not long before her fam-

ily moved into their new home. 

Looking back now, Tracey tells me she doesn’t think that 

the Woodridge house was haunted. Although the energy 

within its walls was hard to ignore, it never felt oppressive or negative. Rather than housing ghosts from its past, Tracey suspects that they may have brought a spirit of their own; that of her much-loved grandfather. 

“I truly believe it was my Poppa just looking out for his 

girls … me, my sis, Mum and of course his wife, my Nanna!” 

Interestingly enough, Tracey heard no further disem-

bodied footsteps or clattering chains after the night in ques-

tion. Hardly surprising really, as the spirit’s mission had been accomplished. A spirit who I suspect was indeed Tracey’s 

grandfather, continuing to keep a watchful eye on his beloved 

girls. 




chapter twenty-three

M a r n i e

When I discovered that my next patient was ninety five years 

old, I expected a doddery old woman to come shuffling 

through the door. The reality couldn’t have been more differ-

ent. Although a little hard of  hearing, Marnie was as lucid as someone half  her age. She was present and engaging, with a 

healthy dose of  cheekiness. Even her clothes defined her as 

someone just that little bit  different,  swathed as she was in a black and white caftan. She had teamed its generous folds of 

fabric with a pair of long black leggings. As far as first impressions go, it was hard to not be impressed! 

Marnie enjoyed having a captive audience and spoke almost 

incessantly while I worked. She was forthright with her opin-

ions and frequently had me chuckling; it felt more like a social engagement than work when Marnie was around. 

She went on to tell me that she would soon be going on a 

long-anticipated holiday, and was very excited at the prospect of a week spent in the country. 
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 The beautiful Marnie. 

“Where are you off to?” I asked. 

“Well …” said Marnie with a clap of her hands. “It’s some-

where really fun; an old school house that was built in the 1800’s!” 

My interest was instantly piqued, and I wondered if  Mar-

nie was going to stay at the Ellington School House. I immedi-

ately thought of the two gorgeous spirit boys I had met there 

a month or so earlier. I’d been intending to go back ever since. 

Marnie confirmed that it was indeed the same school 

house. I was undecided as to whether I should share the details of  my stay with her, so I approached the subject tentatively 

without giving anything away. 

“So Marnie …” I asked offhandedly. “Do you believe in 

ghosts?” 

Marnie leaned in towards me with a conspiratorial smile. 

“I should think so,” she said. “It’d be hard not to after what I’ve been through!” 
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Marnie needed little encouragement; a moment later she 

was telling me about her first ghostly encounter. Despite hap-

pening over seventy years ago, the memory remained as vivid 

as if it happened a few days ago. Marnie could still picture the tormented apparition whom she encountered in a hallway of 

the Fremantle Arts Centre. 

“I heard her first,” she told me. “As clear as a bell. The poor woman was crying her heart out …” 

Marnie described how she was on her way to an art class 

when she heard the plaintive sobbing echoing through the 

stairwell. It seemed to Marnie that the crying was getting progressively louder, so she looked around to see if she could find the distraught woman and try to comfort her. 

“I turned to look behind me; I couldn’t seem to pinpoint 

where the sound was coming from. I called out but there was 

no response, just the incessant crying …” 

As Marnie reached the top of  the stairs and headed down 

the corridor, she saw the weeping woman approaching from 

the other end. She called out to ask her if  she was OK, but as before, the woman just kept crying. 

“I could see her as plain as day,” said Marnie, who thought 

it odd that the woman was dressed in Victorian-style cloth-

ing. “She was wearing a high-waisted brown skirt with a puff-

sleeved blouse … and one of those frilly white morning caps.” 

Marnie wondered if  perhaps the woman was an actress, 

which would account for her old-fashioned dress. She was yet 

to register that the woman was a ghost and kept calling out to her. Within seconds they were right in front of  one another, 

the woman’s tear-stained face just inches from her own. 

“And  then,” gasped Marnie, “She just seemed to pass right through me. I felt a cold rush of air and she was gone!” 
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Marnie knew that the Arts Centre had once been West-

ern Australia’s first mental asylum, and was convinced that 

the weeping apparition was one of  the building’s early occu-

pants. What Marnie didn’t realise was that the Fremantle Arts 

Centre is thought to be one of  the most haunted buildings in 

the Southern Hemisphere, and the weeping lady sounds very 

much like its most famous ghost. 

Sightings of the weeping woman have often been reported 

over the years, possibly as early as the 1860’s. Her story is one of  the most heart-rending to come out of  the asylum’s one 

hundred and fifty year history. 

It is believed that the woman’s daughter was kidnapped 

and murdered; prompting her mental breakdown and subse-

quent confinement. The desperate woman habitually paced 

the hallways of the asylum, all the while moaning with all-consuming anguish. 

No longer able to bear the enormity of  her grief, she 

ended up hurling herself  from an upstairs window. She was 

killed instantly as her body crashed onto the limestone below. 

It is thought that the tragic woman is still grieving the loss of  her daughter, little realising that she too is dead. Hearing Marnie’s story reminded me of the importance of praying for 

lost souls such as the weeping woman. How sad to think that 

if only she could cross over, her suffering would finally cease. 

I wondered if  her beloved daughter was already in the light 

waiting for her. I hoped that she too wasn’t trapped in earth-

bound misery, fruitlessly searching for her mother. 

Of course there is a chance that the haunting is merely an 
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spirit moved on. I sincerely hope this to be the case, the alternative is just too heartbreaking to contemplate. 

“Very sad …” said Marnie. “But I have a happy ghost story 

too.” 

It didn’t take much encouragement for Marnie to tell me 

about another memorable spirit encounter; this one taking 

place in the 1970’s. 

“I remember waking up very early one morning. It was 

still dark so I just lay there enjoying the view of  the city sky-line. I was feeling quite contented and relaxed. Then without 

warning, I felt myself  lifting off  the bed. It was as though my head lifted off  first and the rest of  my body followed. If  I’d been watching myself side-on, I suppose it would’ve looked as 

though my body was transcribing an arc.” 

“In one smooth movement I found myself  standing at the 

foot of  the bed, and who should be there waiting for me but 

my husband!” 

Marnie told me that despite it being three years since 

her husband passed away, it felt perfectly normal to find him 

standing there. The only thing she found unsettling was the 

fact that she could still see her physical body lying inert on the bed. It was however her husband who commanded the focus 

of her attention. 

“He was as real as can be,” she told me. “He just stood 

there smiling in his best navy suit. I could even smell him! He smelt of his favourite hair pomade.” 

Marnie told me that she simply stood beside her husband 

and gently rested her head on his shoulder. 

“It felt perfectly natural and I wanted to make the most of 

it. I just wanted to take it all in; the feel of  him, his smell … it was such a gift!” 
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After a while Marnie found herself  lying back in her bed 

and a moment later her husband was gone. 

“I was so excited there was no chance of  getting back to 

sleep, so I went into the kitchen to make a cup of tea. I noticed that it was a little after 4.15am.” 

It was the dawn of  what was to be a very special day, as 

Marnie was to discover a couple of  hours later. Slipped 

beneath her door was a piece of  paper, delivered in the early hours of  the morning. Not wishing to wake up his mother 

(but desperate to share his news) her son had written a note 

announcing the birth of Marnie’s first grandchild. 

Lily Victoria Grace was delivered at 4.15am; her time of 

birth coinciding precisely with her late grandfather’s visit. 

“How’d you like that?” asked Marnie with a twinkle in her 

eye. “My darling didn’t miss out on being a Grandad after all!” 

I went on to tell Marnie about my spirit friends at the 

Ellington School House; knowing that she would embrace my 

experiences as much as I had embraced hers. She listened with 

great interest; all the while smiling and nodding as I told her about the boys. 

“I really hope you see them,” I told her. “And if  you do, 

please make sure you speak to them. They really are gor-

geous!” 

“Don’t you worry,” she smiled. “I most certainly will! And 

naturally I’ll tell them that Barbara said  hello!” 

As our appointment concluded I couldn’t help smiling. 

What I had expected to be a routine consultation had evolved 

into so much more; another reminder of  the sheer wonder-

fulness of the spirit world. It seemed I was being blessed with these random insights more and more. 
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And of course meeting Marnie had been just as wonderful. 

Despite our fifty two year age gap I knew that I’d found a kindred spirit. I couldn’t wait to hear all about her stay at the old school house; I had no doubt that the boys would find her just as endearing as I did! 




chapter twenty-four

C l i f f s i d e

Not long after our trip to the old schoolhouse in Dunkirk, I 

was back at my clinic, toiling through what had shaped up to 

be a mammoth twenty patient day. With only two patients to 

go, I was on the downhill slide. I couldn’t get through my last two consultations quickly enough; I was exhausted and ready 

to go home. 

All that changed when Paul Webster walked through the 

door; an abundance of  energy and charisma in tow. His ebul-

lience was infectious and I found myself  thinking it wasn’t 

so bad being at work after all. As an added bonus, Paul came 

armed with an arsenal of ghost stories, accrued over the years he and his family spent living in Dunkirk. 

Despite being neighbours for almost ten years, our paths 

rarely crossed. Paul is a well known authority on community 

development, whose unmatched expertise is highly sought 

after around the world. As such he seems to be perpetually 

travelling, and opportunities for a neighbourly chat are few 
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and far between. Fortuitously for me (but perhaps not so for-

tunately for Paul) a knee problem had brought him to my 

clinic, and with it, the opportunity to chat. 

During the course of  the appointment I mentioned our 

recent trip to Dunkirk, where I had encountered the spirits of two young boys. Paul recounted his own ghostly recollections 

of  the historic town, where he and his family had lived in a 

gracious old homestead called Cliffside. 

Cliffside is a breathtaking Dunkirk landmark, perched over-

looking the township for the last hundred years. Built in 1911, it was steeped in drama and intrigue; with a history so chequered that it was bound to be rife with ghosts. Built by the 

original owner as an expression of love for his new wife, Cliffside was a glamorous turn-of  the-century party house. It was 

the scene of endless, high-end parties; its ballroom frequently bustling with the district’s well-to-do. 

The Websters were well aware of their unseen housemates 

before moving in, as the vendors made no secret of Cliffside’s restless ghosts. They told Paul that one of  the presences (presumably the original lady of the house) had taken a particular dislike to their young daughter. The girl’s photographs were 

repeatedly placed facedown, or thrown off  the mantelpiece 

in disdain. Despite the ghost’s obvious scorn for the girl in 

question, Paul assures me that her presence was by no means 

malevolent. “She was actually quite a lovely old lady,” he said. 

“But for some reason she just didn’t like the young girl. If anything, she was just extremely sad.” 

As well as being upfront about the ghosts, no secret was 

made of  Cliffside’s tragic past. The original owner’s son had shot himself in the dining room, as a reaction to being spurned by the woman he loved. His suicide was chillingly methodical; 
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he played  Smoke Gets In Your Eyes on the gramophone, whilst proceeding to fire a bullet into his head. 

Suicide was to revisit the homestead some years later, 

when the owner himself  chose to take his own life. Rather 

than allowing his body to slowly succumb to terminal can-

cer, he chose to exit the world in the same way as his son. 

Both tragedies left the lady of the house distraught; her grief-stricken energy remaining palpable within Cliffside’s walls. 

Thus informed of Cliffside’s rich and varied history, it was 

no surprise to the Websters when the ghosts came to call. 

Paul’s wife, Amanda recalls a particularly disturbing epi-

sode which occurred not long after the family moved in. As 

her car approached the homestead, Amanda and her friend 

suddenly heard a shrill, high pitched scream. The hideous 

screeching continued slicing through the air as they continued along the driveway, building in intensity as they drew closer to the house. 

It seemed the unearthly noise was coming from the pad-

dock, so the women’s eyes scoured the long grass for a possi-

ble cause of  the shrieking. Perhaps an animal had somehow 

become trapped or injured. This idea was however quickly dis-

missed, as the source of the disturbance suddenly materialised before them. 

A hunched figure scurried across the paddock; it’s shape 

defined by a dense, inky blackness. All the while, the screeching didn’t let up. The figure radiated a negativity that was 

impossible to ignore. 

By the time they reached the homestead, the stable 

hand was rushing to meet them. He too had seen and heard 

the wailing figure and his shock was indisputable. He was a 

pale, clammy mess and was shaking uncontrollably; Amanda 
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and her friend hadn’t fared much better. It was an ominous 

encounter and one they would never forget. 

There were of  course periods of  inactivity which made 

it feel as though the ghosts weren’t there at all. Then just as the Websters were lulled into believing the ghosts had finally gone, something would stir them up and the disturbances 

would fire up again. This was particularly true when work 

was being done on the property, as the ghosts seemed to disap-

prove of the homestead being changed in any way. 

Paul recalls one particularly unsettling episode which was 

precipitated by some trenches being dug in the backyard. The 

job was besieged by countless unforeseeable problems, as one 

hiccup after another seemed to halt the project in its tracks. It felt as though they were being sabotaged. 

Finally, against the odds and despite all the hurdles, the digging was complete. It seemed that the ghosts were not happy, 

and wasted no time in conveying their displeasure. 

The sight which greeted Paul the following morning made 

his heart skip a beat, it defied all logical explanation. As he entered the grand dining room, he was met by a scene of utter 

chaos. All of  the furniture had been piled in to the room’s 

centre; no mean feat when one considers the vast number 

and weight of  the room’s antique pieces. The illogicality of 

it made it all the more sinister. There was no doubt that Cliffside’s ghosts were ticked off. 

Yet another of  Paul’s recollections took place in the infa-

mous dining room. Paul had recently been on a trip to Mel-

bourne, during which he managed to indulge his love of 

antique shops and collectibles. Whilst scouring through some 

old memorabilia, he chanced upon an old 78 record and was 
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 Smoke Gets In Your Eyes,  in amazingly good condition. Paul immediately thought of  the young man who had killed himself in his dining room some forty years earlier, this very song playing in the background. 

The significance of chancing upon the old recording on the 

other side of  the country wasn’t lost on Paul, who wasted no 

time in securing his purchase. Actually listening to it though was another matter, somehow it just didn’t feel right. So the 

record sat silently in the cupboard with a pile of  other 78’s, waiting to be played. 

It was some time later that the family decided to have a 

little party; just the four of  them, the old gramophone and 

their stash of  78 records. Their joviality was soon to come to an abrupt end, as Paul went to retrieve the 78’s from the cupboard. 

There amongst the pile of  records, one of  them had inex-

plicably shattered into countless tiny pieces. Without even 

looking at its cover, Paul knew which record it was straight 

away.  Smoke Gets In Your Eyes  was never to be played in that room again, the ghosts had made sure of  it. Not surprisingly, all the other records had remained intact. 

Over the years the ghosts continued to announce their 

presence, usually benignly but sometimes dramatically. One 

visitor remarked upon the old woman who was sitting on the 

front porch upon his arrival, and wondered why she had got-

ten up and silently walked into the house when he approached. 

Another asked about the silent man who seemed to be trailing 

his friend throughout the homestead. There were of  course 

no old woman or young man staying in the house at the time, 

prompting those present to presume the ghosts were visiting 

once again. 
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Given the homestead’s tragic history, it was likely that the 

ghosts were unable to find peace. It seemed that they were 

trapped by the intense emotions they had endured there in 

life, or perhaps they couldn’t come to terms with the fact that they were dead and that Cliffside was no longer their home. 

There was too much grief  imbedded in its ether; they were 

earthbound and unable to move on. 

The Websters felt that they needed to help the trapped 

souls cross over, as much for the ghosts’ sakes as for restoring peace in their home. 

They arranged for a priest to make the trek from East 

Fremantle, to cleanse their home and offer mass for each of 

Cliffside’s lost souls. The family began to view the ghosts as spirits who needed help, rather than as entities who wanted to frighten them. As they prayed for the salvation of  their souls, the atmosphere at Cliffside began to progressively lift. 

Paul and his family are convinced that Cliffside’s ghosts 

eventually moved on, as the last two years that they lived 

there were uneventful. These days it’s billed as an idyllic country retreat, a peaceful escape from the rigours of  city living. 

As well as rooms in the main house (named after the original 

family members who lived there) there are small cottages on 

the property which are available for those who would like to 

stay. 

As Paul’s appointment concluded, I was struck by how 

the most incredible of  stories can spring up seemingly out of nowhere; and how the amazing lies just beyond the expected 

and the mundane. I am also becoming increasingly aware of 

how abundant true ghost stories are; perhaps as abundant as 

the ghosts themselves. 
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Just before he left, Paul suggested I take myself off to Cliffside, as I would no doubt appreciate its grandeur and beauty. 

His suggestion of  staying overnight initially made me shud-

der; whilst the brave, investigative part of me thought  What a great idea! 

I couldn’t help wondering if  any of  the old ghosts still 

check in from time to time, and what better way to find out 

than to stay there myself. 

My decision was pretty much cemented the following 

morning as I checked the mailbox. Paul had slipped in a post-

card of the beautiful homestead, together with a Cliffside bro-chure. It was even more breathtaking than I’d expected. 

And whilst I haven’t quite built up the courage to pick up 

the phone and book myself  a room, I have no doubt that I 

eventually will. Especially since there is an old song urging me to do so, by playing itself over and over in my head; the hauntingly beautiful  Smoke Gets In Your Eyes …




chapter twenty-five

N e w   N o r c i a

The town of  New Norcia feels as though it’s in the middle of 

nowhere. Small yet striking, it is little more than a few buildings on a lonely stretch of northbound highway. It was settled by Spanish Benedictine monks in 1847, and has the distinction 

of being Australia’s only monastic town. 

What the town lacks in size, it more than makes up for 

with the grandiosity of  its buildings; they are the opposite of what one would expect to find nestled in the Australian bush. 

They are majestic, Spanish-style monoliths, dominating a land-

scape of barren scrub. There is also a sprawling old cemetery; its headstones rising up from the parched, red earth. 

New Norcia’s history is rich and varied, having served many 

purposes over its one hundred and sixty five years. As well as housing the monastery, it has in turn served as a mission, a 

boarding school and most recently, a place of spiritual retreat. 

It was during its incarnation as a boarding school that my friend Liz’s ghostly encounter took place. 
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I met with up with Liz for a lunch date, as she knew I’d 

recently returned from a trip to New Norcia and she was keen 

to compare notes. The children and I had driven there for a 

day trip just a fortnight earlier. 

The first thing which struck us about New Norcia was the 

beauty of  its buildings, followed almost immediately by the 

feeling of  isolation. There is no main street and other than a service station which sells fuel and the bare necessities, there are no shops to speak of. Other than the five of us, the streets were empty. The children asked if  we had come to a ghost 

town. 

We edged our way to the grand hotel, originally built to 

accommodate the parents of  the boarders at the College. 

There wasn’t a soul to be seen, nor a sign to announce that this was indeed the town’s hotel. At first we weren’t even sure if 

we were permitted to pass its threshold. The Latin word  Salve engraved into the tiles beneath our feet was the only clue; a 

subtle but reassuring welcome. 

Before we went inside, I took photos of the children on the 

hotel’s stone staircase. The spirit presences were palpable and I wondered whether I would be able to photograph any orbs. 

It was only later that evening as I downloaded the photos that I realized I’d captured more than I had hoped for. It appeared that a black-robed figure was hurling itself off the upstairs balcony; it’s body defined by a fuzzy blackness. It was surrounded by an aura of  pale luminescent light; my first thought being 

that it was the ghost of a monk! 

Unable to be sure of  what I’d captured, I decided to post 

the photo on my Facebook page. I was keen to get some out-

side opinions on the ghostly apparition. Of course there were 
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some who presumed I had somehow tampered with the 

photo, whose ill-founded comments I instantly dismissed! 

Others commented on the famous ghosts of  New Norcia, 

which until then I had been unaware of. They spoke of   The Blue Nun and a ghostly monk; both of whom were reported to show themselves with reasonable regularity. 

Her recollections spurred by seeing my strange photo-

graph, Liz was eager to share her experiences of  New Norcia 

and its ghosts. 

Liz admits she was a typical teenage tearaway; an irrepress-

ible livewire who seemed to have her parents frequently on 

edge. In addition to a healthy dose of defiance, the final straw came when young Lizzie found herself  a boyfriend. Despite 

being only thirteen, she began seeing an eighteen year old. To make matters worse, she had also started socialising with an 

unsavoury group of friends. 

Her parents were of  course mortified and at a loss as to 

what they should do. The headstrong Lizzie refused to end her 

new-found love affair, so before she knew it, she was shipped 

off  to boarding school in New Norcia. Her parents reasoned 

that as well as protecting her from the clutches of  her much 

older boyfriend, Lizzie would be shielded from the negative 

influence of her rebellious friends. All the while she would be receiving a solid education whilst nurturing her Roman Catholic faith. 

As it turned out, it was the best decision possible. Once she’d settled in, Lizzie thrived in her new environment and the long-distance boyfriend was soon forgotten. Her years at New Norcia were to provide her with a solid foundation to last throughout her life. And indeed even through her adult years, Liz would 
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occasionally go and stay at the Monastery, particularly when life wasn’t travelling smoothly and she needed some respite. 

Liz tells me that she and her fellow students were always 

aware of New Norcia’s ghosts. So much so that she and a few 

friends decided to try and contact the spirits they were con-

vinced they shared their school with. 

Over the course of  several days, the girls carefully con-

structed a Ouija Board. They hid it away under one of their beds until it was ready. The girls were well aware that should their project be discovered, they would be in all manner of trouble. 

As Roman Catholics they were committing a cardinal sin; they 

were summoning up the dead, or worse. 

But the thrill of their clandestine project outweighed their 

concerns, and the girls secretly worked on their creation whenever they had spare time. It wasn’t long before the Ouija board was ready and they couldn’t wait to try it out. 

Since Lizzie was a music student, she had free reign of the 

soundproof  music room. She and her fellow music students 

were permitted to use it at their discretion, as a quiet alternative to the usually bustling dormitories. The girls decided that it was the ideal location to hold their séance, especially since it was located directly across from the graveyard. 

They gathered on a quiet weekday afternoon, giggling ner-

vously as they seated themselves around the Ouija board. 

Since Lizzie was pretty much the ringleader, her friends 

urged her to begin. She cleared her throat. 

“Who is my father?” she asked nervously. 

Being adopted, it was something Lizzie had often won-

dered about. 

Without hesitation, the glass abruptly made its way to  NO. 
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“Ask again!” urged her friends, scarcely able to believe what 

they’d just witnessed. 

They moved the glass back to the middle, and Lizzie 

addressed the board for a second time; this time a little more loudly. 

“Who is my father?” 

The glass shot to  NO  once again. 

“Tell me who my father is!” said Lizzie. 

There was a momentary pause and then all hell broke loose. 

The soundproofing began shooting off  the walls, panel after 

panel falling into the centre of the room. 

The terrified girls scrambled over each other in a frantic 

bid to escape. They were screaming as they made their way 

into the daylight, attracting the attentions of everyone within earshot. It was obvious something was very wrong. 

Unable to articulate what had just happened, the girls indi-

cated towards the music room. The nuns rushed in to find the 

debris of  the soundproofing littering the floor, in the middle of  which sat the discarded Ouija board. They were of  course 

furious. 

Once the nuns composed themselves, the girls were rep-

rimanded for their foolish behaviour and reminded that their 

actions were akin to summoning evil. The nuns were scandal-

ized, not to mention frightened on the girls’ behalf. The girls’ 

punishment was yet to be decided, but there was no doubt it’s 

severity would reflect on the seriousness of  their transgres-

sion. 

The punishments were however the least of the girls’ con-

cerns, they were too focused on their terror. And as darkness 

fell it intensified. 
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St Gertrude’s sleeping cubicles ran off a long, narrow hall-

way; with each bed screened off  by a flimsy floral curtain. 

Despite being just a few feet away from each other, the girls 

felt isolated and alone. Lizzie decided to sneak into her friend’s cubicle and seek refuge in the spare bed. 

The nun on duty bid them all goodnight, perhaps lingering 

a little longer than usual to ensure they had all settled down. 

But soon after she left, the ghosts fired up once again. 

It began with an unearthly wind whistling down the cor-

ridor, despite the fact that the windows and doors were shut. 

The curtains began to flail frenetically at the opening of  each cubicle and the girls began to scream. Then almost as if 

orchestrated for maximum impact, the curtains all whipped 

open in a deft and synchronized motion. It was more than the 

girls could stand. 

The nun rushed in to a scene of  unbridled chaos. It was 

impossible to calm the girls down. 

“Get dressed now,” she ordered. “We’re going to the Mon-

astery!” 

The entire population of  Saint Gertrude’s was marched 

up to the Monastery; a terrifying ten minute walk through 

pitch darkness which skirted the town’s graveyard. Once there, Lizzie and her cohorts were taken to Confession, so that they 

could show contrition for their folly in summoning up the 

dead. It was thought that if the girls showed their remorse and sought forgiveness, the restless souls would once again be at 

rest. 

Thankfully that is what seems to have happened, as Liz 

tells me there were no further disturbances at Saint Ger-

trude’s. The experience has now faded into a distant memory. 

But sometimes, as when Liz came across my photo, the mem-
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ory bubbles up and intensifies, until the terror comes rushing back. 

There is no doubt that New Norcia has its ghosts, but 

whether I captured one on film remains to be seen. I’ve been 

told that I need to experience New Norcia after nightfall, as its numerous ghostly presences are particularly active at night. If and when I do, I will be sure to steer clear of  Ouija boards. It seems that at least one of  new Norcia’s resident ghosts has a particular dislike for them and I would hate to rile them up. 

But then again, wouldn’t it make interesting reading for a follow up chapter? Perhaps I need to give it some thought …




chapter twenty-six

E l l i o t t

So many of  the spirits I have connected with have come to 

me through my podiatry practice. Likewise some of  the 

most amazing stories of  spirit contact have sprung from my 

patients’ mouths. It sometimes seems as though my clinic is 

an endless source of ghost stories; whether they be my clients’ 

experiences or my own. 

Melanie was one such patient, who came with a slew of 

stories about her experiences with the other side. The word 

around town was that she was quite a character as well as 

being a gifted medium; she was the sort of  person people 

gravitated to. Our mutual friend Angie had relayed some inter-

esting accounts about Melanie’s spiritual gifts, so I’d been 

looking forward to meeting her and comparing notes. 

Perhaps fortuitously, Melanie’s son Elliot was having recur-

ring problems with an ingrown toenail. As such it was just a 

matter of  time before they came knocking on my door. As 
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I set to work on Elliot’s toe, I broached the subject of  our 

mutual interest. 

“I believe you and I have a lot in common,” I said. 

“Yes we do. “she smiled. “All three of  us!” Melanie looked 

towards her son, and placed her hand gently on his arm. 

“You see them too, don’t you darling?” Eleven-year-old Elliot 

squirmed slightly in his chair, nodding at me with an expres-

sion of barely masked fear. “He doesn’t like it though, do you mate? Sometimes I have ask them to go away …” 

“It’s usually the same one,” said Elliot. “It’s the same ghost that Scott saw in the shed.” 

Melanie told me that her eldest son had been tinkering 

in the garden shed when he heard a noise behind him. He 

saw some movement from the corner of  his eye as he briefly 

glanced towards where the sound was coming from. He sim-

ply presumed his father had come into the shed and continued 

working. 

As Scott began chatting, he found it increasingly odd that 

his father was ignoring him, so he turned around to see what 

was going on. Of course his father wasn’t there at all, but Scott had not imagined seeing a masculine figure. 

There before him stood the ghost of  a young man, star-

ing at him with ill-disguised despair. He looked needy and 

unhappy. It took a moment to register that the man wasn’t 

entirely solid, and as the realisation that he was seeing a ghost sunk in, young Scott began to scream. He bolted through the 

shed door and into the house in a matter of seconds; his adren-aline fuelling his flight to safety at breakneck speed. 

Melanie reassured her trembling son, after which she ven-

tured into the shed to see who had been trying to get his attention. By then, the young man had gone. 
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It wasn’t long afterwards that the ghostly visitor returned, 

this time focussing his attentions on young Elliot’s bedroom. 

Elliot said that he knew someone was there before he saw 

him, as the atmosphere in the room suddenly felt  cold and 

 funny. 

“You just know when they’re coming, don’t you?” said 

Melanie. “It’s kind of like a buzzing that takes over the whole room.” 

Elliot nodded as he continued. 

“I felt really scared so I pulled the blankets over my head.” 

“I  still do that, “I said. “And I’ve been doing it since I was your age. You’d have thought I would’ve grown out of  it by 

now!” 

Elliot smiled. 

“I did look though,” he said. “There was a man standing 

there; he had his hands on his hips and he looked really angry.” 

The man stood across the room for what felt like an eter-

nity, and although terrified, Elliot couldn’t help but look. He was later able to describe the man in great detail, right down to the well-worn hoodie he had paired with his faded jeans. 

“And …” said Melanie, “that’s when we worked out who he 

was. My husband’s best friend took his own life when he was 

in his twenties. Todd used to always wear a hoodie; never saw 

him in anything else!” 

Melanie said that once they worked out who the ghost 

was, she was able to address him directly and ask him to stop 

scaring the children. She urged him to go towards the light, 

telling him it was time to move on. 

“And did he?” I asked. 

“Not immediately,” said Melanie. “He needed a bit of coax-

ing.” 
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Elliot said that for a while Todd’s visits were quite frequent and each time he would move in that little bit closer. 

“One time I didn’t even look at him I was so scared. I just 

kept my head under the covers … but I knew he was there! 

Then I felt him sit next to me at the end of the bed and he put his hand on my leg …” 

“I think when he did that he was trying to help you,” said 

Melanie. “That was the day you came off your skateboard and 

grazed your leg … I think he was trying to make it feel better.” 

“Is that where he touched you?” I asked Elliot. “On the 

sore bit?” 

“Yep,” said Elliot smiling. “It was actually!” 

By the time Elliot and Melanie told me this story, it had 

been several months since Todd’s last visit. Melanie feels confident that he has made it towards the light; putting his painful history behind him as he moves forward on his spiritual path. 

And as for Elliott and Scott, it’s highly likely that their 

future will be peppered with similar ghostly visits. I believe that all children are born with a sensitivity to the spirit world, but that in most cases it tends to lessen as they grow older. 

If, however, early paranormal encounters are validated rather 

than dismissed, it’s more likely that the sensitivity to the spirit realm will continue to thrive. 

The added factor of  having a clairvoyant mother would 

further contribute to the development of  Elliot and Scott’s 

spiritual gifts. It’s highly probable that they inherited their heightened sensitivity from Melanie in the first place. My hope is that children like Elliot and Scott learn to let go of  their fear early in life, and embrace what is undoubtedly a wonderful gift. It’s been a long, slow journey towards this realisation myself and I wish I could have reached it earlier. Perhaps if I’d Elliot     231

been taught a greater understanding of my experiences when I 

was younger, I wouldn’t have been so fearful. 

Fortunately Elliot and Scott have an amazing mother to 

teach and guide them. I have no doubt that Melanie will be 

helping her sons nurture their gifts every step of the way. 




chapter twenty-seven

O u t   o f   B o d y

It is widely believed that in the instant before death, the soul vacates the body. It’s thought to be a protective mechanism 

to spare the dying unnecessary trauma, thereby making the 

transition from the physical to the spirit world as gentle as 

possible. Those who have had near death experiences rarely 

report feeling physical pain, and often describe the death scene as being viewed from above. The death process seems to be 

imbued with peacefulness and calm. 

Out of  body experiences (OBE’s) are not the exclusive 

domain of the dying, and indeed some individuals can instigate them at will. Another scenario whereby human consciousness 

can separate from the body, is when someone is undergoing 

severe emotional or physical trauma. Again, it is a protective mechanism, sparing the individual needless suffering. 

OBE’s go some way in providing us with a glimpse of what 

it’s like to inhabit the spirit world. And perhaps the more we 233
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can understand what it’s like to be in spirit, the more we open ourselves up to paranormal experiences of our own. 

When I reflect on my out of  body experiences as a young 

child, I feel sure that they were instigated by my brush with 

death as a newborn. Perhaps I had lingered at the life/death 

interface for just long enough for it to become familiar to me. 

Maybe that’s why I found myself effortlessly floating up to the ceiling so frequently as a child. 

As unsettling as these episodes were, I feel they were the 

precursor to the paranormal experiences I am so grateful for 

today. My early glimpses into otherworldly realms paved the 

way for my clairvoyance; and as such they have enriched my 

life beyond measure. 

It’s always heartening to meet a fellow  fringe-dweller;  someone who has also travelled the subtle interface between the 

living and the dead. I met Ginny whilst on a business trip to 

Melbourne, our paths crossing randomly outside the interna-

tional airport. Like me, she is clairvoyant, seemingly the result of  a protracted OBE whilst she was a child. Sadly for Ginny, 

the precursor for her OBE was much more traumatic than my 

own. 

I met Ginny and her sister on an overcast Melbourne after-

noon; shortly after the arrival of  my flight from Perth. As I stepped out of the airport terminal, I was approached by two 

smiling American women, with the offer of  sharing their cab 

into the city. They had secured a small minibus, so we clam-

bered in amongst our jumble of suitcases and handbags. 

They asked me where I had flown in from, and whether 

the purpose of my trip was for business or pleasure. 
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“I’m here for a writers’ conference,” I replied, to which the 

more boisterous of  the two produced a mammoth hulk of  a 

manuscript from the depths of her bag. 

“Hey, you’re a writer,” she laughed. “Me too! We’re here 

for the week to edit this thing …” 

I enquired as to the size of the manuscript. It was the hefti-

est draft I had ever seen. 

“This is what 165,000 words looks like,” she beamed 

proudly, giving the pages a self-satisfied slap. 

They both asked me whether I had any books published, 

so I briefly told them about my first book which was in the 

final stages of  editing, and that it dealt with my paranormal experiences. 

“No way! This is a spiritual book too!” laughed the manu-

script-wielding sister. “Are you a clairvoyant?” 

“I’ve seen spirits for as long as I can remember,” I said. “My parents think it’s because I nearly died at birth.” 

“Yeah well they do say trauma can heighten your paranor-

mal abilities,” said the more reserved of the two. “That’s what happened to us. That’s what Ginny’s book’s about.” 

Ginny began telling me their story, and I sat spellbound for 

the remainder of our journey. 

The story which unfolded was shocking and confronting, 

yet the two sisters who endured it sat smiling as they took turns relaying the tragedy of their childhood. They told me that given the opportunity to re-write their past they wouldn’t change a 

thing. As painful as it was, it is through enduring their tragedies that they have evolved into the vibrant, strong women they are today. 

Ginny told me that when she was ten and her sister was 

six, their father shot their mother in their remote Kentucky 
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farmhouse. The shooting was the climactic end of  a pro-

tracted siege, as their father had held the family to ransom for an excruciating ten hours. 

Being the eldest of six children, Ginny took it upon herself 

to shield her mother, and physically placed herself  between 

her parents. She desperately pleaded with her father to put 

down his gun. She ordered her cowering younger siblings out 

of the room with as much authority as her quivering, ten year-

old self  could muster, torn between physically protecting her mother and shielding the young ones from the drama unfold-ing before them. 

Desperate to comfort her traumatised siblings (and per-

haps also for self-preservation) Ginny somehow found her 

consciousness detaching from her body, until she was float-

ing up towards the ceiling of  the room. From here she could 

observe the scene beneath her, and was relieved to see her 

physical form steadfastly maintaining a barrier between her 

parents. 

Ginny was drawn to the whimpering of  her siblings, and 

found she could will herself into the adjacent room, where her brothers and sisters were cowering together in a corner. 

“It’s OK,” she soothed. “It’s all going to be alright. Trust 

me!” 

She wasn’t sure if they could hear her, but she felt that the 

message was getting across. Their terrified sobbing began to 

subside as soon as she reached them. 

And this is how Ginny spent the next ten hours, detached 

from her body, drifting between the rooms as she tried to 

restore peace. 

Eventually her father shoved Ginny out of  the way and 

there was a devastating crack of his rifle. Her mother was shot. 
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Back in our minibus the sisters stared at me wide-eyed, as 

though the piercing crack of the bullet had only just shattered the silence, rather than almost forty years ago. I really didn’t know what to say. 

“She did live though,” said Ginny. “And as awful as it was, it was worth it. That day got us away from that horrible man. It 

gave us a new beginning.” 

I am sure it wouldn’t have been an easy journey, and that 

the trauma had carved itself into their hearts for many years to come. But the reason there was a book written about it at all is because the positives which sprouted from the family’s ordeal 

far outweighed their suffering; as evidenced by the two viva-

cious women before me. 

As a result of  a bleak and painful day in their family’s his-

tory, Ginny became aware of  her extrasensory gifts, abilities which have continued to enrich her life almost forty years 

later. The lesson for us all is that no matter how bleak and 

unforgiving the world can sometimes appear, there is light and positivity hiding just below the surface, should we allow it to shine through. 

By the time the cab pulled up in front of  my hotel, I felt 

as though I had deeply bonded with these women I had met a 

mere half hour ago. We hurriedly exchanged email addresses, 

hugs and kisses, and a moment later they were gone. 

The sisters left a sense of  awe in their wake, and the con-

viction that I was supposed to meet them all along. It seemed 

I had been privy to yet another random yet pivotal reminder 

of  how closely bound the spirit world is with our own. And 

how sometimes (quite often when we least expect it) the spirit world takes charge and overshadows our own. Perhaps it is 
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the spirit realm which best knows our true selves, stepping in when we most need it and guiding us through our trials. 

Despite the harrowing story I’d just heard, I couldn’t help 

smiling. Or perhaps it was  because of  the story that I felt so inspired. As I walked into the hotel lobby, I couldn’t have felt more bolstered. I was alone in a strange city, two thousand 

miles from home, yet I couldn’t have felt more safe. I knew 

without a doubt that the spirits were looking out for me. 




chapter twenty-eight

T h e   M i c h e l i n   M a n

When Jodie and I met just over two years ago, we discovered 

a mutual interest in the paranormal. Jodie has as sensitivity 

which seems to attract ghostly visitations, some of which have left her utterly terrified. None more so than her encounters 

with the ghoul she likened to a cartoon character composed 

entirely of tyres. 

“I know it sounds ridiculous but it’s the best way to describe him. This thing   looked  exactly like the Michelin Man …” 

Jodie’s story stretches back to the early nineties; when she 

was a twenty-something newly-wed. As excited as Jodie and 

her husband were to move into their new home, it didn’t take 

long before the gloss began to wear off. Something about it 

just didn’t feel right. Jodie was especially sensitive to her new home’s feeling of  heaviness; and its oppressive atmosphere 

seemed to intensify as time went on. 

Any suspicions that their home was haunted were con-

firmed in the early hours of  a cold, winter’s morning. Jodie 
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was awoken by a gushing sound coming from the corner of 

the room. 

“It was pretty loud,” she told me. “Loud enough to wake 

me from a deep sleep.” 

As soon as she opened her eyes, Jodie saw the globular fig-

ure standing just beyond the foot of  the bed; its body shape 

defined by a mass of undulating blobs. It looked as revolting as the feeling it seemed to emanate; unadulterated evil. 

Jodie was transfixed by the disturbing vision before her, it 

seemed as though it was challenging her and had no intention 

of  backing away. Although its body was a huge spongy mass, 

its features was surprisingly small. A pinched and thin-lipped face leered at her from the darkness; she was terrified. 

“The worst thing was I couldn’t move,” she told me. “I was 

completely paralysed. I couldn’t even make a sound to wake 

my husband. All I could do was look.” 

All the while the gushing sound seemed to be getting 

louder, until the room was engulfed in vibration and noise. 

And when Jodie realised where the sound was coming from, 

the whole situation suddenly felt infinitely worse. 

The Michelin Man was urinating against the bedroom 

wall, his amorphous head turned towards Jodie. He was obvi-

ously intent on causing maximum distress, a look of evil satisfaction on his face. 

“I suppose that’s when my anger overtook everything else,” 

said Jodie. “I was disgusted.” 

Her voice suddenly restored, Jodie began screaming. She 

unleashed a torrent of expletives that would under normal cir-

cumstances have made her blush. Her husband was of course 

woken by the commotion, and leapt up in a panic. He was 

convinced that his wife was being attacked. 
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By now the Michelin Man had vanished, leaving Jodie 

unable to prove that he had been there at all. Her husband 

tried to convince her that she’d been dreaming. 

Jodie however had no doubts as to the reality of  her vis-

itation. And although further proof  was unwarranted, the 

Michelin Man saw fit to show himself once again. 

The perfect opportunity to terrorise his target presented 

itself a few weeks later. Jodie’s husband was away on business, leaving an anxious Jodie alone in the house. 

It wasn’t long after settling into bed that the Michelin Man 

made himself known to her, announcing his presence with a 

sudden whoosh of air. A moment later he was at the end of 

Jodie’s waterbed, which began to undulate as he moved towards 

her. 

“Get out!” Jodie screamed. “Just fuck off!” 

She snapped on the light and bolted out of  the bedroom, 

as she continued shouting profanities. She was determined to 

make him go away. 

Peace was restored for at least a little while, until another 

vulnerable woman moved into the master bedroom. By now 

Jodie’s marriage was over and she had moved out. Her ex-hus-

band was working away, so his sister decided to move in to 

take care of the house. 

“She copped it worse than me,” said Jodie. “She still cries 

about it to this day.” 

Jodie told me that not long after moving out of  her mari-

tal home, she called in to drop off  some paperwork. Despite 

the break-up of  her marriage, she and her sister-in-law had 

remained good friends. It wasn’t uncommon for Jodie to call 

by for a drink and a chat. This time however, the women’s con-

versation felt strained and somehow different. 
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It didn’t take much encouragement for her sister-in-law to 

reveal what was wrong; she had been subjected to the atten-

tions of the Michelin Man. 

Jodie’s heart sank. She hadn’t wanted to frighten her so had 

kept the details of the frightening visitations to herself. She had hoped that after her abusive tirade the ghost had finally gone. 

Jodie couldn’t have been more wrong, the Michelin Man 

was obviously staying put. 

“It’s hard to even describe him” said her sister-in-law. “It 

was really weird, his body shape just kept changing.” 

“He looks like the Michelin Man, doesn’t he?” 

Her sister-in-law nodded in agreement as the tears began 

to fall. Apparently the entity had violated her, lying on top 

of  her as his globular hands trailed her paralysed body. She 

couldn’t even scream. 

A cold uneasiness had settled on the house, the two women 

knew they could never feel safe there again. 

Jodie told me that her sister-in-law dealt with her trauma 

by launching herself  into researching the house’s history. She had to make some sense of the terrifying events that had transpired. Perhaps that way she could then finally let them go. 

She discovered that an old recluse named George used to 

live there, and had in fact died in the master bedroom. Had he been trying to scare off its more recent occupants in the belief they were intruders? Or was he simply evil? 

Jodie tells me that she still sees her ex sister-in-law and that she continues to carry the scars of  the night she encountered the Michelin Man. The house itself  has since been knocked 

down and in its place stands a stylish new residence. I’d hate to think what George would make of  it, especially since it 

superseded his beloved home. I have no doubt that if he disap-

proves, he will waste no time in letting someone know. 




chapter twenty-nine

T h e   G h o s t   o f   

G o v e r n m e n t   H o u s e

When I tell people that I write about ghosts and the paranor-

mal, my revelation is generally met with one of two responses. 

They either become instantly dismissive, or else they are 

intrigued by my subject matter. Of  the latter group, many 

go on to tell me about paranormal experiences of  their own. 

Their stories are quite often captivating, and many find their way into the pages of  one of  my books. Others still, capture my imagination to the extent where I am eager to know more, 

and they often set me off  on a tangent of  research. I think of little else for the duration of  writing the chapter. The ghosts become so ingrained in my thoughts that it feels as though I 

owe it to them to find about their history. It’s almost like a sense of  obligation to share their stories with the world and work out why it is that these souls have remained earthbound. 

Such was the case when I met Beryl, an elderly patient 

with a firm belief in ghosts. She was eager to hear of my expe-243
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riences, and was just as enthusiastic to share her own. Work-

ing as a tour guide at the 150 year-old Government House 

building, gave her quite a selection of  stories to choose from. 

Perhaps not surprisingly, the building was reputed to be a 

stomping ground for ghosts. 

One ghost in particular, however, was a doggedly persis-

tent presence. Rare was the tour that somebody didn’t report 

encountering the mischievous ghost of  Cyril; whose atten-

tions were more often than not directed at the ladies. 

“He was quite the ladies’ man, you see,” chuckled Beryl. 

“In fact, that’s exactly what got him into trouble!” 

As the story went, Cyril’s womanising ways incurred the 

wrath of  his jilted fiancé, who shot him at point blank range during the annual St John of  God Hospital Ball. It’s believed that Cyril has been haunting the ballroom ever since, and Beryl’s stories seem to suggest that this is indeed true. 

There are numerous reports of  people seeing a darting, 

black-dressed figure, and indeed Cyril was dressed in a black 

tuxedo at the time of  his death. Others still, report being 

touched, and of  course, these claims invariably come from 

women! The cold, ghostly fingers are reported to gently caress one’s cheek, or sometimes Cyril prefers to stroke the person’s hair or their neck. Cyril had also been known to place a definite hand on guests’ shoulders; a manifestation so alarming 

that the person in question is often traumatised to the point of leaving mid-tour. 

Beryl, however, found Cyril to be charming. Even though 

his most spectacular ghostly displays were centred around her, Beryl refused to be frightened. She spoke of  him with such 

affection that I just had to know more. Who exactly was this 

ghost and how long had he been prowling the halls of Govern-
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ment House? Was he stuck and unable to move on? Or was he 

happy creating mischief amongst the building’s female guests? 

I decided to do some research to find out all I could about 

Cyril. 

Of course the murder had been quite a scandal, and accounts 

of Cyril’s untimely demise dominated the news of the day. It 

wasn’t hard uncovering the details of Cyril’s story, as the Government House murder was invariably plastered all over the front 

page of the Australian papers. The more I delved into the newspaper archives, the more of a connection I felt with this tragic ghost. Given the circumstances of his death, it seemed unlikely he would be anything but earthbound. 

Cyril Gidley was a twenty five year old marine engineer 

when he met his untimely death in 1925. 

 This is a photograph of  Cyril Gidley. 

 He was quite a handsome man! 
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In the early hours of  August 27th, Cyril’s one time fiancé, 

Audrey Campbell Jacob (an attractive, twenty year-old art stu-

dent) approached him as he was dancing with another woman. 

Reports from the evening state that Cyril had been pointedly 

ignoring the love-sick Audrey all evening; a situation which led to the jilted Audrey feeling more and more incensed. 

According to transcripts from the trial, Audrey had attended 

the ball with a female friend, unaware that Cyril would be 

attending. He had presumably terminated their engagement 

some months earlier, by throwing Audrey’s ring into the ocean 

in the midst of a heated argument. It is a point of contention as to whether the couple later reconciled, as some sources claim 

that they did, whilst others believe that the relationship had been over for months. Audrey herself stated that they were still betrothed following the fateful argument, under the condition 

that she kept their renewed engagement a secret. 

Despite their supposed reconciliation, Cyril had become 

more and more distant. His behaviour, in turn, inspired 

Audrey to become what would be today be termed  stalker-

 ish,  to the point where she would turn up on his boat without warning. According to those close to Cyril, she would make 

increasingly irrational demands. 

At one point, ( barely a week before Cyril’s death) she 

threatened to kill him if he didn’t commit to their relationship. 

The encounter prompted Cyril to write a letter documenting 

details of  the exchange, “in case she does keep her vow.” The letter was found in Cyril’s cabin the day after he died. 

On the night of  the fateful ball, Audrey was dumbstruck 

to see Cyril in attendance. His pointed disregard enraged her 

all the more; he was acting as though he didn’t know her. It 
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that he had told her that he was going away to sea, yet here he was, dancing with another woman, right before her eyes. She 

became more and more upset. 

Audrey returned to her home on St George’s Terrace some 

time around midnight. According to her defence lawyers, she 

had intended to take her own life on the banks of  the Swan 

River, and had gone home to retrieve her gun. 

Since she had been dressed in a Pierrot costume for the ear-

lier part of the evening (and her female friend had been dressed as Pierrette) she decided to change into something less frivolous. 

She chose an elegant, blue silk gown. Armed with her revolver 

wrapped in a white handkerchief, she was soon on her way. 

According to Audrey’s testimony, she stopped at the Cathe-

dral on her way to the river, hoping to make her peace with 

God before carrying out her suicide. It was there that she had an epiphany; she could not take her own life and she would 

forgive Cyril for his transgressions. She felt that it was time to put the nasty affair behind her for once and for all. 

A moment later, she was heading back to the ball. 

As the final dance played out at 1.30am, Audrey walked up 

behind Cyril and placed her hand on his shoulder. He turned 

to see who it was. When he saw Audrey standing behind him, 

his smile instantly vanished. Those in the vicinity described his expression as one of ill-disguised contempt. 

“Pardon me,” he said, turning back towards his partner. “I 

am dancing.” 

As it turned out, it was to be his final dance. Five minutes 

later, he was dead. 

With a loud crack, a single shot rang out throughout the 

ballroom. Cyril fell to the ground with a sickening thud; blood seeping from his nose and mouth. 
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Audrey stood by calmly as the police guard on duty ran to 

where Cyril lay on the ground. 

“I did it,” she said, holding out her wrist. She asked to be 

quietly taken away. 

The trial that followed was sensational to say the least, and 

Cyril was portrayed as an opportunistic cad, with little regard for the feelings of others. The Defence presented a history of shady dealings, and Audrey testified that he had “seduced her 

against her will.” 

Cyril was portrayed as manipulative and conniving. And 

indeed, he had been sent to Australia from England two years 

prior to his death, upon his family’s request to “clean up his act.” 

Audrey pleaded  not guilty;  claiming that the gun had acci-dentally discharged. The crux of  the defence was that Cyr-

il’s bad treatment had pushed Audrey to the point of  suicide, which is why she was in possession of the gun. 

After a three hour deliberation, the jury presented a verdict 

of  not guilty. To the astonishment of  those present, Audrey 

Jacob was acquitted of  Cyril Gidley’s murder. But possibly 

none were more astonished than Cyril himself, and the not 

guilty verdict may well be the reason he is refusing to rest. Of further affront would be the fact that Audrey became the wife 

of  a wealthy American just a few months later, and started a 

new life in the US where her history was unknown. 

So, not only were there the issues of  a murky past and an 

untimely death to contend with, but the unsatisfactory verdict would undoubtedly have thwarted Cyril’s eagerness to move 

on. 

Although well past any hope of  resolution, (since Audrey 

herself  would be long-dead) I am hopeful that by sharing his 
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to finally find closure. I’m hopeful that by people being aware of  his story and sending him love and healing, he will be able to leave the scene of his death after eighty seven years. 

I asked Beryl what her personal impressions of Cyril were. 

Was he as much of  a rogue as he was depicted in his murder 

trial? 

“Oh, he’s a rascal alright,” said Beryl. “And to me, he’s a 

very strong presence. He’s hanging around by choice, I don’t 

think he’s stuck or anything …” 

Beryl went on to describe her most memorable encounter 

with Cyril, which took place just a few months earlier. 

“I knew he was around before anything happened, as a few 

people from the day’s tour group had mentioned seeing him. 

I was just closing up the ballroom when this almighty breeze 

wafted in out of  nowhere. All the curtains started thrashing 

around like crazy!” 

Having no doubt that Cyril was responsible, Beryl openly 

admonished him, telling him that he was a naughty boy. Fortu-

nately, it takes a lot to make Beryl scared. After so many years spent working at Government House, she considers Cyril to 

just be a normal part of  the building. She wasn’t at all per-

turbed by Cyril’s attention-seeking behaviour. 

Perhaps Cyril wanted more of a reaction than Beryl’s gen-

tle reprimand, so he proceeded to up the ante to get an appro-

priate response. 

“You won’t believe what he did next” said Beryl excitedly. 

“He went ahead and wrapped me up in the whole darn thing!” 

As Beryl described the scene of being twisted up into one of 

the billowing swathes of fabric, I couldn’t help but marvel at her bravery. Despite my long association with ghosts, there are certain behaviours which I find unreservedly confronting. And  this 250      Ghost of the Government House

would definitely be one of them. I told Beryl as much, but she assured me that Cyril was only joking. 

“That’s just what Cyril’s like,” she said. “A bit of  a scoun-

drel trying to have some fun.” 

Having spent the last few days delving into Cyril’s history, 

I admittedly feel some kind of  affinity to him. I feel sad for him and wish him well; and I wish for his ballroom days to be 

finally over. Cyril’s life, it seems, was less than salubrious (and the fact that it was violently terminated well before his time) has perhaps left him trying to make amends. But after eighty 

seven years of  prowling the halls of  Government House, 

surely it must be time to cross over. I’m hopeful that by being in the spotlight again after all this time, Cyril will be heartened by the attentions of  a sympathetic audience. I’m hope-

ful that the kind thoughts and prayers which will no doubt be 

coming his way, will give him the impetus to move on. There 

is more joy to be gleaned by crossing over, other than the skerricks derived from the occasional mischief-making prank. 

Cyril has more than paid the price for his caddish ways, and 

it’s definitely time for his spirit to progress. I have a date with him written in my diary, and I will do my best to convince him of that. He deserves so much better! 

And if  indeed, peace is restored at Government House, 

and Cyril Gidley finally does make the transition to the higher realms of  the spirit world, I’m not convinced that  everyone will be happy about it. I daresay that old Beryl will miss her ghostly, prankster friend. But she will just have to wait until they meet up on the other side. 




chapter thirty

A   N e w   C h a p t e r   

B e g i n s

As I reflect on my life, I realise just how strongly the spirit world has influenced the person I have become. Not a day 

goes by that I don’t experience some form of  spirit contact. 

I’m constantly reminded that the spirit world is inherent to 

our own, and that life on earth is more amazing than we can 

ever truly fathom. 

The range of  paranormal experiences traverses a vast 

range of manifestations; from the subtle to the remarkable. A 

visit from the other side can be little more than a feather-light touch or a barely audible whisper. It can also be as intense as a smack to the face. 

Regardless of where one’s experiences fall within this spec-

trum, glimpses of life after death are almost always life-changing. They challenge our belief  systems and bring a precious 

gift; the conviction that life goes on irrespective of  physical death. 
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Despite the shaky foundations of  my clairvoyance, I feel 

I have progressed beyond the fears which tainted my earliest 

encounters with spirits. I am heartened by the fact that I’m 

steadily moving towards full acceptance of  my abilities, and 

that I’m now able to push myself beyond the barriers of what 

feels safe. Despite the occasional times when I falter, I’m convinced my days of feeling victimised are behind me. 

These days I try to make a point of  consciously remind-

ing myself how far removed I am from the petrified girl I once was. As recently as a year ago, I never would have imagined 

that I would be skilled or brave enough to facilitate a séance; yet here I am doing that very thing with inspiring results. It is small advances such as these which nudge me onto the next 

phase of my spiritual journey. 

As another chapter of my life unfolds, and I extend myself 

a little further, I know that there is no turning back. Once 

the spirits have tapped you on your shoulder, there is no way 

you can revert to being the person you once were. And that is 

something that I’m forever grateful for. 

If  you wish to contact the author or would like more infor-

mation about this book, please write to the author in care of 

Llewellyn Worldwide Ltd. and we will forward your request. 

Both the author and publisher appreciate hearing from you 

and learning of  your enjoyment of  this book and how it has 

helped you. Llewellyn Worldwide Ltd. cannot guarantee that 

every letter written to the author can be answered, but all will be forwarded. Please write to:

Barbara Parks

c⁄o Llewellyn Worldwide

2143 Wooddale Drive

Woodbury, MN 55125-2989

Please enclose a self-addressed stamped envelope for reply, 

or $1.00 to cover costs. If outside the U.S.A., enclose  

an international postal reply coupon. 



cover.jpeg
&> TEawN
true F}i’s of Mﬁ;—‘{@%:h A
7 ith the other side

BARBARA PARKS





index-147_1.jpg





index-139_1.jpg





index-161_1.jpg





index-149_1.jpg





index-184_1.jpg





index-174_1.jpg





index-100_1.jpg





index-109_1.jpg





index-108_1.jpg





index-114_1.jpg





index-111_1.jpg





index-132_1.jpg





index-119_1.jpg





index-135_1.jpg





index-88_1.jpg





index-83_1.jpg





index-93_1.jpg





index-91_1.jpg
o, o _,Zm:\_'

e





index-99_1.jpg





index-73_1.jpg





index-72_1.jpg





index-77_1.jpg





index-215_1.jpg





index-28_1.jpg





index-256_1.jpg
THE LATE-CYRIL GIDLEY.






index-5_1.jpg





index-56_1.jpg





index-71_1.jpg





index-61_1.jpg





index-189_1.jpg





index-187_1.jpg





index-1_1.jpg
BARBARA PARKS





index-191_1.jpg





