
 

Diary of a 

Gonzo Ghost Hunter 

 
 

 
 

C. Derick Miller 

And 

Rae Louise 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
© 2018 by C. Derick Miller and Rae Louise 
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval 
system or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written 
permission of the publishers, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a 
review to be printed in a newspaper, magazine or journal. 
 
The final approval for this literary material is granted by the author. 
 
First printing 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents 
are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. 
Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely 
coincidental. 
 
ISBN: 978-1-68433-002-7 
PUBLISHED BY BLACK ROSE WRITING 
www.blackrosewriting.com 
 
Printed in the United States of America 
Suggested Retail Price (SRP) $ 
 
Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter is printed in Book Antiqua 
Cover by Anakin Miller 

 



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
To Rae and Jaime: Thank you for believing in this project, encouraging 
me to endure the ghosts of my past, and giving me the courage to 
undertake the next adventure. 

 



 
 
 

Foreward 
 
 

I was raised in a small town in Westchester County. For those 
unfamiliar with picturesque upstate New York, Westchester hosted 
many battles between the Native Americans and white settlers, as 
well as a lot of key historical action during the Revolutionary War. It 
is a land charged with a certain energy. It is a land fertilized by blood. 
The Legend of Sleepy Hollow takes place in Tarrytown, which is a 
short distance away from my hometown, Mamaroneck. The Son of 
Sam Killer, David Berkowitz, resided a few towns over in Yonkers. 
Berkowitz applied for a job at the Mamaroneck veterinary, which 
ironically has a statue of a large German Shepherd in front of it. I used 
to play on that statue as a little kid. 
 
As a teen I used to trespass into certain ancient cemeteries and 
supposedly “haunted” houses. I don’t know why I did these things. 
Adventurous excitement was definitely part of the appeal, and back 
then there was nothing more fun than being chased by the cops, but 
there’s more to it than just juvenile delinquency. There was a burning 
desire to experience something paranormal. To see something that just 
can’t be explained. To feel something different than all of the other 
easily described sensations we’ve come to know and accept as part of 
our reality. 
 
As an adult with two teenagers of my own, I’ve outgrown breaking 
into abandoned hotels and walking through graveyards at night in 
the hopes of encountering a spirit; but I’ve never lost that desire to 
know, conclusively, if there is more to our world than meets the eye. I 
want answers to questions beyond what can be explained 
scientifically. As rational as I try to be, when I hear a sound in the 
middle of the night, I can’t shut off my mind and ignore the 
possibilities that it offers. Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter by C. Derick 
Miller is further exploration into the mysteries of the paranormal. 



Chad is a believer and an adventurer looking for answers to questions 
that most people dare not ask. He looks for these answers in dark 
places that most of society steers clear of. In order to share certain 
experiences and supernatural insights, Chad has chosen to travel 
along a paranormal path that is safer during the day but far more 
interesting at night. Enjoy the ride. 
 
 
Del James 
Author of The Language of Fear 
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INTRODUCTION 
 
 

 
In the beginning, I didn’t believe her. Sure, I’d had my share of 
unexplained events that had occurred around me; but I could always 
find plausible explanations such as alcohol, illegal drugs, sleep 
deprivation, or secondhand information. For instance, an uncle of 
mine once claimed to have woken in the night to find my deceased 
great-grandmother floating above him. Five seconds later, a house no 
more than fifty yards away from us exploded – probably due to a gas 
leak or drug lab. I witnessed the aftermath with my own eyes because 
they took their sweet time clearing up the debris. They later rebuilt it 
and rented it out, although I always wanted to go and inform the new 
tenants just to scare the living hell out of them. 

So, did my uncle really see a ghost? 
Possibly. Who knows? He was quite an expert when it came to the 

exploration of the effects of illegal substances. But, hey, it was the 
eighties. 

 
 
My next extraordinary experience happened when I was a young lad, 
with my hormones raging and stupidity at an all-time high. My best 
friend and I, probably no older than fourteen at the time, were lying 
on our backs in a drainage ditch waiting for my latest conquest’s 
parents to go to sleep so that I may venture through an open window 
and lay waste to the spoils of their daughter. 

OK, I was a virgin and only wishing the mentioned scenario 
would play out identically to the way I’d dreamed it up. Jokes aside, 
we were staring lethargically up at the midnight sky, when suddenly 
we bore witness to an awesome meteor shower. What freaked us out 
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most about this spectacle was the fact that, among the thousands of 
objects that were streaking towards our atmosphere, one in particular 
was a lot larger and significantly brighter than its celestial brothers; 
and moving at about half the speed. It stopped dead in the middle of 
its decent and hovered, completely motionless, while the remainder of 
the heavenly debris continued to plummet all around it. Then, 
without warning, the floating object shot skyward in the opposite 
direction and out of sight. 

Needless to say, all that remained in our site of temporary refuge 
were the shapes of two young boys embossed in the flattened grass. 
I’d only seen stars “fall” before, not change their minds in mid-drop 
and return home. Had it been a UFO, or was it more likely an effect of 
the Jack Daniels that we’d consumed before commencing the trek? 
Shortly after our return home, we ascended my friend’s childhood 
tree house and accidentally set it on fire with the remainder of the 
whiskey. We’re still friends to this day and equally as crazy. 

 
 
Skipping ahead about four years from that fateful night in which I got 
to try my luck at performing the duties of an amateur fire fighter, I 
found myself in my senior year of high school. Living with my 
grandparents in the same house that my uncle had witnessed the 
floating apparition, strange noises and things of that nature were a 
regular occurrence. I thank the powers that be everyday that those 
unexplained sounds in the night weren’t being emitted from my 
grandparents’ bedroom, causing some type of repressed erectile 
dysfunction that would affect me to this day. 

I was in the living room with my uncle and his girlfriend when we 
heard footsteps in the hallway, coming towards us. My first thought 
was that my grandmother had been disturbed from slumber, either by 
the blaring television or the high-pitched cackles of our female 
companion. When the footsteps reached our location, we 
simultaneously turned towards the doorway to receive our latest 
scolding. Instead, we were left dumbstruck by the darkness of the 
empty hallway. Our puzzled stares quickly transformed into pictures 
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of terror as a blue-tinted, transparent hand reached into the room, as if 
what remained of this being lay in wait around the corner. My uncle’s 
girlfriend screamed and the hand was no more, now replaced by my 
actual grandmother, whose glower sliced us to the marrow for 
ripping her from whatever dream that we’d inadvertently woken her 
from. I’ll never forget the unmistakable scent of Mentholatum and 
cold cream, just as I’ll always miss her unconditional love. Since her 
death, my grandfather has remarried and eventually put the house up 
for sale. It was offered to me just to keep it in the family, but I refused 
it. I can no longer tolerate a Texas summer without central air 
conditioning and, quite frankly, would hate being summoned into the 
kitchen one evening because the ghost of my grandmother had 
whipped me up her famous meatloaf, fried potatoes, red beans, and 
cornbread … I take that back, three wives later and I still can’t get a 
woman to duplicate her delicious cooking. 

While my grandmother is both loved and missed, numerous 
questions have since weighed heavily on my mind. For example, did 
the three of us have a supernatural encounter? Were there spirits 
running amok in the quaint and quiet dwellings of my grandparents’ 
home, deep in the dark and eerie nights when only a select few would 
uncover their presence? An alternative explanation would be that we 
were stoned out of our minds, and I came to the realization that there 
was very little I couldn’t blame on the effects of controlled substances. 

 
 
We jump ahead five more years and I’ve become someone’s ex-
husband and father to the world’s most beautiful little girl. Then I 
accidentally get another woman pregnant and, bam, I’m the father of 
two of the most beautiful girls that I’ve ever had the privilege of 
laying eyes on. As if I didn’t have enough joy in my life, the 
“rebound” woman had a daughter already. I was in love with this one 
from the first day I saw her. She was so tiny and adorable, and she 
crapped all over the fifty-dollar silk tie that I happened to be wearing 
at the time. In my early twenties, with three daughters and no wife, I 
made an irreversible, drunken decision that would change the course 
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of my life forever. I woke up one morning to find that I’d joined the 
army, and I was more confused and lonely than I ever recalled being 
before. 

In times like these, a lot of men turn to God – and so did I. 
Military church wasn’t at all like I’d expected. I attended service to 
find shelter, advice, and possibly some kind of loophole in the whole 
military experience that would provide a way out of this voluntary 
hellhole. All I got in return were “holy” explanations as to why God 
wanted me to follow the orders of my superior officers, straight to my 
own death if they so desired it. I believed at that moment that God 
had let me down. Spiritually lost, I mentally wandered while 
desperately seeking answers. In a fateful turn of events, I came across 
a fellow soldier sitting on a stone wall, staring at a small patch of 
ground. When I asked him what he was doing, he replied that he was 
studying an ant bed. Being the jerk that I was, I inquired, “Why in the 
heck would someone want to burn their free time by watching 
insects?” 

“It helps me to understand nature better, and the way of the 
goddess,” he said. 

He later loaned me a book titled, Wicca: A Guide for the Solitary 
Practitioner by Scott Cunningham. All at once, my entire life seemed to 
fall into place; the next thing I knew, I was watching ants also. I found 
the drive, strength, and courage to remain in the army, but with one 
major drawback: I returned home and married the rebound woman. 

 
 
Enter Ft. Huachuca, Arizona. A beautiful yet rustic military 
installation nestled deep in the valley of the Huachuca Mountains, 
some fifteen minutes away from Tombstone – a nature lover’s heaven. 
With nature, however, comes the presence of spirits. And spirits, in 
the hands of a young, curious, and inexperienced student in the ways 
of Old, can be a dangerous combination. Essentially, the nature of 
spirits largely revolves around their origin. Ft. Huachuca was the 
home base of the Buffalo Soldiers in the late 1800s, and they’re famous 
for their courageous duty during the Mexican and Indian wars. Many 
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lives were lost in that desert, and psychic energy built up over time 
can be a tempting lure. Ft. Huachuca had more domestic violence 
incidents and divorces than any other military installation in the 
world. A lot of people believed it was due to the housing being 
located on land that was used for both living areas and burial grounds 
of the Indians that were eradicated from the area. I guess you can see 
where this is all leading, especially if you’ve ever watched the movie 
Poltergeist. The thing to note about witchcraft is that its user thirsts 
greedily for knowledge, for with knowledge comes power, and with 
power comes the ability to accomplish awesome feats of the 
supernatural. 

One Halloween night, while reading through some advanced 
incantation, something was set free in my home. Over the next year, it 
continued to scare my young daughters. The rebound wife claims to 
this very day that a female apparition materialized and actually spoke 
to her, crying desperately for help. Using the power of the ancient 
religions, had I managed to conjure up some dangerous and evil 
spirit? Children are known for having vivid imaginations, and my 
wife at the time was on some serious drugs. Long after I’d given up 
on the partaking of illegal substances, my immature military buddies 
had found companionship in the form of my young burnout of a wife, 
who stayed baked out of her mind on a daily basis. Of course the 
ghosts were “talking” to her! 

Hopefully, you can see why I remained somewhat of a skeptic for 
so many years. I’d never had any tangible evidence to back up the 
paranormal experiences that had occurred in either my own life, or in 
the lives of my friends and family. I stopped practicing the craft, 
although I remain a faithful holder in the beliefs of natural co-
existence and conservation. Another child, another divorce, and a 
failed career later, something amazing happened. 

Remember the “her” I mentioned at the very beginning of this 
work of literary lunacy? I was in fact referring to my third wife, Nez, 
whom I ran into after having not seen for years. We were the best of 
friends growing up, coming and going with other relationships, and 
she’d remained an intricate and very special part of my life. Recently 
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weathering the storm of romantic relationships gone horribly wrong, 
we clung to one another for sanctuary. Her husband and my wife 
were both into the habit of sharing the cold side of the pillow with 
people other than the ones they were married to, so you could say 
that we had something in common: We hated cheating, lying, and 
abusive spouses. It was the perfect way to start a relationship. 

It wasn’t until after Nez had moved in with me that she informed 
me of the spirit that had been stalking her over the course of her life. 
Nothing more than a large shadow in the shape of a man, it had 
followed from her youth in California to every home she’d settled in 
locally. Imagine my surprise to discover that this, by all means, was 
not a part of her creative subconscious. 
 
 
Our spiritual houseguest first appeared to me late one evening while 
Nez and I were camped out for a cozy night on the sofa, watching 
whatever junk that was being offered by our local cable distributor. 

“Look over there,” she suddenly whispered, pointing in the 
direction of the bathroom doorway. 

A bolt of nervous energy strategically worked its way from my 
feet to my spinal column. I couldn’t shake thoughts of the “visit” that 
my uncle had received from my long departed great-grandmother, 
whereby he’d seen her floating inches from his face. The unidentified 
flying object that I’d witnessed with my friend, the ghostly handshake 
that I’d almost been on the receiving end of – not to mention the fact 
that I’d quite possibly released an evil spirit into my old house. One 
that threatened my children and had conversations with my ex-wife, 
all because I’d read a few simple verses that can be found on the 
pages of witchcraft books that are sold in stores nationwide. But 
regardless of all that … I, one hundred percent, stone-cold sober … 
was staring at an actual ghost. 

Being the man that I am, I mustered up the courage to do what 
any red-blooded figure of masculinity would do given a similar 
situation. I threw back my shoulders, tightened my arms, and ran 
towards the entity. As I approached its location, it was no longer 
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visible. When I reached the exact spot in which the bastard had 
spiritually taunted me, a feeling of bitter cold came over me, causing 
every hair on my body to stand to electrical attention. Armed with my 
trusty vacuum cleaner, I swore at the now empty corner and promised 
to suck him up if he ever had the balls to show himself again – which 
he did, repeatedly over the period of a year. Sometimes he appeared 
during highly awkward situations. I can tell you from experience that 
seeing a ghost while committing intimate acts can make you lose 
concentration faster than if your girlfriend’s mother had walked in on 
you. 

When we relocated to a larger apartment on the opposite side of 
town, I was curious to see if our shadow stalker would travel 
alongside Nez to our new dwelling. The sightings began within a 
week, but this time there was an added bonus (if you consider strange 
phenomena a bonus). After finally getting unpacked and settled in, I 
was woken one night by the feeling of being touched by small, cold 
hands, accompanied by a childish giggle. When I’d taken all that I 
could stand, I sat up in bed and yelled, “For heaven’s sake, will you 
fucking stop!” 

No sooner had I done so, the meanest and loudest hissing noise 
that I’d ever heard came from the direction of the giggling, like I’d just 
stomped on the tail of the world’s largest cat. In the far corner of the 
bedroom stood a small shadow, about half the size of the man and 
cowering like a frightened child. Suddenly, it jumped and 
disappeared through the ceiling. 

Where had this new presence come from? A developing theory of 
mine was that the spiritual energy of our hitchhiker had somehow 
woken a sleeping entity – one that had remained dormant in the new 
place that we were living. I soon began to witness him darting down 
well-lit hallways and materializing close by me, unexpectedly, just 
because he could. Additionally, our young child spirit, which by this 
time had been recognized as a female, was no longer a shadow but an 
illuminated being with distinct features. She also enjoyed making 
frequent appearances at the foot of our bed. 

Why is this happening to us? I asked myself, over and over again. 
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Why had the two of us been chosen to play the part of some 
paranormal magnet? Somehow, I was determined to find the answers 
I needed. 
 
 
When I first co-founded the group that I belong to, P.R.I.N.T. 
(Paranormal Research and Investigations of North Texas), it was 
intended as a cool way to pass my spare time. Even though I’d 
experienced paranormal events that couldn’t be blamed on alcohol, 
drug usage, or even severe exhaustion, I was still convinced that the 
paranormal shows on television were full of it. It wasn’t that I didn’t 
believe in ghosts, I just wanted to prove that all of the televised EVP 
and spirit photographs were fake. 

I grew up and lived the majority of my life in the mid-sized, North 
Texas town of Greenville. It was the home of Audie Murphy (the most 
decorated soldier of WWII); Collin Raye (a country singing superstar), 
and twenty-six thousand of the most conservative nonbelievers that 
you’ll ever come across. Greenville was the center of the cotton 
industry in this area long ago, during the days of slavery and beyond. 
We burned a man accused of rape on the steps of the courthouse and 
boasted a sign that hung near the town square that read, “Welcome to 
Greenville, The Blackest Land, The Whitest People”. This place has 
multiple skeletons in its municipal closet that some people don’t want 
to be discovered. One would expect it to be a cool place to find 
something unusual. 

As mentioned previously, my co-founder and wife, Shahnez 
“Nez” Ragosino, moved here from California when she was very 
young. It was the mysterious friend that she’d unintentionally 
brought along with her to my home that initially got me hooked on 
the supernatural – the hard part was making people in such a 
conservative town take us seriously. According to local belief, ghosts 
do not exist within the city limits of Greenville. When we first started 
out, we were scheduling places to investigate on our own. I would go 
home afterwards and document what we’d found on my web page, 
and the few friends I had would comment and anxiously await our 
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next adventure. Hundreds of friends, thousands of readers, multiple 
radio talk show interviews, and years’ worth of investigations later, 
we were networking with over three hundred paranormal 
investigation groups worldwide to uncover the secrets to the 
unknown. 

I’d like to think we accomplished what we originally set out to do 
by proving to the local community that there is a possibility that 
things exist outside of human comprehension, but some minds can 
never be changed. To these people, what we’re doing is wrong and 
there’s no way to make it right. We’re the epitome of all that is evil. 
Even if we landed a television gig and became loved by millions, 
we’d still be loathed by the entirety of this town. In the beginning I 
didn’t even want Nez’s name involved in this, and there are times 
when I look back on my life – a different life – and remember fondly 
when I didn’t have to lie to my children about what’s real and what 
isn’t. A time when I didn’t lead a secret life that I had to hide from my 
conservative friends and family. 
 
 
My name is Chad, and I am a ghost hunter. What you are about to 
read is based on documentation from the journal that I wrote during 
my first years as a paranormal investigator. None of the following 
information has been altered, and none of the evidence that we 
uncovered has been falsified or exaggerated. To the skeptics, keep in 
mind that I didn’t choose the entities; they chose me, and a time may 
come when they choose you also. All I ask is that you keep an open 
mind, and the next time you pass by an old house or cemetery, try to 
see beyond the dirt and age to recognize their histories; the souls of 
the places themselves. This is a way of life that I never once asked for, 
but my beliefs were to be changed dramatically and without warning. 
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CHAPTER ONE 

We’re Under Here 
 
 

 
October 24th, 2006 
Years ago, a young and impressionable inventor by the name of 
Thomas Edison had an unusual theory that one of his creations could 
not only be considered a form of high-value entertainment, but also 
possessed the unlikely ability to intercept eerie, sometimes disturbing 
communication from the other side. This invention was called the 
“phonograph”. 

Sound waves are nothing more than an invisible form of energy. 
Theoretically, when a spirit materializes, it causes an absence of 
energy in the position in which it does so. This is why paranormal 
investigators claim to be coming into contact with an entity when they 
experience a cold spot, or a place where there’s an absence of heat in 
an otherwise heated area, without the presence of a draft or cooling 
source; after all, heat is another form of energy. Regardless of whether 
it’s a residual haunting (events that are trapped in some kind of time 
loop) or an active haunting, ghosts are believed to use sound wave 
energy to communicate. This communication is commonly referred to 
as EVP (electronic voice phenomenon) and can be picked up and 
recorded with the most basic of recording devices – assuming you’re 
lucky enough to have a spirit that wants to converse with you. 

For months, I’ve been desperate to put into action this lifelong 
dream of mine. Being a young, impressionable child in the midst of 
mid-eighties pop culture heaven, you wanted to be one of two things 
when you grew up: A Jedi or a Ghostbuster. While I tried both 
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frantically and unsuccessfully to move things with the power of my 
mind, paranormal investigative technology and popularity are 
growing more every day. There may not be backpacks that fire beams 
of proton energy or one hundred-foot-tall marshmallow sailors, but 
our televisions are bombarded with shows detailing the chronicles of 
professional paranormal investigating organizations – no matter how 
hokey some of them are. 

One of my biggest and most recent influences is a group out of 
Rhode Island known as T.A.P.S. (The Atlantic Paranormal Society). 
These guys go to places with reported paranormal activity and try to 
debunk it by providing scientific, logical explanations. However, 
when they do discover something that can’t be rationalized, the 
footage is usually amazing – as opposed to turning the camera away 
and screaming or claiming to be possessed. Inevitably, television 
shows weren’t going to captivate my longing forever, and I’m literally 
dying to go out and conduct these investigations myself. My 
girlfriend, Nez – another one of my greatest influences and my 
partner in everything that I do – is just as excited as I am to begin this 
hunt into the unknown. 

While conducting my daily routine of suiting up for work, I 
presented her with a spontaneous idea that I’d concocted while 
showering, which is where I’ve been known to come up with some of 
my most brilliant ideas. My presentation contained the words 
“tonight” and “cemetery”, a combination that unlocked one of her 
most devious grins. 

Something, I felt, was missing, though. Seeing as neither of us are 
likely to run off into the night, screaming hysterically at the discovery 
of any type of paranormal event, I suggested that we invite one of our 
female friends along. Not only for the value of her company, but for 
the fact that every Scooby-Doo organization needs its own Shaggy. 
Naturally skittish towards such scenarios, I think her presence is 
going to make the investigation a bit more enjoyable – plus, she owns 
all of the camera equipment. With the plan in motion, I shall eagerly 
await the end of my shift to begin the fulfillment of my childhood 
dream. 
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October 25th, 2006 
As we entered the gates of McWright Cemetery, the three of us agreed 
that flashlights would have been a great idea; unfortunately, they 
weren’t readily obtainable in the wooded cemetery at 10:30 PM. Once 
I’d extinguished the vehicle’s headlights, it seemed an eternity before 
our eyes could adjust to the ambience of the moonlit cemetery. I 
pressed “record” on my microcassette recorder and began to recite 
aloud the place, time, and date in which our investigation was being 
conducted. I was distracted by the hysterical laughter of my co-
conspirators, as though I was taking our midnight intrusion of 
afterlife privacy far too seriously. Perhaps I was, but regardless of all 
my personal experiences, there still remains a bit of a skeptic in me. A 
belief that nothing will be discovered and all that is paranormal will 
remain a mystery to me. 

As we walked along the white-rock pathway that circled the 
perimeter of the weathered headstones, we came upon a landmark 
that was the reason why McWright had stood out in my mind as an 
initial investigation choice. In the center of the cemetery lies an open-
air mausoleum which, over time, has sunken into the ground so that 
only three feet of the walls and the headstones are visible. The roof 
begins at about chest level for the average man, or neck level for me. 
Nez snapped a photo on the digital camera, and upon its appearance 
on the view screen, she noticed that it contained an orb next to the 
roof of the sunken enclosure. 

It’s believed that orbs are balls of spirit energy that can be digitally 
photographed, and they’re highly regarded by some paranormal 
investigators to be proof of the existence of life after death. In my 
personal opinion, there are plenty of non-supernatural reasons for 
orbs: A camera’s flash reflecting light from dust particles, nocturnal 
flying insects, or even pollen in the air. Passing this oddity off as 
either of the above, we pressed on into the darkness while 
occasionally enduring the temporary blindness caused by the flash of 
the camera. We began to hear human voices nearby, possibly from one 
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of the homes in the area – people wondering what was causing all the 
flashing. At that point, we decided to draw our maiden investigation 
to a close before we became the receivers of a shotgun blast by one of 
the curious members of the living. Disappointed, we went to take 
some more photos and recordings near the mausoleum for the simple 
fact that it was the only place where we’d encountered anything out 
of the ordinary. As we ventured through the labyrinth of headstones, 
a bright globe of light flitted past a few feet above my head. Now, 
orbs captured on film are one thing, but I never said that I didn’t 
believe in those seen by the human eye. 

“Did you see that?” I asked the others, excitedly. 
Thankfully, they had, and together we brainstormed to figure out 

its origin. There was no rain in the forecast, which ruled out lightning; 
and heat lightning was out of the question because it was late 
October. We didn’t have any flashlights, and no pictures had been 
taken in a while. With a renewed sense of enthusiasm, we continued 
towards the sunken structure. Nez shared with us a little about the 
history of McWright Cemetery and informed us that, at one time, 
there’d been two mausoleums side by side, but one had been 
destroyed by a fire. 

She recited some of the inscription on one of the headstones that 
had since been erased by the elements. “‘A Loving Wife, A Mother 
Dear, A Faithful Friend Lies Buried Here …’” She turned back to us, 
saying, “Kind of creepy, huh?” 

We shuffled back to the car to put an end to the evening’s events, 
and I spoke aloud to all that were listening. “If anyone has anything 
to say, you’re running out of time.” 

I lit a cigarette and, one last time, did a three-hundred-and-sixty-
degree viewing of the peaceful, moon-drenched landscape. When it’s 
my time, I thought, this is where I’d love to be. No city lights to block the 
view of the stars, and nothing to hear but chirping crickets and the 
distant howls of a pack of coyotes. Receiving another set of twin 
laughs from my female companions, I spoke into the recorder. “End of 
recording.” 

I started the car and turned towards the others to congratulate 
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them, for we’d had our ghost hunting cherries well and truly popped. 
Then I activated the headlights, and off we sped back to normalcy. 
Once Nez and I got home, the audio tape was rewound to the 
beginning and we huddled together, eagerly awaiting the presence of 
anything that didn’t belong. We listened attentively and, half an hour 
into the playback, the only discovery I made was that everyone I 
know has been right about me all along: I am, indeed, the cockiest 
person that I’ve ever had the displeasure of listening to. I plan on 
apologizing to everyone at some point, but with my ears on fire, the 
playback continued. 

As we came to the spot in the tape in which we’d encountered the 
orb, there was no type of disturbance that we could decipher. Nearing 
the end of the recording, our morale began to plummet and we 
listened even closer, waiting for something to reveal itself. 

 
NEZ: “A Loving Wife, A Mother Dear, A Faithful Friend Lies Buried 

Here … Kind of creepy, huh?” 
 
UNKNOWN: “Carla.” 
 
I immediately stopped the tape. “What was that? Who the heck 

said that?” I exclaimed. 
We ran it back and, each time we did so, a male voice whispers the 

word “Carla”. I can now officially say that we’ve captured our very 
first EVP – actual proof of otherworldly existence. It was high fives 
and hugs all around. 

Thinking that was the pinnacle of the night’s findings, we settled 
in to endure the remainder of the recording. But the best, if not eeriest 
moment of my life was only minutes ahead. 

 
ME: “If anyone has anything to say, you’re running out of time.” 
 
UNKNOWN: “We’re under heeeere.” 
 
Electricity engulfed my spine, and our jaws fell open as the 
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ghostly words were spoken again and again as the segment was 
repeatedly rewound and reviewed. A distinct female voice had 
responded to my taunts: “We’re under here.” 

In the space of two hours, we’d been christened by the voices of 
the unknown and blessed with the title of paranormal investigators – 
with evidence! I can’t wait to share these recordings with people – 
friends, co-workers, skeptics, and hardcore believers alike – to see if 
their reactions mirror my own. I’ve been debating over whether or not 
to post them on a website for the rest of the world to see, but I’m 
hesitant due to the fear of them being copied; perhaps by an 
investigator less fortunate, who might try to claim them as their own. 

On that note, I’ve come to the conclusion that our team needs a 
name. A clever name that will spark easy recognition, as well as 
looking cool on a T-shirt. Unfortunately, it’s doubtful that I’ll find the 
time to return to McWright to see if I can uncover the identity of 
Carla, mainly because we’d need to go during the day in order to read 
the headstones. There’s also that fact that none of us have gathered 
the nerve to enter a sunken mausoleum in pitch-black conditions. 
Yet… 
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CHAPTER TWO 

The Beginner’s Luck Curse 
 
 

 
November 1st, 2006 
P.R.I.N.T. has been born: Paranormal Research and Investigations of 
North Texas. 

 
Our mission statement: 
“P.R.I.N.T. is a non-profit organization that is dedicated to furthering the 
research and exploration into the scientific aspect of paranormal 
investigation. We are not psychics, nor are we ‘Ghostbusters’. However, we 
believe that there is something more out there than what the powers that be 
have led us to believe. If you believe that you have a paranormal problem, or 
blessing depending on whether you’re one of those ‘glass half-full’ kind of 
people, we would be honored to assist you in discovering and verifying the 
activity in a scientific and rational manner. To initiate an investigation, 
leave us a personal message containing your name, a phone number that you 
can be reached at, and a brief description of the activity. From there we will 
conduct a telephone interview to determine if your problem requires further 
investigation. Please do not falsify information or contact us because you are 
a skeptic that finds those sorts of things humorous. We take our work and 
beliefs very seriously. By no means will you be charged for any of our 
services. If you have not experienced paranormal activity personally but 
know of a particular location that has, please feel free to contact us also. It’s 
all about discovery and the quest to further our knowledge into the unknown 
to share with one and all. Until then … keep believing.” 
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In the days following our investigation, I’ve continued to stun all of 
the skeptics and semi-enthusiasts that I’ve come into contact with. 
The “Carla” EVP has raised more than a few eyebrows, sometimes 
accompanied by a “wow” or “that’s pretty cool”. Oddly enough, I 
have a friend who refuses to allow his wife to hear our findings after 
her reaction to the data we posted on our new website. Being the 
comedian I am, the temptation was irresistible – all I’m going to say is 
that I had no idea a package delivery could be so traumatic. 

One reader has taken it upon himself to go to the cemetery and 
attempt to track down a Carla. There isn’t a soul buried in or near the 
mausoleum bearing that name; however, upon some extensive 
genealogy research, it’s been discovered that one of the occupants had 
a daughter named Cora. So, no mysteries solved on that count, but a 
very resourceful effort nonetheless. 

With the organization having gone public, along with an endless 
ocean of professional advice and resources from various paranormal 
research organizations, we now face the grueling task of deciding the 
location of our next investigation. Over the last couple of days, our 
email account has been flooded with ideas spanning from local myths 
to renamed and relocated urban legends that vary from town to town, 
teller to teller. I personally feel that locations with reported 
paranormal activity could be misleading to us, with it being so early 
on in our involvement and education in this field. If the reported 
activity fails to occur upon our particular visit then it could result in 
an egotistical destruction from which the organization might never 
recover. So, for the sake of privacy and a chance to chart previously 
unknown paranormal activity, we’ve decided to take a gamble on 
somewhere that we’ve never caught the slightest whisper of any 
sightings or occurrences. The only questions that remain are where 
and when? 
 
 
November 5th, 2006 
The fate and date of our next investigation has been raped from us by 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 26 ~ 

a sudden and unwelcome case of the flu. There isn’t the slightest 
chance of hope that I can endure the metamorphosis required to 
emerge from my sanctuary of blankets to venture into the chilled 
night air, especially not to lurk around cemeteries seeking pneumonia. 
Still, I haven’t been able to miss any real work, which seems to have 
intensified and extended the duration of the illness. While enduring 
the delusions of a Nyquil coma, I initiated a conversation with a co-
worker about the idea of a paranormal curse, only to be met with tales 
of horror in the workplace; thus sparking my interest in my job like 
never before. 

For me, the better part of an average week is spent slaving away 
as an abused and unappreciated corrections officer at the local county 
jail. I’ve seen things there that would sour the stomachs and minds of 
the planet’s strongest individuals – human beings can be sick and 
twisted when you begin to scrape away at the darkened depths of the 
proverbial barrel. The things I was informed of on this particular 
evening, however, had little to do with the living and everything to 
do with what might be lurking in the lonely corners of the dilapidated 
structure. Negativity breeds and multiplies there with every passing 
second, providing an ideal home for the blackest forms of the 
paranormal. Besides, I’m already aware of the fact that, a couple of 
months previously, someone died there. 

Almost every paranormal group that’s been fortunate enough to 
land a television following has, at one time or another, conducted 
investigations at abandoned correctional facilities. For the reason that 
mine is still operational, it cannot be investigated properly. It’s highly 
illegal to bring any type of recording device into an operational 
correctional facility without consent from the residing authority 
figure. Something tells me that no matter the extent of my begging, 
our yokel of a county bumpkin authority figure isn’t going to allow 
this. In fact, he’d probably order me to undergo an exorcism for 
believing in such evil things. It saddens me deeply that this can’t be 
accomplished, especially after being teased with stories of shadowy 
figures in the night; along with an actual full-bodied, female 
apparition. She’s known to have been seen on the recreation yard by 
both inmates and officers alike, and apparently bears a distinct 
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resemblance to a woman who passed away not ten feet from that 
exact location. If only there was a way to disguise the equipment 
required in order to prove these hauntings … 

My next plan is expected to take a few weeks to formulize, 
although I’m holding high hopes of success for it. Growing up in my 
hometown, the urban legends and myths that surround the Money 
Cemetery are timeless. Money is a private burial ground for one of the 
most highly recognizable family names in this area, although I’ve 
never possessed the nerve to enter the horror movie of a place before. 
Ancient, gothic headstones sit in the middle of nowhere and can only 
be accessed by crossing a rickety iron bridge that spans a small section 
of the creek, which branches off from the murky, snake-infested 
Sabine River. Depending on which generation you’re from, this death 
trap waiting to occur is commonly referred to as the “Goat Man 
Bridge” or the “Cry Baby Bridge”. As my generation tells it, if you 
pull up on the wreck of a fording device, disengage your vehicle’s 
engine, blast your horn three times, and then attempt to restart the 
motor, the vehicle will refuse to do so and you’d come face to face 
with the terrifying Goat Man. Supposedly, this is the spectral entity of 
an old vagabond hermit who used to reside underneath the bridge. 

The newer generation is known to call it “Cry Baby Bridge”. The 
story goes that a school bus full of children was attempting to cross 
the time-weakened structure in a torrential downpour during one of 
the creek’s swollen stages. The bridge collapsed under the weight of 
the bus, and a violent rush of water carried the unsuspecting children 
away to an untimely death. Once again, if you park up on the bridge 
and go through the routine of stopping and starting your vehicle’s 
engine, you’ll be serenaded by the screams and cries of the children 
that perished. The last time I traversed the bridge was a good three 
years ago, and the only screaming I heard was that of my ex-wife and 
children as I guided the car to the edge of the structure while 
contemplating its durability. Regardless of which story you swore by 
in your youth, our intent is to either debunk these eerie tales or meet 
the famous Goat Man for ourselves. 

During my earlier mentioned medicated coma, I’d concocted a 
curious theory involving substitutes of equipment for EMF detection. 
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An EMF is an electromagnetic field or pulse, which is essentially a 
burst of energy not belonging to your average electrical device. Some 
paranormal investigators believe that these electrical occurrences are 
telltale signatures of a disembodied spirit. Readings can be detected 
and measured with an electromagnetic field gauge, which can be 
purchased at most electrical supply dealerships. These fields can 
sometimes be confused with buried cables and things of that nature, 
so it would assist one’s detection greatly if they possessed some 
background knowledge in the subject of electronics. Thanks to years 
of specialized education provided generously by the United States 
Army, I’m almost certain that I, in all my untapped electrical savvy, 
should be able to pull off EMF detection with no problem. Upon 
contacting the only electrical supplier in town that had the slightest 
clue as to what I was requesting, he informed me that this particular 
piece of ghost hunting technology was financially unobtainable. So I 
was forced to utilize the most efficient and inexpensive piece of 
equipment that I already possess: My often underused brain. 

The theory that I’m anxious to test involves the AM (amplitude 
modulation) band of your everyday handheld radio. Basically, 
stations produce different levels of power output that carry the 
information along, and this is received by AM radios according to the 
station or power level that they’re set to pick up on. So in theory, a 
radio such as this is an inexpensive power detector. If you were to set 
it on the lowest station available that doesn’t receive a transmission, 
but rather static or “white noise”, and place it near a source of power 
or radiation (such as a computer screen or television set) then this 
would result in a definite alteration of the volume and pitch of the 
white noise. My aim is to discover whether any unidentified 
electromagnetic field that I come into contact with during an 
investigation will make the radio respond in the same way as if 
coming into contact with electronic appliances around the home. All I 
can do is cross my fingers and hope for the best, for soon the time will 
come when we once again head out into the unknown. 

 
 
November 12th, 2006 
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On this bitter cold evening, we left for our chosen destination: Money 
Cemetery. Despite all the years that separate me from my childhood, 
as soon as we reached the road that led up to the location itself, a 
familiar feeling of dread swept over me, causing my feet to tingle. The 
couple of occupied houses slid by us on either side of the vehicle, and 
the eerie darkness swallowed us up. There was no visible moon to 
illuminate our expedition due to the thick cover of trees that seemed 
to hug one another in a strange, arboreal camouflage overhead. I 
cranked up the Rob Zombie that was playing on the stereo to give the 
mood a kick in the right direction, while mustering the mental 
courage to step onto grounds that pained me to drive by in broad 
daylight. It actually seemed to grow darker as we traveled along the 
road, our headlights barely providing enough illumination to 
navigate the unmaintained and forgotten country lane. I took a deep 
breath, placed a death grip on the steering wheel, and drove blindly 
into the darkness. 

When the road sign first appeared, it didn’t at all surprise me: 
“Road closed 500 feet ahead, bridge out”. It has finally, after all these 
years, become unfit for travel, leaving the Goat Man homeless yet 
again. There does exist an alternative route, but I refuse to get lost out 
in the boonies and so will resolve to go back in the daylight. Our 
moods and motivation were blown, and the rusting frame of the 
bridge seemed to laugh at us as it gleamed from the edge of our 
headlights. Defeated, we tucked our tails between our legs and turned 
the car in the opposite direction, back towards civilization. 

We stopped at a large, worker-manicured cemetery and snapped a 
few quick pictures, along with half an hour’s worth of EVP 
recordings; yet we found nothing upon review. Our second 
investigation has been a failure, and this stings me deep inside my 
soul. Lots of paranormal investigators spend their entire lives never 
finding what we stumbled across on our very first outing, yet they 
continue to search because they truly believe in what they’re doing. I, 
too, believe the answers to all of the taboo questions of mankind are 
out there for those of us who possess the bravery and will to be 
successful in this field. This kind of sting is likely to be experienced 
from time to time as we conduct future failed investigations. There’ll 
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always be another time, another place, and that’s where we plan on 
being. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

There’s No Place Like Home 
 
 

 
November 13th, 2006 
With our second investigation having been put temporarily on hold 
and the unwelcome arrival of the holiday season, our morale is at an 
all-time low. Being the black sheep of the family – i.e., not stuffing 
myself into a crowded church pew twice a week while someone force 
feeds me their impression of how my life should be conducted – I 
don’t get invited to a lot of family functions. Just to place a thick layer 
of “crap” icing on my cake of despair, my vacation plans have been 
rejected at work, meaning there’s no possible way for Nez to be with 
her family in Los Angeles. Life is beginning to drag both of us down. 

The other day before work, I began to search through a box of 
books that I’d collected over the years but never got around to 
reading. The first one that caught my interest was titled, Ghosts of 
North Texas by Mitchel Whitington. I remember glancing through it 
when it was first given to me and noticing that the very first chapter 
was called “Annie and the Kandy Kitchen”. The book involves stories 
of paranormal phenomena inside the gates of our local theme park, 
Six Flags Over Texas. Shortly after reading this chapter, the book had 
been packed away for the purpose of moving and then stowed in a 
closet at my new apartment. I wanted to continue reading it because 
I’d visited Six Flags over the summer and actually stopped by at the 
Kandy Kitchen, which is now a pizza parlor or something, to verify 
reports of a haunting. The employees had answered all of my 
inquiries, including a talkative security guard, who’d tantalized me 
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even more by letting slip a few stories that the others had kept 
amongst themselves. It took some time to finish the book but, to my 
surprise, it was unlike any other that I’ve read previously. Instead of 
being full of personal experiences, whereby the author happened to 
be in the right place at the right time, it was a guide describing where 
to go in the Dallas-Fort Worth Metroplex to conduct paranormal 
investigations; as well as detailed descriptions of location histories, 
paranormal accounts, and witness interviews. The author had very 
little to report of his own experiences, yet managed to keep me 
captivated from cover to cover. The part that touched me the most 
was a section in the introduction titled, “A Few Words about Ghost 
Hunting”. It’s basically a set of guidelines to follow while conducting 
your own investigations, concerning courtesy, respect of property, and 
the possible dangers of lurking in cemeteries at midnight. It even gave 
a little pep talk on how to react during a paranormal encounter. One 
section that affected me personally, though, was guideline number 
four: 

 
“Plan to put in a little time. Unfortunately, ghosts seem to show up on 

their own schedule, not ours. I’ve had experiences on the first night of 
staying in a bed & breakfast, but then again, I’ve dined in a particular 
haunted restaurant dozens of times without a single chill running down my 
spine. Realize that you’re simply not going to have an experience every time 
you go out, and enjoy them when they do occur.” 

 
This passage actually made me stop and think about how we’ve 

been beating ourselves up lately, as well as sparking some well-
needed encouragement. A highly recommended read by Mitchel 
Whitington, and now it’s time to quit whining and get back on the 
horse. 

 
 
November 17th, 2006 
A few nights ago, after my eight-hour taste of the human underworld, 
I returned home just in time to catch an old friend that had been 
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missing in action over the past several months. Much to my surprise, 
standing in the kitchen was the six-foot-tall shadow man. He 
remained there, motionless; shoulders bowed out like I’d just 
intruded on his personal domain. We glared at one another like Old 
West gunslingers itching to settle a heated dispute. Being the 
aggressor in our already established relationship, I asked him, 
“What’s your gig, guarding the refrigerator?” 

In humiliation, I suppose, he disappeared. It’s my home and I own 
a tongue sharp enough to protect it. This recent encounter left me 
wanting more, so I’m in the process of concocting a plan that will, 
hopefully, enable me to shed some light on what our illusive friend 
might be and why he insists on following Nez from place to place. 
When I asked her when the last time was that she’d encountered her 
favorite spectral groupie, as expected, her answer coincided with my 
latest experience. Having been such a regular part of her life for so 
long, the sighting hadn’t triggered any type of alarm that she’d felt 
necessary to share with me. Yet I’m determined to catch some type of 
physical evidence of this intruder, no matter how insignificant he is to 
her. At least that will better enable me to figure out who he is or what 
object ties him to our world. 

 
 

November 18th, 2006 
After returning home from work this evening, I casually went about 
my routine of shedding my sheriff’s office monkey suit and hanging it 
neatly in my closet because I’m anal like that. Then I located a blank 
tape and my voice recorder from a case on the top shelf, which 
contains some of our investigation equipment. I found a static only 
area on the dial of my bedroom stereo and turned the volume to a 
barely audible setting, providing a white noise effect, and placed the 
recorder beside it. Turning off the ceiling fan and making sure that all 
of our household pets had vacated the room, I flicked off the lights, 
shut the door, and then continued my nightly activities as normal. 

Nez and I consumed a late dinner and then settled down in front 
of the television. After what seemed like forever, I was certain that the 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 34 ~ 

ninety-minute tape had run its entirety. I went upstairs, and as I 
slowly opened the bedroom door, an all too familiar tingle crept down 
my spine. With the hairs on the back of my neck prickling to attention, 
I retrieved the audio tape and returned to the living room to begin its 
review. Using headphones to filter out the commotion of our 
quarreling feline and canine companions, I began the playback. 

Ten minutes came and went, revealing nothing more than the 
constant noise of an untuned radio, until finally the disturbances 
began. It sounded like the recorder was being tapped and scratched 
by some curious force, as though whatever it was was trying to 
decipher its purpose for being in the room. I could hear it being slid 
across the dresser on which I’d perched it, slowly away from the 
source of the white noise and then back towards its originating 
position. Occasionally, I could make out some sort of vocal 
communication, like that which would exist between two individuals 
during a conversation. The words themselves weren’t distinguishable 
because I’d set the volume of the radio too loud. Being new to indoor 
recording techniques, my inexperience had cost me the entire session 
and I’d lost the chance of finding anything other than the recorder 
being played with – or so I believed. 

Just then, there was the sound of a door being shut inside the 
bedroom: Loud enough to be picked up in the recordings, but not to 
the point where I’d heard it from my living room. While I was busy 
racking my brain trying to recall whether or not the closets and 
bathroom door had been secured earlier, the tape revealed another 
slam. Again, it was the shutting of a door. The way I see it, in order for 
a door to be closed numerous times, there has to exist a point at which 
it would be reopened. This ghost is more active than I’d previously 
known him to be. Perhaps he felt threatened because I’d placed the 
equipment in one of his favorite corners, or maybe he knew exactly 
what it represented and was doing his paranormal best to showboat; 
stating in his own special way that he’s big, bad, and here to stay. 
Either way, the evidence that I’ve gathered points towards the idea 
that we’re the proud owners of an active haunting – if not a 
poltergeist. Yet there remains some disappointment in the fact that we 
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still haven’t acquired any clues that can assist us in the revelation of 
its purpose or identity. For all casual reasons, and until we can afford 
more accurate and technically advanced detection equipment to aid 
us, we’ve decided to name him Bob. 

And by the way, Bob, if you’re reading this: I still own a vacuum 
cleaner, and I’m not afraid to use it. 

 
 

November 19th, 2006 
I arose early this morning because I couldn’t force myself to sleep 
anymore. Last night, Nez had decided to retire earlier than usual. 
Even though our resident ghost is officially no big deal to her, the 
evidence from the recording was more than enough to qualify her 
asking me to accompany her. I snuck quietly into the spare bedroom, 
which doubles as my Dallas Stars shrine, and decided to spend a little 
time on the internet to conduct some research and correspond with 
my fellow investigators. Once I’d filtered through all of the junk mail 
in my inbox, I arrived at a confirmation message from the founder of 
the IPI. This is the International Paranormal Investigators 
organization, which serves as a type of regulation system for the 
ghost hunting world. It has a set of firm beliefs and bylaws that you 
must agree to while conducting investigations and presenting results. 
Thus, it helps to weed out the phonies and anyone else who would 
tarnish the reputation of those who are legitimate and respected in 
this field. P.R.I.N.T. is now part of the registry of the International 
Paranormal Investigators. Neat! 

Feeling honored for the recognition of being involved in a field 
that we’re so passionate about, and have dreamed of being a part of 
for so long, we’re looking into acquiring more equipment so we can 
continue to obtain results and further our research. We refuse to turn 
it into a business, though. Nez and I have always vowed to keep it fun 
and interesting, leaving all of the decisions between the two of us. 
Never in a million years did I imagine that our little hobby would 
have grown so large, so quickly. That we’d immediately begin to 
capture evidence and reveal the existence of paranormal phenomena. 
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Now that the spirits are speaking, I feel like I’ve been whisked away 
in a storm of unbelievable magnitude. Ghosts really do exist, and with 
every EVP, cold spot, and unexplained ball of light that we discover, 
I’m going to use it to assist the rest of the world with believing that 
they exist also. The only real problem is predicting their schedule and 
where to locate them. 

I took some time to properly dissect the IPI website and 
discovered that it also serves as a gathering point for investigators: A 
forum where registered members can meet at weekly scheduled times 
to swap ideas, results, and techniques. Becoming a part of this has 
provided a bit of a wakeup call for me. After glancing over some of 
the topics of discussion among the different groups, I came to the 
conclusion that others have begun to take our organization seriously. 
Upon this line of thinking, I need to take it more seriously also. After 
all, this is no longer a hobby but a way of life. 

 
 

November 30th, 2006 
With the Christmas holidays creeping closer, I’ve had yet another 
vacation request shot down and have to work both Christmas and 
New Year, as well as the eves that belong to them. Nez has received an 
invite from her family to fly home and won’t be returning until well 
after the New Year, thus splitting the team temporarily in half. This 
will provide a good opportunity to do some much needed research 
into previous investigations and future adventures. It also poses the 
question as to whether Bob will follow Nez back to California or stay 
behind to torment me. And whatever happened to the little girl that 
had been in the house when we’d first moved in? Is it possible for a 
weaker apparition to somehow be engulfed by a stronger one? 

All of these questions are only serving my desire to get back out 
there. I could possibly risk a solo investigation, or perhaps invite 
along one of the many people who’ve been desperate to join us on one 
of our excursions, but it just wouldn’t feel right and there’s too much 
danger in going alone. Until the holidays become a barely visible spec 
in our rearview mirrors, P.R.I.N.T. is going into hibernation. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

Birth and Death 
 
 

 
December 12th, 2006 
I’ve caught myself reminiscing a lot recently. Thinking back to a time 
that seemed so easy and carefree, when we all lived, loved, and 
shared; and actually believed those feelings would never end. A time 
when a child could stay outside alone until well after dark, its parents 
not giving a second thought as to the safety of their kin. When you 
could run to the corner store with a ten spot, put five in the car; use a 
buck and a half for smokes, and still have enough left over to catch a 
movie before the day was done. I’m not sure what triggered the 
catastrophic changes that our world has suffered over the past decade 
or so, but it seems that “easy and carefree” are figments of our 
imaginations these days – unless you’re someone who’s still waiting 
for the chemicals to wear off. 

In the glorious year of 1989, I drove a twelve-year-old Chevrolet 
Monte Carlo that would graciously suck down a gallon of gasoline 
every time I pulled away from a red light. I smoked Marlboro 
cigarettes and spent about four hours in a movie theater on a weekly 
basis. Now I’m barely able to afford the courage to plead with an 
acquaintance to borrow a DVD, like some entertainment starved Tiny 
Tim of the New Millennium. I recently asked a co-worker for a 
cigarette and he handed me a contract to sign, whereby I was forced 
to list the names and addresses of my closest friends and relatives. 

This latest rant of mine stems from severely angry feelings I have 
after sustaining an injury at work, while doing my mortal best to 
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protect the general public from the scum of society. I spent five days 
on crutches, knocking out any chance of a weekend investigation – 
not to mention the fact that I was under the influence of some 
hardcore painkillers. Upon my dazed return to work, I caught up with 
my fellow co-workers to see what had been transpiring during my 
absence. As usual, nothing new to report – with one exception. 

One man shared with me something that I never imagined would 
come from him, which is why I totally believe it. When most people 
tell you a ghost story, it’s so they can listen to the sound of their own 
gums flapping and is most likely secondhand information picked up 
from the previous night’s episode of Unsolved Mysteries – not this guy, 
though. He began to tell me of strange occurrences that have been 
taking place in his home, as well as the vehicles of family members. It 
seems that his significant other had been driving home one day, and 
upon checking the rearview mirror, she noticed an unlisted passenger 
occupying her back seat. After doing a double take, this person was 
no longer visible. She swerved into a parking lot and frantically 
searched for the unwelcome hitchhiker. Finding no one, she called her 
partner to inform him of her distress. Once he’d calmed her down, she 
cautiously re-entered the truck and continued her journey home. Sure 
enough, after a casual peek into her rearview mirror she learned that, 
yet again, she wasn’t alone. At this point, my interest peaked. 

Upon arriving home, the disturbed woman remained in the 
vehicle, refusing to move while glancing repeatedly into the mirror 
and watching the disappearing and reappearing act of the mysterious 
guest. My co-worker rushed to his partner’s aid, only to find that she 
was all alone. Naturally, he was skeptical about her experiences. That 
was, until he began to suspect that whatever was haunting their truck 
had possibly followed them into their home. 

Apparently, a child’s giggle can be heard at night, when all of the 
children in the household are sound asleep. The apparition has a 
tendency to open locked doors and scatter belongings that were 
previously in a straightened condition. My co-worker even claims that 
it’s appeared to him and his partner in the form of a young girl. At 
which point, I asked him eagerly, “When do you want us to come 
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over?” 
I could hardly wait. Even though I’d promised to take a break 

over the holidays, we had a few days before Nez was due to leave for 
the west coast. That gave us just enough time to prepare and execute 
an investigation. Everything was arranged for this Sunday. 

Unfortunately, in my personal life, things rarely go according to 
plan. I received a phone call from my mother this morning. She broke 
the news that every man and woman dreads, regardless of age or 
experience: My father isn’t going to live through the weekend. 

For a few years now, my dad has been desperately battling cancer. 
Now it seems as if his spiritual sword has become dull and weakened, 
leaving him no other choice but to lay down his arms and accept 
defeat. In spite of him not being my biological father, a parent isn’t 
designated by biology alone. I am also called “Dad” with no blood 
relation involved, and I’d trade nothing on this earth to relinquish the 
love that I hold from my middle daughter. My father has loved and 
cared for me and my brothers as though he’s been a part of our lives 
from the beginning. His two biological children have grown up to be 
superficial and disrespectful, so he claimed us as his own and we 
claimed him for a parent. When he and my mother had first got 
together, I was expecting nothing more than a photocopy of every 
other half-witted pseudo father that I’d painfully learned to accept 
over the years. Little did I know that my mother had landed the soul 
mate that she’d described to me many years ago, back when I was a 
child: A tall, long-haired man that was successful and respectful, 
regardless of what the general public speculated by judging his 
appearance. He owned a Harley, along with the sense of humor and 
playfulness of someone who refused to grow up; yet he could remain 
authoritative and serious for any situation at any second. They were a 
perfect match. 

Since my father was diagnosed with cancer, I’ve watched in 
dismay as his body and physical abilities have gradually weakened, 
but it’s never broken his spirit. Being from Chicago, he possesses an 
unlimited amount of hockey knowledge that allows us to 
communicate in a language that most of my friends think of as being 
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alien. It’s this bond that has always made me feel so close to him, 
regardless of how much time exists between visits. He’s not only a 
father to me, but a very dear friend. 

 
 

December 18th, 2006 
When I entered the room in my parents’ home where a hospital bed 
had been placed for my dad, I gazed sadly upon the skeletal shell of 
the once great man who had professed his love and devotion to our 
family. At that moment, I understood how real the situation was, and 
that there’d be no return or recovery from his condition. The hum of 
the breathing machines that assisted him in hanging onto those he 
held dear filled the room, thankfully drowning out the moans of 
sorrow that surrounded him. For three days, my mother, brothers, 
Nez, and I remained in a constant vigil, with the nurses changing in 
shifts to offer their knowledge and skills in the moment of my father’s 
departure. His communication skills were no longer available to him, 
leaving only the most basic of facial expressions and sounds to give us 
small clues revealing his conditions and discomforts. My last joyous 
memory of him will live with me forever, as it was the moment a 
dying man showed a glimpse of the child that resided in his 
subconscious. 

My mother had insisted that we celebrate Christmas a few days 
early, before the magic of the holiday season was replaced by the 
mourning of our passed loved one. Being an obsessed Star Wars fan, 
one of my gifts from my parents was a Master Replica of Anakin 
Skywalker’s light saber. At my mother’s request, I took it into the 
room to show my dad what he’d anxiously awaited to see since 
they’d purchased it many months ago, during a period of his better 
health. As I flipped the switch on the metallic hilt, the radiant blue 
blade sprang to life, engulfing the darkened room with a blinding 
glow. No face in the crowded room was visible, save one. Only 
precious hours from exiting a world that had dealt him this heartless 
hand of fate, my father stared, childlike and astonished at its 
eminence; his wonder resembling that of my son’s upon seeing his 
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first fireworks display. I flicked the switch to the “off” position and 
the embers of the blade were extinguished, as soon did he. But not 
before receiving a visitor that would spark his final moments. 

No matter how difficult and hopeless everything seemed, my 
brothers and I refused to show him our grief. His biological son, 
however, did not agree with this unspoken contract. He entered the 
room, sobbing like a spoiled child with a skinned knee, to pay his 
final respects. Quite ironic seeing as his previous involvement with 
aiding us in the care of his father had consisted of sitting on the couch 
in another room, staring blankly at the wall. His intentions weren’t to 
assist us in any manner. His superficial instincts were made perfectly 
clear upon speaking his final words to his giver of life, and I quote: 

“Well, goodbye, Dad. I love you. I’ll see you soon, but hopefully 
not too soon.” 

After this, the spoiled brat removed himself from the bedside and 
turned to walk away. My stepfather, having not been able to mutter 
an understandable phrase in my presence for days, glared up at his 
firstborn and uttered the last words that would ever leave his mouth. 

“Fuck you.” 
It was at this point that his breathing became accelerated, and he 

began to slip away into oblivion. Our family and friends, being an 
extremely diverse circle, joined hands and recited a final prayer. 
White, black, Italian, Hispanic, Middle Eastern, pagan, Christian, 
Catholic, heterosexual and homosexual: They were all represented. I 
felt an electric surge of spiritual energy rush through my body as it 
left his own. My mother leaned forwards, closed his eyes, and placed 
a gentle kiss on his forehead. 

“May the Force be with you,” she whispered. 
As his pain and struggle for life expired, so did our strength. Now 

was the time for mourning. And it was my birthday. 
What happened next might seem odd to some – if not disturbing – 

but I couldn’t afford to miss this opportunity, and my father had 
already given me his blessing. So I gathered my bearings and entered 
the room in which he’d passed away only minutes before. As I set up 
the recording equipment, I couldn’t help but feel intimately guilty for 
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doing so, in spite of having my mother’s support. But a ghost hunter 
must hunt, and what better hunting grounds than a room that quite 
possibly contained the fresh spiritual residue of an untimely death? 
Upon review of the footage, however, my fears came to rest and I 
could finally exhale a breath of relief. I found nothing … nothing to 
see, nothing to hear. He had no business left in this world. 

Goodbye, Robert “Bob” Daniel Jack, and may the Force be with 
you. 

 
 
December 31st, 2006 
There came a point recently when I began to wonder if I’ve been so 
caught up with the dealings of the dead that I’m starting to neglect 
the living. I’d felt my father’s energy disperse at the exact moment of 
his death. It had passed through us on its wayward journey into the 
abyss, but if it doesn’t linger here then where does it go? I fear that I 
have more questions now than ever before. 

Speaking to my mother on Christmas day, exactly a week after his 
death, she told me that his presence could still be felt in their home. 
She was woken that very morning by the clicking sound of a cough 
medicine bottle being opened, which had been a regular occurrence 
while my dad was alive. When she’d gone to investigate the 
disturbance, she caught a glimpse of someone standing in the kitchen. 
It was only for a fraction of a second, but once the image had 
vanished, she noticed some sunflowers that he’d picked for her on the 
previous Thanksgiving. They’d wilted and died a short time after 
being plucked, but she’d decided to keep them for sentimental 
purposes. On this particular morning, however, they were in full 
bloom. 

Perhaps my father’s essence is still lingering, and the reason I’d 
caught no evidence of it was because he’s not there for me. He’s there 
for my mother. That doesn’t mean I want to stop trying, just that I 
have no sense of urgency to tackle any further investigations in their 
home. There aren’t any discoveries to be made, and our concentration 
and efforts need to be focused on revealing the mysteries that had 
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drawn us into this lifestyle in the first place. My New Year’s 
resolution is to put the past behind me and drive forwards in my 
personal life, with both my job and our calling as ghost hunters. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

You Can Run 
 
 

 
January 20th, 2007 
The past month has been spent doing exactly what I’d promised 
myself, although there was a huge delay in getting back into the 
investigations. Family gatherings were vast after the death of my 
stepfather, and between my difficult career and trying to stay as 
involved as possible in the lives of my children, I’ve barely had time 
to schedule in the dogs’ walks. The road to recovery is always a long 
one, but after spending some time nestled in my own personal 
dreamland, I came out of the other side feeling renewed and eager to 
face the future. 

Upon my return to work, things soon began to fall back into their 
preholiday places. Life at home, however, has taken a strange and 
unexpected turn. Late one night, as Nez and I were shaking off the 
stresses of the day, our resident shadow person decided to make his 
presence known by stationing himself in the entrance to our bedroom. 
We’ve changed his name to Fred because, with Bob being my late 
stepfather’s name, I thought it would cause confusion in case he ever 
decided to show up as well. 

Too tired for words, I grabbed the nearest thing I could place my 
hands on, which in this case was a slobber-covered tennis ball that 
belonged to our Border Collie, Karma. As I launched the ball 
repeatedly into the hallway, I obtained the results that I’d expected. 
The ball passed clearly through the entity, struck the opposite wall, 
and then returned to me. The dog, having woken from her tenth nap 
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of the day, watched me playfully as I handled her favorite toy. Then 
she decided to participate in my experiment by launching forth in a 
rush of kinetic energy, paying no attention to the figure that was now 
standing between us. The ball passed through the shadow again and, 
wagging her tail, Karma trotted back over to me to deliver the 
projectile. I, on the other hand, was less interested in playing fetch 
and more concerned with making certain that I annoyed our 
houseguest to the point of him vanishing or, better yet, packing his 
paranormal bags and leaving our good graces forever. 

Once again, I rocketed the ball towards my ghostly nemesis. 
Karma gave chase but, upon approaching my target, she quickly 
threw on her doggy brakes like an eighteen wheeler attempting to 
avoid a catastrophic accident on a rain-slicked highway. She stood, 
statuesque, in front of the entity as if the moment was frozen in time. 
Then she let out a deafening yelp, as though she’d been run through 
with a searing hot blade, before shooting into Nez’s lap at a velocity 
that could have destroyed our furniture as well as my girlfriend’s 
skeletal structure. In the safe arms of her owner, the petrified dog 
shook violently in a way that I’ve never witnessed before. Satisfied 
with the results, Fred dispersed from sight. As we comforted Karma 
and placed her back onto her legs, she urinated uncontrollably on the 
floor. 

So, adding a new element to the equation, whatever resides in our 
home has the ability to physically harm a living creature. This finding 
is very disturbing to me. How long before it starts on Nez and me, or 
the children approach me with unexplained marks on their bodies? So 
far, the entity has paid them no mind to the point that he’s never 
actually been spotted by them. According to Konstantinos, the author 
of a book titled, Speak with the Dead, most supernatural experiences are 
likely to occur during childhood. This is because extensive education, 
television, and the laws and beliefs of the powers that be have not yet 
had a chance to dull our psychic abilities – that is, the ability to 
interact with the other side of reality. 

That being said, before the unspeakable does take place, we’ve 
come to the conclusion that we need to update our detection 
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equipment in a way that gives us an edge; thus increasing the 
effectiveness of our investigative abilities, both at home and out in the 
field. So we’ve finally purchased an EMF meter. 

 
 

February 13th, 2007 
When I returned home from work this evening, I found a slip of paper 
in our mailbox stating that a package had been delivered for me and 
taken to the landlord’s office. This meant that I had to roust up the 
assistant manager and try to explain to her that the property she 
manages is haunted, without being slapped with an eviction notice. I 
begged, pleaded, and practically groveled on my knees but, as 
expected, she demanded to know what was so important that I’d felt 
it necessary to interrupt her fun-filled evening with Wheel of Fortune. 

I answered, “An electromagnetic field detector.” 
Then came the inevitable arrival of her dumbfounded glare. “And 

what does an electro whatever meter do?” she said. 
“It detects and measures electromagnetic fields.” 
Thankfully, this confused her even more so she dropped the 

subject. I obtained my prize and then returned home as quickly as I 
could. I ripped open the shipping box, causing an explosion of 
Styrofoam peanuts all over my living room floor, and there she lay: 
Our ticket to the next level. I took out the piece of equipment that I’d 
been longing to possess from the very beginning of this journey, but 
as I stared down at its polished black body, I realized it was nothing 
more than a non-responsive piece of junk unless I provided a power 
source for it. I hadn’t owned a nine-volt battery since the end of the 
late eighties, so I jumped into the car and sped across town to 
infiltrate the hillbilly version of the Death Star: Wal-Mart. 

No sooner had I left than I was back at home, cranking up the 
EMF meter and beginning the task of visiting each room in the house 
to establish base readings. Wielding the device effectively would 
allow me to detect an electromagnetic field not belonging to our 
earthly technology and, hopefully, locate our dog-beating houseguest. 
Before that takes place, though, it’s finally time to launch our first 
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investigation of the New Year and test out how valuable an EMF 
meter is in the field. McWright Cemetery is the perfect choice for this 
experiment. Because we’d obtained so much evidence the first time 
around, I have no doubts of our continued success. Nez and I have 
recently been going through the audio data from our previous 
investigation there, and she discovered an EVP that had been 
overlooked during our first review session. It was a section of tape in 
which she’d inquired as to when we were going to perform some 
recordings in the vicinity of her father’s grave. Wanting to avoid any 
type of discovery that would cause an emotional stir in my partner, 
I’d replied, “We’ll save that.” 

Immediately after I’d spoken, another voice comes through on the 
recording. It finished my statement by simply stating, “For last.” 

So, with three documented EVP’s caught in one evening, 
McWright is the definitive choice to secure success. However, the 
addition to our equipment does create a minor flaw in our game plan: 
Too much stuff and not enough hands to carry it. Due to ridicule by 
skeptics and criticism from the hardcore residents of the Bible belt, 
our friend that assisted us in our initial investigation is no longer 
available. Although Nez and I had promised ourselves that the 
organization would stay between the two of us as far as decisions and 
credit for our findings are concerned, we still require someone to 
assist us. It just so happens that I have a co-worker who’s been 
desperate to come along for the ride ever since I brought some EVP 
results to work with me. I feel like he’s a sincere and trustworthy 
man, as well as possessing the nerve to stand by us regardless of what 
we might stumble upon. He was thrilled at the invitation when I 
contacted him, so once a date has been set, we’ll be traveling the 
familiar road towards our next investigation. 

 
 

March 1st, 2007 
As we crossed under the gate that created the threshold of McWright 
Cemetery, we came to the disappointing realization that we weren’t 
the only ones present at the site. There were already two vehicles 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 48 ~ 

parked up, which made me wonder if someone had been monitoring 
our website traffic with the intention of intercepting our work. As we 
closed in on the vehicles, having interrupted whatever nocturnal 
activities their operators had been up to, they simply drove away. 

After exiting the car, we prepared the camera equipment, audio 
recorder, and the EMF meter, and then headed down the pathway 
towards the sunken mausoleum – or as I’ve begun to call it, “Carla’s 
hideout”. The base reading on the EMF meter was a completely flat 
line, informing me that there was no electromagnetic interference in 
the area. With this in mind, I knew that any fluctuation in my 
readings would be a prime spot to begin photography. It was a clear 
night with a star-filled sky, the chilled air invading our lungs and 
causing a slight sting every time we breathed. It was the perfect night 
for an investigation, and it’s times like these that I really love who I 
am and what I represent. 

A few EMF spikes and photo opportunities later, we entered a 
grove of trees towards the center of the graveyard, which was where 
some of its oldest residents lay. Suddenly, the three of us froze dead in 
our tracks. There was an undeniable sound of footsteps closing in on 
us from behind. Shining our flashlights in all directions, we saw 
nothing and no one. A few steps further and the EMF meter flashed a 
bright red and began to beep rapidly, signaling to us that it had 
received a reading above a four. All of our previous readings had only 
been measured above a one or a two – not nearly enough to set off the 
alarm. After being temporarily blinded by a barrage of flash 
photography, we again pressed forward. Once we’d cleared the grove 
of trees, Nez and our assistant both experienced a strong scent of 
bubble gum near a collection of children’s gravestones from the early 
1900’s; evidently, the result of a plague that had swept through the 
land. Some type of epidemic that had taken the lives of entire families, 
no doubt. 

We lingered in the area for a while longer, and eventually the 
strange odor subsided. We turned to head back in the direction of the 
trees where we’d experienced the high EMF spike and, once again, we 
were stopped – only this time it was by the realization that we were 
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being watched. Beneath the highest tree in the center of the grove 
there stood a tall, black figure. There was nothing threatening about 
its demeanor, it just seemed to be observing us in the same manner as 
we were watching it, almost as if it was curious. As our senses 
returned to us and the feeling crept back into our tense bodies, our 
assistant raised his flashlight. The ghostly spectator faded away. 

With concrete shoes and a little fear lingering in our spines, we 
moved closer to the figure’s location but found nothing. We drifted 
into one of the newer parts of the cemetery, where we were lucky 
enough to get a few more spikes and photos, before deciding that 
we’d gathered enough data and personal experiences to call it a 
successful investigation. We powered down and packed up the 
equipment, then slid our cold, weary bodies into the comforts of the 
car. And so began the quiet drive back towards town. 

Once home, we glanced through all of the photographic evidence 
that we’d acquired and began to notice a distinct pattern – one that 
we never would have picked up on without the assistance of the EMF 
meter. In every photograph that was taken during the spikes, slight 
anomalies can be seen. One photo contains a figure almost 
representing that of a human being, standing in the same area in 
which we’d received the highest of the spikes. Was this figure also the 
cause of the mysterious footsteps that we’d heard earlier in the 
evening? We listened to the audio data in the hope that it would shed 
some extra light on the mysterious shadow. 

Near the beginning of the tape, only seconds after powering up 
the EMF meter, an eerie voice asks the burning question: “What’s 
this?” 

Perhaps the phantom had been tracking and observing us for the 
entire time that we were there. After that one EVP, however, there 
were no more attempts at communication. All that could be heard in 
the recordings were the antics and laughter of two amateur ghost 
hunters and their curious friend, along with the occasional, “What 
was that? Did you hear something?” 

A flutter of apprehension rose within me as I listened to the 
rustlings of numerous pairs of feet tramping through piles of dead 
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leaves. We’d had no idea that the prey in which we were hunting had 
actually been stalking us all along. I love this life! 
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CHAPTER SIX 

Fear and Loathing in Our 

Bedroom 
 
 

 
March 5th, 2007 
Several days have passed since the arrival of our newest piece of 
detection equipment. Something has begun to take place that leads 
me to believe we’re stepping on the toes of someone who, up until 
recently, has been able to maintain at least some element of surprise 
when it comes to his antics in our home. In simpler terminology, I 
think we’ve pissed our ghostly lodger off. 

The incident in question could be compared to the reaction of an 
animal when faced with danger. No matter what the nature of the 
animal, whether it’s domesticated or wild, if placed in a life-
threatening situation with nowhere to run except into the source of 
the danger itself, chances are that you’ve got a rather interesting fight 
on your hands. When the EMF meter had first arrived, I was quick to 
flaunt it in Fred’s face; educating him to the fact that he no longer 
possessed sanctuary in our home and stripping him of all scare 
power. I thought he had nowhere left to run, but I couldn’t have been 
more wrong. As fate would have it, he did run – directly at me. 

A few ticks shy of midnight, as I lay locked inside of a silent 
slumber, I received a shock that was more frightening than a night in 
any cemetery. What makes this story so unusual is the fact that our 
dog, Karma, is a big cuddly baby that never strays far from our sides. 
She wouldn’t hurt a flea unless it was putting someone in harm’s way. 
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Another point to factor in is that our bedroom door is always closed 
due to Karma’s tendency to wander into other areas of the house and 
have her way with electrical wires, plants, and anything else that 
might be of some financial or sentimental value. 

On this particular night, I was startled by the dog’s barking and 
was slowly coming to my senses when I heard the bedroom door 
handle being manipulated from the other side. Slowly, the door 
started to creak open. I prepared myself for the fight that was about to 
ensue between myself and whatever criminal, former inmate, or 
spouse that had been clever enough to bypass the locking 
mechanisms on my front door. Suddenly, a bluish, glowing light 
emerged from the hallway; and with it the form of an almost 
transparent man that strode towards me with a violent purpose. 

I sprang out of bed to intercept the intruder before he could catch 
me lying down or, worse yet, place his hands on my sleeping partner. 
My aggression didn’t startle him, nor did it slow down his approach. 
We soon collided, grappling one another like two pro hockey players 
jockeying for a better position to pull the other’s jersey above their 
head to deliver the final blow. 

Then I came to my senses: I was in fact sitting alone, safely on the 
edge of my bed. 

Oddly enough, I didn’t feel safe at all. There were spots on my 
body that ached as if I’d been physically fighting. It’s a feeling that 
I’m very familiar with due to events that regularly take place at work. 
To prove to myself that I was OK, I nudged Nez awake and asked her 
if she was alright. She moaned sleepily and replied, “Yes, why? 
What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing,” I lied. “I just had a really strange nightmare, that’s all.” 
Confused, she wanted to know why I’d asked about her condition 

when it was in fact me who had experienced the bad dream. To which 
I replied honestly, “I was just checking on you, baby.” 

My body still tingling with fear, I decided to scoot a little closer to 
her – subliminally for the protection factor, I guess. It was at this 
point, with my eyes better able to focus in the darkness, that I noticed 
my bedroom door was wide open. 



~ C. Derick Miller and Rae Louise ~ 

 

~ 53 ~ 

Had this paranormal attack actually happened, or was it part of a 
horrible dream? Could some of the energies from the cemeteries have 
followed us home? Were they trying to punish us for our intrusions? 
Was it a warning of things to come from the angry and retaliating 
resident of our own home? Like most experiences I’ve had as far as 
being a ghost hunter is concerned, once the fear had subsided, that 
familiar sense of curiosity once again shoved me deeper into the 
world of afterlife interaction. 

 
 

March 11th, 2007 
Over the course of the last four to five days, the heightened 
paranormal activity in our home has continued. Nez and I have 
spotted the figure peeking around corners at us on numerous 
occasions, almost like my children when they’ve been sent to their 
room for punishment and are starving for attention. The only 
difference being that the sight of my children doesn’t cause all of the 
blood in my body to rush downwards to my feet. It wasn’t until the 
entity grabbed the dog again, along with the scattering of our 
belongings on the bedroom dresser, that I began to view this behavior 
with a slight sense of understanding. 

I strongly believe that the reason for all of this discord is Fred’s 
way of saying that he wants to communicate with us. Considering our 
track record with the entity, I’m not expecting it to be a successful 
endeavor. While we may have captured EVP’s before, the ability to 
carry on a two-way conversation with a departed spirit is a skill that I 
have yet to obtain. One of our fellow hunters from an organization in 
South Texas has told me in the past of his interactions with EVP using 
a parabolic microphone, similar to those used during the telecast of a 
professional football game. Our budget is extremely limited and 
discouraging, but my colleague also explained that when he first 
began as an investigator, all he possessed was a shoebox tape recorder 
and a faulty flashlight. He urged me to continue and not to get 
discouraged just because we don’t own the latest hi-tech equipment. 

However, I refuse to run into this blindly. I want to remain as 
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professional as possible, so I turned to some seasoned advice on the 
subject – and I’m not talking about spirit mediums and alike. All 
spirits, if they choose, have the ability to communicate with humans if 
they deem them worthy enough to share experiences from the other 
side. I’ve experienced EVP’s, spirit photography, and seen things with 
my own eyes that would chill most people to the core, but not once 
have I claimed to have any type of psychic ability. Of course, there are 
plenty of people out there who legitimately possess the gift, and I 
have nothing but appreciation and respect for their contribution to 
this field. Oftentimes, we’d be completely lost without them. 

In my experience, Konstantinos is probably one of the most 
successful and up-to-date researchers that conducts and writes about 
spirit communication. Using some of the advice from his book, Speak 
with the Dead, I’ve been mentally preparing myself to interact with 
and question the identity of the shadow that haunts Nez. The author 
offers a pool of knowledge concerning the different techniques that 
can be used to communicate with the deceased but, most importantly, 
it’s the attitude that you must possess in order for an EVP experiment 
to be successful. 

Let’s say that you’re telling the most enthralling story to a large 
group of people at work one morning. Every pair of ears in the circle 
belongs to you, and then comes along the one guy that never believes 
anything you say. He begins to question you, disrupting the flow of 
your amazing tale. The next thing you know, this person’s actions 
have stolen the interest of your listeners and half of them are now 
focused on the unwanted heckler. The thought of finishing your story 
for a few rather than the masses seems like a pointless activity, 
breaking your will to continue it. 

In order for a spirit to communicate, it requires a lot of energy and 
concentration. Why would they want to exhaust themselves by 
revealing their presence to a skeptic who’ll reach for every excuse 
imaginable to deny what’s right in front of them? In my previous 
attempt to obtain EVP evidence in our home, I’d caught nothing with 
the exception of audible movement of one of the doors in our 
bedroom. Was it due to my attitude or lack of preparation with the 
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experiment? 
I refuse to take any more chances. Next time, I’ll be ready and 

waiting. 
 
 
March 12th, 2007 
As with my initial experiment in our home, I secured the animals and 
anything else that might have caused unnecessary interference. 
Finding a comfortably audible level with the blank radio station to 
provide a white noise source, I began the recording, shut my eyes, and 
concentrated to the point of an almost trance-like state. Then I invited 
forth any and all that might have been listening from the other side of 
our reality. 

“I know you’re here with me now because I can feel you. For two 
years, you’ve haunted my hallways and recently my dreams. I don’t 
fear you. To be quite honest, I believe you make our lives a lot more 
interesting than what they’d be without you. I do wish you’d kind of 
lay off the dog, though. She pees on the floor when she gets scared. 
You’re welcome to be here for as long as you like and, as before, feel 
free to follow if we move again. We can co-exist, but I have questions 
for you … Who are you? What’s your name? Where did you come 
from? Why have you insisted on following Nez from place to place? 
Are you her protector? I’m just curious about you. I’ve provided a 
white noise source to allow you to communicate better, and I’ll light a 
candle as an offering of peace and trust. I’m going to leave the room 
now. Please, give us some answers.” 

As I set light to the candle and abandoned the room, I hoped the 
procedure would be the gateway to understanding the activity that 
had originally sparked my obsession with the paranormal. Delusions 
of grandeur are a dangerous pathway to follow in a world such as this 
because, all too often, investigations come up shallow in their results. 
So far, we’ve been lucky. But I’m uncertain as to whether our luck will 
hold out with this particular entity. 

I allotted the experiment twenty minutes. Once completed, I 
entered the room to retrieve the recorder and was greeted with a rush 
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of chilled air. Our friend had indeed attended the interview; the 
question tugging at my gut was whether or not he’d participated. I 
thanked any and all spirits that had communicated and stopped the 
recording. Then I retired to a quiet corner of the house in order to 
analyze the collected data. I put on some headphones to help filter out 
any noises that might occur during the playback, but with all of the 
careful preparation and courtesy that I’d shown our dearly departed 
friend, nothing was said and no questions were answered. There was 
a lot of unintelligible whispering and a little movement, proving yet 
again that something paranormal definitely resides in my home. But 
what? Who? Why? 

Though the results were disappointing, there’s always going to be 
another time and other techniques to use. It wasn’t until after I’d 
conducted this experiment that I learned our little organization is 
finally getting the recognition and acknowledgment that we think it 
deserves. The other night, someone who had recently contacted us 
through the internet called with a desperate cry for help. Their child is 
being stalked, teased, and tormented by a troublesome entity known 
only to them as “the monster”. Although the details aren’t yet 
available, we agreed to accept the case for two reasons: One, a child is 
being scared out of his little mind, and I personally believe that 
children should be spared when it comes to paranormal involvement 
– especially that of a negative nature. My children know nothing of 
our hobbies, or even of the organization itself. Reason number two is 
that the house in which these disturbances are occurring is about sixty 
miles away from where we live, which really broadens our 
availability range. Once the investigation has been completed, we’ll 
no longer be considered as a small town operation. 

In addition to that, we’ve been contacted by a couple that have 
recently purchased an old 1920s farmhouse, and it’s already begun to 
show off its paranormal potential. Finally, some indoor investigations. 
It’s a shame that these opportunities seem to have arisen just as the 
weather is starting to get warmer, but it does mean that we’re likely to 
have our paranormal appetites filled for the foreseeable future. Six 
months ago, I never imagined that two people with a tape recorder 
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would ever need to consider hiring a secretary. Until then, we’re just 
going to have to figure this all out between ourselves. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

Tales from the Iron Skillet 

Inn 
 
 

 
April 2nd, 2007 
Spring is definitely in the air. Everything seems livelier, and we’re 
looking to the future with a renewed sense of hope and enthusiasm. 
We’ve taken our equipment to the next level with the help of someone 
who firmly believes in our cause, replacing the ancient analog voice 
recorders with digital ones so that the audio can be downloaded to 
our computer. This gives us the ability to analyze data in ways that 
we’ve never been able to do previously, and at a professional level no 
less. It can be picked apart, amplified, sped up, slowed down, or even 
played backwards. 

We’ve also lucked into some digital video equipment. For many 
months now, I’ve stared into the display case at the local electronics 
department and pondered over what we might achieve if we were to 
land our hands on at least one digital camcorder. I could have thrown 
down the cash for one of these at any given time, but I’d rather spend 
it on necessities for myself and the family. As it happens, for many 
years now my brother has been involved with a girl who’s more high 
maintenance than most women I know combined and squared. Over 
the grueling course of their relationship, he’d purchased for her a top 
of the line digital camcorder that looks as though it’s barely been 
fondled. I’ve seen it sitting in a lonely room at my mother’s house 
many a times, collecting dust with all of the sickening forget-me-nots 
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that they’d gathered over time. Rather than kicking my brother while 
he was down, I waited until he got stoned and then promised that I’d 
be more than happy to return the camcorder if his partner ever 
mentioned wanting it back. Needless to say, we’re now the proud 
owners of some impressive new toys, and they didn’t cost us a nickel. 

Before we can bury ourselves in a serious indoor investigation, 
however, we feel that it might be a good idea to tackle a smaller task 
to serve as a test run. The last thing we want is to commit to a major 
investigation, only to be embarrassed by not having the slightest clue 
of what we’re doing. The acoustics that occur inside an enclosed 
structure will be totally different to those we’re used to in the 
cemeteries that we’ve visited in the past. With two investigations on 
the horizon that could prove to be unlike anything we’ve experienced 
before, we don’t want to leave anything up to chance. 

Fortunately, a solution presented itself in the form of one of our 
neighbors. Knowing that we’re always knee-deep in the supernatural, 
he came to us for assistance with a problem that he’s been having in 
his apartment. Apparently, he’s having difficulty sleeping because 
something keeps playing with his hair from behind the bed. Whether 
this disturbance is being imagined isn’t the question that’s been 
crowding the delicate fabrics of our minds; we’re more curious as to 
why there’s so much paranormal activity in this particular residential 
area. Because I have a tendency to overlook the painfully obvious, 
Nez pointed it out to me in a way that, theoretically, makes perfect 
sense. About one hundred yards to the west of us is our town’s busy 
hospital, which is heavily involved in the business of death. 
Conveniently, about two hundred yards to the east is the most 
frequently used funeral home in the area. We live beneath a huge arc 
of paranormal energy that is added to and strengthened on a daily 
basis. Isn’t it possible that every now and then, someone gets lost on 
their pathway to the other side? 
 

 
April 3rd, 2007 
Our first indoor investigation – or “experiment” – was pulled off with 
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no difficulty whatsoever, but with minimum results. We found little 
evidence of our neighbor’s haunting but, as I’ve mentioned before, 
ghosts don’t adhere to a decipherable schedule – and neither do 
people, apparently. The couple that had claimed their young child 
was being tortured by an evil presence ended up cancelling on us due 
to the activity having halted completely. In addition to this, the old 
farmhouse investigation was squashed by me because the woman I 
spoke with in an attempt to set everything up kept straying away 
from the professionalism I was trying to maintain, effectively having 
used our internet site as a dating service. As far as I’m concerned, if 
she has ghosts in her house then they can remain there. It’ll keep her 
from getting lonely and seeking out other unsuspecting men online. 

It was these cancellations, along with tons of cruel and skeptically 
critical remarks being left on our message board that made me want 
to just disappear. So for now, that’s exactly what we’ve done. I 
removed all of the postings, pictures, and contact information from 
our website; wrote a brief goodbye message, and have resolved to 
take a mental vacation from the word “ghost”. Adding insult to injury, 
the Money family turned down our request for an investigation as 
though we’re hoodlum grave robbers, and the editor of the local 
newspaper point-blank ignored us when we contacted them 
regarding a reference for a local historian. I say screw them all. It’s 
been nice not to have to worry about anything but work and home for 
a while. We relaxed, jammed a little Guitar Hero, and took a trip to 
Scarborough Faire (the local renaissance festival) to spend some 
quality time with cool people who, at first glance, were a lot stranger 
than we are. 

In spite of everything, I know this is only a temporary high. I can 
already feel the emptiness in my soul from the lack of a paranormal 
lifestyle, and it’s only been a week. If anything, it’s been a break for us 
to gather our bearings and take a few deep breaths before we plunge 
head first back into it all. 
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April 7th, 2007 
A few months ago, coincidentally on Friday 13th, a little place called 
the Iron Skillet Inn was brought to our attention. A supervisor from 
work is the proud owner of one of the coolest looking houses in the 
area, which I have visited before, but not with an agenda. Although 
the inn is closed to visitors, when my supervisor informed me of its 
paranormal history, just like that, the vacation was over. Without 
checking all the facts, the background story begins decades ago and 
involves a local lady that was married to one of the heirs to the Dr 
Pepper fortune. Dissatisfied within the relationship, she left him 
suddenly for a wealthy Jewish man. Out of undeniable love for this 
young lady, he had the house built for her. Not long after its 
completion, the Jewish businessman mysteriously disappeared and 
the heiress to his money then remarried her Dr Pepper ex-husband. 

Somewhere in the house lies a fireplace that was built with 
materials much newer than the rest of the structure. A fire has never 
been lit there, even in the times when central heating hadn’t existed. 
Legend goes that as the house has been passed down from owner to 
owner, the skeletal remains of the Jewish man have stayed bricked up 
in that very chimney. According to my supervisor, the paranormal 
activity has become such a part of their everyday lives that it no 
longer seems strange to them; although the family pets refuse to visit 
any of the upstairs rooms. With all of this tantalizing information 
lying in front of us, we couldn’t resist. 

As soon as we got the OK from the inn’s owners, we packed up 
our new toys and headed out to our date with the supernatural. It 
was already late afternoon when we pulled into the driveway of a 
home that looked about as misplaced as Marilyn Manson at a Merle 
Haggard concert. Amidst the run-down cracker boxes that lined the 
tree-shaded avenue, there sat what looked like a two-story, early 
European designed house with a few smaller cottages on the 
surrounding land. Spanish moss hung from the trees that stood 
proudly in the vine-covered yard. The word “green” is an 
understatement in regards to the scenery, which granted us the kind 
of calming sensation that I’ve only ever experienced on long hikes 
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through the wilderness of Colorado and California. 
The owners appeared briefly, greeted us, and then retired to the 

garage to give us free rein over the house. The second we stepped 
through the front door, that feeling of calm was replaced with 
something else entirely. It was as though we’d stepped through some 
kind of time capsule: The shelves and walls were both lined with 
historic memorabilia from the days of horse-drawn carriages and 
cotton barons. We fired up our equipment and, immediately, the EMF 
meter sprang to life in a manner that I’ve never witnessed before. 
Throughout the whole investigation, I could be standing perfectly still 
and the readings would spike and drop all by themselves. I may not 
be an expert on the subject of the supernatural, but I do know that 
electromagnetic fields don’t move unless you physically move the 
source of the EMF. Whatever entities were present, they must have 
been buzzing around us like an angry swarm of bees. I had to turn the 
volume down on the EMF meter because it was interfering with the 
recording equipment, as well as killing our ears. As we exited the 
elaborate living area, we entered a small room that contained a lot of 
antique automobile memorabilia and an overly large fireplace. The 
fact that it looked like it had never seen an ounce of soot in its lifetime 
led us to believe that it may well have been the fireplace. 

As Nez entered the room, she paused abruptly. Then she looked 
me directly in the eyes, a blanket of concern shrouding her features. “I 
don’t like this room,” she said. “It feels odd.” 

We finished investigating the downstairs area, receiving the same 
activity from one room to the next regarding the electromagnetic 
fields. According to the owners, the upper floor is a place that they 
rarely visit and which their pets avoid completely. As we reached the 
top of the creaking stairway, we noticed an antique wedding dress 
fitted to a mannequin in one of the corners. I held the EMF meter near 
to the dress, almost expecting it to burst into flames because the 
reading I received had completely buried the needle. Thoroughly 
creeped out, we entered one of the three bedrooms. The décor looked 
like it was from the 40s era, with clippings from sixty-year-old Life 
magazines serving as wallpaper. Chasing some stray EMF’s, we 
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wandered into the second bedroom and Nez paused again. 
“This room is really stuffy,” she remarked. “It’s hard to breathe in 

here.” 
This room was decorated in a feminine fashion, again with that 

1930s or 40s feel to it. We placed the digital voice recorder on a 
nightstand near the bed and then moved on to the third bedroom. 
This one had more of an Old West style, sort of like an old bunk 
house, and it proved to be the least electromagnetically active room in 
the house. Nez completed the onslaught of photography before 
retrieving the DVR from the “stuffy” bedroom. We headed back 
downstairs, took a handful of pictures and readings, then shut down 
the equipment and went outside to speak with the owners. 

Here, we were filled in on the history of the building and the 
hauntings that have occurred there. Built in 1920, the color of the 
house had changed from its original whitewash to “Dr Pepper green” 
before the last renovation had taken place. The room in which the 
rumored Jewish businessman was bricked up behind the fireplace 
was, indeed, the one that Nez had hesitated to enter and described as 
feeling odd. The owners told us stories about doors opening and 
closing of their own accord, and the image of a young woman that’s 
been seen on the staircase from time to time. 

“Her name is Iris,” one of the owners revealed to us. “She died of 
a drug overdose in the mid 1940s in that room up there.” She pointed 
to a room in the upstairs corner of the house, which had had a 
severely thick atmosphere inside it when we’d entered to place the 
DVR. 

The owner continued to explain how the house was a center for 
the socially elite from the last century, and she mentioned some 
recognizable family names from the history of our hometown. “I 
know it’s haunted,” she said. “I’ve always known.” 

We thanked them for their hospitality and then made the journey 
home, both excited and relieved that our first professional 
investigation was now completed. After sitting down to a quiet 
dinner, we began to review the video that we’d recorded with the 
digital camcorder. The first thing to note was that, from now on, I’m 
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going to turn off the volume on the EMF meter because it’s just as 
annoying on the replay as it was during the actual investigation. 
Heading from the fireplace room towards the staircase, we thought 
we could see the image of someone standing at the top of the stairs. 
After running the recording back a few times, we were unable to 
determine what it was due to the lack of light in the upstairs area. I’d 
failed to initiate the night vision setting on the camera: Lesson 
number two learned. 

The next thing we noticed was that a closet door on the landing 
had been opened, near to where the mannequin wearing the wedding 
dress had been. After reviewing an earlier part of the recording, we 
know for a fact that this door was originally closed. Seeing as there 
was no one else around but us to touch it, this would coincide with 
the owner’s stories about the movement of various doors in the 
house. The last thing we discovered was an unexplained ball of light 
that appeared near Nez as she was walking down the stairway, which 
drifted out of shot towards the left of the frame. This anomaly can’t be 
explained, and I’m not yet experienced enough when it comes to 
videoing during an investigation. I’m not going to reach out and state 
that either the ball of light or the image at the top of the stairs is proof 
of a haunting, but the self-opening closet door is definitely not a 
normal occurrence. Unless, according to the owners, you live at the 
Iron Skillet Inn. 

 
 

April 10th, 2007 
Over the last few days, Nez has been going through the tons of 
photographs that she captured at Iron Skillet with meticulous detail. 
There doesn’t appear to be a single orb or shadow to arouse any 
suspicion, which must be a first in our history of paranormal 
investigations. We then uploaded the audio data into the analyzing 
program on our computer, and that’s where the fun really began. 
Approximately five minutes into the recording, a split second before 
Nez had entered the fireplace room, we received our first EVP. 

“Get out.” 
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The whispering male voice could be interpreted as negative or 
threatening; either way, whoever it was obviously didn’t like us 
intruding on his resting place. Was it the missing Jewish man trying to 
communicate with us? 

Eleven minutes later, in the room that the owners had informed us 
was where Iris had taken her own life sixty years ago, a female voice 
whispers the word “fate”. I can now officially state that the Iron 
Skillet Inn is haunted. We did it! We’ve achieved success in a 
professional investigation with undeniable results – a far cry from all 
those nights spent in cemeteries. 

Success in my life, however, has always been short-lived. Before 
we could fully bask in the glory of our discovery, I was informed that 
my oldest daughter no longer wants to be a part of my life due to her 
fear of what we believe in and search for. Since I’ve never once 
mentioned this hobby of ours in her presence, there must be sinister 
work afoot by someone who has a strong belief that what we’re doing 
has evil intentions. It’s entirely possible that I’m going to have to 
defend who we are and what we stand for, scientifically and in a court 
of law, in an attempt to hang onto my rights as a father to my 
daughter. 

Why is this happening? Where do we go from here? What am I 
going to do if or when the time arrives? Right now there are too many 
questions, but I have a feeling that they’ll be answered soon enough 
whether we like it or not. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

Breaking in the Virgin Hunter 
 
 

 
April 12th, 2007 
The more I think about it, the more I’m starting to believe that the 
minute our nocturnal activities are mentioned in a court of law, a 
burst of uproarious laughter from everyone within earshot will 
follow. If the roles were reversed, I don’t think I’d be able to keep a 
straight face either. Does the law even recognize the existence of the 
paranormal? There’s also the fact that my ex-wife’s attorney is her 
father-in-law – my daughter’s grandfather – which calls for the fairest 
trial of the century. For now, I have no choice but to play the waiting 
game and hope for the best. Until that time comes, we’re focusing on 
the means to drum up a new investigation. 

If there’s one thing we learned from roaming the haunted rooms 
of the Iron Skillet Inn, it’s that we need to do one of two things: Either 
slow down the investigations by making multiple passes through the 
same areas with different pieces of equipment, or introduce a new 
person into the group to assist us. Going against our original pact to 
keep the organization between the two of us, Nez and I decided to 
add a spot for a third, and possibly a fourth member to P.R.I.N.T. The 
question is, how do you choose a person with whom to share 
something that you love so deeply? Someone honest, credible, and 
able to conduct themselves in a professional manner – not to mention 
trustworthy enough to be let loose with evidence, members of the 
public, and entities alike. 

Initially, we did the stupidest thing that anyone could do in the 
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search for someone who shared our beliefs: We posted an opening on 
our internet message board. We were instantly bombarded with a 
handful of genuine people, and then along came the idiots like a truck 
load of illegal immigrants speeding through El Paso, with questions 
such as: 

“How much does it pay?” 
“Do you have dental?” 
“Have you guys ever seen Elvis?” 
Are these people serious? In the end, we knew that a complete 

stranger was probably the wrong piece to fit into our paranormal 
jigsaw puzzle. Instead, we went through a list of all our friends and 
tried to seek out someone just as crazy we were. When Nez and I had 
first begun our stroll down a road less traveled, Wendy was the first 
of her friends to be welcomed into our home. When we became 
involved on a romantic level, there was a certain amount of secrecy 
that needed to be maintained until things had been permanently 
settled with our significant others at the time. For this reason, I know 
without a doubt that Wendy can be trusted. So when Nez suggested 
that we made her our newest addition, I immediately concurred. 

Although I don’t know much about Wendy or her past, she is a 
believer and that’s the main thing. Our own paranormal houseguest 
had been witnessed by her on several occasions, in both Nez’s old 
house and the one that she and I have made together; yet Wendy still 
continues to visit us, unlike some people who were scared away by 
the mere mention of it. Oddly enough, Fred hasn’t been seen, heard, 
or felt by either of us in a couple of months now. I often find myself 
wondering what he’s up to. 

When we explained to Wendy about what it is that we do and 
how she’d be involved, she responded to our invitation with 
enormous enthusiasm. But how can we be totally sure that she’s the 
one? How can she be tested in a way that will demonstrate her 
reactions and how she carries herself in a major investigation, 
involving actual clients? 

The answer is simple: Trial by fire. 
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April 13th, 2007 
As we traveled through the night towards our destination, I began to 
ask myself if we were totally sure that we needed to submit someone 
who didn’t have the slightest idea of what they were getting 
themselves into to McWright Cemetery. We’ve had so much success 
there with EVP’s and personal experiences, and there was no 
predicting Wendy’s reaction should we make a discovery in her 
presence. On the off chance that she became eternally hooked like Nez 
and me, there’s absolutely nothing I can do to prepare her for what’s 
to come: The voices, the spirits, the sightings, the ridicule, and the 
persecution. Before I could finish my line of thought, we were already 
passing through the cemetery gates. It was too late to start growing a 
conscience now. 

There was an unusually bright, star-speckled sky staring down at 
us. The headstones and sunken mausoleum seemed to be giving off 
an ambient glow set against the darkened landscape. There were no 
crickets chirping, no dogs barking, or coyotes howling. The silence 
was strange to me. I pulled out the equipment box and laid it on the 
trunk of the car to check it all over. Nez powered up the camera, while 
Wendy sorted out the digital audio recorder and one of the analog 
tape recorders. I grabbed the EMF meter and the remaining audio 
recorder, and we agreed to split off in three different directions. The 
hunt was on. 

Wendy headed towards the rear of the cemetery along a thick line 
of trees, which ultimately led to the woods beyond the borders of the 
McWright land. Suddenly, she turned and headed back towards me 
with a concerned look on her face. 

“Do you guys ever see things in the shadows, almost like there’s 
something staring at you from behind a tree?” she said. 

I replied, “Yeah, honey, all the time. This place is flat out strange! 
We’ve seen something staring at us from that grove of trees over 
there.” I pointed to the section of old graves where we’d encountered 
the ghostly watcher. 

“Oh, OK.” Wendy headed back to the tree line, not the least bit 
alarmed by the answers I’d given her. 

I wasn’t quite sure of how to react to this conversation, so I 
shrugged it off as “first timer’s syndrome” and proceeded towards 
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the graves to take some readings. The chirps from Nez’s camera in the 
distance were the only sounds to disturb the silence. I pressed 
“record” on the recorder and placed it at the foot of the mausoleum. 
As I did so, there came a shrill howl from the woods to the north of 
us. Once I’d shaken off the heebie-jeebies, I went over to Nez to 
inquire as to what could possibly make a noise like that. Before the 
words had left me, it happened again. 

“This is your old stomping grounds, what the heck was that?” I 
asked, more than a little freaked out. 

“I was about to ask you the same thing,” she replied. 
A similar howl came from behind us to the south, as though 

replying to whatever was screaming in the darkness. I started to get 
nervous, especially when one of the local farm dogs broke into a fit of 
barking. Whatever it was sounded big, and with no weapons to hand, 
the most we could do as it ripped us to pieces was take pictures of it. 
At that point, an even more unsettling thought hit me. I was so used 
to the group being a duet that I’d completely forgotten about our 
third member. Where was Wendy? 

We tried to avoid making too much noise because we didn’t want 
to give away our presence to whatever creatures were lurking no less 
than two hundred yards away from us in either direction. After 
searching the area, we couldn’t find Wendy anywhere. 

Nez bellowed the official P.R.I.N.T. locator chant. “Marco?” 
From the depths of the shadows, just as another blood-curdling 

scream emanated from the bordering darkness, we heard a faint reply. 
“Polo.” 

Thankfully, Wendy hadn’t been eaten by anything. She roamed 
over to us and we touched base to discuss the creepy activity. We’d all 
lived out in the sticks for many years, but even the three of us 
combined couldn’t identify the noises from the woods. I checked the 
time on the audio recorder and realized that we’d only been out for a 
little over half an hour. Already, we wanted to go home. 

We decided to suck it up and stay out for a while longer. Wendy 
flipped the tape over in her analog recorder and placed it on a 
headstone. Ignoring the occasional death yell from the woods, we 
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forged ahead – until the inevitable finally happened. Down the lonely 
road leading from the highway, a set of headlights approached. I 
know the locals are very protective of the cemetery due to its age and 
history, and unfortunately there are a lot of incidents that involve kids 
knocking over headstones and starting fires. The last thing we wanted 
was to be mistaken for one of those ignorant youths by some shotgun-
wielding redneck. Sure enough, an old, rusty pickup pulled into the 
driveway, stopping as it reached our location. I took a deep breath as I 
prepared for the negotiations. 

“Whatcha doin’?” asked a man resembling Jack Skellington’s twin 
brother. A toothless woman sat next to him. 

“Paranormal Research and Investigations of North Texas,” I 
replied matter-of-factly. 

“Do what?” he said, without a clue. 
“We’re ghost hunters,” Nez chipped in. 
The man paused a moment, before edging the truck through the 

cemetery and shining a spotlight on our vehicle. When he turned 
around and drove back towards us, we had no idea of what to do 
next. I glanced to the ground, scanning it for a fallen branch or 
anything else that I could use as a weapon should the situation turn 
nasty. The truck halted again in front of us. As the man rolled down 
his window, I could smell the alcohol on this rancid breath. Then he 
uttered a phrase that I dread more than any other. 

“Don’t I know you?” 
I never would have guessed that this drunken bumpkin had once 

graced the doors of my jail. At that point, I knew everything was 
going to be alright. Not only does it help to own a badge, but a sense 
of humor also has its advantages when dealing with the residents of 
the Felony Hilton. Now he was taking me seriously, not to mention 
flooding us with questions. We enlightened him to some of the 
discoveries that we’d made in our previous McWright investigations, 
which was enough for him to put our meeting to an end and get as far 
away from there as possible. Another nerve-racking howl rattled 
through the woods, and we decided to follow suit and get the heck 
out of there while we still had legs to walk on. 
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As we were heading back to the car, Nez took off in a random 
sprint towards the grove of trees where we’d had experiences before. 
“Did you see it?” she cried. 

I followed to her location and, sure enough, the EMF meter 
spiked. 

“Did you see that glowing light?” Nez repeated, excitedly. 
Once again, I realized that we’d left Wendy behind, although I 

suspect she’d chosen not to participate in our footrace. She finally 
reached us, and Nez snapped a few more photos before we called it a 
night. With an awesome personal experience under her belt, Wendy 
had now been initiated into the group. We walked back to the car, and 
I began to pack away our gear when the strange caterwaul sounded 
again – only this time it was followed by a noise that was unlike 
anything I’d heard since beginning this project all those months ago. 

One of the barking farm dogs began to yelp, as if in severe pain. 
There was nothing for it: It was definitely time to leave. So that’s 
exactly what we did. 

 
 

April 29th, 2007 
We’ve spent the last couple of weeks picking through the data from 
our investigation at McWright Cemetery. The photos were riddled 
with orbs, especially in the area where Nez had witnessed the 
glowing light; however, my audio and tape recordings came up with 
nothing apart from the odd howling sounds. When it came to 
Wendy’s audio data, we were expecting the same results. What we 
actually discovered must have been a case of beginner’s luck. 

Wendy had gone at it in a way that I never would have expected. 
We hadn’t seen much of her during the investigation and had since 
wondered what she’d been up to all night. As it happened, she’d been 
going up to individual headstones, calling any possible spirits by their 
names as engraved there, and asking them personal questions such as 
how they felt and how they’d died. She was totally sincere and 
sounded as though she meant every word of it. This is obviously the 
key to successful spirit communication because they answered her 
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twice. About midway through the investigation, right after she’d 
switched to the B side of her recorder, she called on the name of a 
person buried in one of the graves; even asking his permission before 
laying the recorder on his headstone. He gave us one of the cleanest 
EVP’s that we’ve captured to date. 

“Get help, can you?” 
Wendy’s gentle, caring nature had actually triggered a request for 

assistance from the other side. But how do you help a ghost when you 
know absolutely nothing about them, how they died, or even if the 
voice belongs to the individual with whom you think you’re speaking 
to? The trouble with this particular area of science is that when you 
finally do uncover answers, all it does is create more questions. Too 
bad we don’t get paid for this because it would be the ultimate form 
of job security. 

We listened further into Wendy’s data. She initiated a 
conversation with a lady, querying her in the same way that she’d 
queried everyone else during the investigation. When she got up to 
leave and bid the spirit a heartfelt goodbye, another EVP occurred. 

“Don’t go.” 
That settled it: If Wendy’s skills were good enough for these two 

entities, they were good enough for us and the organization. She’s 
most definitely in. 

While two EVP’s to add to our collection is a satisfying result, 
those eerie howling sounds were still tugging at my curiosity. I 
scoured the internet and reviewed audio files of every animal 
imaginable that resides in our area, but didn’t hear anything remotely 
close to what we’d captured in our recordings. Desperate for answers, 
I did some research into the only other topic I could think of that 
might have been relevant, despite my feelings for it. 

Being a Discovery Channel night owl, one is occasionally 
subjected to shows that are slightly off the radar. I’m not sure if the 
legend of Bigfoot is considered paranormal, or even if it fits 
somewhere into our expertise, but I find it quite fitting that the 
supposed howl of the Sasquatch is the only sound comparable to 
those we’d heard at McWright. 
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Laughing to myself, I dropped an email to one of the Sasquatch 
research groups without expecting a response; therefore, I was doubly 
surprised when they called me up. They contacted me at home and at 
work for over a week until I agreed to share a copy of our audio 
recording. A couple of known faces from one of the Bigfoot 
documentaries on television actually came to my door to retrieve it. 
They threw question after question at me, which I had no idea how to 
answer. The reason they were so interested is because there’s been a 
sudden increase of reports originating from the areas near and around 
where we’d obtained the audio data. I’m not quite sure what to make 
of the Bigfoot phenomenon, but I now have a better understanding of 
Bigfoot hunters and how they work. Like ghost hunters, they’re 
obsessed with their prey and will stop at nothing to gather evidence 
that will reveal the truth to the world. We both believe in something, 
and other people laugh at us for doing so. With this line of thought, I 
gladly handed over a copy of the recordings and wished them happy 
hunting. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

Fate 
 
 

 
May 1st, 2007 
As the days begin to grow longer, I’ve found myself spending a lot of 
time buried in my work; I’m also seeking a second job to keep up with 
the bills. My courtroom fiasco never did come to be, as all of our 
disagreements were worked out in the attorney’s office. Once I’d seen 
it in writing, I submitted to a waiver of appearance. With all this out 
of the way, my oldest daughter finally gathered the nerve to stay the 
night with us. Things are beginning to look up. 

While I had the opportunity, I sat my oldest down and explained 
to her in the plainest possible terms why we do what we do: Basically, 
because other people won’t. Most individuals are so frightened of 
what they don’t understand that they’d rather let a mystery stand 
than attempt to solve it. 

“This is a science,” I explained, “and we’ve only just begun to 
scratch the surface of all there is to discover. I’ll keep searching for 
answers, and you pray for me to keep me safe.” 

I mean, isn’t it true that every cutting-edge scientist that’s ever 
lived was at some point ridiculed and persecuted for what they 
believed? We’d still be living in the dark ages if it wasn’t for those 
brave men and women. Of course, none of this logic seems to have 
put a dent in the Bible banner that protects my daughter’s young and 
impressionable brain. I’ll let the girl enjoy her innocence while the 
outside world allows it to remain. 

Contrary to my daughter’s views, when I approached the owner 
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of the Iron Skillet Inn, she couldn’t help but smile when I told her of 
our discoveries. As we sat outside polluting our lungs with drag after 
drag of our cigarettes, she gave me and a few of my co-workers a little 
lesson on the history of her home. I would also chime in on occasion 
to fill in a few of the blanks when it came to our investigation. 

“After Iris died, she was placed in a mausoleum,” the owner 
revealed. “Her family would have meals in there all the time in the 
desire to stay close to her, until about fifteen years ago when someone 
broke into it and stole her body …” 

The conversation gradually faded into an unintelligible 
nothingness as my brain was refilled with images that I thought had 
been deleted long ago. An uncontrollable shiver came over me, 
having realized that I already knew everything there was to know 
about the horror story in question. Iris had, indeed, been taken from 
her resting place fifteen years ago – a crime that had been witnessed 
by a group of teenagers at a keg party down a quiet country road. My 
party. 

Like it had happened only yesterday, this dark chapter of my life 
came pouring back to me, swamping my thoughts. During the 
summer of 1992, I’d planned what I hoped would be the mother of all 
keg parties to celebrate my graduation. Some of the crazies that I ran 
the street with on a regular basis had decided on a place and time, 
granted that I provided the beer money. Back then, I was more than 
willing to swim a mile through shark-infested water for a beer, so I 
quickly agreed. The event was scheduled to take place at an 
abandoned house in the middle of nowhere, and once I’d given the 
green light for the festivities, strange things began to happen. They 
were small things at first, which would eventually foreshadow the 
horrific outcome of my innocent gathering. 

At the time, I wasn’t the most educated person in the ways of 
alcohol. What I did know was that when you pumped a keg, beer was 
supposed to come out. That wasn’t happening, so my uncle 
disassembled the pump to find that a rubber seal had worn away. He 
then presented a comical yet logical solution. 

“Hey, anyone got a condom?” he shouted. 
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“No,” seemed to be the popular answer, which wasn’t surprising 
seeing as safe sex wasn’t preached to teenagers in the early nineties. 
Given the fact that I also provided transportation for the majority of 
my cohorts, I was chosen to undertake the quest for the beer pump 
prophylactic. 

While all of the crazy shenanigans and goings on in my life have 
revealed many ironies, this particular incident has been red-flagged in 
my mind for many moons. One box of condoms, one bag of ice, and a 
bag of tortilla chips: $6.66. Somehow, I’d managed to duplicate the 
number of the beast while purchasing a few items at a convenience 
store. I hesitated to raise an eyebrow at the odd coincidence, then 
purchased a piece of bubble gum to raise the price by five cents. After 
all, I was about to drink myself into oblivion with a keg of suds that 
was being held together with a rubber – wouldn’t want to jinx myself 
or anything. 

The party raged on into the night with nothing out of the ordinary 
taking place, except for one guy who was known for getting a little 
overexcited with the party spirit. He’d tried to duplicate the “knife 
between the fingers” trick from the movie Aliens, almost cutting off 
one of his fingers in the process. Just to take advantage of him, we 
talked him into eating some lightening bugs (fireflies) so his tongue 
glowed neon yellow, causing him to throw up and pass out. Already 
turning out to be a night that I’d always remember, the event finally 
occurred that would transform it into one that I wished I could 
permanently forget. 

A car pulled into the driveway of the abandoned house, which 
looked as though it was part of a Guinness Book of World Records 
attempt to fit the most people into a compact vehicle. The two guys 
that got out of it were carrying another person, who looked as if their 
party had started quite a bit earlier than ours – little did I know that 
this individual’s party had ended a good fifty years beforehand. The 
events that followed can only be speculated and guessed upon 
because I personally didn’t witness them. Instead, I left my own party. 

I was later informed by my friends that the mayhem had consisted 
of the breaking of bones, the burning of the body, and an improper 
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burial of whatever remained. The next day, all of the local news 
affiliates and newspapers were covering a break in at a mausoleum 
and the theft of a body. Eventually, all those involved were arrested, 
tried, and sentenced. It seemed as though someone had cracked 
underneath the pressure being hammered down by the local 
authorities and rolled over on the responsible parties. Even now, years 
later, whenever I run into someone who was unfortunate enough to 
have attended the “party with the dead”, none of us speak about it. 
That body had a name: Iris. 

Sometimes I feel like I can’t escape from death. Iris was the first 
dead body that I’d ever seen, and now the departed speak to me on a 
regular basis. Is that what Iris meant when she’d spoken the word 
“fate” to us? Did she somehow recognize me personally from all those 
years ago, when her eternal peace was intruded upon and desecrated? 
Yet again, more questions seeking answers. 

Jumping ahead in time to the issues of the present, we have a 
couple of investigations in the works but nothing that’s altogether 
solid. We posted a request on our message board for a fourth person 
to join us but, unlike before, only a couple of interested parties have 
answered. So for now, it looks like we’re either going to have to take a 
chance on someone unknown or keep investigating with the three of 
us. 
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May 14th, 2007 
For weeks, we waited to hear from any potential fourth members to 
add to our growing organization. We were just about to give up hope 
when, out of the blue, we received an email from a couple that had 
done something very unexpected in order to gain our attention. They 
conducted an investigation on their own and sent us the results. Even 
though the outing was very basic and consisted of digital photos with 
no audio or video, the pictures themselves were impressive. One in 
particular had so many orbs in it that it resembled a meteor shower. 
This is who we want: People with as much vision and ambition as we 
have. 

When we called the couple to find out more about their 
experiences, they told us that the place they’d visited was called 
Cedar Grove Cemetery, which is located on the borderline of Hunt 
and Van Zandt County. I know there’s a cemetery in my hometown 
with the same name, but I’ve never heard of this one before. They also 
informed us that it’s segregated so that all of the white people are 
buried inside the gates, and all the black people were laid to rest 
outside of the fences with their headstones facing in the opposite 
direction. I had no idea that cemeteries of this type still existed, but I 
knew without a doubt that this was going to make for one hell of an 
investigation. 

Not knowing much about our destination, we followed our 
newest potential allies, Jenny and Adam, down country road after 
country road, with little more to go off than a trail of dust. Nez had 
met Jenny before at a job that she’d worked not long ago, and they’d 
immediately hit it off. Same birthday, same interests – the kind of 
relationship that only women can form with each another. She’s 
dedicated, sweet, and fun to look at. Her boyfriend, Adam, is not all 
that familiar to us. I know his family pretty well and I think I may 
have met him when he was younger, but time and alcoholic beverages 
have long since torn away the fabrics that hold together my past 
memories. Either way, he’s a cool guy; on top of that, he was leading 
us to a place that I couldn’t wait to reach. 

Inside the pickup truck that was jockeying for visibility in a sea of 
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road dust were myself, Nez, and Wendy’s replacement for the 
evening, Baret. Wendy had decided to flake out on us at the last 
minute and we needed someone to supervise the audio. Her 
involvement in the group is yet to be decided. We have explained to 
her that what we do usually happens on the spur of the moment, but 
I’m going to give her the benefit of the doubt and let her absence slide 
this once. One of the original reasons for keeping the organization 
between Nez and myself was that we didn’t know if anyone else 
could be dependable enough to keep up with us, and I don’t want to 
start kicking people out for slacking. In the meantime, Baret would 
do. He’s a good friend but also a hardcore skeptic. Granted, he wasn’t 
my first choice for a member’s replacement, but I’d once been a 
nonbeliever myself. If ever there comes a time when he’s responsible 
for catching some paranormal evidence then maybe his attitude 
towards our hobby will turn around. 

After what seemed like an eternity, we arrived at Cedar Grove 
Cemetery. We exited our vehicles and I began to hand out equipment 
like we were about to storm a beach. As I did so, I took a good look 
around at the scenery. Out of all the places that we’ve visited, I don’t 
think I’d ever felt as alone and stranded as I did at that moment. 
There was nothing out there. No lights, no houses, and no stars 
because of the storm that was creeping in on us. I didn’t feel the 
slightest bit uncomfortable, though. Everything was peaceful, and 
when I glanced up I realized that everyone else had already crossed 
underneath the iron archway that provided the entrance to the 
cemetery. I grabbed the EMF meter and headed after them. There 
wasn’t so much as a breeze, and the air inside the cemetery was 
unusually thick. As I approached the first group of headstones, I came 
to understand why it was segregated into sections according to race: 
The entire site was filled with soldiers from the confederate army. 
That’s when I knew for a fact that I was somewhere special. 

My EMF meter was getting nothing, which is usual for a cemetery 
out in the middle of nowhere. As I began to walk away from the 
group of headstones to take readings from another, I heard someone 
walking behind me. I turned to face my teammate, but was surprised 
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to find that there was no one there. A slight chill came over me as I 
continued walking, and suddenly the phantom footsteps started 
again. I stopped, shining my flashlight in all directions, but I could see 
nothing – no people or wild animals. Cracking a little smile, I once 
again picked up my pace. On the far side of the graveyard, Nez and 
Jenny were lighting up the area with their dueling camera flashes. I 
decided to catch up with everyone else. 

“Hey, Adam, where are all the other graves?” I said. 
“They’re back over there, outside the fence,” he replied, pointing 

behind us. 
Grouped together, we headed for the other section. Following the 

fence line, we came to the opening that led to the black burial site. As 
I stepped from the road into the field, the EMF meter rose up two 
points and remained there until I went back onto the road. 

“It’s like there’s some type of threshold here,” I told Nez. 
“Be careful,” she replied. “It’s crawling with poison ivy back 

here.” 
Even though I have a natural immunity to it, I didn’t want to take 

any chances. Baret and I, dressed like we’d just walked off Venice 
Beach, decided to hang back and let Nez and our new potentials take 
over. 

Nez called to me from the darkness, “You’ve got to see this! It’s a 
lot cooler back here and hasn’t got so much of a thick feeling. There’s 
a breeze blowing our hair but the trees aren’t moving. It’s kind of 
peaceful. I wouldn’t mind pitching a tent and staying the night.” 

“You do that, honey,” I shouted back, feeling slightly jealous that I 
was missing out on whatever they were seeing. 

Baret and I decided to walk back to the main cemetery while they 
did their thing. As we entered through the archway, the EMF meter 
jumped up from a two to a four. The heaviness came back to us as 
well, almost making it difficult to breathe. After about twenty minutes 
had passed, we all came together to discuss what to do next. 
Comparing personal experiences, Nez and Jenny relayed one incident 
that made them feel as though someone was following them. Since 
three of us had experienced the same thing at different times of the 
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investigation and in different places, we agreed to document this as a 
personal experience. Jenny’s camera was also drained of its battery 
power, despite having been fully charged when we’d begun the 
investigation; and holding nearly a full charge while taking photos 
throughout the night. As we powered everything down and packed 
the equipment away, I hoped that these two incidents weren’t our 
only finds. Exhausted, we all headed our separate ways and agreed to 
leave the data alone until tomorrow. 

 
 

May 15th, 2007 
Nez and I awoke this morning covered from head to toe in mosquito 
bites. We sleepily made our ways to the computer to go over the 
pictures from last night, but we didn’t stay sleepy for long. The usual 
orbs were present as we scrolled through them, but there was one 
image in particular that caused us both to shiver. A pair of red orbs, 
almost resembling eyes, stared back at us from the computer screen. 
There were no lights in the distance or cars parked in view of the 
photo and, up until now, every orb that we’ve captured has always 
been the traditional transparent, whitish color. Could these actually be 
eyes? 

After making it through the photos, we decided to split up and 
double our efforts. Nez began to watch the video, while I loaded up 
the audio footage from the digital recorder. We both settled into our 
respective spaces and began the tedious task of picking the evidence 
apart. The next couple of hours consisted of the two of us yelling at 
one another to come into the next room to share what we’d 
discovered. Back and forth we went, time after time with each new 
find. Nez had caught a pretty amazing light display that, once taken 
frame by frame, was like nothing I’d seen before. On top of that, it 
was glowing and there wasn’t a single flashlight, camera flash, or 
reflective surface anywhere near it. We’ve finally captured some video 
evidence to add to our ever-growing collection of photographic and 
audio anomalies. 

My audio discoveries were, as always, just as amazing. We’ve 
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been very lucky when it comes to capturing EVP’s, almost to the point 
that I expect to find them every time I sit down to analyze a piece of 
audio. At first, they didn’t make as much sense to me as some of the 
others that we’d collected previously. 

“I’ll write … we think.” 
“Tail him.” 
I listened to them over and over again, but remained puzzled. I 

closed my eyes, relaxed, and stretched out my senses, putting myself 
in the boots of a confederate soldier in the late 1800s. Even though I’d 
entered the military over one hundred years subsequent to that, one 
thing has never changed: Letters from the family are golden. I’d never 
believed in the power of a written piece of home until I was 
thousands of miles away from it for the very first time. There were no 
telephones or internet back then. The biggest and most important 
promise that a young son could make to his mother before heading off 
into a war full of uncertainties was, “I’ll write.” 

But what about “we think”? There are so many soldiers buried in 
the cemetery that the only conclusion I can come up with is that, due 
to the unpredictable nature of war, they were unable to specify if or 
when they’d be able to write home. I may not know much about the 
history of these soldiers, but that doesn’t mean I can’t relate to them; 
after all, I’ve been there. The explanation just feels right, somehow. 

The second EVP made sense instantly. With so many having died 
in the civil war between the states, the majority of which were buried 
in this particular spot, I imagine that there would remain some type of 
military rank structure in the afterlife. Perhaps “tail him” had been a 
ghostly captain giving orders to one of his subordinates to follow and 
spy on the mortals that had intruded upon their final duty post. 
Keeping this in mind, it would also explain why several of us had 
heard something following us – something that wasn’t too willing to 
reveal its position. I’m not saying that any of this is an accurate 
interpretation of what the EVP’s mean but, as an ex-soldier, it’s what 
my military instinct is telling me. 

I honestly can’t get enough of this place. It’s somewhat 
unfortunate that after doing an extensive internet search on Cedar 
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Grove, TX, there’s little to be found apart from some basic 
geographical information and a sentence or two about its history. 
Basically, the town had dried up after a railroad was put into one of 
the neighboring towns, as most of the families living there moved 
away. After that, members of the rebel confederate army, who refused 
to lay down their guns and beliefs, used it as a hideout and a base of 
operations until the federal raid. There are no houses or buildings that 
remain, and even the grove of cedar trees in which the town was 
named after no longer stands there. All that’s left is the cemetery. 

I also discovered a genealogy listing of everyone who’s buried 
there. It seems that all of the graves outside the cemetery gates belong 
to former slaves that were owned by the people and soldiers who 
lived there. I’ve always thought that the civil war and the issue of 
slavery were two of the darkest times in the history of this country. 
The confederate soldiers created a sort of living hell in the way that 
they chose to live out the rest of their days in Cedar Grove. Perhaps 
this is why you get such a tense and heavily burdened feeling when 
you walk through their part of the cemetery: They still suffer. The 
slave gravesite, on the other hand, is at peace – so much so that it 
almost feels as if they’re welcoming you when you enter. Their pain is 
over. No more torture or oppression. 

“Fate” … The voice of Iris enters my mind once again. Maybe that 
was her point all along: How you live your life and the choices you 
make will depict your dwelling in the afterlife. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

Renewal and Rejection 
 
 

 
June 1st, 2007 
Time is turning like the pages of a child’s flip book. It seems as though 
one day begins and, before you know it, you’re waking sleepy-eyed to 
a new one. A typical Texas summer, it isn’t. The rains have come for 
the first time in several years, and the once parched lakes are 
overlapping their banks so that every dirt road in the area has become 
impassable. It is welcome, though. For too long now, I’ve passed over 
the waterways that provided so much entertainment in my youth, 
only to discover dirt and debris from decades of abuse and neglect. 
Many of the locals have feared for years that the water situation will 
never return to normal. 

With all the rain, I’ve had nothing but time to ponder over trivial 
things such as this. Weighing even heavier on my mind are the lonely 
and forgotten graves of Cedar Grove Cemetery. I find it hard to 
believe that in this age of technology and accessible information, I’ve 
only been able to dig up limited information on the location. A field 
full of long-gone slaves and confederate soldiers, with no historical 
marker to pinpoint their significance in our nation’s history, is a little 
disturbing to me. When I contacted the local representative of the 
NAACP, he knew absolutely nothing of the cemetery’s existence. I 
provided him with a list of all who were buried there and a spark of 
interest came over him, which I hope will carry over into some type of 
project that will beautify this forgotten piece of heritage. Although I 
suspect the American populous will insist on sweeping our taboo 
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roots underneath a rug of so-called self-righteousness. 
As thunderstorms rage through this small Texas town without any 

end in sight, it’s also given me a chance to draw my own conclusions 
on a popular theory regarding spiritual energy and the weather. 
Based on what I already know about electromagnetic fields and 
spirits, I wonder if the souls of Cedar Grove will grow stronger in the 
presence of a highly electrified atmosphere. In other words, would a 
lightning storm cause ghosts to appear more often? Our own personal 
Casper has been missing in action since my last attempt at 
communication. I assumed that I’d beaten him at his own game and 
banished him to exile; therefore, it’s quite convenient how a few 
weeks of constant, electrical atmospheric discharge seems to have 
brought about his presence once more. 

Posted on the couch one afternoon, Nez had fallen asleep while 
watching the Discovery Channel. Suddenly, she felt as though 
someone or something was leaning over her, watching her closely. 
Slowly regaining consciousness, she opened her eyes to see the 
frightening image of Fred. Of course, this startled her to the point of 
screaming, and he fled back to the refuge of his own personal 
oblivion. 

It turns out that our home isn’t the only one with increased 
paranormal activity due to the storms. My mother has been feeling 
the presence of my stepfather more and more, especially since she’s 
decided to start looking at the possibilities of future companionship. 
His essence no longer feels welcoming; instead it comes to her in 
waves of anger and jealousy. Apparently, one of his favorite things to 
do is turn on the television after she’s switched it off. Now she just 
leaves it on to save him the bother. I know she needs help, but it’s not 
the kind of help that we’re willing to offer. This is too personal. On 
top of that, if we pissed him off then he might be tempted to haunt us 
as well, and we have enough paranormal problems on our hands. We 
referred my mother to another organization and, in doing so, opened 
ourselves up to an awesome opportunity. 

The organization in question is booked solid for the next several 
months. They’ve also committed to an investigation which is on such 
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a grand scale that their members are going to come up short in the 
department of manpower that’ll be required to successfully pull it off. 
That’s where P.R.I.N.T. comes in. 

Metroplex Paranormal Investigations is one of the oldest, if not the 
oldest ghost hunting organizations that hailed from the Dallas area. 
When we were contacted with an invitation to assist them in the task 
that lay ahead, there was no way that we could refuse. Their proposal 
was that, if they liked us and if our work ethic proved worthy, they’d 
start handing over some of the investigations that couldn’t be worked 
into their schedule. I took some time to reflect on what this could 
mean for us. Sure, P.R.I.N.T. was becoming a known name to some of 
our local fans, but if we succeeded in this task – if we proved to a 
well-established organization that we had the want and the will to 
strive that little bit extra in the name of paranormal research – then 
our name would be on the map in a way that I never could have 
imagined. So, we sent our RSVP to confirm the engagement and are 
now anxiously awaiting the details. All we know for sure is that it’s 
an entire month away – what the heck are we supposed to do in the 
meantime? 

It’s during these extended times of boredom that the mind begins 
to have delusions of grandeur and similar flights of fancy. What if, I 
thought, one of our findings turned out to be the key piece of 
evidence responsible for solving a previously unsolvable mystery? A 
missing person’s case, for example – or better yet, a murder. Would 
anyone take it seriously? Even in the larger and more liberal cities 
around the globe, if a psychic investigator was to lead police through 
a labyrinth of clueless evidence and solve a case right in front of their 
eyes, chances are, it’ll never be accepted that the paranormal had 
assisted in any way. There are always going be skeptics, no matter 
what. 

A little more than a year ago, the town in which I reside was 
shaken by a horrific double homicide involving a young couple. To 
this day, no leads have been found and all pathways to justice lead 
back to proverbial brick walls. Cora McCabe was a local restaurant 
owner who was well known and loved by many people, although I 
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didn’t know her personally. Brandon Howell, on the other hand, was 
someone that I’d affiliated myself with over the years, despite having 
lost track of him when I’d left to join the military. As with any heinous 
crime in which you knew the victims, I was taken by complete shock 
when the news reached me. This being a small town with a big 
mouth, I’d expected someone to be brought into custody soon. I was 
wrong. 

Is it conceivable that, after all this time, the disembodied spirits 
themselves could reveal the answers to all pending questions? Would 
the families give us permission to attempt such an event? Is the house 
still a crime scene? Deep down, I know that this is likely a far-fetched 
dream and I should probably empty my head of these meddlesome 
questions. I would have done, too, had I not accidentally stumbled 
across a flier that could be the answer to making my absent-minded 
wanderings a reality. 

The other afternoon, while dodging my duties as a corrections 
officer, I decided to take a walk through the upstairs portion of the 
building that’s open to the public. There, on a pin up bulletin board, 
were a couple of familiar faces staring back at me: Those of Cora 
McCabe and Brandon Howell. At the bottom of the flier was a web 
address where you could access all facts to do with the case, as well as 
an email address for any comments to be placed on an electronic 
bulletin board. Instantly, the “what ifs” in my head changed to 
“should I’s”. 

Over the last couple of days, my internal conflict has been 
painfully unbearable. I don’t want to insult the families in any way, 
nor do I want to be laughed at by suggesting that a paranormal 
research group could possibly answer questions that months of law 
enforcement work could not. Nevertheless, I clenched my jaw, took a 
deep breath, and began typing the email. Before I knew it, I’d 
punched the “send” button and there was no going back. I don’t 
expect a response. 
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June 8th, 2007 
A week after I’d given up on hearing from either the McCabe or 
Howell families, I received an email response requesting more 
information on the organization that I represent. I hit the keyboard 
maniacally, grinning as though the whole operation had already been 
approved. I forwarded them email addresses and web links, plus 
anything else that would provide these people with a means of 
contacting me should they choose to accept our unusual request. 
Emails are fast, but word of mouth in a tiny community puts the 
velocity of the digital age to shame. I think I told them too much. 

Not long after my communication with the victim’s family, I was 
summoned to the office of the criminal investigations division 
without the slightest clue as to why. Glancing around the room, before 
my jail lieutenant could utter a word, my eyes fell upon the cause of 
the summons. Lying on the desk before me was a printout of my 
website, and circled on the lower left side of the page was the section 
that stated where I was employed: The same local sheriff’s 
department that had been unable to solve a crime that I was desperate 
to investigate. I sat down in a chair and braced myself for the 
interrogation that I knew was coming. 

“CID received a call from the McCabe family regarding your 
website, and I wanted to ask you firsthand what your intentions are 
with this situation.” The questioning officer looked firstly at me, then 
at the pages in his hand. 

“Well,” I answered, “first thing out of the gate: Is the house still 
considered as being a crime scene?” 

He didn’t know. No one knew. That’s everyone’s tax dollars at 
work, right there. 

My chief continued, “I think all of this is just a misunderstanding 
due to it stating that you’re employed by the sheriff’s department. We 
just want to make sure that anything you do for this family is not 
done under the color of this department.” 

“Oh, absolutely not, sir! If that was the case, I’d never get any 
investigations booked at all.” I gave him a little smirk. 

“Why can’t you participate in a normal hobby?” he wanted to 
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know. 
“Because normal hobbies suck. Normal hobbies are for normal 

guys, and I’m far from that.” 
A period of silence followed this latest exchange of wit. In a small 

town law enforcement agency, image is everything. As far as I’m 
aware, the local S.O’s image is bad enough without a spirit chaser 
stirring things up. I could almost feel my job slipping out from 
underneath me. Finally, my superior gave me a stern look before 
injecting me with some relief. 

“Be careful of how you present yourself and I have no problem 
with it,” he said simply. 

I called it quits for the day and headed home. Before shedding the 
evil uniform, I performed my daily ritual of checking and replying to 
the organization’s internet postings. There it was – another reply from 
the McCabe family. I quickly opened it and read aloud all that I’d 
wanted to hear since I’d first envisioned capturing paranormal 
evidence that revealed the unknown facts of a double homicide: 

“The home is not a crime scene. We’d love for you to do this, and we’ll 
get back to you soon to make the arrangements.” 

As soon as I could, I ran it by Nez and Wendy, and we’re now all 
ready to go. Finally, some rejuvenation; some accomplishment. Things 
are beginning to take shape that leads me to believe this organization 
will be around for a while, and our schedule is fattening to say the 
least. Because of this, we’ve named Jenny, Adam, and Baret as full 
members of the group, bringing the total number to six. Everything is 
growing, and our next two investigations are of a complexity and 
significance that could either set us up high or knock us down flat. 

 
 

July 14th, 2007 
The month of August is moving closer and, as always in this field, 
you learn to deal with the uncertainties that come with it. With all of 
our success, we’ve rarely had to deal with disappointment and defeat. 
In fact, the most unpredictable variable in this hobby is often the 
clients themselves. Emotions are always an issue, and after all the 
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searching and dreaming, the McCabe investigation has fallen through. 
It turns out that Cora’s children just do not want to know, and if I was 
in their shoes then I’d probably feel the same. So I went quietly to 
save them further torment, at the same time realizing that it had been 
a rather selfish notion from the beginning. I guess when you spend so 
much time in the presence of death and the afterlife, you eventually 
become numb to it all and don’t stop to think about how it affects 
those around you. Perhaps we need some time to conduct quality 
investigations with people who have been doing this for so long, so 
that we can learn from their experience. August will be the turning 
point, not to mention our one year anniversary. 



~ C. Derick Miller and Rae Louise ~ 

 

~ 91 ~ 

 
 
 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Reflections of Zen 
 
 

 
July 20th, 2007 
For every step I’ve taken in the paranormal field, my wife is 
responsible; yet I haven’t given her any type of credit or shed too 
much light on who she is and where she came from. Born in the town 
of Pasadena, California, Nez is the great, great niece of Lon Chaney; 
and the great niece of Lon Chaney Jr. 

Lon Chaney was known as “The Man of a Thousand Faces” in 
early Hollywood. He portrayed the Phantom of the Opera, and later 
in life Lon Jr. played the role of Wolf Man and just about every other 
movie monster you can think of that graced the screen of black-and-
white cinema. If there were ever two men that had ties to the 
paranormal with a taste of the dark side, the Chaneys would be the 
poster children. 

As if being related to these guys wasn’t cool enough, Nez is also 
tied to another face that I’m certain everyone will recognize from their 
childhood. Her grandfather was the official White House Santa Claus: 
From the Eisenhower administration to the Bush Sr. administration, 
with a brief interlude during the Reagan years. This wasn’t just an 
annual gig, though. On a daily basis, he would visit sick and dying 
children around the country. He was on first-name terms with a lot of 
celebrities such as John Travolta and Danny DeVito. If they were a 
child star in Hollywood in the eighties, chances are, Nez has a story to 
tell about them. The downside to all of this was that every day in her 
grandfather’s Los Angeles home was Christmas: Visitors, decorations, 
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Santa Claus letters, music, and yes, even reindeers. You’d think this 
would be every little girl’s dream, but tales from Nez’s childhood in 
this house get darker as time went on. 

Her earliest experience regarding the shadowy figure that resides 
in our current home took place when she was very young. She 
remembers spotting him standing in a darkened corner by a fireplace, 
doing little more than what he does now: He was watching her. Nez 
stared back at him, both confused and fascinated. In the years that 
followed, this shadow became a regular in her life and would pop up 
on a frequent basis. Understandably, this made her highly 
uncomfortable and afraid to venture anywhere in the house alone. It 
never interacted with her, though. It just watched her like some 
paranormal pervert. 

Now comes the inevitable part of the story involving a Ouija 
board. Nez and one of her childhood friends were asking a spirit, 
which had revealed itself as a young boy, how he’d died. The oracle 
flew from the board, smashed into a wall, and lay on the ground in 
pieces. This occurrence took place in a house other than her 
grandfather’s, meaning the activity was following her. Even Nez’s 
mother got in on the experiences, so it wasn’t just the imaginative 
ramblings of a young girl. 

One night, while entertaining a group of friends in the same home 
as the Ouija board incident, Nez’s mother conducted a séance where 
she tried to conjure up the spirit of Lizzie Borden. From that point on, 
objects would fly from shelves, and the house began to feel colder and 
colder. There was also a lingering smell that reminded them of a 
rotting corpse. They would hear noises like heavy foot traffic 
approaching from other rooms of the house, but they’d stop suddenly 
at the foot of their beds. Some time later, they found out that the 
previous owner of Nez’s grandfather’s house had accidentally cut off 
a group of southern Californian ghetto gangsters in traffic one 
afternoon. They retaliated by shooting him to death in the doorway of 
the house when he arrived home. 

Shortly after this revelation, Nez’s mother remarried and they 
took the rather unfortunate trek across the western United States, 
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settling down in the small Texas town that we reside in now. I 
remember the first time I saw Nez as vividly as if it had happened last 
week. One of my brothers had been introduced to a girl on the 
telephone, a friend of a friend sort of thing, but he was nervous about 
meeting her. As juvenile as this may sound, he wanted me to check 
her out at a local mall and introduce myself as him. Why I agreed to 
go along with this Brady Bunch idea, I’ll never understand, but I did 
it anyway. Sitting next to a fountain was a girl not much younger than 
myself. She was cute, but possessed an attitude and an essence that 
was nothing at all like someone born and raised in this sleepy Dallas 
suburb. I couldn’t help it – I revealed my true identity and told her 
how much of a dork my brother was. We were best friends from that 
moment on, and I knew without a doubt that I’d marry this girl 
someday. 

The country home that Nez and her family had settled in wasn’t 
much different, paranormally, to the one they’d moved from. The 
entity had followed them, at first giving off a protective feeling, but 
over time it started to get physical. Nez recalls one instance in which a 
few of her friends were staying over, and someone made the 
suggestion that they played hide-and-seek. The frantic activities of the 
teenage girls must have been too much for the spirit to handle, for it 
put physical force on top of a mattress and pinned one girl under a 
bed. Another, who was hiding in a pantry, was pushed into a wall. 

In addition to this, television and radio stations would regularly 
change by themselves. Both Nez and her mother were being stalked 
by the figure, which would hover at the foot of their beds, breathing 
and watching them. Eventually, animals started coming to their 
property to die. Dogs, hogs, emus, and other kinds of livestock would 
wander out of their enclosures from nearby homes and farms, then 
cease to live upon reaching the house. 

By far, I think the best paranormal story to have come from this 
place is one that involves a local sheriff’s deputy that I work with. 
Long ago, before either of us had decided to wear a badge, this guy 
was dating Nez. One day, he was sitting in their living room waiting 
for her to finish sprucing up for a date when he caught someone 
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running, at top speed, from the master bedroom and down the 
hallway into Nez’s bedroom. The strapping young lad sprang from 
his perch and gave chase to the intruder, knowing for a fact that he 
and Nez were the only ones in the house. When Nez finally left the 
bathroom, she found her date searching the house frantically from 
closet to closet, crying and panting as though he was out of breath. He 
found no one in the house and, to this day, he refuses to talk about the 
incident and turns a pinkish color whenever someone brings it up. 

It was for these reasons that Nez decided to become a paranormal 
investigator. She longs to educate people in a field where so many 
remain and choose to be uneducated. All fun and no fame, she just 
wanted to be recognized – and now we are. Now we spend hours on 
end answering emails and creating proposals requesting permission 
for investigations. Creating T-shirts, business cards, and networking 
with paranormal groups from around the world. It’s actually 
beginning to overshadow our day jobs. 

Later in life, I guess when a mother feels that her daughter is old 
enough to have such a discussion, Nez was told that her “gift” is in 
fact hereditary. Both her mother and her grandmother share it, which 
probably explains why Nez sees Fred a lot more than I do. In a way I 
feel sorry for her, but it’s a nice gift to have if you choose to become a 
ghost hunter. 

With all of these stories playing around in my mind, a thought 
came to me one day that I acted on prematurely – before I’d bothered 
to decide whether or not I wanted to know for sure. Years ago, just as 
I was getting out of the army, I drove to Nez’s house to catch up with 
her and let her know that I was back in town. As I pulled into the 
driveway, I was met by a truck load of unfamiliar faces. It seemed that 
following a family tragedy, Nez had moved back to California for a 
while and this new family had taken up residence there. A year or so 
later, I met these people again and became good friends with the 
youngest girl of the family. The idea that I’d given birth to in my 
subconscious was to find out if the paranormal activity had ceased 
when Nez’s family had left town, or if it continued to torment its 
newest tenants. The response both shocked and saddened me. 
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The girl told me that on numerous occasions, someone had left the 
house to retrieve something from their vehicle, only to return and find 
themselves locked out of the house. Every door and window would 
lock itself, as though it didn’t want them staying there. Her 
grandmother, who didn’t at all believe in ghosts, accidentally 
destroyed some roses that had been planted around the house. A 
spirit began to appear regularly after that and would cause all kinds 
of chaos. The old lady decided to taunt it one night, only to be 
converted in pretty much the same way that I was. The spirit 
materialized before her and actually spoke, revealing himself as the 
previous owner of the house who had died there. He was very upset 
at her for destroying his beautiful flowers, which he’d nurtured and 
cared for while he was alive. Previously unaware that someone had 
passed away in the home, the family didn’t remain there for much 
longer. Taking everything into consideration – all I’d seen and all of 
the stories that I’d heard from people over the years – I didn’t hesitate 
to believe that the family’s experiences were real. All I knew for 
certain was that a man had actually died in the house not too long 
ago, leaving behind a grieving wife, a great son, and a daughter that I 
myself happened to love dearly. This man was Nez’s stepfather, who 
currently lies peacefully in McWright Cemetery. 

How do you tell someone that you care about so much the kind of 
information that I knew I’d have to reveal for the sake of the subject 
matter? Theoretically, spirits remain in this realm to complete 
unfinished tasks or to make right something that was unjustly done to 
them. Why would he still be here? 

For two whole days, I kept this information bottled up inside of 
me, wondering how was best to break the news. When the time came, 
Nez’s reaction was no different to the one that had replayed 
continually in my thoughts. She placed her head in her hands and 
wept. That’s how I understand why the children of Cora McCabe 
didn’t want us to investigate the home in which she was murdered. 
Sometimes, I guess there are things that need to remain unknown. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

School’s In 
 
 

 
August 4th, 2007 
Rather than stocking up on rest to prepare for our big night with 
Metroplex Paranormal Investigations, a mere two nights beforehand, 
the group decided to spend its birthday with the man responsible for 
the birth of heavy metal: The Prince of Darkness himself, Mr. Ozzy 
Osborne. Even with a blood blister on his throat, which he apologized 
for repeatedly, this man rocked out like he was twenty years younger. 
The side stage acts were laughable at best, but Ozzy came out with a 
vengeance and a presence that so many after him have found 
impossible to reproduce. We stumbled into the car twelve hours later 
with our ears still ringing and somehow survived the road trip home. 
I don’t remember much at all about the next day. 

The morning of the investigation felt a lot like the morning I’d left 
to join the army. It was bad enough that I was leaving behind the 
comforts of home and everyone I loved there, but I was headed for 
the worst place on earth. Not to mention the fact that I had to hop on 
a plane for the first time in my life just to get there. By the time I 
arrived at boot camp, my nerves were already shot. It got worse from 
there. 

Back to the investigation, we were heading for a house that had 
already produced recorded activity. Not only that, but we’d be 
working alongside a group that had massive numbers at their 
disposal. Their equipment had to be carried in trucks, whereas ours 
fits conveniently into a handheld suitcase. If we pulled this off, we’d 
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never have to beg for or produce our own investigations ever again. 
This could be our ticket out of the graveyards – no pressure or 
anything. 

Taking a whole two minutes, we packed up the car. We even broke 
down the laptop and camera equipment to make it look like we 
owned more than we actually did. I’ve seen the evidence that these 
people have captured on their website, and it’s of a caliber way 
beyond what you can achieve with a couple of digital cameras and a 
digital voice recorder. We have heart, though, and hopefully that 
counts for something. Before placing the car’s transmission into the 
“drive” position, I turned to Nez and Wendy. 

“I don’t think any of us understands how important tonight is. 
They’re going to be watching us closely. This is the deciding factor of 
whether we continue to hang out in cemeteries, or have people 
contact us to come and check out their houses. Let’s try not to screw 
this up!” 

Speech over, I hit the accelerator and headed west. The drive 
seemed to go on for an eternity. We passed out of the final town that I 
recognized from previous travels and into the unknown area of North 
Texas, but according to road signs we were still an hour away from 
our destination: The Gainesville Haunted House. Going off rumor 
and local legend, most of the town’s people already knew about the 
paranormal activity there, and they weren’t afraid to speak about it 
openly. If the stories were true, this was going to be the craziest 
location that we’d investigated so far. Just thinking about it was 
making my palms sweat profusely on the steering wheel. 

As the road began to dip and dive in a million different directions, 
I knew we were getting close to Oklahoma. I stopped at the first gas 
station I could find to ask the attendant if I was heading in the right 
direction. He gave me a confused nod and we hit the road once again, 
eventually pulling into the town of Gainesville. Whipping out my 
trusty Map Quest printout, I drove through the city streets in search 
of our destination. Deeper and deeper into the town we ventured, at 
the same time noticing that the houses seemed to be getting older. We 
crossed over a decent-sized rail yard and a dilapidated rail road 
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station, which led me to believe that the bulk of the neighborhood had 
been constructed over a hundred years ago, when the towns were 
built around rail lines and trade routes. Even the air smelled old. I 
executed my final turn around the block, and there she stood in all of 
her suspected haunted glory. 

As it happened, we were the first ones to arrive. I got out of the 
car and lit a cigarette, glaring at the upstairs windows and half 
expecting to see someone staring back at me. 

“What do we do?” asked Nez. 
“I’m not quite sure,” I replied. “I guess we can either wait for the 

owner to come and greet us, or stay here until the other team shows 
up.” 

Two more cigarettes and a sweat-soaked shirt later, the owner 
finally came out to meet the strangers that lingered on the sidewalk. 
Still with no sign of the other group, I went over to her and 
introduced myself, Nez, and Wendy. We were invited inside and led 
into a room to the left of the hallway, which was explained as being 
the only air-conditioned room in the house. 

“So, what do you want to know about the place?” the owner 
asked us. 

“Absolutely nothing,” I replied. We didn’t want to hear of any 
occurrences or activity for the fear that it might influence our 
investigation. 

After a brief explanation of who we were and where we came 
from, a lost looking man walked across the front yard and knocked on 
the door. His name was John, and he wasn’t from Metroplex 
Paranormal either. He’d recently moved to the Dallas area from South 
Texas, where he’d been part of an investigations group called R.E.I. 
This was his first investigation with Metroplex Paranormal, so we 
were sharing the same boat. At that point, ten different vehicles 
pulled up in front of the house as though it was a government raid, 
and roughly fifteen people filed out onto the lawn. We put on our best 
game faces and went to meet the professionals. 

We shuffled slowly towards the group like kindergartens on their 
first day of school. Vicki, one of the founders of the group, recognized 
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us from our photos and introduced herself first. This was succeeded 
by a frenzy of handshakes from various other members of the group – 
there were so many that I couldn’t remember all of their names. I did 
grab a pen and write them down, but I’m almost certain that I missed 
a few. The owner of the house was also introduced to everyone, and 
she looked slightly overwhelmed by the numerous faces staring back 
at her. She then took the group on a walkthrough, but I chose to hang 
back. I still didn’t want to know anything. 

Once the tour had been completed, MPI began to unload their 
equipment. The only way I can describe it is like those late eighties 
hair band music videos, where they show the bands getting unpacked 
and ready for a concert. We were totally out of our leagues now. 
While they set up their own paranormal Woodstock, we did a 
walkthrough of our own without the tour guide. The living area 
looked like a normal home, whereas the upstairs could have easily 
been transformed into something cozy. While Nez and Wendy headed 
upstairs, I decided to take a stroll through a part of the house where 
no one else had ventured yet. To the right of the entrance was a door 
leading to the other half of the house, which had been used over the 
years as a makeshift storage area. Not an organized storage area, 
mind you – just a few rooms with hole-ridden ceilings and exposed 
electrical wires that hung above what resembled a hurricane 
aftermath. Another thing I noticed was that the temperature in this 
area felt in the upwards of one hundred degrees. Once I’d reached the 
back of the house, I turned to make my way back towards the more 
livable areas when I received a shove from behind. Almost toppling 
over, I quickly caught my balance and raised my fists to greet 
whatever homeless vagrant was hiding out in the unlivable part of 
the house. Nobody was there. 

I hurried upstairs to share the experience with my teammates, but 
they had a story of their own to tell. It seems that they’d been making 
their way down some stairs that led to a blocked door when one of 
the windows in the room above them had slammed shut on its own. 
That’s when I knew that it was destined to be a long night. The game 
was already on. 
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MPI completed the tedious task of setting up their electronics, 
then left to grab some food before beginning the investigation. I took 
my old analog audio recorder and headed out to the front porch for a 
one-on-one with the owner of the house. I knew this was breaking 
normal protocol, but with so many investigators in the house, it was 
unlikely that I’d get another shot at speaking to her. 

The owner’s name was Linda. She’d bought the house three years 
ago as sort of a package deal with a lot of other properties in the 
neighborhood. She’d originally rented it out to a girl whose mother 
had lived there twenty years ago. Back then, the upstairs area was 
locked so no one could get up there – aside from the sound of ghostly 
footsteps that could be heard on a regular basis. This didn’t deter 
Linda, though. It’s her personal philosophy that everything, 
everywhere, is haunted – just some more than others. It wasn’t until 
recently that she and her partner, Del, had spent some time going over 
their rental records and realized how haunted the property could 
actually be. 

In the downstairs area, the longest time that anyone had lived 
there before finding an excuse to leave was six months. After 
unlocking and renovating the upstairs portion of the house, that time 
period decreased to two months maximum. As for the unlivable half 
of the lower floor, no one would linger there for any extended amount 
of time – and we’re talking minutes rather than months. Because the 
majority of the locals are aware of the house’s paranormal activity, 
Linda had decided to use it as a marketing tool. Long before she knew 
anything about EVP’s or orb photography, she began to host haunted 
sleepovers. Amateur photographers would catch anomalies in their 
pictures, and Ouija board pieces would move on their own. There was 
one incident in which the television changed channels by itself, from a 
children’s program to a baseball game that was being broadcasted one 
hundred and fifty-five channels away. Personally, I’ve seen televisions 
change on their own when the batteries start to expire in remote 
controls, but it’s a rare occurrence. Linda has also heard voices down 
the hallways before, despite being the only person in the house. It was 
then brought to my attention that one of the members of MPI thought 
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they’d witnessed someone standing in one of the upstairs windows 
when they’d arrived that evening. This particular window refuses to 
hold curtains, even when they’ve been screwed into the wall. 

As the other members began to return from their dinners, I 
wrapped up the interview by asking Linda what the possibility was of 
one of the upstairs windows slamming shut on its own. She informed 
me that the windows were propped open and couldn’t do that. I 
thanked her for her time and then returned inside to grab my 
equipment, before heading to the part of the house where few possess 
the nerve to enter. I ran into Wendy outside, who was taking a short 
break from the investigation. 

“Hey, give me the digital voice recorder,” I requested. “I want to 
do some EVP work in the storage area.” 

She handed over the recorder, which I switched on after leaving 
her. After being in the house for nearly three hours, she’d recorded 
less than thirty minutes of audio. This both disappointed and 
embarrassed me, mainly because when we were first invited to take 
part in the joint excursion, we were told that only three of us could go. 
Nez and I were a definite, and seeing as Wendy’s been with us for the 
longest, we figured it was only fair that she be given the third spot – 
regardless of how many times she’s disappeared on us before an 
investigation. In hindsight, this is a personality trait that I should 
have taken into consideration. At least Jenny, Adam, or Baret would 
have done what we went there to do. 

Fuming, I continued my way to the storage rooms. Over at the far 
side, I saw Nez and one of MPI’s mediums having a conversation 
while taking pictures. 

“What the heck has Wendy been doing since we got here?” I 
whispered to Nez. 

“She’s been following that John guy around like a lost puppy,” 
Nez replied. 

I showed her the numbers on the recorder, and she lowered her 
head and sighed deeply. Suddenly, the EMF meter began to beep and 
flash as though it was on fire. Nez shot a photo of the area with a 
speed comparable to that of an Old West gun fighter. The psychic 
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jumped as though she’d been pinched or slapped by an unseen force. 
When the needle on the EMF meter flat-lined again, we reviewed the 
photos. The one that had been taken during the spike displayed 
something that looked like a glowing white arm, whereas the 
following ones of the exact same area showed absolutely nothing. 

I flicked on the recorder and started asking questions, requesting 
for our unseen visitor to show some sign of physical presence. With 
nothing happening, I kicked it up another notch. I started taunting. 

“Look,” I said, “in a little while, this place is going to be overrun 
with people and equipment. They only have one target in mind: You. I 
need you to prove to me that you exist. We’ve caught you in a picture 
already, and you tried to push me on my face earlier. I dare you to do 
it again. I bet you won’t! I bet you won’t move that hanging wire over 
there or that paper bag on the floor. I bet you don’t even exist, you’re 
just a figment of an entire town’s imaginations. You’re a big chicken!” 

I have no idea where that last line came from, but not all 
paranormal work has to be kept serious. I worked up quite a sweat 
while trying to get a rise out of the spirit, so I went outside to cool 
down for a bit. I gave the recorder back to Wendy in the hope that 
she’d put it to good use. With any luck, the taunting technique had 
worked, but I wouldn’t know for sure until I had a chance to analyze 
it. By this time, it was pushing midnight and MPI was in full swing. It 
had got to the point where there were wires and motion sensor 
cameras all over the house, covering every room from every possible 
angle, and anything we could do to assist would have been useless. 
Nez, Wendy, and I found a comfortable spot in the air-conditioned 
room, which had been converted into a type of command center. As 
the sweat on my face evaporated with the sudden introduction of cool 
air, my eyes began to grow heavy. Taking into consideration that we 
still had a two-hour drive ahead of us, I packed up our equipment 
and began to make my rounds so that I could show my gratitude for 
being invited to such an awesome place with some interesting 
professionals. Before I could make it to their first team member, they 
brought out a folding card table for the purpose of table tipping. I 
couldn’t leave yet – I had to see this for myself. 



~ C. Derick Miller and Rae Louise ~ 

 

~ 103 ~ 

I have heard of this technique before but never seen it performed. 
The objective is to try and provoke the spirit into utilizing the energy 
of everyone seated at the table in order to produce some type of 
physical disturbance, like moving the table or knocking on it. Four of 
MPI’s sensitives and mediums sat at each side of the table. Then they 
began to coax and taunt the spirit of the house into making its 
presence known. After several minutes with no response, one of their 
members took it to the next level and became insanely rude. It seemed 
to do the trick. The temperature in the room dropped to a degree that 
was noticeable by quite a few of us, and their strategically placed 
cameras began to flip on and off on the monitor frantically. They were 
picking up movement in the house, but every one of us was locked 
away in this room. Orbs began to appear on the screens in several 
locations. Something else was definitely in the house, and it was 
getting stirred up. 

After a few successful bumps of the table, the group packed it up 
and relocated to one of the upstairs rooms where the orb activity had 
been witnessed as the strongest by the motion sensors. As far as the 
three of us were concerned, having had enough of the unbearable heat 
for one evening, we finally decided to call it a night. Two more hours 
had passed and I didn’t expect us to be arriving home until after 4 
AM. As the road began to blur in the early morning hours, I 
wondered what we’d just accomplished and whether MPI viewed us 
as a group of amateurs or equals. 

Not long after walking through our front door, I fell into a deep 
sleep reminiscent of the ones that I’d experienced as a soldier. The 
ceiling fan blew hard against my blankets as I pulled them tighter 
around my head. I don’t recall dreaming. 

 
 

August 5th, 2007 
When I slowly grazed the edge of consciousness late this afternoon, 
Nez and Wendy had already turned the photos inside out. The only 
anomaly to be discovered was also the strangest and most significant 
one that we’ve come across so far. When I emailed it to Vicki from 
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MPI, she replied stating that it could possibly be a contrail. Cool, I 
thought, but what the hell is a contrail? 

I did a quick internet search and learned that they’re things I’ve 
been seeing all my life. Basically, the line of cloud that remains in the 
sky after a jet plane has flown by is known as a contrail. How did that 
fit into the paranormal, though? 

I checked my inbox again to find another reply from Vickie. When 
an orb moves, it moves too fast for the shutter of a camera and leaves 
a line of energy in the photo. Contrails are extremely rare to catch and 
are considered by some to be the only true orb photography that can’t 
be ruled out as dust, pollen, or flying insects. Jackpot! 

Vicki also admitted that she was jealous. With one click of the 
camera, Nez had created envy within a paranormal investigation 
group that’s one of the oldest and most technologically advanced in 
the state of Texas. I think they consider us as being lucky more than 
anything, but their founder did say that we’re a very serious and 
analytical group, and that they’re looking forward to working with us 
again in the near future. That’s good enough for me. 

 
 

August 12th, 2007 
It’s been a week since the investigation at Gainesville. After spending 
some quality time with the kids and recovering from severe mental 
and physical exhaustion, I sat down to pick apart the audio data. 
What I found is more shocking and vulgar than everything we’ve 
caught at McWright, the Iron Skillet, and Cedar Grove combined. At 
the point of the evening in which I’d re-entered the storage room to 
begin taunting whatever spirit had pushed me, I’d stated aloud that it 
was me again. The response was immediate. 

“WHAT?” 
The voice on the recording sounded irritated, like it was at the end 

of its rope with me. I tend to have that effect on people, so I didn’t 
take it personally. Next came my taunting, and I was actually laying it 
on pretty thick in the attempt to gain the spirit’s attention. Hearing 
this playback made me laugh so hard that if there’d been milk 
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involved, it would have shot out of my nose with a terminal velocity. 
When the final insult flew from my lips, which I’m now referring to as 
the “chicken blow”, the entity hissed the only retort that it could come 
up with. 

“Fuck you!” 
I gasped for air and finally stilled my laughter enough to yell for 

Nez and Baret to come and hear the best EVP that I’ve heard yet. 
Their reactions were similar to my own. 

“Even dead people know you’re a jerk!” Baret chuckled. 
Just to be absolutely sure, I sent the sound file to MPI to be 

cleaned up and analyzed in a way that I can only dream of. Every 
member of their group came to the same interpretation: Fuck you. 
Now I’m definitely going back to Gainesville – I have a score to settle. 
No one, living or dead, curses me without receiving a witty retort in 
return. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

It’s Only Flesh 
 
 

 
September 1st, 2007 
The joint investigation with Metroplex Paranormal was a complete 
and amazing success. We met some awesome people, had some 
unique experiences, and learned a lot. I have one sore spot on my 
soul, though, and it won’t go away. 

My audio file containing the two EVP’s measures eleven minutes. 
Wendy’s audio, even though we were there for a whole eight hours, is 
a little over a quarter of that time. She asked two questions in an 
attempt at interaction – not the same two questions over and over 
again, mind you. And so because she asked nothing, she caught 
nothing. If we’re going to be taken as a serious group then Nez and I 
need serious members to back us up. It’s vital that we start thinking 
big; otherwise, how are we going to top the Haunted House of 
Gainesville? 

Word of our organization is spreading slowly, but spreading 
nonetheless. The Gainesville Haunted House has mentioned us on 
their website, and I’ve been dropping business cards at every place 
imaginable. We were even called to guest host a radio show out of 
Corpus Christi, but that venture was short-lived due to the threat of a 
hurricane. We had to reschedule, but who cares? The fact that we’ve 
been recognized by someone on the opposite side of the largest state 
in the union is a miracle in itself. Wendy, on the other hand, is a 
different matter. We’ve barely seen or heard from her in a couple of 
weeks, and Adam and Jenny seem to have dropped off the face of the 
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earth. We suspect this is due to an issue with money being owed to us 
from the shirts that we had made to wear on investigations. At the 
pinnacle of our success, I feel like my team is falling to pieces. 

Speaking of the T-shirts, they’ve created the results that I always 
knew they would, being worn in a town that has more churches per 
capita than any other city in the United States. At first, people are like 
wild animals that have been shown a shiny object. Then come the 
bewildered stares, and once the smoke has cleared from the grinding 
wheels in their heads, they take about ten steps away from you – as if 
non-conformity to a Christian way of life is contagious. In a way, 
though, I guess it is. If you show someone the truth behind the lies, 
they’ll eventually want to show someone else and the cycle goes on. 
At least the business cards would help to spread the word in a 
positive manner … or so I thought. 

There’s one place in particular where I’ve had to replace the cards 
on a near daily basis. At first, I thought it was pretty cool that people 
were taking an interest. Just to make sure they weren’t being thrown 
away, I hung a couple of them on a bulletin board. Later on in the day, 
I noticed that only one of them was missing. I figured that if they 
were being thrown away then both of them would have been taken. A 
few days later, I checked a nearby trash can and found all of the cards 
in there. 

It’s no secret that skeptics fear change. All of their lives, they’ve 
been told by parents, preachers, and the media that ghosts, goblins, 
poltergeists, UFO’s, Bigfoot, and the Loch Ness Monster are just 
figments of their imaginations. The preachers deny paranormal 
occurrences to make it seem as though they’re the only ones special 
enough to communicate with an almighty deity. How else are they 
going to draw people into church every Sunday and fill the empty 
spaces of the auditorium? Personally, I can’t see how organized 
religion can denounce paranormal phenomena when the book that 
contains everything they hold dear is full of miracles and spirits. 
These are the reasons why paranormal investigators keep doing what 
they do. One day, we hope to give the world the biggest and most 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 108 ~ 

eye-opening “I told you so” that’s ever been known to man. Until 
then, I’ll keep on wearing the shirts, keep hanging up the cards, and 
keep laughing at preachers. 

In my quest to discover what I’m doing wrong when it comes to 
the leadership of our organization, I’ve decided to take a step back 
and look at the bigger picture. Why is it that certain members of the 
group are so unreliable, even though they showed so much promise 
during their first times in the field? Is it simply a case of them not 
wanting it bad enough? Is it the stress of their day jobs or the skeptical 
opposition that they’re facing? This is where Nez and I are completely 
different from the rest of them. Regardless of everything – all the dirty 
looks I get for being a “freak of the night” and working for a sheriff’s 
department – we stand up for what we do and what we believe in. 

I realize that this negativity is getting me nowhere. I can’t even get 
any tips from the T.A.P.S. guys on television because they’re running 
into the same problems that we are. As it happens, I have a co-worker 
whose daughter is absolutely in love with who we are and what we 
do. I’ve never met her personally, but after corresponding through 
email she has expressed to me a deep interest in the paranormal. I 
even agreed to bring her along on an investigation sometime. She 
seems like a sweet kid, and upon speaking in length to her mother, I 
learned that there’s a lot more to this girl than she’d originally 
revealed to me. 

Her name is Kerri, and she’s just fourteen years of age. For the 
majority of her life, probably since the age of verbal communication, 
she’s been able to see things in a way that no one else around her can. 
“People” spoke to her on a daily basis, but only she could hear them. 
When Kerri had first explained this phenomenon to her friends and 
family, it had been brushed off as the ramblings of a little girl who 
sought attention. I, on the other hand, am not about to ignore the fact 
that this teenager is one hundred percent serious about the things that 
have occurred around her. There’s no way I’m going to deny her the 
opportunity to prove her abilities in a location that we know for 
certain is pulsing with paranormal activity. Amazingly, I managed to 
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convince both Nez and Kerri’s mother that this was a good idea. With 
a little work and much hope, she could be our lucky seventh member. 

 
 

September 8th, 2007 
This evening, Nez, Baret, and I found ourselves sitting in the living 
room of our potential new ghost hunter – having now obtained the 
title of “Shy Ghost Hunter”. Kerri was barely poking her head out of 
the bathroom door, but her mother informed us that she was always 
like this upon meeting new people. Running a little short on time, we 
threatened to leave and conduct the investigation without her. Before 
I knew it, she was inside the car and waiting for the rest of us. How, I 
wondered, is this timid creature going to ask questions out loud to the 
souls of dead people when she can’t even make eye contact with 
people whose work and interests she holds in such high regard? 

The car ride was mostly silent. I couldn’t tell if it was due to 
Kerri’s shyness or the fact that she was on her way to spend some 
quality time among moonlit headstones. As the skies darkened, I 
could sense that she was feeling a little unsure of herself. Perhaps 
there was also some regret for having put herself in this situation in 
the first place. Nevertheless, as we neared our destination, it was 
much too late to request a turnaround. 

It was darker than usual at McWright Cemetery. The surrounding 
woods were alive with the chatter of whippoorwills and raccoons. I 
did my best to comfort Kerri by giving her a brief explanation of what 
we’d experienced there and the history of the cemetery. Then I started 
pulling out pieces of equipment and describing their functions. 
During the digital voice recorder instructions, I briefly pointed out the 
locations where we’d been successful in capturing EVP’s. When I 
turned back to face her, she was nothing more than a flashlight in the 
distance. I was already proud of her – and of myself for being the one 
to give her a gentle nudge out of the nest. Now the investigation 
could begin. 

Not only was it darker than our previous visits to McWright, but it 
was so active that Nez, Baret, and I were chasing so many shadows 
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and moving figures that we were starting to get winded. Occasionally, 
I’d glance over my shoulder and see Kerri’s flashlight bobbing about 
in the distance. When a monster of a dog began to bark from 
somewhere nearby, I decided to go and check on her. She was my 
responsibility tonight, and if I allowed her to be injured in any way 
then her mother would take my unmentionables and use them as 
Christmas ornaments. 

I spotted Kerri standing near one of the roads that crisscrossed the 
cemetery, so I slowed my pace a bit and lowered my head to catch my 
breath. The late summer humidity had me pouring buckets of sweat 
onto my new T-shirt, which proudly displayed our logo on the back 
for the whole world to criticize and avoid. Off in the distance, about 
fifty yards ahead of my position, I saw a flashlight near a grove of 
shaded trees. It was Kerri. 

“Now, wait a second …” I thought aloud, “if Nez and Baret are 
behind me and Kerri is over in those trees, who in the heck am I 
walking towards?” 

I glanced back to the road, and the figure from before had gone. I 
quickened my pace and caught up with the young investigator. 

“Hey, how’s everything going?” I asked her. 
“Fine,” she replied. 
“You talk too much,” I joked, and actually got a rise out of her 

because she let loose a quiet giggle. 
“So, do you think this is something that you might want to start 

doing with us all the time?” I prodded, almost not expecting a reply. 
“Yes,” she shot back at me, quickly and assuredly. 
“Cool, I’m glad you’re having a good time.” I smiled. “Listen, I 

don’t want to freak you out or anything, but when I noticed that you 
were over here, I realized that the person I was originally walking 
towards was none of us. In actual fact, it probably wasn’t a person at 
all!” 

“Sweet!” Kerri replied, before going off on her merry way. 
Sweet? I’d just told a fourteen-year-old girl that there was a 

possible full-bodied entity no more than half a hockey rink away from 
her, and that was her response? No panic attack, no screaming … I 
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liked the kid. I wanted her in the group. 
Suddenly, from behind me, Baret broke the silence of my thoughts. 

“Dude, come here!” 
Meeting back up with Nez on the way, we closed in on his 

location. Oddly enough, this was at a small patch of graves near the 
road where I’d witnessed the disappearing figure only minutes 
before. 

“Dude, I swear … I mean, I swear that someone just peeked out at 
me from behind one of those headstones!” Baret informed us both, 
hysterically. 

Nez lit up the blackened surroundings with her lightning-like 
camera flashes. Having noticed the photo storm, Kerri appeared 
looking as sweat-drenched and exhausted as the rest of us. It was 
definitely time for a breather. We walked over to the car and powered 
everything down, hoping that a cold drink would invigorate us 
enough to keep going. It was during this break that we told Kerri 
about our story from day one. When it was time to get back to the 
investigation, I went to pick up the EMF meter when Kerri brought it 
to my attention that her flashlight had died. 

“No problem,” I said, digging in one of our equipment bags for 
more batteries. 

“That’s OK,” she interrupted. “I like it better in the dark.” 
Wow, nine words in one sentence – we were making progress. Nez 

handed over our best camera and gave her permission to fire away. 
Kerri disappeared yet again, illuminating the night sky with every 
hopeful click of the shutter. 

“Look at her go!” Nez remarked, smiling. 
“Oh, yeah, she’s a natural,” I said. 
The three of us hung back and let the young investigator do her 

thing. “Lucky number seven” is what I’ve been calling her, but in 
truth our numbers don’t appear to be so strong. I’m getting 
dangerously close to going back on my word and letting Wendy, 
Jenny, and Adam go. The dilemma then is whether I should replace 
them or leave the group as it is with the remaining members. We’ve 
got a revisit to Gainesville in the works and are going to need 
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everyone in attendance in order to pull it off successfully. 
At that moment, Kerri’s camera flash seemed to have woken up 

the screaming Bigfoot thing in the woods. That was our cue to wrap 
everything up. The four of us packed up, strapped ourselves into the 
car, and sped away as quickly as possible. As I’ve stated in the past, 
I’m not sure whether I believe in the legend of Bigfoot. If or when I 
am approached by the ape-like creature that lives in the forests of 
North America, I’d like to be armed with something other than a 
camera and a can of pepper spray. Pissing it off by means of 
temporary blindness was sure to make the situation a whole lot 
worse. 

 
 

September 22nd, 2007 
Over the last couple of weeks, Nez has been going over the 
photographs from our latest McWright investigation. The orbs are 
unusually bright and numerous, appearing in ways that we’ve never 
seen before. One photo in particular, taken shortly after an EMF 
fluctuation, looks as though there’s an orb hovering between me and 
the camera. It’s the brightest one she’s ever caught, almost like the sun 
had come out to greet us in the darkness. Another one appears as 
though it’s trapped in a spider’s web next to a rather nasty looking 
spider. The photo that most gripped us, however, came after Baret 
had sworn that he’d witnessed someone peeking at him from behind 
a cluster of graves. Half concealed by a tree, there’s definitely a figure 
of something. It’s almost humanoid in its appearance, but not enough 
to actually be human; for starters, it’s only about two-foot tall. It 
seems to be watching us, and you can even make out a face in this 
image – which is a first for us. My feet felt heavy and my back tingled 
upon reviewing the photo. Was this actually some type of creature? 
An alien or demon, according to the creative wizardry as depicted by 
the science fiction that I’d grown up on. Or could it simply be an 
innocent tree branch that needs further investigation? Either way, I 
had to stop looking at it because it was seriously creeping me out. 

We hit the honey pot with the audio also. Over several days, I 
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listened to Kerri taking control of the DVR like it was something she’d 
been doing for years. Six minutes into her recording, she officially 
became a successful paranormal investigator when she asked a 
question that we, ourselves, have spoken into the darkness 
innumerable times. 

“Is anyone there …?” 
I’d felt all along that if we could break through the shell that 

protected Kerri’s emotions, we’d be able to turn her into a valuable 
member of our team. It wasn’t until recently that I discovered how 
valuable she might actually be. Finding a little extra time in my busy 
schedule, I sat down to review the final hour of her audio. The normal 
chirping of the crickets was broken by Kerri speaking to herself. 

“What did you say? I couldn’t hear you, could you tell me again?” 
The next thing I heard sent me spinning so fast that I immediately 

called Nez at her day job to share the excitement. Kerri’s request was 
granted by the voice of an entity itself. 

“It’s only flesh.” 
This girl not only has the drive and the mentality to be one of us; 

amazingly, she possesses the ability to hear spiritual messages as 
they’re being spoken. She’d heard something, replied to it, and the 
spirit in turn reacted to her reply. I’ve never known a talent of such 
magnitude to have been caught in a recording before. But what was 
this disembodied voice trying to tell us? That the only thing that 
separates us as human beings from the entities we so desperately 
search for is a physical body? 

On a personal note, maybe it’s trying to make me realize that life 
is too short to stay upset with a few members of my group. That I 
need to learn the difficult lesson of forgiveness and welcome them 
back with open arms. In which case, I’m beginning to think that the 
entity might have a point. 

 
 

September 25th, 2007 
After a few days of pure ecstasy from our findings, our schedule has 
begun to fill up. People from all over the area are making claims of 
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paranormal activity in their homes or places of business. As a matter 
of fact, we’re booked solid for the next two months. Adam and Jenny 
have checked in and apologized for their absence, and Wendy came 
around in the end as well. The three of them have committed to some 
of the investigations that we’ve got coming up, and we’re now a team 
of seven again. 

Recently, I got a message from a local city events planner. Her 
grandmother lives in the house that sits right next door to McWright 
Cemetery, and it’s supposedly full of paranormal activity. Having 
access to records that we do not, she discovered that McWright is also 
a segregated cemetery. The difference between there and Cedar Grove 
is that we have no idea where to locate the graves of the black people 
that were buried during those unfortunate years of racial separation. 
Strangely enough, her husband is in the process of constructing a barn 
for the elderly lady. As he started digging down into the earth, he’d 
struck something hard – several things, to be exact. Could they be the 
time-forgotten graves of those poor souls? 

Following this conversation, I woke up one morning with an 
epiphany. Putting together a few of the EVP’s that we’d captured 
from our different visits to McWright, I created a spiritual cry for help 
that made perfect sense – assuming the alleged discoveries were true. 

“We’re under here … get help … can you … it’s only flesh.” 
In other words, “our bodies are buried here and no one knows 

about it”. If I’m correct, then we’ve accidentally stumbled upon a 
major request from the other side. That is, to assist these forgotten 
people with their final resting places. If I’m wrong, well, it was a cool 
theory anyway. Things are starting to make a little more sense now, 
and I can hardly wait to uncover whatever truth lies beneath the 
ground that we’ve walked upon so many times before. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Ghost Games 
 
 

 
October 1st, 2007 
Nez and I have been completely exhausting ourselves. Not only are 
our day jobs picking up the pace, but our hobby-turned-second-job is 
gobbling up every ounce of free time that we have. Between 
analyzing the data that we’ve collected from various investigations, 
promoting new investigations, and keeping our loyal followers 
updated on the latest information, I haven’t been able to open a book 
or watch a movie in quite some time. Most importantly, it’s been too 
long since I treated Nez like a girlfriend instead of a business partner. 
Spending half of my time with incarcerated criminals and the rest 
with the paranormal, where am I supposed to incorporate some 
normalcy? 

I’ve done this to myself, though, and it’s much too late to turn 
back now. People are depending on our services and waiting for 
explanations to their unanswered questions. I’m not going to deny 
them an investigation because I’m worn out and don’t have anyone 
else in the group, other than Nez, who I have enough faith in to pick 
up the slack and conduct investigations without me. If another 
member was to disappoint or tick off a client, or even if someone got 
hurt, I don’t think I’d be able to forgive myself for not having been 
there to prevent it. Unfortunately, this means carrying out 
investigations on the same days as our proper jobs with little time to 
prepare. As well as having two major overnight investigations 
scheduled back to back (McWright and Gainesville), we’ve had two 
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emergency requests for assistance that we needed to fit in somewhere. 
Pressed for time this afternoon, I drove home from work and burst 

through the front door so quickly that I almost kicked Nez and kissed 
the dog. With no time for dinner, I changed clothes, packed up the car, 
and headed for a destination that we knew practically nothing about. 
A hand-drawn map was all we had to aid our navigation through the 
back roads of the next county. Down a dingy dirt road, in what 
seemed to be the middle of nowhere, we came across a small, framed 
house. Just big enough for Nez, Kerri, and myself to do what we did 
best without stumbling over one other, yet intimate enough for Nez 
and I to spend a little time together. With any luck, no activity would 
occur and we could wrap this up in time to cuddle up on the couch 
for a few precious moments. 

Kerri and her mother had arranged to meet us at the property, and 
as we walked towards the front porch, we were introduced to Kerri’s 
grandmother, Brenda. Apparently, she’d been trying to schedule an 
investigation ever since Kerri’s rookie appearance at McWright 
Cemetery. The strange phenomena in her home had begun years ago, 
and she’d had no idea that people like us were only a phone call away 
– as is often the case. People will go on living with the occurrences 
until they either get fed up or scared away, because the media and 
pop culture have always portrayed paranormal investigators as being 
phonies or con artists. After all, if you see it on television then it has to 
be true. 

We entered the living area of the house, which was moderately yet 
tastefully furnished. It contained all the modern comforts that a 
technologically advanced civilization had to offer, mixed in with a 
variety of antiques from every genre imaginable. Continuing straight 
through to the kitchen, I set the bags down on the table and unloaded 
the laptop along with the EMF meter. Nez and I settled in, fighting 
fatigue, to listen to the stories that our youngest member knew all too 
well. 

According to Brenda, the activity had persisted for as long as she 
can remember at various houses that she and her family have lived in. 
For the most part, they appear as shadows on the walls. Other times, 
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orbs have been witnessed moving through walls and disappearing 
through the floor. 

“I can hear them whispering to me sometimes,” Kerri added to the 
story. 

I believed her. After hearing what she’d accomplished in our last 
investigation, I was never going to doubt anything she said. Figuring 
that there was no time like the present, I got up and grabbed the EMF 
meter. 

“The first thing I’d like to do,” I said, “is get a base EMF reading 
for the entire house, room by room.” 

Brenda looked a little puzzled by all of this terminology, so I 
explained it to her thoroughly. After that, Nez and I went outside to 
get base readings and photographs of the house’s exterior, as well as 
the surrounding lot. There was a swing set, some lawn chairs, and an 
old shed around the back – nothing out of the ordinary, apart from the 
aggressive mosquitoes. Inside the living room is where we 
experienced our first unusual occurrence. While standing perfectly 
still, the EMF meter climbed to a three and then suddenly cleared to a 
zero before I could announce it. I entered the kitchen where I obtained 
the same results, only this time the EMF reached a two point five 
before dropping a few seconds later. Stepping between both rooms, it 
remained a flat line. 

“Whatever it is, it’s moving,” I told Nez. 
Memories of strange events that had happened in the house were 

still coming to Brenda’s mind. She informed us that two days 
previously, she, her boyfriend, and her son had been visited by a 
shadow while eating their breakfasts. We moved into the hallway and 
headed towards the back of the house and the bedrooms, pausing to 
check out a framed picture that hung on the wall. It resembled the 
overlapping branches of a lawn hedge that, when stared at for long 
enough, turned into a human face. It reminded me of those three-
dimensional pictures that were such a craze in the nineties: When you 
focused on them, a previously unseen image would appear. This one, 
however, was drawn in pencil. 

“I did that in my sleep,” said Kerri’s mother, Sherry. “I woke up 
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and it was lying beside me. My forearm was covered from wrist to 
elbow with pencil lead.” 

Nez and I glanced at each other with a shared sort of “what have 
we got ourselves into?” look, and walked a little slower than planned 
towards the back bedrooms. Although Sherry spent a lot of time at the 
house, she stayed tucked between the two of us as though she was as 
anxious and nervous as we were. When I reached one of the back 
rooms, a makeshift office and computer room, I turned to find that I’d 
somehow lost my teammates and only Kerri’s mother remained. 

“This used to be my old room,” Sherry revealed. “It’s where I 
drew the picture in my sleep.” 

I don’t recall being overly nervous on an investigation since I’d 
first walked through the gates of McWright Cemetery. Tonight, 
something felt different. It’s like I was less worried about not finding 
anything and more worried of what we might find. The EMF meter 
reacted in the same erratic manner as it had done in all of the previous 
rooms. Only one more room to get a base reading from and then we 
could begin. The sooner that happened, the sooner we could leave. 

On the other side of the hallway that ran the length of the house 
was Brenda’s bedroom. Decorated in a Southwestern and American 
Indian style with a dream catcher hanging above the bed, it had a 
very peaceful ambience. Nez, beside me once again, expressed that 
she didn’t like the way it felt in there and so quickly left. The EMF 
reading jumped up to a four and the temperature dropped a 
noticeable level. Suddenly, I felt pressure against my back, as though a 
cold hand was pushing my shirt against me. Every hair on my body 
stood erect as I yelled for Nez to come back into the room. 

The sensation immediately ceased, and the feeling returned to my 
body. 

“What’s going on?” Nez burst through the doorway, almost 
causing me to endure a heart attack. 

“Nothing,” I replied. “It just felt like something was touching me. 
Are you ready to hit the lights?” 

“Sure,” she agreed. 
We headed back to the kitchen where we’d stockpiled the tools of 
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the trade and grabbed our weapons of choice. We extinguished all of 
the lights, and Nez began snapping photographs of everything she 
could aim at. If any of the neighbors were paying attention then it 
would have looked like a strobe light had exploded inside the country 
house. As we entered the computer room, I began to ask the usual run 
of the mill questions. 

“Is there anyone here that has anything to say to us? Anything at 
all? We’re not here to hurt you, we’re here to help if you’d like us to.” 

I slowly walked around the room, paying close attention to every 
shadow and movable object. “Could you move any of these objects 
for me or make some type of noise?” 

After a few moments of total silence, we moved on to the owner’s 
bedroom. Kerri joined us and I began the questions again. 

“Is there anyone in this room who has anything to say to us? 
Maybe give us some kind of hint as to who you are.” 

We roamed to the section of the room where I’d felt the pressing 
sensation earlier. “Could you make a noise for us or give us a sign of 
your presence?” 

There was a loud bang in the computer room. The three of us 
rushed back in there while trying not to stumble over each other in 
the dark. I shone my flashlight in every crevice and corner to find the 
source of the noise. When I’d first heard it, it reminded me of slapping 
the side of a computer tower – let’s just say that technology hasn’t 
always been friendly with me. I aimed the flashlight towards the 
computer, which was turned off, and noticed that the disk tray was 
sticking out. I continued the questioning. 

“Was that you who made the noise in here? Could you do it 
again?” 

There was another noise, but not in the same room. This one came 
from Brenda’s bedroom. We were obviously being toyed with. Back in 
the bedroom, I decided to kick it up a notch. 

“Look, I’m getting tired of following you from room to room. If 
you’re scared, just say so and we’ll all get on with our lives. Do 
something else, you scaredy-cat ghost! Move the ceiling fan – that’s 
the easiest thing in the world to do. Just push it and it will turn. I 
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want to help you, but I can’t do that if you’re not going to cooperate.” 
Next came the tagline that I’m sure I’ll always be remembered for 

as a contributor to the scientific community. “You’re just a chicken! 
You’re a card-carrying member of the chicken club.” 

Kerri couldn’t hold it in any longer, and she burst into laughter. 
Nez rolled her eyes at me, wondering how many more times that she 
was going to have to endure the chicken comment. 

“Do anything!” I raised my voice. “Do anything at all to let me 
know that you’re here. Why do you insist on tormenting these poor 
people with your presence? What’s keeping you here?” 

Exhausted, I looked at the other two and suggested that it was 
time for a break. They agreed, but I was determined to give it one last 
try. 

“Could you just tap or move something so that we at least know 
you’re here?” 

There was an extended silence. We were about to turn and leave 
when we heard a knock coming from the vicinity of the bed. And then 
another knock. 

“Do that again,” I said. “I dare you!” 
Three more knocks came. I looked, wide-eyed, at Nez and Kerri. 
“You both heard that, right?” 
“Yes,” they answered simultaneously. 
“Thank you!” I exclaimed. “Thank you, that’s all I wanted in the 

first place.” 
Nez exited the room and returned to the kitchen, exhausted and 

dreading work the next morning. As Kerri and I were about to leave 
also, my flashlight caught something on the bed that made me do a 
double take. The covers had a depression in them, as though 
something was sitting there. 

“Kerri, do you see that?” I whispered excitedly. 
“See what?” she said. 
“Look at the bed, do you see it?” 
“Oh my god!” she gasped. 
We both watched in awe as the depression in the bed rose again 

and returned to normal. As quickly as it did so, Nez yelled at us from 
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the hallway that something had just brushed past her. Still in shock 
from the incident with the bed, Kerri and I joined the others in the 
kitchen. 

I left the audio recorder on the nightstand next to the bed, hoping 
to record some activity in there without our presence. Over the next 
hour, we entertained Brenda with stories of our previous 
investigations and allowed her to listen to some of the EVP’s that 
we’d captured over the past year. I don’t think she realized how 
serious we were until she heard the voices that her own 
granddaughter had captured during our trip to McWright Cemetery. 
She threw off the headphones and took a step back, giving us a stare 
of disbelief. Not only were we done for the night, but I was under the 
impression that Brenda was finished also. 

Refreshed from the time that we were off our feet, Nez and I 
gathered up the gear and then thanked the owner for her time and 
hospitality. We promised to keep them all informed of anything else 
we might find upon further investigation of the audio and photos. As 
we drove away, Brenda remained on her front porch, staring blankly 
into the night. We traveled the dusty back roads towards home but 
remained concerned for her wellbeing. Our job was to stir something 
up and then leave, whereas she actually had to live there. 

 
 

October 2nd, 2007 
The morning after our investigation at Brenda’s home, once I’d 
finished the painstaking task of removing myself from the pillows, I 
uploaded the photos that Nez had taken. While I was checking over 
them, I called Sherry to find out how her mother had slept through 
the night. She said that Brenda had camped out on the couch in the 
living room, as far away from the back of the house as possible. It 
seemed that she wasn’t quite ready to brave the bedroom yet, which 
was probably a good idea seeing as it was the only room to have 
produced photographic evidence of orbs. There’s also a photo of the 
backyard that looks as if a contrail had been caught, but Nez blamed 
it on a shaky camera and a well-placed streetlight. Most impressive, 
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though, is a single picture of the bed. Out of the dozens that were 
taken, only one shows the unexplained indention in the comforter; the 
rest are without any anomalies. This is proof of interaction between an 
entity and the physical environment, and Nez just happened to catch 
it with her speedy shutter finger. 

Nez came home early from work, so I decided to put the audio on 
hold for another day. I didn’t want to jeopardize losing any more time 
with her. When I finally got around to pulling up the audio files, the 
fun began almost instantly. When I first asked if there was anyone 
who had anything to say, a male voice replied to me. He sounded 
very confident in his choice of words. 

“Come to get you!” 
You’d think I’d be used to this by now, but something about the 

tone and surety of his voice made me cringe. Who had it come to get? 
Me? Brenda? Another spirit? Only a couple of minutes later, just as I 
start to get a little rude, a female voice beckons to me. 

“Come here!” 
It, too, was very demanding – quite the contrary to the softer and 

calmer EVP’s that we usually capture in cemeteries. As the recording 
progressed, I received an answer to one of my questions that, yet 
again, adds a few more inquiries to my laundry list of unknown facts 
about the paranormal. 

ME: “Why are you here? What’s keeping you here?” 
UKNOWN: “Time.” 
How long does a spirit stay earthbound before it’s allowed to 

move on in its journey? Does it depend on what it achieved in life or 
the manner in which it lived? Did it have something to do with how 
the person had died? When I confronted Baret with this information, 
his opinion was that it pointed to something a little darker than what 
we’re used to dealing with. Possibly something evil or demonic. 

“Time,” he informed me, “could be its name. Demon names vary 
greatly from ours. Their names are sometimes things like Time or 
Fate.” 

Not wanting to dig too deep into the religious aspect of what 
we’re doing, I changed the subject. Religion is a very taboo subject for 
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me, and I prefer not to speak of it in public or with other people. If 
these were indeed the names of demons, they sounded more like old 
hippies to me. After sharing this information with Nez, I asked her 
why the EVP’s we catch in cemeteries are always calm and curious, 
but those captured inside a house are rude and demanding. This was 
her theory: 

“The cemetery is their final resting place; they’re at peace there. 
They’re curious about us being there because they don’t get a lot of 
visitors. A home, however, is their property in a way. They’re confined 
there and consider us as intruders.” 

I had to agree with her. Nothing is set in stone when it comes to 
this field, and all you really have to go off is the interpretation of your 
results and the opinions of others. It just sounded right, I guess. 

Upon conclusion of the investigation, I sent Brenda a report via 
email with the evidential photographs attached to it as proof of the 
activity. Baret is beginning to think that we’re getting way too deep 
into a world that we have no business dealing with, but I don’t care. 
All I want right now is a couple of weeks with the world of the living 
– Nez and my children in particular – before we get to the issue of the 
forgotten graves in McWright Cemetery. Until then, I don’t want to 
hear the word “ghost”. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Paranormal High School Drama 
 
 

 
October 5th, 2007 
Vacation. A time to relax and reflect on everything that’s occurred up 
until this point. A time to laugh and enjoy not only my children, but 
my significant other as well. I posted a message on our site stating 
that we’re permanently “out to lunch” over the next couple of weeks. 
For the most part, everyone has complied and respected the request. 
Nez’s family flew in from California, and we actually got out of the 
house for a couple of days and acted like a family – one without any 
knowledge of paranormal existence. 

Regardless of my posted request, I received a letter via email from 
the founder of another paranormal investigations group. They’d seen 
our blog post on the Gainesville house and were interested in finding 
out more information, as well as my thoughts and opinions on our 
joint venture with Metroplex Paranormal. Apparently, this was so 
their team could make a decision on whether or not to conduct their 
own investigation at the property – an innocent enough request. After 
making frequent assurances that they were not judging or criticizing 
me or my group in any way, this followed: 

 
“Our sole interest in paranormal investigations is to encounter what 

was left behind naturally, and the reasons why the energy, spirit, or ghost 
was left behind. We also try to establish whether or not the presence can be 
freed or helped by any means available. Each of us believes that anything can 
be brought into our homes by unnatural means such as Ouija boards, table 
tipping, séances, etc. If these things have occurred in the Gainesville home 
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then we, as a group, need to discuss the possibility that there may be entities 
that have been summoned by unnatural means; therefore, the house might 
not be ‘truly haunted’.” 

 
I paused, thought for a few seconds, then read the entire letter 

again. I actually couldn’t believe it. In a field that has no rule book 
and is made up of trial and error techniques, we were being criticized. 
As we discovered in Gainesville, no two investigation groups are 
alike in their beliefs or techniques – a fact that was stated by the 
sender themselves, yet they still fronted us out. I took my precious 
time picking apart the letter and coming up with valid arguments for 
each point raised. Once I’d calmed down, I emailed them a softened 
version of my response. Thinking I was overreacting, I forwarded 
their original letter to ten different paranormal groups to ask their 
opinions. Expecting some mixed answers, I was shocked to find that 
they all agreed that I had every right to defend my people and my 
beliefs. An hour later, the organization in question issued an apology 
and I accepted like any professional should do. 

It didn’t end there, though. Like some psycho ex-girlfriend, they 
sent me a delayed retort to all of the responses that I’d made in my 
letter of defense, including the following statement: 

 
“We do not have a problem with finding or keeping members. We do not 

have to get underage people to join our team so that we can control them. We 
have actually done investigations in places other than cemeteries and don’t 
have to resort to bringing in spirits ourselves.” 

 
It only got crazier from there. I furiously prepared and sent my 

reply, and the insults continued to fly back and forth like it was some 
childish game. At one point, Vickie from Metroplex Paranormal 
jumped to our defense with an email of her own. It felt pretty good to 
have someone who’s been in this field for so long want to stand up for 
us; however, it wouldn’t have been in my character to let someone 
else have the last word. Before ignoring the organization for good, I 
sent them a final letter asking that they refrain from criticizing or 
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threatening legal action against my group in the future. I pointed out 
that it was harassment and said they should act professionally and 
discontinue the childish war that they’ve created. 

Unfortunately, this isn’t the first time I’ve been criticized for my 
beliefs since beginning my quest for answers. It actually started a 
while ago with a stab at my soul that I believe I’ll never recover from. 
This came in the form of a letter from the Brethren of the Church of 
Christ. 

 
“To: Chad Miller 
From: Brethren of the Church of Christ 
Subject: Withdrawal of fellowship and delivery to the Devil 
Brother Miller, we know that you understand that your manner of living 

is not in accordance with the teachings of the New Testament. Several 
brethren have discussed these things with you and you have refused to 
repent. 

Adultery is condemned in Galatians 5 as a work of the flesh and those 
who commit such will not inherit the kingdom of God. You need to 
understand this and repent of your sinful and shameful life. 

You are not a proper father to your children and refuse to provide for 
them. You only seem interested in your own lust. You are commanded to 
bring them up in the nurture and admonition of the Lord (Eph 6:4) and are 
an utter and total failure in this area. 

We have called on you to repent. You have not done so. We then are 
commanded to withdraw from you (2 Thess 3:6), deliver you to Satan (1 
Corr 5:5) and mark you and have no fellowship with you (Rom 16:17-18). 

We call on you to repent (Acts 8:22; 1 Jm 1:9; James 5:16) and admonish 
you to return to the Lord and His church and right living. 

The purpose of this withdrawal is to show our love for the Lord and His 
commandments to us. Also, to show our love and concern for your soul. 
These things have a two-fold purpose: To cause you to realize the seriousness 
of your condition (please read 2 Pet 2:20-22); to keep the church pure (read 1 
Cor 5), and to keep your ungodly influence from others who are members of 
this local church (read 1 Cor 5:6). 

As of this time the Church of Christ withdraws fellowship from you and 
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has delivered you unto Satan.” 
 
 
On the following page, included within the letter, was a list of 

signatures from every male member of the congregation, including 
three close relatives of mine. These words of hate didn’t discourage 
me, though. I’d prepared myself for their criticisms years ago. We’re 
here to stay and so are our beliefs. 

That being said, I’m choosing to dedicate my time to furthering 
the scientific aspects of paranormal investigation rather than 
partaking in infantile squabbles with others. Not only do we have 
several investigations to prepare for, but one of my friends in Corpus 
Christi has broken away from his group and begun hosting a radio 
show, which we’ve been invited to partake in an interview for. Why I 
decided to play along with this recent letter war and give into my 
anger, I’ll never know. Perhaps an evil spirit that we’ve come into 
contact with has possessed me. Perhaps I need an exorcism after all. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

The World that We Created 
 
 

 
October 10th, 2007 
I sprang from the main doors of the jail as quickly as my stubby legs 
would carry me, with my Bill Blass leather bag swinging behind me 
in the wind. I jumped into my car, threw back the sun roof, blasted 
some Avenged Sevenfold, and then punched the gas frantically to 
begin my journey home. 

Today was no ordinary day. Usually after my working hours, I 
slump into the driver’s seat and make the desperate attempt not to 
fall asleep between points A and B. On this afternoon, however, I was 
flying with fingers crossed underneath every yellow light, praying 
silently that they didn’t transition into red. 

After pulling into my driveway in a manner that resembled a race 
car pit stop, I rushed into the house, dropped my bag down near the 
front door, and kissed Nez on the forehead as sensually as possible for 
someone in a state of nervous panic. Skimming through the group’s 
daily emails, I scanned for any signs of changes or rescheduling to the 
night’s big event. There was nothing. In less than an hour, I was going 
live with the Gulf Coast Ghost Hunters Association’s weekly radio 
program to tell anyone that was willing to listen who we were, what 
we did, and where we’re going. 

GCGHA is a new organization, but the years of experience 
between their individual members more than gives them the right to 
interview me on a subject that I still know very little about. It consists 
of members from Corpus Christi Spook Central and Texas Paranormal 
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Spook Central: Two groups that have graced the pages of newspapers, 
as well as being seen on television news reports from their area. This 
was to be their inaugural radio show and, for reasons unknown, 
they’d chosen us to guest the flagship show and hold the interest of 
their listeners. No pressure at all. 

After my third trip to the bathroom and possibly my tenth 
cigarette, I asked Nez’s opinion on how was best to handle this. It had 
already been decided that I would be the spokesperson for the group, 
but she was more than happy to chip in and add a line or two if needs 
be. 

“What am I so nervous about?” I asked myself. “Look at what I do 
for a living. Compared to my job, this is nothing!” 

Going eye to eye with murderers and rapists every day has got to 
be a million times worse than answering a few questions on the radio. 
The trouble was, I didn’t have the slightest idea of what to talk about. 
Our results in the field were amazing given the short amount of time 
in which they’d been collected, but they were nothing compared to 
some of the other groups out there. Was I undermining myself 
thinking this way, or would people actually listen to what I had to 
say? I could always throw in a few stories about the crazy antics of 
our resident ghost. Here lately, he’s pulled off a couple of new tricks 
that have kept me on my toes. 

On one occasion, we’d gone to bed with the assurance that every 
door in the house was closed and the dogs were kenneled – all with 
the exception of Sage, who sleeps at the foot of our bed. When I woke 
early for work the next morning, I didn’t trip over her like it was a 
morning ritual. Similarly, when I got out of the shower, she wasn’t 
waiting at the bathroom door with her tail wagging so crazily that her 
entire butt was shaking. Thinking nothing of it, I threw on my 
sheriff’s office suit and kissed Nez goodbye while she still lay 
sleeping. Walking down the hallway to another secured door, I 
opened it to reveal shadows on the wall that were being produced by 
the computer’s rotating screen saver. I was also greeted by the rear 
end of our missing canine friend. How does a one-foot-tall dog reach 
a three-foot-high doorknob, acquire the knowledge of how to open 
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the door, and then close it again behind her? I returned to the 
bedroom, puzzled beyond belief, and woke Nez gently. 

“Honey,” I whispered, “did you get out of bed at all last night?” 
“No,” she answered sleepily, with a hint of early morning 

resentment in her voice. “Why?” 
“Well, somehow, Sage managed to open and close both our 

bedroom door and the computer room door and lock herself in.” 
Nez was no longer sleeping. Instead, she lay completely still with 

her eyes wide open. “Don’t you dare tell me these things and then 
leave me here alone!” she complained. 

I had no choice; I was running late for work already. These are the 
perks of living with an active haunting, and I wouldn’t have it any 
other way. 

Back to the issue at hand, would the public want to hear about 
stuff like that on a radio show? I figured the best course of action was 
to let the hosts ask the questions, and I’d answer to the best of my 
abilities. I took a deep breath and dialed the phone number that I’d 
been provided by GCGHA. 

“Chad?” an inviting voice answered, after just a couple of rings. 
“Yeah, it’s me.” I spoke nervously. 
“OK, hang on. I’m going to play the intro and introduce my co-

host, and then we’ll bring you on.” 
“No problem,” I replied, with the fake confidence that I’d 

somehow managed to muster up. 
There was a moment’s silence before the intro began. For the first 

time ever, P.R.I.N.T. was about to reveal itself to a much larger 
audience. The interview opened with me introducing myself and my 
team members, and giving some general background information on 
our organization. LeAnn and Veronique went on to query me about 
some of our past investigations, including the collaboration at 
Gainesville with Metroplex Paranormal and our attachment to 
McWright Cemetery. A lot of topics were discussed during the two-
hour interview, and I gave my opinions on everything from psychics 
to demons; to EVP’s and tools of the trade. I also had a chance to 
boast the clarity and quality of the spirit voices that we’ve captured in 
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comparison to some of the less distinctive ones I’ve heard from other 
groups. One particular question regarding spirit communication, 
asked by Veronique, brought up the interesting debate of psychic 
ability versus science. My reply was as follows: 

 
“Nez is very sensitive, but she’s not psychic. She’s usually one hundred 

percent correct when she says that she feels something or she’s not 
comfortable, and the equipment will show that. We might get an EMF spike, 
or when I come to running the audio back, we’ll discover an EVP or 
something of that nature. If they’re honest and truly have these abilities then 
they, themselves, are a tool of paranormal investigation.” 

 
The interview ended with a caller question, in which I was asked 

for my advice on starting up a new group. I based my answer on 
experience: Be yourself, do what you want to do, and don’t be 
intimidated by the opinions of others. Nez also chimed in with “find 
your own grove.” Basically, don’t be influenced by the bigger, more 
powerful groups out there with television shows. I highlighted this by 
urging him to go for answers, rather than popularity. 

Satisfied with my answer, the caller thanked me and, just like that, 
the interview was over. I plugged our contact information, said my 
goodbyes, then hung up the phone. At this point, I don’t care if only 
one person had listened or a hundred people. Either way, we’ve got 
our message across to some that would never have known about us 
otherwise. With any luck, GCGHA has given us the opportunity to 
change a select few minds regarding who we are and what we stand 
for. Will this broadcast put an end to all of the pointless bickering and 
hate mail that’s been arriving in my lap for the past couple of weeks? 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

Lost Souls, Lost Members 
 
 

 
October 13th, 2007 
Sometimes I’m astonished at the amount of intestinal fortitude that 
people develop when sitting behind the protective barrier of a 
computer screen. Recently, I’ve come across yet another piece of 
hateful literary entertainment in my inbox. This time it’s from 
someone attempting to defend the investigation group that originally 
contacted me about the Gainesville house. This one has fast become 
my favorite – the second half of the letter in particular gets 
unnecessarily personal. Example: 

 
“I don’t know if your mother didn’t spend enough time with you when 

you where a child, or maybe it was too much. Your attacks against (deleted) 
Paranormal over her asking a simple question is completely pathetic. 
Nothing you stated about paranormal research is fact. You’re trying to 
pretend that you know what you’re talking about and obviously have the 
general public fooled; but I guess you, being the con artist that you are, can 
easily fool people. You should take your so-called practice and stick it up your 
ass, and stop putting real researchers like us in danger because you don’t 
have any respect for this field. One day, when you’re all grown up and move 
out of mommy’s home and stop playing D&D with your friend, Vickie, you 
can go to school and learn what paranormal research is. As for working for a 
sheriff’s department – I’m really not impressed, jackass.” 

 
Knowing full well that none of these people have what it takes to 
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say these hurtful things to my face, I dealt with them in the same way 
that I deal with idiots who like to talk tough while hiding behind steel 
doors at work: By ignoring them. Some people don’t have the 
slightest clue of how to let things go and get on with life. Still, I’ve 
been in need of a good laugh and this letter had impeccable timing. At 
least the radio interview had secured me an image of professionalism 
and good reputation; however, despite having publicly boasted three 
members of the team who haven’t assisted us in quite some time, I’ve 
since had to omit their names from the roster. Only Nez, Baret, Kerri, 
and I remain. 

I’m not sure where things are going to go from here – if or who I 
should choose to replace Wendy, Adam, and Jenny. What I do know is 
that we now posses members that are capable of investigating the 
Gainesville home in a strategy that I desire. That place has been 
getting a lot of attention recently, and some investigators are speaking 
of it as though it’s a paranormal goldmine. They’ve even started to 
call it “Hill House Manor”. Until our scheduled visitation date, we’ve 
got several upcoming investigations that can be accomplished with 
the remaining crew. 

As far as the unmarked and forgotten graves of McWright 
Cemetery go, we’ve finally caught the entire story. The woman who 
had originally contacted me about them had been a paralegal for one 
of the local attorneys a few years ago. During this time, she’d 
stumbled across a potential suit that had been filed by the association 
that handles the ins and outs of the cemetery. It seems that a large 
deposit of money was made into the cemetery’s account, but someone 
wasn’t paying attention to detail and stuck it in the wrong one. 
Question is, why were there two accounts belonging to the same 
association? As the curious legal assistant dug deeper into this 
financial mystery, she noticed that the accounts had been 
differentiated by two colors: Black and white. 

A couple of years later, no longer slaving away for the shark 
attorney, this woman is now the city events planner for a town that 
sits just a few miles away from our favorite nocturnal hangout. Her 
family, who live west of the cemetery, had purchased the land that 
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butted right up to the fence line that separates the homes of the living 
from the headstones of the dead. Horses and mules now roam freely 
on the land, and the family had decided to improve the living 
quarters of the four-legged beasts by building them a barn. As the 
construction began and the supports were sunk into the ground, 
certain obstacles had presented themselves that would set this whole 
scenario into motion. 

As they were digging, an unknown object was repeatedly struck 
at about three feet in depth. Pushing through this blockage, the 
digging apparatus would descend about two more feet before striking 
something else, and then the job would continue as planned. When 
this happened multiple times, it led the family to believe that there 
was more to the land than originally known. With it being a mere 
twenty-five yards west of the cemetery, there exists the eerie 
possibility that it contains the graves of those segregated from the 
main group by an ancient, racist law belonging to a culture that no 
longer existed. 

This is where we come in. 
 
 

October 17th, 2007 
The moon held itself high, lighting the way to our destination; only 
sinking behind an occasional cloud or two. Baret and Kerri had both 
graciously agreed to join us on this outing, mainly for the curiosity of 
the subject matter. An empty horse pasture is not at all that interesting 
unless you’re some type of equestrian enthusiast, but a pasture with 
graves hidden underneath it is something else entirely. In actual fact, 
it was Nez that I had to beg to get into the car. 

The city planner and initiator of this investigation had invited us 
to partake in her town’s very first fall festival, which was being held 
on the same night. While live music and down home hospitality 
sounds like something one would find difficult to turn down, this 
wasn’t the case for someone who’d been tortured and ridiculed there 
for seven years of her life. Nez had attended school there when she’d 
first arrived from Los Angeles, from age eleven until graduation; after 
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which, she’d moved away and never looked back. Tonight, she was 
clinging to the car seat like a child being forced to attend their 
preschool doctor visit – the one where they give you a load of painful 
inoculations. Baret, on the other hand, was feeling right at home. With 
some puppy dog eyes from Kerri, Nez finally released her grip of 
death and we attempted to blend in with the celebrating townspeople. 
A difficult task when four people, dressed identically in 
advertisement of the most unusual of hobbies, were making their 
ways through a crowd of simple country folk. 

The town of Celeste, TX can only be described to those who’ve 
never been there as Mayberry with a little less architectural grandeur. 
It’s basically one main street with a row of connected buildings on 
either side of it, which don’t vary much in height, width, or color. 
Most of them are empty and in severe need of repair. Even the City 
Hall/Police Station bears a “closed” sign during peak business hours, 
but the locals are large in their hearts. It’s the kind of place where 
every resident knows each other by name, and they care for one 
another like an overly large, extended family. On Friday nights, the 
high school’s football stadium is packed with people cheering their 
“Blue Devils” to victory year after year. I guess you can only qualify 
for this local love if you don’t hail from the west coast, for my better 
half spent a large chunk of her life drowning in severe depression. 

It took no time at all to locate the city planner and her family. She 
thanked us for coming and bid us fair warning that there would be 
followers tonight – people dying for a chance to see us in action. We 
stayed to enjoy the festivities for a short time, until the band decided 
to go on a break. Using this opportunity to shake a few more hands, 
we agreed to reconvene with the family at midnight in order to 
conduct the investigation. Then we disappeared into the night. 

We parked the car, shielded by the darkness of the graveyard, and 
soaked in some chilled air brought on by the early autumn winds. The 
moment we’d driven through the gates, the four of us had been 
overwhelmed by a heavy-hearted kind of feeling. Of the multitudes of 
emotions that we’d experienced during our investigations here, this 
sensation was entirely new to Nez and me. It was disturbing. 
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The plan was to just wait there. No equipment, no investigating; 
just bathe in the ambiance of the cemetery and enjoy each other’s 
company. It was a chance to relax and mentally prepare ourselves in a 
place that we love almost more than home itself. Baret, Nez, and I 
talked and joked about the old times: Growing up, the people we 
hung out with, the crazy things that we’d survived. Kerri listened 
attentively, laughing at all the things that I sincerely hope she’ll avoid 
in her young life. It was nice. 

Time flew by as we cackled into the night, our sides wanting to 
split open. I’m still not sure where everything went wrong. The next 
thing we knew, we were chasing shadows and strange noises from 
one side of the cemetery to the other. In the short time that we were 
supposed to be relaxing and waiting for our clients’ arrivals, each of 
us had a personal experience or two. At one point I was walking 
quickly, dodging the protruding headstones, and as the moon inched 
out from behind its clouded captors, it bathed everything around me 
in an almost intolerable glow. I came to a sudden halt. Fifty yards 
ahead of me stood the shadow of a human, very similar to the 
hallway dweller that I’m considering demanding rent money from if 
he doesn’t disappear from our lives soon. As the moon snuck behind 
another set of clouds and the graveyard darkened once again, my 
eyesight blurred. By the time they’d adapted, the figure was no longer 
there. Had it just been an overly large headstone playing tricks on my 
senses? I returned to the group to explain what I’d seen, but before we 
could equip ourselves and form a search party, a set of headlights 
pulled into the cemetery, marking the arrival of this evening’s clients. 
We all swapped a few McWright stories and then packed up again, 
this time driving slightly west of the cemetery to an adjacent house. 

I knew this house well. Although I’d never been inside it or met 
the people that resided there, on several occasions we’d mistaken the 
poorly placed floodlight on their property for an orb in our 
photographs. My first instinct was to take a rock and smash it in order 
to save us the future trouble, but I managed to suppress such childish 
urges and get on with business. I proceeded to pull various pieces of 
equipment out of the car and handed them to my waiting team 
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members. For this trip in particular, I’d packed something new for 
myself. I figured a metal detector might come in handy when 
searching for coffin nails, or the jeweled belongings of individuals 
that were buried only three feet below the surface. 

The family opened the pasture gate, and we headed towards the 
silhouette of the half-constructed barn. Dodging the occasional horse 
crap, we reached our destination with minimal problems. The grass 
and underbrush were short and easy to walk through due to the 
animals that grazed there. Nez and Kerri began to photograph the 
darkness, while Baret asked random questions to the unknown and 
patiently awaited answers. I stuck to playing with the metal detector. 
At first the signals came strongly and quickly, filling me with the 
excited belief that one of my theories had turned out to be correct. 
After kicking a nail or two out of the dust, I was forced to continue 
my search for subterranean treasure. 

Just as I was about to give into the inevitability of failure, I started 
getting faint signals from the metal detector, but they were nothing 
like before. These signals were weak enough to lead me to believe that 
it was picking up something much deeper than surface scrap. To add 
suspense to the theory, I was getting them every few feet as I got 
closer to the barbed wire fence that separated the family’s land from 
that of the cemetery. 

With nothing more I could do, apart from digging up the entire 
barnyard, I took the metal detector back to the vehicle to free up my 
hands. 

“What do you want to do?” asked Baret. 
“Well,” I said, “I’d like to get another hour’s worth of audio to go 

over. The girls are having a little luck with photo anomalies, but I 
want to make sure that we have something to take home.” 

Then I had an idea that everyone else already knew was coming. 
“Baret, give me an audio recorder. I’m going to try and taunt it into 
talking to us.” 

Why not? I’d had a lot of luck with this unorthodox method in the 
past, but I’m not going to repeat in public or on paper any of the 
things that were said. Some of it was so vulgar that I can only hope it 
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affected the dead in the same way that it caused the living to roar 
with laughter. I didn’t know what else to do. The clock was pushing 3 
AM, and I didn’t want to miss an opportunity to encounter something 
that could very well be the pinnacle of our two years’ worth of work. 
The need for sleep was starting to outweigh the want for discovery, 
and looking at the weary eyes of my teammates, I knew it was time to 
wrap this up. 

We headed back towards the gate of the pasture, where we met up 
with the remaining family members that had stuck around for the 
chance to experience something paranormal. Our client had already 
gone home after suffering an asthma attack earlier in the evening. 
Tonight, it seemed as though the activity had wanted to avoid us 
completely. Is it a coincidence that there’s been no otherworldly 
interference at Brenda’s house since our last visit, either? Perhaps the 
entities are shying away from our strange equipment and fearless 
attitudes in their presence. Nevertheless, after saying our goodnights, 
we set off for the evening’s final destination: Bed. 

 
 

October 19th, 2007 
It’s been a couple of days since our barnyard investigation. As we 
committed ourselves to going over the collected evidence, we noticed 
that the orb activity in the photographs is exceptionally high for an 
investigation that we’d developed such low expectations for. I loaded 
up the audio and prepared myself to be entertained by the chirping of 
crickets, the howls of stray farm dogs, and not much else. The next 
thing I knew, I was grabbing the telephone and frantically dialing 
Baret’s number. It took me three attempts to punch in the correct 
digits. 

Sleepily, Baret answered, “Hello?” 
“Dude!” I exclaimed. “You’ve got to get over here and hear this!” 
“Hear what?” he questioned, still half-asleep. 
“I checked out the audio from the barn and we caught something 

– two somethings, actually. The first one is no big deal, but the second 
… it’s aimed at you personally.” 
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“I’ll be over in a minute,” Baret said, and hung up. 
I didn’t have to wait long before hearing the front door open, 

followed by the barking of the Baret fan club. He entered the 
computer room, knowing surely that it was the best place to find me. 

“So, what?” he asked, annoyed. 
“Dude, check this out!” I spoke in outrageous excitement. “This is 

when you were recording audio.” 
I played the recording back for him. As he’s asking random 

questions into the night, an interaction takes place. 
“Can we be detected?” one spirit seems to ask another. 
“That’s pretty cool, I guess.” Baret sighed, now slightly 

disappointed at what I’d woken him for. 
“You haven’t heard anything yet,” I assured him. 
I searched the recording until I reached the bookmark that I’d 

placed in one particular spot. I knew without a doubt that this would 
blow his half-skeptical mind. 

“This is … bullshit … you’re a dead pig!” came a demonically 
masculine voice from the half-built barn. 

Again and again, I played the broken sentence, all the while 
expecting Baret to throw the headphones off and turn in his ghost 
hunter’s badge. 

“I’m a dead pig?” he repeated. “How did it know I was a cop?” 
I grinned and suggested that it may have been referring to his 

eating habits. All joking aside, I wasn’t quite sure how he felt. Baret 
doesn’t scare easily, nor is he an arrogantly confident type of guy 
either. It actually had an effect on him that was the polar opposite of 
what I’d expected. 

“Screw him, man. Nothing’s going to kill me!” he retorted. 
Well, if it does then he’s been given a fair warning. I finished 

picking apart the data and sent our client a report, suggesting that a 
more thorough investigation of the area should be carried out. As well 
as the EVP’s, orbs, and metal detector findings, I mentioned that at 
one point a tapping could be heard in the barn. When I’d requested 
for the entity to repeat the action, it did so. I concluded the report by 
stating that, in our professional opinion, the land is active in spiritual 
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activity; however, it may be dark in nature due to the disturbance of 
building the barn. 

Shortly after sending the email, I received a reply from the client. 
They fully concurred with our assessment and wanted to offer us the 
chance to fully investigate the hidden side of McWright Cemetery, 
including excavation if necessary. I’m considering booking it for early 
spring, by which time I hope to have gained a few more dependable 
members. We’ve already had to reschedule Gainesville for mid-
February due to lack of help. If this is going to be our first tangle with 
something of a less pleasant nature, an evil entity perhaps, then I 
want to make absolutely sure that I have enough people present to 
maintain some sort of safety. I absolutely refuse to do any digging, 
though. That’s a little more involved than I’d like to get. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

Promises Kept 
 
 

 
October 22nd, 2007 
I knew it was inevitable. Most local writers spend their time 
elaborating on the rich history of our town and the down home 
goodness that its inhabitants project. The truth in the matter is that 
some people around here need a real-world wakeup call. 

I received an email from the family that owns the land next to 
McWright Cemetery. It stated that soon after we’d conducted our 
investigation and I’d posted some results on our website, they started 
to receive hate mail and threats. On top of that, people have been 
sneaking onto their land in the middle of the night to try and catch a 
glimpse of what we’d experienced. What these trespassers don’t 
realize is that the elderly couple that inhabit the house own guns and, 
protected by state law, have every right to use them on anyone caught 
lurking in the darkness. 

The family also requested that I remove their names and personal 
information from the website, to which I’ve gladly complied. A couple 
of days later, the local newspaper flashed a short, front page article 
concerning some vandalism that had taken place at McWright. The 
authorities are blaming stray dogs, but I know better. There’s too 
much coincidence in the timing of the vandalism and the idiots that 
were risking their lives by trespassing next door. This, I feel, is a low 
blow against me and my group on a personal level. We’ve spent so 
much time there to try and shed a little light on the truth. Always 
writing about the magic and wonder of the place, I’d expected that 
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someone, sooner or later, would stop by in an attempt to ruin it. 
It’s only a matter of time before Nez’s father’s grave is defiled, 

too. With all authoritative eyes now on the place, continuing to go out 
there will probably result in us being blamed for it all. Before this 
situation ends in tears, be it our own or someone else’s, we must stop 
our investigations there. We’ve done all that we can do for the place, 
and the mysteries of McWright will remain unsolved – for now. 

 
 

October 24th, 2007 
As the October sky begins to gaze at us from atop the heavens, the 
nights are growing cooler and more pleasant. No more hot, sticky 
investigations; no more danger from the venomous inhabitants of the 
underbrush of a moonlit graveyard. Most importantly, no more full 
schedule to worry about until after our self-proclaimed holiday break 
– with the exception of one investigation. 

This particular case, which began almost a year ago, involves the 
co-worker of mine whose wife had a visitor in her truck when she was 
driving one day. They’d also had some activity in their home, but we 
had to reschedule our original investigation indefinitely due to illness 
and the death of my stepfather. Once all that had settled down, the 
activity had ceased and the couple moved to a house not far from 
where we reside. The two of them tied the marital knot, and as far as 
we knew they’d been living happily ever after. 

That turns out to be far from the case, as we discovered when 
Eddie and Jessica called us to try and find a solution to their 
otherworldly intruder. Like Nez, this entity has followed Jessica since 
childhood and has been witnessed by several people throughout her 
life. Seeing as we’ve had no luck obtaining any physical evidence of 
Nez’s stalker, I know that this is going to be a difficult task. 

The couple have endured all the classic signs of a haunting: 
Shadows on the walls, objects moving, doors opening and closing, 
and lights operating of their own free will. I sincerely hope that this 
activity will continue throughout our investigation to give us some 
legitimacy of their claims. I’m half expecting it to cease again before 
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we can get to them, but for now the emails are never-ending. 
It seems as though Capri, the name that Jessica has given to her 

troublesome friend, isn’t looking forward to our visit. Whenever she 
logs onto our site or composes an email to us, the entity acts out in a 
violent fashion. Not a physical type of violence aimed at themselves 
or their children, but immature temper tantrums that result in strewn 
papers and slamming doors. It’s also been spending a lot of time with 
one of the children, who is autistic. I’m thinking that maybe, just 
maybe, if we can successfully unlock some type of secret with this 
investigation, I might be able to apply it in our own home. My goal 
being to either communicate with Fred or rid us of his presence 
completely. 

With Jessica’s frantic emails and a free weekend coming up, I’ve 
decided to move the nervous newlyweds up on the schedule by two 
weeks. Due to the nature of the investigation, family household, and a 
special needs child, this is going to be a very tough and intimate task. 
Nez and I initially decided to tackle it alone, but Baret didn’t agree 
with this. For days, we had to listen to his begging, crying, and 
pleading; so it’s going to be the three of us. Under no circumstances 
do I want to include Kerri on this one. Granted, she’s more than 
proven herself to me, but I don’t want to put her in a potentially 
dangerous situation without a good bit of time to prepare herself. I 
have a feeling that it’s going to be one of the biggest tests of our 
abilities that we’ve come across on an investigation; after all, Nez and 
I live with something very similar. As of yet, we haven’t been able to 
trap the entity into a photograph or an EVP. Deep down, I know that 
both Nez and Jessica’s phantom friends are more than likely here to 
stay. Perhaps the most we’ll be able to do for them is prove that these 
activities are taking place and they’re not just undesirable parts of 
their imaginations. 

 
 

October 25th, 2007 
After forcing down our mid-evening Taco Bell feast, Nez, Baret, and I 
loaded up the car and made the journey to our clients’ home – a total 
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of five or six blocks. When we arrived, I noticed that it was quite a 
modern house, with Halloween decorations slapping against the 
stonework in the bitter wind. It sat in a middle-to-upper class 
neighborhood, which I’d driven through a hundred times in my life. 
We were greeted by the couple halfway up the drive, each of us still 
skeptical as to what the evening might bring. Walking through the 
garage and into the kitchen via one of the side doors, I saw a 
picturesque American home that was nicely furnished, without the 
slightest feeling that anything sinister had taken place there. After 
unpacking, I ventured back to the garage where my teammates had 
stayed behind to get the lowdown on what was in store for us. 

Jessica’s sister had also decided to grace us with her presence, 
regardless of her husband’s threats of divorce for getting involved 
with “whack jobs”. Speaking to the siblings, we learned that the entity 
has been following Jessica around for as long as she can remember, 
and usually appears during heightened states of emotion. They had 
so much to tell, and it was told so quickly that I wish I’d started the 
audio during the initial walkthrough. A key incident that I do 
remember involves a table fan being slapped from their bedroom 
nightstand into a wall, leaving a very identifiable mark. This was one 
of Jessica’s many punishments for contacting us. As the entity spends 
a lot of time speaking with the couple’s autistic child, this particular 
child’s bedroom sounded like a great place to begin the investigation. 

As we walked towards the door to get things started, it unlatched 
by itself and opened. We all glanced at one another in a state of semi 
shock. 

“I think it wants you to come in.” Jessica spoke calmly. “It’s ready 
for you.” 

Baret, Nez, and I checked the door one by one. Our conclusions 
were identical. The latch was strong and no matter how hard we 
pulled, it remained secure until we turned the knob. Even if it hadn’t 
been completely secured, the door was on level ground and wouldn’t 
open again on its own. We couldn’t recreate the action despite our 
efforts. While we were ready for whatever happened next, I’d be lying 
if I said that we weren’t a little nervous about what it had planned for 
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us. 
We proceeded cautiously into the kitchen, where I picked up the 

EMF meter. Then we roamed slowly from room to room to get a base 
reading of electromagnetic energy. To the left of the front entranceway 
was a dining room; to the right was one of the children’s bedrooms, 
decked from carpet to ceiling with Pirates of the Caribbean 
memorabilia. There were no visible spikes and, according to the 
owner, no paranormal history. Through the living room and down the 
main hallway were the remaining bedrooms. The first one belonged 
to the couple’s special needs child, and it was decorated from the 
Disney movie Cars. It was while walking through this doorway that I 
got my first chill, along with an EMF fluctuation. 

“Nez, come here!” I yelled back into the living room area. “Tell me 
what you feel.” 

It was as though we’d walked into a room full of electrical energy. 
Every hair on my body was reaching for the sky, and it was instantly 
noticeable that the room was about ten degrees cooler than 
everywhere else. Nez began to feel a little dizzy and exited the room. I 
soon followed: I was beginning to feel a little odd as well. What was 
happening to me? I’ve never been able to detect a paranormal 
presence using only my senses, like Nez could. This wasn’t a gift that 
I wanted to accept. I’ve seen Nez stumble and nearly lose 
consciousness time and time again, almost breaking her neck on 
stairways because of something she’d felt on the spiritual plane. I’m 
the scientist, not the sensitive. It seemed as though I didn’t have a 
choice in the matter, for my senses sprang to life again as we walked 
into the next bedroom. 

This room was covered from wall to wall in Spiderman 
decorations. The EMF meter jumped up a full point, but after 
checking all of the appliances in the room, I couldn’t seem to find the 
cause of it. One of my favorite ghost detecting tools – a cat – stared 
curiously at me from the corner. 

“When we first got the cat,” Jessica told us, “this was the room 
that we placed him in. It’s his safe haven. He doesn’t usually go 
anywhere else in the house.” 
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Nez and I both lost the intense feeling that had greeted us as we’d 
entered the room, and we decided that it was time to enter the master 
bedroom. Again, as we passed through the doorway, the 
uncomfortable electrical feeling returned and grew in strength as we 
ventured deeper into the room. 

“This is where it threw the table fan against the wall when we 
were trying to email you guys.” Jessica pointed out a place on the wall 
where paint and sheetrock were missing. 

I placed the EMF meter near the spot and it jumped to life, 
beeping and flashing and burying the needle. It startled me to the 
point that I nearly dropped it. I backed away slowly and, out of my 
peripheral vision, a tabletop stereo system came into view. That 
explained the reading – I felt like an utter idiot. Obviously more on 
edge than usual, it was time to retire to the garage again. 

Outside, a cold drink in one hand and a cigar in the other, we 
huddled together and hatched the game plan. 

“This thing likes to move,” I said. “It’s already fooling around 
with us. Let’s start in the Cars room and do a question and answer 
session. I’ve got a feeling that it’s not going to stay for long. We’re 
going to have to be quick and move from room to room.” 

Baret looked at me earnestly. “I’ve never been anywhere this 
active before, it’s kind of cool actually.” 

“Wait until we make it back to Gainesville,” I teased him. “You’re 
going to love that place. As far as tonight goes, I’m thinking we 
haven’t seen anything yet!” 

After snuffing out my cigar, we headed towards the door and 
noticed that, yet again, it had already been opened for us. The three of 
us looked blankly at our clients, and all they could do was shrug. Our 
personal entity at home has now been officially demoted. 

On our way through the house, Nez and Baret grabbed a camera 
and an audio recorder, then we headed straight to the Cars bedroom. 
The clients killed every light, fan, and source of noise in the house 
before joining us. Sitting in a circle around the room, some on the bed 
and some on the floor, we placed the EMF meter on the ground with a 
flashlight fixed on its gauge. We quieted our minds and slowed our 
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breathing, preparing ourselves for what might or might not happen. 
Nez readied her camera. Baret started the audio recorder, and I held 
my breath. 

“Is there anyone in here not of this world that has anything to say 
to us?” I began. 

The room was illuminated by the lightning flash of the camera. 
Nez added, “Is there anyone here in this room with us now?” 
“Why did you stay here?” Baret probed. “What made you choose 

not to pass on? Did you even have a choice?” 
Jessica carried it further. “Are you the one that’s been following 

me? If so, why? Do you talk to the children and slam the doors?” 
We all paused. Eddie doesn’t talk much, and tonight he was no 

different. 
“I can’t feel it here anymore,” Nez whispered. 
“Neither can I,” I replied. “Let’s go to the next room.” 
We all made our ways to the Spiderman room, where we repeated 

the questions again. 
“Why are you still here, scaring and tormenting this family?” I 

asked. 
Baret and I both caught it at the same time. The EMF meter, which 

had remained at a constant five while lying on the floor, jumped up a 
point and then dropped again suddenly. The temperature returned to 
that of the other rooms in the house, and the electrical feeling 
subsided just like it had done in the Cars room. We had it on the run. 

Each of us jumped up in unison, and we headed for the master 
bedroom. The tingly feeling returned as we entered, but this wasn’t 
the only sign of the entity’s presence. Another thing that Jessica and 
Eddie’s houseguest likes to do is angle all of the photographs on the 
walls. Using images that Nez had captured during the initial 
walkthrough as a reference, we knew for sure that these photos had 
been straight during the EMF base readings. We continued the 
questions, begging for some type of response, but the feeling subsided 
yet again. 

“Hey, let’s take a break,” I suggested. “I have an idea.” 
We headed back outside for a smoke and huddled together as if it 
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was an NHL time out. 
“OK,” I whispered to the others, “there are six rooms in the house, 

not counting bathrooms and the kitchen, and six of us. When we go 
back inside, no one say a word. Just everyone walk to a different room 
and stay there. If it is actually running from us, it’ll have nowhere to 
go.” 

Five crooked grins stared back at me from the dimly-lit driveway. 
After a few minutes, we went back inside with our heads hung low. 
This is where the night got interesting. 

Jessica and her sister took the dining room and the Pirates room, 
while Nez held down the living room. I went straight to the Cars 
room; Eddie staked down the Spiderman room, and Baret pulled 
leftovers and went into the master bedroom. 

“OK,” I yelled to the others, “who’s got what? Does anybody feel 
anything?” 

There was a lengthy pause. Nez joined Jessica in the foyer 
between the Pirates room and the dining area. They both screamed, 
and everyone left their posts to check on them. 

“Something just freaking hissed at us!” The women spoke, almost 
simultaneously. 

“It hissed at you?” I asked, excitedly. 
Still shaking, Nez pointed past me. “Something just went down 

the hallway!” 
Eddie and I returned to our posts just in time to hear possibly the 

most awesome thing that could ever happen to us on a supernatural 
level. From the darkness of the hallway, in real time, a female voice 
called out to us in the same way that it would from an EVP recording. 

“Who are you?” 
“Did you just hear that?” Eddie said. 
“Yeah, I did, and I’m glad someone else heard it as well because 

no one would ever believe us otherwise.” 
Suddenly, Baret came sprinting down the hallway from the master 

bedroom. “Man … something … I swear … it was a shadow … on the 
frickin’ wall,” he stuttered. 

“Baret, it’s OK,” I said. “Congratulations, you just had your first 
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undeniable encounter. Fun, wasn’t it?” 
Just then, a knocking came from the Cars room. 
“I know you’re in here now,” I shouted. “Everyone here has either 

seen, heard, or felt you in one way or another. Please, make that noise 
again and we’ll leave you alone.” 

Another knock. 
“Thank you,” I said, relieved. “That’s all we wanted, thank you.” 
“Chad!” Nez yelled, from the living room. “The shades in here 

just started moving on their own!” 
The kitchen light flickered. 
“Did everyone see that?” asked Nez. “The light in there just 

turned on and off!” 
Silence came, and silence lingered. 
“Everyone, go back to your rooms,” I instructed. 
We waited, but no one felt anything now. There was no 

movement, no sounds, and no electrical vibe as before. We were just 
about to take another break when the footsteps started. They were 
coming from the ceiling. 

“The attic!” Eddie yelled. 
“Baret, we’ve chased it to the attic,” I relayed, from down the 

hallway. 
“Let’s go!” Baret barked, rushing towards the garage. 
With a flashlight under his arm, the EMF meter in one hand, and a 

digital audio recorder in the other, Baret ascended the ladder using 
nothing but gravity and clenched butt cheeks to help him balance. 
Waving his flashlight from side to side, he saw nothing but insulation 
and wiring. Baret descended the ladder and shut the attic behind him. 
This case was closed. There wasn’t a whole lot more we could do. 
When an entity speaks to you personally rather than through the 
medium of a recording device then, yeah, your house is pretty much 
haunted. 

“There’s a possibility that the entity might go away after this,” I 
explained to Eddie and his wife. “That’s what happened the last time 
we investigated someone’s home. If it doesn’t, then let us know. You 
know where to find us.” 

We packed up and cracked open our last drink before heading off 
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into the early morning hours. This, by far, is the most active place that 
we’ve ever been to. It’s occupied, not abandoned, and has been in our 
own backyard this entire time. 

 
 
October 27th, 2007 
Over the last few days, we’ve been doing the usual. Nez’s 
photographs show an abundance of crooked pictures and orb activity. 
Some of these orbs are actually touching us, which would explain the 
static feelings that we’d experienced coming and going. Just to be on 
the safe side, she converted the photos to a negative format to take 
away all light and reflection. These orbs are actually three-
dimensional objects, not accidental photographic trickery. According 
to the pictures, our clients’ ghost even touched Baret’s butt. That’s 
officially the most action he’s had since filing for his divorce. 

When it came to the tons of audio that we reviewed, the first EVP 
came from the Spiderman room during a questioning session. When 
we asked how the entity had died, it replied to us, “I’m on fire.” 

The next EVP was heard in the master bedroom after we’d asked a 
question regarding the couple’s children and why the baby cries. 

“I’m scary.” 
The final EVP wasn’t an EVP at all. What the recorder had 

captured was the hissing sound that Nez and Jessica had experienced 
near the dining room. It was a genuinely creepy hiss – one that I’m 
sure would have caused me to have an accident if I’d heard it as they 
did. 

After compiling an investigation report for the clients that 
explained all of our findings and a list of personal experiences, Jessica 
informed me of a dream she’d had when she was a child. In this 
dream, she was on fire and no matter what she did, she couldn’t 
extinguish the flames. No matter how loudly she yelled for help, no 
one came. In reality, her family had been trying to wake her the whole 
time. They said she couldn’t have been sleeping because her eyes 
were wide open. Dream or not, Jessica had felt the pain of the flames 
long after the illusion had ended. Shortly after this had taken place, 
“Capri” started to appear in her life. 

Of all the terrifying nightmares that we endure as children, why 
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does Jessica remember this one so vividly? I’ve said it a million times 
before and I’ll say it again: In this field of research, we discover 
questions, not answers. Jessica recently told me that she thinks her 
friend misses us because it doesn’t seem to be as bold in its 
mischievous acts. She even went as far as saying that maybe it wanted 
us to go and play with it again. The truth is, we’d absolutely love to 
take up this challenge. If it’s going to continue to haunt the house 
then we’re going to continue to search for it. 

First, I want to use the holidays to spend some time with my 
loved ones. No ghosts unless they’re of the Charles Dickens variety. I 
also hope to gather some new team members and equipment so I can 
take the hunting to the next level. After the New Year, if Eddie and 
Jessica’s ghost still wants to play with us, we’ll be more than happy to 
oblige. 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 

Animal Instinct 
 
 

 
October 31st, 2007 
Finally, Halloween has come around. When I think back on my 
childhood, I can’t help but slightly loathe the way this country has 
molded it into something that’s politically correct and sociably 
acceptable. Gone are the days of bloody vampires and mutant 
zombies. Now all the kids are dressed as Power Rangers and 
Teletubbies – anything colorful and harmless enough to fit in at the 
giant churchyard fall festivals. 

That was the one thing I absolutely loved about being in the 
military. Because of the secure community, it sometimes seemed as 
though time stood still in the neighborhoods there. Mothers, fathers, 
and soldiers would go all out with their Halloween decorations while 
thousands of kids, dressed as though they’d just escaped from a 
slaughterhouse, roamed the streets in large groups; bestowing their 
presence on every house in sight. When you stepped outside of the 
secure gates of the installation, however, the streets were cold and 
dark. No children, no welcoming porch lights that shone like beacons 
to a treasure trove of candy treats. Just desertion. 

Now that my military days are completed, I’m trapped in the real 
world once more. This is the first holiday that I’m lucky enough to 
have off work in five years, and not a single Ninja Turtle has knocked 
on my door. Nevertheless, I don’t intend on spending the entire 
evening eating leftover candy while pondering days gone by. A local 
veterinarian has been having some trouble of the otherworldly kind 
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in both their home and place of business. I can’t think of a better night 
to pull this off. 

Due to it being a school night, Kerri is unable to join us. I hate 
leaving her behind because she’s so talented and she enjoys this work 
so much. On top of that, we’re going to be surrounded by animals – a 
young girl’s dream of ponies and puppies come true. I’m going to 
have to schedule something to involve her soon or else she might lose 
interest. Plus, we miss her very much. 

The veterinarian lives in a very old, historical house that’s located 
in our conservative neck of the woods. Originally inhabited by one of 
the city’s founders, the place had seen more than its fair share of 
funerals back in the day, before the rise of the so-called “funeral 
homes”. Since our client has occupied the house, their family has 
experienced classic signs indicating a haunting. What stands out to us 
the most is the fact that this entity would write family members’ 
names on shower-fogged bathroom mirrors in perfect cursive. More 
perfect, we’re told, than what anyone else in the household is capable 
of. 

Activity in the animal clinic itself has been witnessed by just about 
everyone employed there: Voices and footsteps in unoccupied rooms, 
lights functioning of their own free will, and a full-bodied entity that 
dwells in the lobby waiting area. The only thing that hasn’t been 
claimed – and one that I’d anxiously hoped for – is the appearance of 
spectral animals. Of course, it’s debatable whether or not animals 
even have souls. As I was always taught, when the time comes for 
little Spot to expire, he simply blinks out like a falling star. But if 
there’s one lesson that has proven true in the past couple of years, it’s 
that anything is possible. 

We’re also hoping to determine whether it’s the same entity that 
exists in both places, clinic and home, or if this is something 
specifically tied to the animals. There’s a chance that the haunting 
might be linked to the land itself due to reported activity in some of 
the neighboring structures. The clinic is pretty new, with no recorded 
deaths other than that of the animal kind. Has this entity been 
following our good doctor or another one of the employees from 
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home? 
Nez and I have agreed to meet some of the staff members at the 

clinic tonight. Baret, having been out of the dating game for so long, 
has recently met a new interest of the female persuasion. He’s been 
driving himself crazy with the uncertainties that accompany the 
beginnings of every relationship. Being the love doctor that I am, I 
came up with a plan to uncover the girl’s true intentions – a test, so to 
speak. Be it not private information that our nocturnal hobby isn’t the 
most socially acceptable by the masses of our city, I suggested that he 
invited her to witness what her man does in his spare time. Not only 
did the girl accept his request, but she was totally excited to be a part 
of it, despite having to rise with the dawn to teach a class. With that, I 
assured him that she was golden. 

 
 

October 31st, 2007 
As the last hour of October slipped slowly by, the only movement 
outside was stirred up by the midnight wind as it whispered through 
falling leaves of the autumn trees. That, along with three weary ghost 
hunters and their new spectator loading up the car with their tools of 
the trade. Not knowing when this investigation was likely to come to 
a close, we shook off the sleep weight from our eyes and set off on our 
early morning adventure. 

When we reached the secluded parking area of the animal medical 
center, we were greeted by two employees: A man who does all of the 
overnight deep cleaning, and one of the techs that’s witnessed some 
of the paranormal activity. As the door was unlocked and we entered 
the facility, I learned that it was nothing at all like I’d imagined. 
Dozens of pairs of tiny, glowing eyes observed us from the far wall of 
the clinic; a symphony of meows and whimpers begging us to go over 
and play with them. As we walked by in an attempt to set up in the 
lobby, their paws all extended from their cages and playfully swatted 
at us. We could have easily blown off the entire investigation and 
teased the kittens until the sun came up, but we had a client that 
wanted answers. 
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After setting up, Baret, Nez, and I grabbed our gear and headed 
off into the dark; our flashlights catching the reflection of the 
occasional set of eyes. Baret was already recording audio, speaking 
inquisitively and explaining the theory of EVP to his girlfriend. One 
area of the building that particularly interested me was upstairs. The 
majority of the reported activity had taken place up there, and it 
housed the employees break room, the business manager’s office, the 
vet’s personal office, and a storage attic. I turned the corner of the X-
ray room to begin my ascent up the stairwell, and about halfway up 
the first flight, the EMF meter maxed. It beeped so fast that the sound 
became a constant scream with no interruptions. The next thing I 
heard was a parade of footsteps coming up behind me. 

“What is it?” Baret asked. 
“This is either a vortex to the underworld or the world’s crappiest 

electrical job!” I said. 
I walked further up the stairs and the reading was no more. 

Stepping back down to the point where I’d experienced the reading, I 
received identical results. 

“Problem solved,” I concluded. “This is officially the world’s 
crappiest wiring job. Whoever works on the other side of this wall 
must have a brain tumor the size of a grapefruit. This is a dangerous 
reading.” 

“What did it measure?” asked Nez. 
“I don’t know – infinity, I guess. The gauge doesn’t go that high,” 

I explained to her. 
With the six of us now in a tight group, we reached the top of the 

stairs and entered the break room. Nez was taking photographs like a 
mad woman, pausing every so often to check the view screen for 
potential anomalies. Still asking questions to any that were willing to 
answer, Baret reached for the door handle that would lead us into the 
storage area. The EMF meter didn’t agree with our choice of 
directions. 

One … two … four … eight … four … The gauge was moving 
sporadically from notch to notch in a manner that I was unfamiliar 
with. 
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“Are you seeing this?” I said, with a laugh of disbelief. 
Baret reached for the door again and twisted the knob. Shining 

our flashlights from corner to corner, we scanned the eerie attic for 
any signs of activity. The EMF meter was now flat-lined, and all was 
quiet. We navigated our way around the attic while attempting not to 
step on one of the empty ceiling portals that would lead us on an 
unpleasant trip into the dog kennels below. I reached another door 
and, listening carefully, I could hear movement on the other side. 
Without a second thought, I flung the door open to surprise whatever 
it was that awaited us. 

The blood-chilling scream would have been heard for a mile if we 
hadn’t been protected by the walls of the building. The door led back 
to the main upstairs hallway and I came face to face with the tech 
worker, who’d decided not to follow us into the gothic-looking attic. 
Just as curious as we were about the noises coming from the other 
side of the door, the last thing she’d expected was for the handle to 
turn and the door to fly open. 

Once we’d managed to calm the poor girl down, we ventured 
downstairs to check out another part of the clinic: The operating 
room. Here, the lighting had been known to turn itself on without 
anyone having made use of the controls. It’s also been claimed that 
the names of the staff are whispered when no one else is present. 
Many people had to make the tearful decision to end the lives of their 
furry companions in this room, so to me it was the most emotionally 
scarred and spiritually significant room in the building. 

“I have a crazy idea,” Baret whispered to me. “If this is the same 
thing that the doctor has in her home and it writes people’s names in 
the mirrors, why don’t I get a pencil and some paper to see if it’ll 
duplicate the action? What’s the doc’s favorite color?” he asked one of 
the clinic workers. 

“If I had to pick a color from seeing what she wears, I’d have to 
pick green,” they guessed. 

“Cool, be right back.” Baret headed in the direction of the 
stairway. 

“Is it alright if I ask some questions?” inquired the tech worker. 
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“Go for it,” I said. “You’ve encountered it before, so maybe it’ll 
react to you.” 

She thought deeply and then turned her attention to the steel 
operating tables. “Are you the one that turns the lights on and off in 
here? Are you tied to the doctor or the land that this place is built 
upon? Do you mimic our voices and call our names?” 

Baret re-entered the operating room. He placed a green crayon 
and a sheet of typing paper, which he’d found in the vet’s personal 
office, on one of the surgical tables. 

“Let’s roll upstairs and leave this stuff alone,” I told everyone. “I 
want to do a few more things before we wrap this up.” 

As we made back towards the stairs, I paused to contemplate one 
of the most distracting sights that I’ve witnessed in quite some time. 
We passed a bathtub, which looked innocent enough at first glance. I 
thought it was more than likely used for bathing the animals or 
applying massive amounts of medication to rid them of fleas and 
ticks. Then the hacksaws hanging above the soap dish caught my 
attention. 

“This is where we cut off the animal’s heads that are suspected of 
rabies. They have to be shipped off because we don’t do those tests 
here,” the tech worker explained. “The heads are over in that freezer if 
you want to check them out.” 

The blood in my feet tingled uncomfortably. My head was telling 
me to keep moving, but the darker side of me took over and I lifted 
the freezer lid. Never in my lifetime will I be able to forget the 
surprised looks on the faces of those poor, possibly rabid animals that 
stared up at me from the frigid depths of their tomb. I immediately 
slammed the door shut. I needed a drink. Badly. 

With no more points of interest to stop and ponder, we made it to 
the upstairs break room again. In the middle of the pitch-black space 
sat a wooden table and, ironically, three chairs. 

“Nez, Baret – have a seat,” I instructed. “Everyone else, find a 
cozy spot and be really, really quiet.” 

The three of us sat around the table, motionless. With our hands 
flat on the tabletop, we stilled our minds until we could hear the tiny 
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meows from the kittens downstairs. I began. 
“Is there anyone in this building that has anything to say to us?” 
Thump. 
Something was moving. It sounded like footsteps. 
Nez continued, “Are you the one that turns the lights on and off 

and calls people’s names?” 
Thump, thump. 
“Where is that coming from?” I said. None of us could figure it 

out. 
“Do you follow the doctor from home?” asked the tech worker. 
Silence. No movement. 
Baret cleared his throat. “Are you something connected to the land 

around here?” 
Thump, thump. 
“OK, that’s probably a yes,” Baret added. 
The tech worker spoke again, a thought sparkling in her eyes. 

“Are you connected to the man that owns this land – the one who 
offered it to the doctor?” 

Thump, thump, thump. 
I could only assume that the closer to the truth we got, the more 

the spirit tapped the floor. We didn’t just hear it; we could actually 
feel the vibrations in our legs. 

“Baret,” I whispered, “come with me. Someone else take my place 
and keep asking questions.” 

The two of us passed by the frightened faces of the others and 
headed downstairs. We could no longer hear the questions that were 
being asked, but the occasional thumping sounds provided assurance 
of their continuation. 

“I thought it was coming from down here,” Baret said to me, 
puzzled. 

“Yeah,” I replied, “I did, too. But now that we’re down here, I 
think it’s coming from between the floors – like it’s the actual floor 
itself.” 

Slowly, Baret turned his head to give me the official “are you 
serious?” look. 
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“I mean it would make sense, right?” I said. “It almost sounds like 
it’s in the same room up there, and we can feel it as well. But there’s 
nothing up there, and nothing down here. Remember the crazy EMF 
reading we got when we first went in that room?” 

“I don’t know.” He sighed. “It’s weird. It’s always weird.” 
The thumping sounds eventually ceased, and we headed back 

upstairs. 
“One last question,” said one of the clinic workers, who was now 

sitting at the table. “Are you connected to the land owner who needed 
to hide a body, so he poured down a foundation and then asked the 
doctor if she needed a new clinic?” 

On that note, and since there wasn’t a response, we decided to 
wrap things up. Nothing was written on the paper with the green 
crayon. We said goodbye to the furry creatures and shook hands with 
the staff. 

“Thank you for letting us stay and watch. This is one of the coolest 
nights that we’ve had in ages!” they both exclaimed. 

Baret and his girlfriend departed to participate in whatever it is 
that people in their twenties do these days. As for Nez and myself, I 
think we were asleep long before the car came to a stop in the 
driveway of home. 

 
 

November 1st, 2007 
Upon examination of the photographs taken at the animal clinic, Nez 
has discovered two contrails that are definitely depicting movement. 
Our conclusion is that they belong to the same anomaly, but separated 
into two sequential photographs: One high in the frame, the next one 
low. A few more three-dimensional orbs are also present, which has 
become a regular occurrence in locations that have reported 
paranormal activity. 

A little over a minute into the audio, we captured an EVP that’s 
worth more than its weight in gold. We heard one of two words being 
spoken that we’ve been dying to hear ever since we picked up our 
very first micro tape recorder. 
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“Nez.” 
Is it possible that the spirit trapped in the medical center could 

have recognized Nez from her previous visits there with one of our 
own pets? And why the heck didn’t it say my name? Am I not good 
enough for it? 

Three minutes later into the recording, we came to a point in 
which we were discussing the recent illness of the business manager. 
The same female voice speaks again, interrupting the conversation. 

“Bless her.” 
With that being said, I believe the entity is definitely a resident of 

the clinic. It seems to be fully aware of the well-being and condition of 
the people that work there, along with the name of one of its clients. 

For the next hour and a half, dead silence filled the audio. Just as I 
was about to doze off from boredom, it came to the part where we 
were all sat upstairs and trying to provoke the entity into revealing 
some activity. After a good twenty minutes of talking to something 
that we weren’t even sure was there or not, I asked the entity why it 
wouldn’t show us signs of its presence. 

ME: “We’re the ones that can help you get to where you need to go.” 
Five seconds later, the entity calls my bluff … 
“The light.” 
To me, this sums up the whole “white light” theory about what 

you see when you die. For whatever reason, it had chosen not to take 
the path of light and knew that a trio of ghost hunters weren’t the 
ones to help it along on its journey. It needed the light. 

A few minutes later, the tech worker asks if the force making the 
noises in the other rooms was also responsible for the voice mimicry 
that occurs late at night, making her believe that someone else is 
inside the building when she was certain of being alone. The entity 
spoke again. 

“Bless this house.” 
Personally, I have no idea what the answer has got to do with the 

question at hand. Maybe it’s a riddled way of explaining that it was 
there to watch over them. As far as we can tell, there are no ghost 
dogs or cats roaming the clinic; just protective spirits. Compared to 
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some of the less pleasant entities that we’ve encountered, a protector 
and a watcher isn’t such a bad thing to have. 

Reflecting on everything that has come to be since a disembodied 
voice first announced to Nez and I that “we’re under here”, I’m proud 
of what we’ve accomplished so far. Not only have we got another 
interview with Corpus Christi Spook Central coming up, but two 
local newspapers have agreed to do feature articles on the group. This 
is an opportunity that we’ve both been waiting for. On a personal 
note, it’s going to open up a whole new level of recognition that I’m 
not sure we’re ready for. It’s got me wondering what doors it could 
open for us, and which ones it might close. The family members that 
I’ve never revealed our hobby to will soon find out if I agree to these 
interviews – including my children, who are under the impression 
that their father just collects odd pictures from cemeteries. Would we 
be ridiculed and persecuted to the point of never being able to 
conduct another investigation again? 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

Can’t You Hear Me Knocking? 
 
 

 
December 10th, 2007 
The door to our new home awaited us. It’s nearly Christmas and 
things are going to be tight for a while, but we could stand it no 
longer. Apartment living is the root of all that is evil. No longer will 
we have to endure the late night imitations of a herd of dinosaurs 
barreling over our ceiling. No longer will my pets feel as though 
they’re suffering the mental barricades of captivity. Most importantly, 
no longer will three – sometimes four – children have to pile into a 
single room at bedtime when they come to visit their father. 

Nez and I are no strangers to this home either. The owner has 
been a close friend of ours for several years, and we couldn’t help but 
think back fondly on the days when it was considered as being the 
“party central” of our young lives. I recall one time, when I’d made 
the long journey home on military leave, someone had conned me 
into running naked down the street, yelling “Happy New Year” at the 
stroke of midnight. Eleven years have come and gone since then, so 
I’m almost certain that the neighborhood won’t recognize me. 

Regardless of its tainted and partied-out past, P.R.I.N.T. has a new 
HQ. We have room to expand and great amounts of storage space for 
the equipment. As we unpacked our final box and hung Nez’s Tinker 
Bell and Audrey Hepburn pictures, I began to wonder if we’d ever see 
our paranormal houseguest again. I didn’t have to wait long for my 
answer. While I was at work one morning, I got a phone call from a 
rather hysterical Nez. Our buddy had been caught lingering outside 
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the bedroom door when she’d woken up. He has followed us, and 
therefore our experiment can continue. 

We were knee-deep in our holiday break when I realized it had 
been nearly two months since I’d picked up a piece of ghost hunting 
equipment. Our internet traffic has slowed to a crawl due to our lack 
of updates and new evidence. Worst of all, I’ve been without any type 
of paranormal contact or experience the entire time. Have I distanced 
myself for so long that I’m no longer able to see or hear the ghosts? I 
think I’m actually starting to have withdrawal symptoms. 

Nez, on the other hand, seems to be getting by just fine. No 
investigations, no writing, no radio interviews – nothing at all to take 
my attention away from the romantic aspect of our relationship. She 
has dropped the “marriage” and “ring” words quite a bit, but the 
more we discussed it, the more we both realized that neither of us are 
completely ready for that. Besides, we’re not any hurry. 

We’ve had some brief contact with Kerri over the holidays. No 
teenager wants to spend their Christmas break hanging out with 
people twice their age, even if it is in a haunted house. I’ve heard 
through the grapevine that she’s acquired some new camera 
equipment and is wearing the pixels out of it, so she must be 
chomping at the bit to get back out into the thick of it all – which is 
more than I can say for Baret. 

During our extended break, he (with some parental assistance, I’m 
sure) has come to the conclusion that being a part of our group is not 
only potentially dangerous to his physical and spiritual health, but 
that his eternal salvation is in jeopardy also. Honestly, I’ve been 
expecting this day for quite a while. Baret has never been truly 
prepared for this life, and some of the things that he’s encountered 
while partaking in our hobby are more than his fragile, Sunday school 
mind can handle. No matter what happens during an investigation, 
he’s constantly trying to find plausible explanations hidden deep 
within the Bible. But I have no right to question someone’s faith, so I 
accepted his resignation without hesitation. 

With just a few weeks left to enjoy our paranormal-free vacation, 
Nez and I have been invited to a Christmas party that’s being hosted 
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by the veterinarian who we conducted an investigation for. Not only 
will there be some rather fine food and drink available, but we’re 
already aware of the paranormal activity that’s been taking place 
inside her home. After our successful results in the animal clinic, 
we’ve been looking forward to an all-nighter in the house as well. 
This party will give me the opportunity to take a good look around 
and see exactly what we’re dealing with. 

 
 

December 21st, 2007 
After a typical day at my job, I rushed home and shed the work 
threads as quickly as possible in preparation for the evening’s 
festivities. As Nez and I were about to set off, we were distracted by 
the ringing of the telephone. 

“Are you guys coming or what?” asked the anxious party host. 
“We were actually just on our way out of the door. Why, what’s 

up?” said Nez. 
As I walked out of earshot of the conversation, I felt a great 

disturbance internally, as though I knew in my mind exactly what was 
being requested. 

“Well?” I asked, as soon as Nez had put the phone down. “What 
did they want?” 

“They…” she hesitated, “wanted us to bring out …” 
“No, no, no! No equipment, we’re on vacation,” I protested. 
Then came the puppy dog eyes. 
“No, Nez!” 
The eyes got larger and sadder. 
“Nez, come on!” 
There was no negotiating. If her eyes got any bigger, we’d have 

spent the evening at the emergency room having them tucked back 
into her head. 

“OK,” I sighed, “just a digital voice recorder – but that’s it.” 
Defeated by cuteness, I blew two months worth of dust off one of 

the equipment containers that I’d tucked in the bedroom closet during 
the big move. I’m so whipped that it makes me sick sometimes. 
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Driving up and down the residential street of the veterinarian, we 
searched frantically for somewhere to park. To the people celebrating 
on the porch of the house, we must have looked like a couple of lost 
idiots repeatedly driving past them. Nearly on the next block, we 
found a spot to tuck in Nez’s micro-sized Geo Metro and then began 
the chilling journey up the street to the historic Walworth house. 

Walworth is the name belonging to the original owners of long 
ago, rather than the family that lives there now – even the street is 
named after them. Typical of the older style homes that are 
commonplace in this area, it had two stories and a wraparound porch, 
which was filled from front to back with people joyously welcoming 
the holidays. Children were gathered around an enormous ornament-
covered tree, waiting to begin the wrapping paper onslaught that 
would reveal their newest of playthings. The warmth of the fire 
greeted us as we entered the main living area, and a steady stream of 
holiday songs could be heard in between the laughter and clinking of 
glasses. A sensation swept over me that I barely recognized. Feelings 
and memories of holidays past welled up inside of me. For a brief 
moment, all was right in the world. There was even a Santa Claus, 
although it wasn’t Nez’s grandfather over from California this time. 

Grabbing a beer and a cigar, which smelled way too expensive for 
me to be smoking, I retired to the porch with the rest of the men. We 
swapped stories about our childhoods and the different Christmas 
activities that we participated in year by year. When we ran out of 
holiday stories, the tales of “one time I was so drunk that …” began. 
Eventually, when there was nothing left to talk about, the men began 
to thin out until there remained only myself and an older, 
distinguished yet rough-looking man, who I believed to be the owner 
of the house. 

“So,” he began, “you’re the ghost hunter?” 
Tilting my beer back one last time in an attempt to soften the blow 

that had already been bestowed on me by several skeptics and 
nonbelievers, I mustered up a little cockiness in my voice. “That 
would be me.” 

Gazing down the quiet street as though he was concentrating on 
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something far off in the distance, the man pulled a long, aromatic 
drag from his cigar. “I really don’t know a lot about this. You’re the 
professional.” 

“I wouldn’t say I was a professional. I don’t think anyone is.” 
“Well, what I mean is, you know more about this than I do,” he 

added. 
“In all honestly,” I explained, “I’m not sure that I know anything 

about this stuff. I know what I’ve experienced and what others have 
experienced before me. I can apply that knowledge to certain 
situations but, as I’ve said hundreds of times now, just when you 
think you’ve answered a question that pertains to the great unknown 
mystery, ten more arise in its place. Questions that were created by the 
answer you found.” 

“Are you drunk?” the man inquired, in a serious manner. 
“No,” I replied, “I’ve only had this one beer.” 
“That was an awesome thing you just said, and you made it 

sound very convincing. You’re a professional.” 
A little taken aback, I asked him if we could halt the conversation 

long enough for me to fetch another beer. In order to finish the 
discussion, I was going to need it. 

As I retuned back out into the cold, the man continued, “I’m not 
quite sure what I believe when it comes to this stuff, but I know what 
I’ve seen.” He took another pull of his cigar, causing his face to glow a 
faint orange color. “On several occasions in this house, I’ve seen a 
young man dressed in period clothing, like forties or fifties dungarees. 
He looks at you from the bathroom, kind of winks at you, and then 
disappears behind the doorway.” 

“Why do they always like to hang out in bathrooms?” I thought 
aloud. 

The man looked at me oddly, then proceeded with his story. 
“There was an incident not too long ago in which my son had been 
showering in there. When he drew back the curtain, his name had 
been written in the condensation on the mirror. To my knowledge, no 
one else was near that bathroom.” 

The man spoke of these events so calmly, like someone who had 
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come to terms with happenings from a world that he didn’t fully 
understand. 

“What I do know,” he went on, “is that the original owner of this 
house took his own life because he’d become overwhelmed with debt 
during the depression. His son, who also lived here, worked his entire 
life to pay off his father’s debts and clear the family name.” 

My interest was now peaking. “Any possibility that the old man 
could have done the deed in the bathroom?” I asked. 

“Not sure,” said the man, snuffing out the remains of his cigar. 
“Possibly.” 

I thought for a moment on what I’d learned and actually wished 
the party would end so I could run home and grab the rest of my gear. 
Starting to get a little frozen, I gave him my proposal. 

“OK, here’s the kicker. I promised myself and my team that we 
wouldn’t do any more investigations until after New Years. However, 
because someone was really, really insistent on the telephone before 
we left the house, I did manage to grab one of my digital voice 
recorders.” 

I shoved my hand deep into my cargo pocket and retrieved the 
tiny piece of equipment. “I want to investigate this place, all night, 
with the rest of my group. We can work out a date for early in the 
year. For now, though, I want to set up this recorder in the bathroom 
for the rest of the time we’re here. We’ll call it a sort of preliminary 
investigation.” 

The gentleman agreed, amazed that I’d come prepared, and then 
we retired indoors. As far as I was concerned, I was destined to fail 
from the very beginning. There was way too much noise, not to 
mention the traffic coming in and out of the bathroom. As I flipped on 
the recorder, I spoke into it: “P.R.I.N.T. investigation, Walworth home, 
preliminary. If there’s anyone or anything here that has something to 
say to me or anyone else, now is the time to do it.” 

Just then, I caught Nez flash past me out of the corner of my eye. 
“Nez,” I called, “come in here for a second and tell me if you feel 
anything.” 

She stopped inside the bathroom, claiming not an ounce of tingle 
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that’s usually present to her in an active room. As expected, there was 
too much vibe, too much chaos, and too many people that were 
teetering on the verge of bladder explosion. Twenty minutes later, I 
went to retrieve the recorder. As the evening came closer to its finale, 
we said our goodbyes and gave our blessings of happy holidays. 
Slipping out into the frigid night, we returned home to our awaiting 
bed. 

 
 

December 23rd, 2007 
Boredom can be the instigator of all those mundane activities that you 
tell yourself you’ll never accomplish. It seems that following our 
veterinarian’s Christmas party, somewhere between the front door 
and our bed, I’d dropped the digital voice recorder into a box of 
equipment where it had been forgotten for several days. Early this 
morning, because there’s only so much Guitar Hero you can play 
before your fingers fall off, I dug out the voice recorder and loaded it 
onto the laptop. Twenty minutes later, I pulled off my headphones 
and laughed hysterically at what I would have missed had I chosen to 
ignore the data that I’d gathered from the Walworth house bathroom. 
Not only did I manage to capture three people taking a leak, as well 
as the sounds that take place during such acts when you’re unaware 
that there’s a recording device in the room, I have three new EVP’s to 
add to the collection. 

The first two are the usual garden variety – those that sound cool 
but you can’t make much sense out of them. Almost like random 
phrases that are shot out of nowhere. 

“Can you hear?” 
“Take me home … today.” 
The last one, however, is one that I’ve been waiting for since the 

very beginning of my ghost hunting career. A word that not only fills 
me with joy and amazement, but has triggered a barrage of new 
questions to add to my previously unanswered ones. The spirit said 
my name. 

Could it be that different spirits communicate with one another 
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from different locations? Did it know me from somewhere else that 
we’d conducted an investigation? Now more than ever, I have a 
reason to continue the hunt. In this world, people run in the other 
direction from us as if we carry the plague. In the world of the 
supernatural, we’re celebrities. That’s more than enough recognition 
for me. 

“Can you hear? Take me home … today. Chad.” 
Was the ghost trying to pass on? Did it need our help to do so? We 

definitely have to schedule a full-on investigation of this home, and 
soon. It could very well be the one that offers us real answers. 

 
 

December 31st, 2007 
Christmas flew by without a hitch, and New Years is now upon us. 
Though suffering from extreme anxiety, Nez, Kerri, and I are looking 
forward to the weeks ahead. The break is over and we’re definitely 
back. As we laid down our heads for the first slumber of the New 
Year, our snoring dogs guarding the side of their masters’ bed, we 
could hardly wait to fulfill our promises to old friends and explore 
some new haunts. Just as we were drifting off, we were startled by the 
sound of our bedroom door handle being rattled. We both sat up just 
in time to see the knob turn completely. The door forced itself open, 
revealing nothing but the still darkness behind it. The dogs looked at 
us, we looked at each other, and then we looked back at the dogs. 
Unaffected by the event that had just taken place, we laid back onto 
our comfortable pillows. It’s going to be one hell of a year. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

Acceptance 
 
 

 
January 28th, 2008 
The stars peeked at us curiously from behind the fast-moving clouds 
that were being pushed in our direction by the approaching storm. 
From their point of view, six individuals could be seen weaving 
through the intricate maze of headstones below; the lightning storm 
of camera flashes giving off some kind of strobe effect. The clouds 
soon became a solid blanket, the howling wind threatening to break 
the limbs off the leafless trees that creaked and swayed in the 
darkness. 

As well as Nez, Kerri, and myself, the other half of the maddened 
subjects that were braving the elements in the name of the paranormal 
were Jessica, our video documentarian and former client; Kenny, a 
veteran and skeptical investigator who was recommended to us by 
one of the larger Dallas-based paranormal groups, and Daniel – editor 
of our local newspaper, The Greenville Herald Banner. Jessica and her 
husband, Eddie, had provided us with one of the most active cases 
that we’ve experienced up to date. Kenny, on the other hand, is 
someone that we’d never met up until this evening. Tonight, he 
resembled the great Dr. Who – hat and scarf included. 

Daniel is a different story completely. After years of touch and go 
with the local media, this was the first time that anyone had agreed to 
accompany us on one of our nocturnal adventures, and Mother 
Nature wasn’t cooperating at all. The wind was blowing our bodies 
and gear all over the place. So, tonight of all nights, why was the 
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media suddenly interested in our activities? Especially since we’ve 
been ignored and loathed by the local community for so long. 

While in the midst of my so-called paranormal-free vacation, I 
was secretly searching all of the ghost hunter message boards for any 
type of news or information that could tide me over until the next 
official investigation. Due to the death of my stepfather during our 
first Christmas as paranormal investigators, I’d decided that we 
should dedicate the months of November and December to family 
and friends only. As a result, our schedule was completely wiped 
clean. The emails had stopped coming and I was beginning to fear 
that people were no longer interested. 

Suddenly, something caught my eye. It was a notice that read, 
“Wanted: Paranormal Investigators.” The bulletin listing was made by 
a local Dallas-based magazine called Black Orchid’s Manor. They were 
searching for ghost hunters, writers, and anyone else who could 
contribute to its content. I’d never heard of this magazine before and 
couldn’t find a whole lot of information about it online, but the same 
can be said for P.R.I.N.T.’s web coverage also. They might have been 
new or, even better, totally underground. Before my brain had a 
chance to react to the endless possibilities of writing for an up-and-
coming magazine, my fingers took over the keyboard, resulting in the 
possible opening of a doorway that would change my life forever. 

The article I wrote was based on all of my previous journal entries, 
from our very first investigation and founding P.R.I.N.T. to where we 
are today. I described our growth and our progression; what we 
believe in and what we’ve learned, as well as the hate that we’ve 
conquered from the people of our conservative town. In all my 
excitement, I didn’t have time to proofread what I’d written before 
pressing the “send” button on the email. Much to my surprise, the 
recipient not only loved it; they offered me my own column to be 
featured in every issue, with complete creative control. Finally, I’m 
going to be recognized. Finally, P.R.I.N.T. and its members can no 
longer be ignored. 

This was the point at which editor, Daniel, had contacted me, and 
why we were leading him through the darkness while being pelted 
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with dirt and debris caused by the beginnings of a major storm. As we 
did what we did best, he interviewed us one by one to find out 
exactly who we were and where we came from. Most importantly, he 
wanted to know why we did what we did. A few lightning strikes 
later, Daniel decided that he’d accomplished his mission and didn’t 
want to risk the chance of accidental electrocution. We all shook his 
hand, thanking him for coming out on such a dreadful night. As he 
drove back towards the glowing lights of civilization, we packed our 
gear and followed, not knowing what the rewards or consequences 
would be for opening up our world to the local press. 

 
 

January 29th, 2008 
The latest audio data from McWright was worse than anticipated. I 
didn’t know if I was searching for existence of the afterlife, or trying 
to produce a soundtrack for the sequel to the Twister movie. It’s 
completely unusable and there’s nothing I can do to clean it up. 

Nez ran into similar issues when looking over the multitudes of 
photographs that she’d taken. To the untrained eye, there’s more 
paranormal activity in a single picture than everything we’ve 
captured throughout the course of our career. In reality, these 
anomalies are nothing more than dust and pollen being blown around 
us during the storm. Kerri had been so nervous due to the presence of 
an outsider that she’d forgotten why she was there and failed to take a 
single photograph. 

Jessica’s video was dark and indistinguishable but this, being her 
first investigation with us, was both expected and forgivable. This is a 
field of trial and error, after all; but she held her own like a pro and 
that’s exactly what we’re looking for. Just when I was beginning to 
think that the investigation had been a total waste of time, Kenny 
checked in with a home run. 

In the tiny bit of video that he’d taken before the wind had 
attempted to assassinate the entire operation, there was an EVP. 
Underneath the grove of trees that had been the birthplace of so much 
evidence before this, a male voice – deeper than any other EVP that 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 174 ~ 

we’ve stumbled upon in the confines of McWright cemetery – 
muttered three words that would secure Kenny’s place in the group. 

“I feel stale.” 
What does this mean? Is the feeling that lingers after death 

comparable to old, worthless items that are discarded in basements 
and attics, unable to move or contribute any type of beauty or worth? 
The only thing I know for sure is that, captured in the presence of a 
newspaper editor, this piece of audio could be the one sliver of 
evidence that makes us a name to be spoken of proudly, without fear 
of ridicule by those who have shunned us for so long. Maybe now, 
with a little help from our editorial ally, we’ll be able to conduct all of 
those investigations that we’ve been denied access to in the past. Old 
houses, private cemeteries, and landmarks would be a nice change of 
pace if people would look past their system of belief and give us a 
chance. 

As the days passed, I wrote my next column for Black Orchid’s 
Manor and it, too, was accepted with much praise from the 
magazine’s creator. It’s also been decided that we’re to be the subject 
of the inaugural issue of a new magazine that’s going to be produced 
and distributed by our local newspaper. As if that wasn’t awesome 
enough, we’ve been swapping emails with a couple of organizations 
that want P.R.I.N.T. to be involved in possible radio and television 
projects. As far as I’m concerned, there’s only one upwards path from 
here, but that doesn’t mean I’m not nervous about the uncertainty of 
it all. This is a roller coaster ride that I hope will never end. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

Jehovah’s Witness and the EVP 

Controversy 
 
 

 
February 1st, 2008 
Things are finally beginning to appear as though they’re turning in 
our favor. Not only have some of the locals taken an interest in our 
activities, but a few more of the better established and veteran ghost 
hunters from around the state have started to accept our opinions on 
issues and evidence. Once again, we’ve entered the view of the public 
eye, only this time we have a lot more credibility to fall back on. If you 
can convince people around here, then you obviously have something 
worth looking at. 

Gulf Coast Ghost Hunters Association’s weekly radio program, 
Hot ParaTalk Radio, have invited us to do a follow-up show to fill 
their listeners in on what we’ve been up to since our initial broadcast. 
Last time we were on, there’d been a lot of talk about our resident 
shadow man and a few cemetery gigs that we’d done. This time, 
there’s going to be a lot more subject matter to discuss. Granted, it’s 
only an internet radio; but I personally know of more people that use 
the internet than listen to the radio, so it seems like a successful and 
convenient form of media. 

When I told Nez that I’d graciously accepted their invitation, her 
response was, “Us? You mean, like, the both of us?” 

Nodding, I watched the color drain sluggishly from her face and 
settle somewhere in the vicinity of her big toe. There are times when I 
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agree to events that include other people without taking into 
consideration their personal feelings, and this was one of those times. 
I have no problem with blasting my thoughts and opinions towards 
the general public, or sharing my hopes and dreams with the world. I 
can initiate a conversation with a stranger just as easily as I can stand 
up in front of a large group of people and have an open-ended 
discussion about whatever they feel like talking about – no matter 
how taboo or embarrassing the subject matter is. 

For example, I was once at my day job when I was randomly 
approached by the jail administrator. “Do you know how much faith I 
have in you?” he asked me, with a look of desperation on his face. 

“Lots,” I replied sharply. 
He shoved a thick stack of paperwork my way. “I need you to 

teach a portion of the jail school.” 
“Sure, no problem,” I said. “When?” 
“Now.” 
I grabbed the paperwork, which ended up being the curriculum 

for the class, then stood in front of a room full of law enforcement 
officers and improvised an eight-hour session. I had a little help when 
it came to stretching the material because it tuned into Ghost Hunting 
101, but I still managed to pull it off without a hitch. How a 
discussion can travel from the proper techniques used to look up 
someone’s butt to find weapons, to the existence of the paranormal 
has got to be one of the great mysteries – and it should probably stay 
that way. 

Nez, on the other hand, is more of a listener. She enjoys the quiet 
confines of the shadows where the limelight can rarely reach her. She 
was bad enough when it came to towing around a reporter during an 
investigation, never mind having to answer a ton of questions on the 
fly without any pre-meditation; while listeners, including fellow 
paranormal investigators, graded her every response. Nez had 
originally agreed to let me handle any public appearances, but 
where’s the fun in that? There’s nothing more amusing than watching 
people stumble on their words while pouring buckets of sweat onto 
the floor below. Perhaps this is one of the reasons why she won’t 
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commit to marrying me. I’m sure that me being short and ugly has 
nothing to do with it. 

Back to the radio show, luckily for Nez, the first question came to 
me. 

“Tell us the story about the Jehovah’s Witnesses,” said LeeAnn 
and Veronique, the hosts of Hot ParaTalk Radio. 

I wasn’t even aware that this story had spread throughout the 
paranormal community. There’s obviously a lot more people checking 
out my blogs and bulletins than I’d originally thought. Although the 
Jehovah’s Witnesses story didn’t have much to do with the 
paranormal, it split right through ethics and landed somewhere in the 
vicinity of downright rude. 

It all links back to the incident with the business cards which, for 
years now, we’ve been pinning to public bulletin boards in the hopes 
that people experiencing paranormal activity would know they had 
someone to turn to. When these cards started disappearing, my initial 
thought was that people were getting the message and the advertising 
campaign was paying off. If that was indeed the case, our little hobby 
would be engulfing our lives completely. So, why wasn’t it? 

One day, after hanging a few cards, I entered the establishment 
that the bulletin board belonged to in order to purchase some items. 
As I was exiting the store, I glanced over at the board to find that all 
of the cards were missing. I’d only hung them in the previous five 
minutes and knew that the likelihood of multiple people 
simultaneously discovering our services was near impossible. I began 
to search the area, my frustration building, and eventually found 
them torn up and discarded in a nearby garbage can. I was furious – 
why would someone do this? Why would they deny those in need of 
our services the opportunity to discover that there are people out 
there who want to help them? It’s not like you can dial 411 and ask 
the operator to give you the telephone number of a local ghost hunter. 
As much as I wanted to find and punish the parties responsible, as 
any successful paranormal investigator will tell you, patience is a 
virtue. To accomplish this mission, I’d have to utilize my patience and 
plan carefully. I had to set a trap. 
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First, I chose a location. It just so happened that there’d been a lot 
of reports of paranormal activity in one of our former apartment 
complexes, which was strategically located between a hospital and a 
funeral home. When I’d lived there and hung our cards in the laundry 
rooms, they’d be missing within a day also. Second, I needed a watch 
dog – someone who would diligently observe the bulletin board and 
continue the game by hanging more cards just long enough to lull my 
prey into a false sense of security. This worked out nicely because I 
had a co-worker from the sheriff’s department that lived there, and he 
gladly agreed to play the part. 

Finally, there had to be repercussions for the person or persons 
responsible. This is the part that I was unsure of. In my mind, I’d 
envisioned the guilty culprit hanging upside down by their toenails 
over a pit of King Cobra Rattle Mambas, but what if it was an 
innocent troop of Girl Scouts or something? Nevertheless, with a plan 
now formulated, I waited … and waited. 

It was nearly three weeks before the inevitable phone call came. 
My personal Bloodhound had been doing his laundry when he 
noticed that the bait was in place and highly visible. Upon his return 
an hour later, he witnessed two well-dressed individuals leaving the 
laundry room and entering a vehicle as though they were just passing 
through, rather than being actual residents of the place. When he 
entered the room, much to his surprise, the cards had been removed, 
torn in half, and trashed. This time, the perpetrators left a clue to their 
identity. Tacked up on the bulletin board with the same devices had 
been used to secure my business cards, there was a flyer advertising 
my newest of adversaries: The Jehovah’s Witnesses. 

There are times when I can be a lowdown, dirty, and mean-
spirited individual. But never in my life would I launch a sabotage 
campaign to undermine the foundation of this – or any – religious 
affiliation, simply because my opinions on personal salvation differ 
from theirs. I was speechless … for a second or two. 

Before I knew it, my fingers began to type up a retaliatory 
message to express my feelings about the situation. It’s their own fault 
for having a website with a “contact us” tab. I wanted to let them 
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know that they’d been caught out, and that I deserved an apology. Of 
course, I also felt it necessary to point out that their organization isn’t 
much different to mine – the name says it all. Jehovah, meaning 
“God”; Witness, meaning they saw him … but where? If you ask me, 
seeing God would be the biggest paranormal event in the history of 
paranormal events. If they were trying to thwart my activities for 
believing in the supernatural, then this group could possibly be the 
world’s largest walking contradiction. 

I never received a response from the Jehovah’s Witnesses, or any 
negative feedback from the public about my letter, which annoyed me 
all the more. Nevertheless, that’s my experience with this 
organization to date. I still have no idea where it’s going or if my 
letter of complaint had put an end to it all. 

Back to the radio broadcast, Nez answered a few questions about 
her involvement in the group and the roles and histories of the other 
members. Soon after, the topic of conversation switched to the 
magazine and future projects. In all honestly, I wanted to draw 
people’s focus away from those things and get them interested in 
uncovering the secrets of the paranormal. I knew exactly how to do it, 
too, even though it was something that I’d promised myself would 
never happen. We have such a grand collection of EVP’s – more than 
enough to convince the most hardcore of skeptics that there might be 
more out there than what the powers that be had led them to believe. 
I’ve never wanted to publically share them for the fear of someone – 
perhaps from another organization – copying them and claiming 
them as their own, but I was willing to take that risk. I wanted to give 
something back to the hundreds of people that have loved and 
supported us from the beginning by letting them hear the recorded 
evidence that, up until now, they’d only been able to read about. For 
the sake of our fans, I buried myself in the recordings of every 
investigation that we’d ever conducted. After removing and copying 
all of the EVP’s, I posted the best ones on our website to be enjoyed, 
feared, and ridiculed by all. This decision sparked two positive events 
that never would have happened otherwise. 

Almost immediately, we began to receive photographs and audio 
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from clients, who now believe that we’re a professional organization 
and not just delusional. In addition to this, we were able to show 
other groups that had never worked with us before that we’re 
competent; and that we trust them enough to have access to every 
piece of evidence that we’ve based our career on. Little did I know it 
at the time, but the greatness of this act had only just begun to surface. 

One of the people who frequented our site is also the host of a 
paranormal radio show that’s based out of the Dallas area. Being the 
owner of more sophisticated audio equipment than I’d be able to 
afford in three lifetimes, he analyzed the EVP’s that I’d posted. When 
he initially contacted me, I had to suppress the urge to complain 
about someone else picking apart my data. Knowing that I have a 
tendency to take professional criticism the wrong way, I managed to 
keep my forked tongue at bay and emailed him back. I’m glad I did 
because it turned out that some things were yet to be discovered. 

An EVP that we’d captured in a house in Rains County, TX had 
originally revealed an insistent female voice saying, “Come here.” 

Just as the EVP ends, I begin speaking again in another 
questioning session. The radio show host instructed me to listen 
behind my own voice on the recording to hear what else was being 
said to me. I pulled up the audio file, threw on some headphones, and 
listened over and over again. 

“Come here … if you want to talk to us.” 
In the words of my youngest member: Holy snap and crap! This is 

now the coolest and most complete EVP in our collection. Wondering 
what else I might come up with if I re-analyzed all of our findings 
from the previous year, I took each EVP one by one and listened 
closely. The next and only addition I found was captured by our 
former member, Baret, during the investigation at Cedar Grove 
Cemetery. All night long, a number of us had heard footsteps in the 
tall grass behind us, almost as if we were being followed. Upon our 
initial review of the recordings, the “tail him” EVP had been 
discovered, which sounded very much like a military order. 

When we first heard this, we were both shocked and amazed at 
the clarity of the recording. Listening again, however, you can hear 
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that these orders are still being acknowledged and obeyed. 
“Tail him …” 
“I am.” 
A second voice, much higher pitched than the first, agreed to do 

what we felt someone had been doing during the entire investigation. 
As obsessed as I was with trying to find more evidence, having taken 
several days to review all of the old audio, video, and photographs, I 
came up with nothing. I guess this closes the chapter on our previous 
years as ghost hunters. Those investigations have long since ended, 
and some of the people with whom we’d walked hand in hand with 
are long gone. There’s a new team now, with new skills, attributes, 
and enthusiasm to bring to the table. Kenny has some great ideas and 
a lot of experience to offer – he’s a few notches shy of a genius. Jessica 
has the enthusiasm and the will to learn, which reminds me a lot of 
Nez and myself at the beginning. Kerri possesses the youth and sense 
of humor of someone who’s still doing this for fun. One thing they all 
have in common is that they’d joined our group for what they could 
discover with us. And discover, we will. 

 
 

February 7th, 2008 
This morning, my intention to sleep as late as possible was disturbed 
by what sounded like a sledgehammer against my front door. 
Springing to my feet in a full action stance, thanks to the subliminal 
training from years of military experience, I realized that it was 
someone knocking on the front door. I assumed that Nez had 
forgotten something on her way to work and journeyed downstairs in 
my P.R.I.N.T. shirt and boxers. I unlocked the door without glancing 
through the peephole, ready to fling my arms around my brunette 
beauty. However, if it was Nez then she must have aged a good forty 
years since the last time I’d laid eyes on her. I shook off the morning 
fog and realized that I was standing in my underwear in front of a 
little old lady, who looked just as shocked as I was. I quickly ducked 
behind the front door and poked out my head, but she’d already seen 
everything and, thankfully, hadn’t fainted yet. 
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“Good morning,” I said, slightly embarrassed. 
“Is this a bad time?” she asked. 
“Well, that depends on what your idea of a good time is!” I 

attempted to add a little humor into the situation, but she wasn’t 
laughing. “Hang on just a moment.” 

I rushed back to the bedroom and threw on whatever pants were 
lying around, accidentally flinging a surprised cat across the room 
that had been sleeping on top of them. I returned to the door to see 
the old lady’s smiling face. 

“Yes ma’am, how can I help you?” I started again. 
“Do you have a few moments on this lovely morning to talk about 

the Lord Jesus Christ?” she spouted at me, in a well-rehearsed ramble. 
I glanced down at the flyers she was holding, and the blood 

rushed to my face until I could have attracted a bull from a mile away. 
This literature looked all too familiar. 

I slowly looked up to make eye contact with the lady in the most 
dramatic fashion that I could manage. “You’re with the Jehovah’s 
Witnesses, aren’t you?” I spoke irritably. 

“Why, yes, I am!” she exclaimed, almost as if she’d sensed a 
connection between us. 

I moved out from behind the door, straightening my T-shirt to 
make sure that she could read the lettering that was printed on the 
front of it. Her eyes darted from my face to the logo as rapidly as if it 
were flashing, and the amount of stuttering coming out of her mouth 
made me wonder if she was about to endure a seizure. Unable to form 
a complete and coherent sentence, she handed me a flyer so quickly 
that it almost delivered a paper cut. She turned as abruptly as her 
ancient, wobbly legs could carry her and fled my steps in one giant 
leap. I stood proudly at my front door while watching her dive into 
the front seat of an awaiting car. She leaned over to speak to the 
woman who was operating the vehicle before it tore off down the 
street, barely slowing for the stop sign that’s posted in our front yard. 
The fact that this lady had known exactly who I was leaves me with 
two possible conclusions: Either the message that I’d sent to the 
Jehovah’s Witnesses had been presented to the church itself, or she 
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who’d knocked on my door was in some way responsible for 
removing the business cards from various locations around town. 
Who knows, maybe there was a “beware of this person” poster folded 
up amongst the stack of flyers that she’d been carrying. 

Feeling the heat retreat from my face, I closed the door and then 
crashed hard into my awaiting bed. As I pulled the blanket up over 
my head, I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I chortled in such a manner 
that the cat, still recovering from its early morning flight, stared at me 
with a bewildered look on its face – which made me laugh even 
louder. There would be no going back to sleep today. I had bulletins 
and blogs to write! 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

The Knock of Opportunity 
 
 

 
February 20th, 2008 
The recent lull in our investigation schedule is beginning to take its 
toll on me. Where are the legions of people that have no problem 
bugging you with stories of the hell that supposedly lingers in their 
homes? When would another fantastic opportunity like the Iron 
Skillet come our way again? Kenny suggested that we do some 
cemetery hopping to keep on our toes, and I was beginning to think it 
might be a good idea. Then, out of nowhere, there came a message 
that I thought I’d never receive. 

Thinking back to the warm, snuggly areas that are the mental 
blankets of our childhoods, most people will remember the house. The 
place where you’d cross the street, regardless of traffic density, to use 
the opposite sidewalk rather than walk near it. The one that you were 
afraid to look at for the fear of what might be staring back at you from 
one of the windows. Where your friends would triple dare you to 
stand on the porch for thirty seconds without soiling yourself and 
running away. There’s one of these houses in every town and, due to a 
few strategic relocations by Nez and me, ours stands a mere four 
blocks away from my front door. 

For years now, we’ve passed this house on our ways to various 
destinations. Being placed into a near dreamlike state by simply 
glancing at it, we’ve always ruminated on the possibilities that exist 
beyond those ancient walls; the paranormal discoveries that await us. 
Other than walking up to the porch, ringing the doorbell, and 
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introducing myself as a crackpot ghost hunter who’s obsessed with 
their historical home, I have no idea how to initiate contact with the 
owners in order to gain entry. There’s no way that someone who 
possesses the financial capabilities to own such a house is going to 
lower themselves to looking us in the eye and taking us seriously. 

From childhood to adulthood, I’ve witnessed the house change 
from hand to hand, owner to owner. The lengthy and expensive 
renovations would begin and every time, without fail, the back room 
in the southeast corner would catch fire with no explanation. Before I 
was a true believer in ghosts and the paranormal, I used to laugh 
heartily at anyone who told me this place was haunted. Surely, it had 
to be some type of electrical flaw that caused it to burn down 
repeatedly. If it was me, I’d have got the problem checked out way 
before sinking a ton of money into the house – or moving my loved 
ones in, for that matter. But why would it wait until after the 
renovations were completed to catch fire? Since my conversion from 
skeptic to believer, I knew that there had to be more to it. 

Shortly before the holidays, an old friend of mine tracked me 
down after several years of silence. He’s the one that witnessed the 
possible UFO with me before accidentally setting fire to his tree 
house. As we began to catch up on everything that had been going on 
in our individual lives, I happened to mention where Nez and I are 
currently living. He informed me that a co-worker of his was residing 
just a stone’s throw away from me, in none other than the house. I 
didn’t know whether to believe him at first, being as unlucky as I am. 
Did he know the guy well enough to convince him that I wasn’t some 
weirdo and grant me access into his magnificent home? 

Two weeks later, I was driven to the brink of depression when my 
friend revealed that the owner of the house claimed that not a single 
paranormal occurrence had taken place during the three years in 
which he’d lived there. My friend also went on to say that the owner 
wasn’t interested in associating his home with organizations that 
promoted such nonsense. The dream had ended. With my head hung 
low, I continued to scour the internet for cemeteries and local legends 
that would occupy our time until we could find an investigation that 
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was formidable enough to break the molds of the ordinary. 
Four torturous months slid by, during which time I had to pass by 

the house every time I drove from home to work and back again. I 
salivated at the mere sight of what I knew I couldn’t have, like the 
opening scene from Breakfast at Tiffany’s where Audrey Hepburn 
arrives at the window of a store to glance over all of the unaffordable 
merchandise. To make matters worse, its yard contained a stop sign 
that prolonged the taunting even longer. On occasion, I’d carefully 
look down the crossing street and roll past it without stopping in 
order to dodge the humiliation. Just when I believed that I couldn’t 
possibly endure any more, I received an email from my friend: 

“He’s ready for you now. He wants you to call him.” 
What could have happened that was drastic enough to make this 

person want to associate his house with people like us? I was hesitant 
at first, but the pain of staring at this place daily in the hopes of 
catching a glimpse of a spectral figure peeking back at me was 
becoming intolerable. I couldn’t let my overabundance of pride stand 
in the way of giving my team what could possibly be one of the most 
awesome investigations that we’ve ever conducted. For the sake of 
their interests, I finally broke the silence. 

The owner of the house, who wishes to remain one hundred 
percent anonymous, stated that he could hide it no longer. Since he 
and his family had moved into the old mansion, the voices from 
invisible speakers and touches from nonexistent individuals have 
become a regular occurrence. At one time, the previous owners came 
over to tie up some loose ends with the caretakers and ended up 
giving a highly detailed account of their own paranormal experiences 
in the house. Apparently, they used to witness full-bodied apparitions 
and objects moving by themselves, as well as the usual unexplained 
noises in the night. As far as the current owner’s experiences go, it 
had all begun around the time of the renovation. He claims that every 
morning at 4 AM sharp, all of the pots and pans in the kitchen begin a 
symphony of beating and banging that strips them of their sleep. The 
closest set of railroad tracks, or anything else capable of producing 
vibrations that are powerful enough to cause such disturbances, are 
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several blocks away. As far as he knows, there isn’t anyone else on the 
street that’s been having similar issues, so it can’t be coming from an 
outside source. The reason for this gentleman having changed his 
mind and finally allowed us to contact him came two weeks prior to 
our initial conversation. 

People with money tend not to invent paranormal occurrences 
and lie to make their lives more interesting, mainly because they don’t 
need to. This gentleman owns so much rental property that he rivals 
the Monopoly guy, which is precisely why I believed him. One 
afternoon, his wife called him frantically on his cell phone and 
claimed that she’d witnessed someone walking through the house, 
but now she couldn’t find him. She described him as an elderly 
gentleman wearing a long coat and hat. Apparently, he’d come out of 
the games room, passed straight through their living room, and into 
the kitchen. This wasn’t a typical shadow person either, for the 
woman swore that he had actual features. This has now turned into 
the investigation that I’ve been waiting for ever since my fateful 
encounter with Nez’s follower. Fred might not come with a hat or 
coat, but neither does he just stand there and observe like most 
reported shadow people. He moves, manipulates objects, and scares 
the heck out of you given half the chance. He doesn’t show up quite 
as much as he used to, but his presence can still be felt in our home. 

Due to both my day job schedule and the client’s schedule with 
his children, we don’t yet know when an investigation is going to take 
place. A day, a week, a month – whenever the time comes, I’ll be 
ready for it. The question I have to ask myself is whether or not my 
team is ready. Over the last couple of days, one investigation has been 
blown off by the client and another was cancelled by me due to the 
fact that methamphetamine addicts see ghosts daily, and it wouldn’t 
have been worth my time to stay the night in a dope house just to 
humor the tweak freaks. One lady was even scared that we’d weaken 
her property value by stepping on her lawn. We seem to have gone 
from the Guns N’ Roses of paranormal investigation groups to the 
equivalent of Rodney Dangerfield. When it comes to ghost hunting in 
a small Texas town, we’re getting no respect whatsoever. 
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I’m getting desperate – and very, very bored. The owner of the 
mansion has called me up twice already to try and arrange a 
walkthrough, but neither of our schedules sync up enough to allow it. 
When the opportunity finally knocks, we need to be able and willing 
to jump at a moment’s notice. With a severe need to chip away at our 
rusty ghost hunting abilities, the five of us placed our collective heads 
together. Kenny’s cemetery hopping idea didn’t sound so bad after 
all, even though it feels like a step in the wrong direction. There’s no 
denying that we need the practice, though. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

The Smell of Death 
 
 

 
March 2nd, 2008 
With not a cloud in the sky, two vehicles zipped down the moonlit 
country roads, slinging rocks into the surrounding woods at every 
sharp turn. I’m not normally a dangerous driver, but I was attempting 
to add some sauciness to the mundane activity that was about to take 
place. The music coming from the racing competitors was being 
played at nearly unbearable levels, but there would be no complaints 
to the local law enforcement agencies by angry residents – mainly 
because there were no residents. P.R.I.N.T. was deep in the sticks 
tonight. 

In the lead car, Nez was priming up her photographic gear while 
catching up with her old friend, Tammy, who was visiting from her 
home in Washington State. She’d been keeping tabs on us via the 
internet, and it was killing her that she was too far away to join us on 
our adventures. She was behind the wheel and leading the charge, 
which slightly unnerved me. She knew these roads as if she’d built 
them herself, but she’d also just got back from a stint in Germany and 
I can’t remember if it’s one of those places that makes you drive on 
the wrong side of the road. Kicking up dust and debris and sliding 
around corners like a dirt track hero, she was clearly eager for her first 
experience with a group of ghost hunters. 

In the next car, attempting to navigate through the endless cloud 
of dust were Kenny, Jessica, and myself. Not possessing the slightest 
clue as to where we were heading, all I could do was follow the trail 
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of moonbeams peeping through the canopy of springtime tree 
blossoms. There were no street lights or homes to use as landmarks 
should we lose our bearings, and the flow of traffic was nonexistent. 
This provided an advantage in the sense that we wouldn’t have to 
worry about any unexpected visitors sneaking up on us or inquiring 
as to our activities. On the downside, if the Miller’s luck curse kicked 
into full effect and we ran into some type of car trouble or accident, it 
would be a long walk back to civilization. 

Thinking on both of these possibilities, I eased off the accelerator a 
bit. I’d already been close to fishtailing into the trees on more than one 
occasion. Earlier in the evening, when I could withstand the itch of 
boredom no longer, I’d decided to act upon Kenny’s idea from a 
couple of weeks ago. I emailed out an invitation to do some cemetery 
hopping, but it couldn’t be just any old graveyard. Desolate, remote, 
and downright creepy were on the menu, and we weren’t going to 
settle for anything less. We were on a mission of fear. I craved it. 

The scheduling of the old mansion investigation could be sprung 
on us any day now and, in my opinion, we aren’t ready. Individually, 
we’re more than capable of confronting and handling anything that 
comes our way. As a team, the only investigation that we’ve 
conducted is the “dog and pony” show for the local media. The 
mansion will be another story entirely. The clients would be watching 
our every move, and who could blame them? They’re going to be 
opening up their home so we can photograph and video everything 
from their sock drawers to their toilet seats – if that’s not an invasion 
of privacy then I don’t know what is. On top of that, the house itself is 
going through a quarter of a million dollar restorations. 

As the vehicles left the rocky traction of the roadway and entered 
the cemetery’s makeshift parking area, all that could be heard was the 
scraping and clawing of the vegetation slapping against the 
undercarriage of the car. Just within the reach of my headlights was a 
rusty sign that could barely be read due to the shotgun blasts it had 
received over the years – obviously the local, backwoods brood 
considered such activities to be entertaining. Finally, our destination 
was at hand: Rabb Cemetery. 
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I’ve traveled the main road that leads here time and time again, 
but I never knew it had a name. The highway sign advertising the 
location of this long-forgotten cemetery is unique among all others in 
the area. Usually, cemeteries boasted the names of the places that they 
represent, whereas the sign for Rabb Cemetery just said “Cemetery” 
with an arrow pointing down a dusty road. I’d always jokingly called 
it “the cemetery with no name” because, admittedly, I’ve never had 
the desire to navigate the dirt ways and byways required to get there. 
If the locals weren’t aware of its name then the place most certainly 
had issues. 

Once we arrived, the rest of the group busied themselves by 
unloading and powering up their equipment. Tammy, Jessica, Nez, 
and Kenny began their trek towards the crumbling headstones while I 
fumbled with my own equipment in an attempt to carry it all. 

“Man, to hell with this,” I muttered, before heading back to the 
vehicle. 

In the past, I’d had little luck when it came to using of the EMF 
meter in a spacious cemetery and would rather have a free hand to 
use in the event of an attack by a wild animal or toothless inbred. 
Tossing it back into the equipment box and slamming the trunk of the 
car, I turned to catch up with the fading flashlights in the distance. I’d 
just passed the border of the cemetery when I froze, my legs not 
responding to the signals from my brain. An evil laugh, maniacal and 
menacing, seemed to be emanating from the wind itself. Like a 
barefooted man stepping on the head of a cobra, I remained there, 
rigid and petrified. 

When I eventually realized where the sound was coming from, I 
was glad that everyone else was hundreds of feet away from me. 
Embarrassed, I pulled my cell phone out of my cargo pocket. A week 
earlier, having grown sick of hearing the usual Ghostbusters lyrics 
every time my phone rang, I’d searched the darkest depths of the 
internet for the vocal intro to the Haunted Mansion ride at 
Disneyland. The creepy passage is narrated in what can only be 
described as the deep, scratchy voice of an old man that smokes two 
packs a day and lingers on the edge of his death bed. Great for when 
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you’re in a room full of unsuspecting people; but not the best sound 
to hear when you’re feeling a million miles away from anywhere in a 
cemetery that resembles the sacrificial scene from the movie, House of 
1000 Corpses. 

Gathering my bearings, I met Kenny halfway through the 
graveyard. He looked a little on the uneasy side. Even though I 
haven’t spent a lot of time with the guy since our first meeting, I 
could tell that this feeling was unusual to him. 

“I don’t usually get freaked out in situations like this, but I was 
over by that tree …” he pointed it out to me, “and I could swear that a 
shadow walked from one set of headstones to another and then just 
disappeared. I’ve never seen anything like that before.” 

We marched hastily over to the mentioned location, our flashlights 
searching frantically for the illusive shadow. What must have 
resembled a children’s Easter egg hunt in the darkness, we left no 
stone unturned. By this time, the girls had caught up with us. 

“What happened?” asked Nez. 
“Kenny witnessed a shadow figure,” I told them. 
This personal experience could easily have been down to the 

“want” to see something, combined with the tricks that cemeteries 
play on your senses late at night. However, Kenny is a skeptic and the 
first to find a logical explanation for just about any paranormal 
experience that he has. Tonight, though, he genuinely seemed to have 
been taken by surprise. 

“If you think that’s cool,” Nez added, “then you should take a 
look at the other side of that fence over there. It’s a whole different 
cemetery.” 

Why would they put two cemeteries side by side rather than making it 
one big cemetery? I thought. Walking purposefully back to the road and 
through a small gap in the chain link fence, it didn’t take long to hit 
us. I’ve never smelled anything so horrid in my entire life. It was as 
though I’d stumbled upon a massive pile of road kill on a scorching 
summer’s day. Makeshift headstones lay everywhere: Poured 
concrete with writing that had clearly been done by a finger or stick 
while it was wet enough to do so. They were spread throughout the 
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knee-high grass of the field as though they’d been taken by a large 
hand and tossed like marbles, without any care or uniformity 
whatsoever. Some graves just had piled rocks on top of them. 

“I know what this is,” Kenny said, in amazement. “I didn’t think 
these existed anymore, and I’ve never seen one for myself but … this 
is a potter’s field!” 

I had no idea what a potter’s field was, but I already knew that I 
didn’t like the sound of it. Fighting back the urge to throw up from 
the fetid stench that had taken up residence in my nostrils, I asked the 
question that I wasn’t sure I wanted an answer to. 

“A potter’s field is where they put people who couldn’t afford 
burial plots and markers,” Kenny explained. “On top of that, they 
couldn’t afford embalming procedures. Unfortunately, that’s what we 
can smell. We smell the bodies!” 

We all looked at one another with a mixture of curiosity and 
disgust. Slowly, we inched forward into what seemed like an endless 
field of death. One thing I didn’t want to do was step into one of those 
primitive graves and feel the skeletal remains of some poor person 
hugging my feet. For once, I was somewhere that I didn’t want to be. 
It was no time at all before the personal experiences began. 

“Jesus Christ, what the hell was that?” Nez squawked. “Kenny, 
something was following your flashlight. It looked like a shadow …” 

None of us wanted to move for the dread of what we might see 
next. Nez has never been one to exaggerate – if she saw something 
then there was definitely something to be seen. By now, the putrid 
smell of old, rotting flesh was burning its way into our brains. Before 
we could even think about turning back, we were startled by the 
sound of Kenny’s voice at yet another discovery. 

A depression in the ground lay ahead of us, which we discovered 
to be a sunken grave with no marker. All I remember thinking is that I 
hoped it wasn’t a fresh one that they hadn’t had time to pile the rocks 
on top of yet. Out of the moist and recently disturbed mud stood a 
primitive sign, which was held together with a single rusty nail. In the 
now dimming moonlight, we could see two words written on a white 
background in sloppy black paint: “No Grave”. 
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“Does that mean there was a body here at one time, but someone 
dug down to find that it wasn’t there anymore?” Jessica asked warily. 

Kenny once again approached us from the shadows, almost 
scaring us to death in our current states of shock. “If you think that’s 
cool, come and check this out!” 

I didn’t know how many more surprises my heart would be able 
to withstand before I’d have to lie down in one of the “no grave” 
spots and become a permanent resident, stinking up the night air with 
the rest of the inhabitants. I hesitated a moment before shining my 
flashlight upon what I wasn’t sure that I wanted to see. This time, the 
mound of dirt rose above the rest of its surroundings and another sign 
– same white background and crude, black lettering – jutted up from 
the mud. Only one word could be seen in the lunar illumination being 
provided from above: “Grave”. 

Snapping photo after photo, we couldn’t get this simple sign to 
focus. Pondering over whether or not it was a paranormal occurrence, 
Nez continued without success. She turned to take photographs of the 
other graves and had no problem getting them to show up on her 
camera’s view screen. It just seemed to be this one that came out 
fuzzy and disfigured. 

I began to ask questions to the unknown grave, my knees still 
shaking from our earlier scares. After finally pulling myself together, I 
turned to face the rest of my team. Their attention was now focused 
on other things. 

“What are you looking at?” I asked Nez. 
“You don’t see it?” she whispered. 
“No, what?” 
“The shadow walking by the fence,” Jessica answered for her. 
“You see it, too?” I spoke slightly too loud. 
“Sshh,” Nez hissed. “Can’t you see it?” 
“No, but my eyes suck,” I answered. “Kenny?” 
His concentration was broken by me calling him. 
“It’s gone.” He sighed. 
Crap! A personal experience shared by several people at the same 

time, and I’d missed it. The more I thought about it, I was kind of 
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glad. My heart was already thumping hard inside my chest, and the 
nearest hospital was twenty-five miles away. 

“This is getting crazy. We’re leaving!” I ordered, before heading 
back to the car. 

Focusing on the vehicle because I was too frightened to look at 
anything else, I strode through the tall grass as fast as my legs would 
carry me. At one point I stumbled and nearly lost my balance, which 
caused me to tread deep into the mud of one of the sunken graves. 
Disgusted, I reached for my nearest teammate to pull me away from 
whoever was decomposing just a few feet below me. Even worse, I 
was wearing sandals. Up between my toes oozed the liquefied dirt 
that seeped up from the ancient bodies. It was Jessica who prevented 
me from sinking any further, for which I thanked her and then picked 
up my pace towards the car. After throwing the equipment into the 
lock box and slamming the trunk closed, I jumped behind the wheel. 

“Let’s rock,” I said, but no one replied. 
Wondering what was holding up my team, I turned to see them 

standing in a row, staring down the dirt road that was our only path 
to home. As I slowly joined them, my heart plummeted down into my 
stomach once again. This time, I saw it, too. 

As far as our eyesight would stretch down the lonely road, there 
stood two figures – one small and one tall – staring as curiously at us 
as we were at them. 

“At first, it just looked like a dog,” Nez said, her gaze not straying 
from the figures. “Then the second figure joined it.” 

“Is it living?” I asked her. 
“I don’t know …” She was beginning to tremble now. 
“Well, let’s not stick around to find out. Let’s get out of here!” 
The five of us dived into the safety of our respective vehicles. I 

fired up the engine and whipped the car around to face the distant 
figures, which stood a hundred yards or so down the roadway. As I 
activated the headlights, they remained still, with no concern as to the 
prospect of an oncoming vehicle. Hitting the gas, I sped towards 
them, praying that if they were actual people then they’d have the 
common sense to move out of the way. Larger and larger they grew as 
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we approached, my hands gripping the steering wheel just in case I 
had to swerve out of the way last minute. Kicking up dust in all 
directions, I braced myself for what was about to happen. Nothing 
could have prepared us for what came next. 

Just as the edge of my headlights reached the two figures, they 
vanished into nothingness. In all fairness, as a paranormal 
investigator, I should have brought the vehicle to a screeching halt 
and done exactly that – investigated. But I didn’t. I drove on into the 
night, craving civilization. I was done for the evening. No more 
shadows. No more graves. Inside the car, the smell from the potter’s 
field being emitted from my shoes was a constant and unpleasant 
reminder of where we’d been, but I was more interested in where we 
were going: Home. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

The Mansion 
 
 

 
March 10th, 2008 
The smell of death lingered in both the car and our home for days. I 
was so shaken up by the bizarre events at the potter’s field that it was 
a whole week before I decided to go over the audio. I’ve never run 
away from a paranormal challenge before – am I losing my nerve or 
what? The collected data turned out to be just as eerie as the personal 
experiences that we’d had. 

On the photo side of things, Kenny, Jessica, and Nez all managed 
to capture face-like orbs. This was in the same vicinity as the shadowy 
figure that they’d witnessed near the fence line, patrolling the 
perimeter like some roving guard to the underworld. Still 
unexplained, though, was that out of all the photographs taken, the 
“Grave” sign had absolutely refused to focus. At first, I put it down to 
a problem with the camera’s view screen. After loading them onto the 
computer to be analyzed, it still looks as though something is 
standing between Nez and the grave to distort the view. 

On the audio, we found a couple of new EVP’s. The first was a 
whisper, but the unusual thing about it is that it interacts with our 
actions. As Kenny and I were searching for the illusive shadow, a male 
voice immediately offers us a warning. 

“Go back, go back.” 
The second capture of the evening is deeply unsettling to me. 

Simple in its nature, and what most people would deem as being 
completely harmless, this particular EVP made me relive the same 
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moment of dread that I’d felt upon first entering Rabb Cemetery. For 
the second time in a couple of years, my name was spoken. 

The first “Chad” EVP that we’d captured was at our local 
veterinarian’s Christmas party. It wasn’t until some time later that we 
discovered the client had a son by the same name, so we never 
actually knew which one of us the entity had been speaking to. As far 
as the potter’s field is concerned, the EVP occurred more or less as 
soon as I’d started my whole “is there anyone out here with anything 
to say to us” bit. This female spirit chose to speak my name in the 
creepiest gurgle that I’ve ever heard in an EVP, almost like it had 
sprung out of one of the George Romero Dead movies. Needless to 
say, I probably won’t be visiting the potter’s field again anytime soon. 

Now, a week later, lethargy has once again set in. Having spent 
half of those days anxiously hanging around the telephone, I’ve given 
up waiting for the owner of the old mansion to ring with an invitation 
to pick apart his dwelling. The weather is beginning to warm up, 
providing ideal conditions for the usual cemetery visits, but I want 
houses. Long hallways with multiple rooms so we can pull off one of 
those Scooby-Doo scenarios in which the gang and the entities are 
running from one another, ducking in and out of rooms, until 
someone collides head first into someone else. There’s also the fact 
that with spring comes rain, with rain come grass; and with grass 
comes mowing and the rise of allergies. Work and sleep are becoming 
the norm, and Nez and I both care about little else. The last thing 
either of us wants to do is spend our downtime in places full of dust 
and more grass. I can just imagine reviewing the audio and hearing 
nothing but my sniffing and wheezing or, worse yet, being deafened 
by those nasty, funk-spewing coughs. The ghosts are just going to 
have to deal with it. I’m calling in sick. For the lack of a better term, 
we look and feel like hell. 

 
 

March 13th, 2008 
Fighting a losing battle against the tiny rays of sunlight that were 
penetrating the shades of my living room window, I poked my head 
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out from under my blanket just enough to see the unknown number 
being displayed on the screen of my ringing phone. Normally, I’d let 
it go straight to voicemail, but the tiny voice inside my head was 
telling me that it might be important. I sat up painfully, squinting at 
the blast of sunlight that hit me directly in the face. Upon answering 
the phone, all boredom and illness seemed to vanish simultaneously. 

“Are you the ghost guy?” inquired a curious male with a 
definitive Southern drawl. It had to be the owner of the old mansion. 

“That would be me,” I replied, using every bit of acting talent I 
had in order to generate a false sense of pleasantry and 
professionalism. “What can I do for you?” 

“Well, I know how badly you guys want to get into my house. If 
you’re not too busy, then …” I have no idea why he paused, but the 
anticipation was killing me, “… can you be here in about half an 
hour?” 

“Busy” wasn’t an option, and I didn’t care how sick I was. If this 
guy was inviting me to his home then I was going – snotty tissue and 
all. Did I mention the fact that all I’d done in nearly a week was 
lounge around on my couch, grown hair on my face, and moss on my 
butt? 

Sometimes, I find myself thanking the powers that be that I made 
the drunken decision to enlist in the army. In ten minutes flat, I’d 
showered, shaved, and made it to the front door to wait for Nez like a 
child on its way to Disneyland. The only equipment I had on me was 
a digital voice recorder and the EMF meter – basically, anything that 
was small enough to be stuffed in my pockets on the mad rush 
around the house. 

I drove down the street as fast as I could, ignoring the stop sign as 
I’d done so many times in the past. Exiting the vehicle, Nez and I both 
glanced from the porch to the roof, amazed at the fact that we were 
finally there. I half expected the window shades to blink at me and the 
front porch to curl up like a grinning mouth. The grass in the front 
yard, as well as all of the bushes and decorative vegetation had grown 
out of control years ago. I noticed a blank patch above the porch, 
where a stone sculpture had broken away due to years of wear and 
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weather. A little further up, evidence of one of the previous fires could 
be seen in the form of scorched wood and smoke damage. 

To the side of the house was a straight, concrete driveway that led 
underneath another covered porch. It was barely being held up by the 
stack of ancient bricks and resembled a botched game of Tetris. The 
owner awaited us and, cautiously, we ascended a small set of steps 
that brought us to the walkway of the rickety porch. 

“The reason the porch is built so high up,” the owner explained, 
“was so that horse-drawn carriages could unload without the high 
and mighty getting their feet dirty.” 

With that being said, I realized that this house was a lot older than 
I’d originally thought. Looking out over the yard from the raised 
carriage dock, I could imagine it being flooded with petticoats and 
parasols nearly a century ago; men in top hats smoking fine cigars 
and sipping scotch with their pinkies raised. Now it was nothing 
more than a resting place for stacks of building materials and tools. 
We entered the house through the dining room door, and the tour 
continued. 

While the exterior of the house may have looked like a typical 
haunted mansion, the interior was absolutely spectacular. Renovated 
with high archways and textured walls, I felt as though I’d stepped 
out of our run-down, dilapidated Texas town and into a Tuscan 
village. Da Vinci replicas hung on the walls that surrounded the 
dining table, and everything smelled and felt as if it was brand new. 
This was money and class at its finest. 

“I’ve spent over $180,000 on renovating the inside of this place, 
but I haven’t so much as touched the outside yet,” the owner pointed 
out. “When you do something for a living, the last thing you want to 
do after a long day is come home and do more of it.” 

“I agree,” I said. “The last thing I feel like doing when I’m home 
for the day is watch cop shows.” 

Through one of the archways, the tour entered the kitchen where 
every type of newer model, stainless steel appliance gleamed in the 
afternoon sunlight. The owner spoke again. 

“The archway that separates the kitchen and dining room is 
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something that I installed myself. Before this, sliding double doors 
separated the two rooms. Back then, it was considered bad taste for 
the houseguests to be able to see the servants working.” 

Servants – of course! As I’ve learned from previous investigations 
involving segregation and slavery, these places are extremely high in 
paranormal activity. The wrongfulness and sadness that comes with 
the territory has a tendency to bring out the worst in restless spirits. 

Back through the dining room and into the spacious living area, 
the air grew thicker. Nez let out a sigh as she attempted to stay on her 
feet, nearly dropping her camera in the process. Having grown used 
to these dizzy spells, I rushed to her side. The owner threw us an odd 
look. 

“Have you witnessed activity in this room before?” I asked him. 
“Actually, yes,” he replied. “Is she going to be OK?” 
“Yeah, she’s cool. This just happens sometimes when she comes 

into contact with high amounts of paranormal energy. It can come in 
quite handy.” 

After I’d helped Nez to regain her balance, the owner took us into 
one of the side rooms that connected to the main living area. “This 
room used to be the music room,” he explained. “My wife has a friend 
that claims to have some sort of psychic ability. She said she’s heard 
voices in here telling her that they’re upset because I removed the 
crown molding from around the ceiling. Neither she nor my wife 
knew about the molding because I removed it long before either of 
them had stepped foot inside the house. This other room, however 
…” 

With some hesitation, the owner led us across the living area to a 
sliding door that blocked access to whatever lay behind it. “I don’t 
like the way it feels through here. Even my animals won’t go in, and I 
haven’t done anything at all to the room.” 

My curiosity growing, I stuck the digital voice recorder inside. 
According to the owner, this had been the sitting room in the original 
layout. It was where the snooty high society would lounge around to 
discuss pointless nonsense, while the servants attended to their every 
need. If ever there were an epicenter to the activity, this would be the 
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place. One of the biggest red flags to me was the animal’s behavior. 
With all of their extrasensory abilities, they can pick up on a lot of 
things that humans can’t – sort of like a primitive early warning 
system. The owner closed the door, and we headed to the stairwell. 

The first thing I noticed about the stairs was that they were the 
only part of the house that remained unfinished, with no stain or 
carpeting. There wasn’t even any hand railing or a banister on the 
double back staircase. 

“When I first began working on this place, the entrance to upstairs 
was completely sealed off,” the owner revealed. 

I answered, “You’ve got to wonder if they were trying to keep 
people from getting upstairs, or attempting to trap something up 
there.” 

The décor on the upper floor was no different to downstairs. It 
had all been completely redesigned in the Tuscan style. 

“So far,” the owner went on, “nothing odd has happened up here 
at all.” 

Moving from bedroom to bedroom, I found myself admiring the 
owner’s craftsmanship while Nez bombarded the woodwork with a 
series of photographs. I wasn’t sure if her focus was on the 
paranormal or interior design. Eventually, we came to a lonesome 
staircase that led to yet another floor. As we ascended, the owner 
explained that this was his daughter’s second bedroom, but he 
refused to let her live up there without installing the proper escape 
equipment due to the house’s fiery past. 

“This was the original owner’s ball room,” he went on to say. “It’s 
where they all dressed up and danced the night away.” 

We snapped a few more photographs and then returned 
downstairs to the kitchen. I explained to the owner that I’d absolutely 
love to bring in the rest of our team to do an all-nighter. Due to my 
current work schedule, I only have two weekends off in a month. The 
problem the owner has is that he doesn’t want his children present 
during the investigation. They were home for two weekends out of 
the month and away with their mother on the other two. 
Unfortunately, the weekends that I’m free are the same weekends that 
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his children will be home. Again, we had no choice but to postpone 
the investigation until a solution could be found. Hopefully, we’ll find 
something concrete in the photos or audio that would tantalize the 
owner into pawning his children off on somebody else for a night. We 
shook hands and then reluctantly left the confines of the historical 
mansion. 

Once we were home, we uploaded all of the data onto our 
computer system and agreed to inspect it further in the morning. In 
the meantime, we both shed our ghost hunting personas and acted 
like a couple for the rest of the evening. It’s not very often that the two 
of us get to treat each other like anything other than business 
partners. As we curled up in the comfort of one another’s arms, I 
reflected on what a productive day it had been. Hopefully, this is the 
beginning of a new direction for P.R.I.N.T. For once, someone in a 
higher tax bracket believes in us. 

 
 

March 14th, 2008 
I awoke this morning feeling renewed and eager to start the day. If I 
could produce something in last night’s photos or offer the owner of 
the mansion a clearly audible EVP, then we’d be a shoe in. I poured 
myself a morning fix of Dr Pepper and grabbed a fresh pack of 
smokes from my dresser drawer. Then I slapped the power button on 
the computer and waited … and waited. I pressed it again. Nothing. 

After checking out the system myself and then acquiring the 
opinion of a professional, it was diagnosed that our hard drive had 
died at some point in the night. Not only that, but there’s no way to 
recover the information that was stored on it. Having put my faith in 
modern technology, I’d never done a backup either. Every single piece 
of evidence – all of our photographs and EVP’s – have been 
completely wiped out. Everything I’d ever written, along with the 
audio copies of our radio interviews are nothing but memories. On 
top of that, there’s no potential evidence to show the client at the old 
mansion. We’re history, and we’re officially screwed. 

Not wanting to sugarcoat anything, I woke Nez to the point of 
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comprehension and relayed the news to her. “We’re dead,” I 
whispered. “We don’t exist anymore. I’m sorry.” 

Completely lost for words and direction, I sat on the edge of our 
bed and cried like a little boy who’d just learned that Santa Claus was 
a mythical figure. All we can do is start again from scratch. The 
question is, after all we’ve been through … all of those sweaty nights 
in cemeteries and the battles we’d waged against the closed-
mindedness of this community … do I even want to? 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 

Reunion 
 
 

 
May 14th, 2008 
I’d like to think that our brains work like a human computer of sorts. 
As we age and make new memories, some of our older and less 
significant ones have to be compressed or deleted to make room for it 
all. These neglected memories can pop up in the most unlikely of 
places and when you least expect it, even though you thought they’d 
been deleted long ago. 

Just recently, I found myself in that exact situation. I was at a 
funeral with a ton of forgotten images rattling around inside my head 
– not just any funeral, though. It wasn’t a family member that had 
been battling some terminal illness, or a co-worker teetering on the 
verge of retiring. This person had been a classmate that I’d known 
from day one, and despite not having seen him in a few years, I was 
pretty shaken up by his passing. 

I haven’t attended a funeral in years. Even though I spend a large 
chunk of my life searching for and trying to communicate with those 
who have crossed over, I still have a difficult time dealing with the 
initial stages of death. The ending to this man’s life was 
extraordinarily tragic, and being someone that I’d known for around 
twenty-five years, the entire situation hit just a little too closely to 
home. 

As I entered the funeral home, I witnessed two things: First, I was 
alone. I’d purposely shown up early so I could pay my last respects 
and breeze out of there before my old classmates arrived. The second 
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thing I noticed was a large, flat-screen monitor behind the main desk 
that displayed a photograph of my friend, as well as his name and the 
starting time of his funeral. Has technology become so practical and 
affordable that we must flaunt it in the faces of the grieving? All they 
needed was a duty-free store and a Taco Bell, and they’d have 
successfully completed their task of removing any traces of 
ceremonial sacredness that a funeral was originally meant for. At that 
point, I knew for certain that I wanted to leave before the preaching 
began. No doubt this would be spewed by someone who claimed to 
know the individual by insisting that he was a very “spiritual” 
person, just to put the audience at ease. I’ve been to funerals for 
people that I knew very personally and had to listen to the master of 
ceremonies lie repeatedly about how the deceased had come to them 
seeking answers about their salvation. Why can’t people just tell the 
truth? 

Before I could make a bolt for the doors of the establishment, I’d 
already been surrounded by the graduating class of 1992. Like a 
scared mouse that had been tossed into a pit of hungry snakes, I 
frantically searched for an escape route without bumping into some 
old jock with a grudge. Suddenly, I was tapped from behind and all 
was right with the world. One of my oldest friends, who’d been 
missing from my life for a good few years, had singled me out among 
the cheap suits and cowboy boots. She was clearly upset and 
practically begged me to stay. There’s no way I could have refused 
her. For the sake of my friend, I clenched my teeth and prepared for 
the part of the death process that I don’t remotely care for. 

Once we were seated, we swapped gossip and whispered to one 
another about everyone that walked through the doors behind us. For 
the first time in ages, I felt like a pup again. Soon enough, the well-
rehearsed ceremony began. Someone I’d never met before presented 
us with an acoustic guitar rendition of “Sitting on the Dock of the 
Bay”, and my thoughts stretched out to the past once more. 

Brian had been a true friend. It never mattered to him if he’d 
known you for ten minutes or ten years because you were 
automatically in his good graces. In elementary school, he had the 
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ability to make you laugh out loud with the flash of his bright eyes 
and addictive smile. The junior high years were no different, apart 
from the Miami Vice and Kirk Cameron styles of clothing that had 
kicked in. In high school, the hair got longer and our only cares in the 
world were locating a secret place to smoke a cigarette and making it 
to the mall before the day was done. After this, I lost track of him. 
Family, the military, and short-lived success took me away from my 
birthplace for a long time, and there are important people in my life 
whose whereabouts are still unknown. Until recently, Brian had been 
one of them. 

I’d heard that he’d gone on to pursue a career in the medical field, 
but due to my chronic allergy to needles, hospitals, and doctors, I 
never would have seen him anyway. From what I could tell from the 
photographs that were randomly displayed on poster boards, his eyes 
still shone in the friendliest of manners; his smile infecting your own 
like some kind of virus. The childhood dimples remained, revealing 
the personality of someone who refused to follow the flock and 
continued to enjoy life to its fullest, spreading a sense of freedom 
wherever he went. 

Unfortunately, first glances can be deceiving and no one really 
knows what’s going on in the dark recesses of a man’s mind. 
Sometimes, those who are so willing to help others do so in an 
attempt to receive help themselves – a silent scream for someone to 
rescue them from whatever murky pool of despair that they might be 
drowning in. Keeping in mind what I do for a day job, I knew more 
about what happened to Brian than almost all of those present at the 
funeral. Years of working in law enforcement has desensitized me to a 
point, but for the sakes of the families involved and others who aren’t 
prepared to hear such things, these details will remain locked away in 
my subconscious. It was the wrong way for a man like Brian to meet 
his end. 

When all was said and done, we filed past his closed casket for a 
final piece of his presence and then headed towards the blinding 
sunlight, which none of us were quite prepared for. As I crept toward 
my vehicle, I was confronted by another old friend. 
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“I miss reading about your investigations,” she told me. “They 
used to freak me out pretty good.” 

“Thank you,” I replied, slightly taken by surprise. “I’m glad 
you’re a fan. Right now, we’re kind of out of business. Our computer 
crashed and we lost everything in the proof department.” 

“You shouldn’t let that stop you,” she cut back at me. “You’re 
really on to something, and even though it’s hard to see around here, 
people are into it.” 

“A few people,” I stated. “Most of them are under the false 
impression that I’m the antichrist.” 

“They’re just in the closet. Every one of them wants to believe in 
what you’re doing and that there is something else going on in this 
world. Besides, isn’t it fun to be the outcast every now and then? At 
least you’re getting recognized for it now. Back in school, you did it 
for free!” 

She was right. Whenever the residents of this town think about 
me, they associate me with evil or insanity; but at least they are 
thinking about me. 

A couple of days later, the local newspaper released their new 
magazine containing the article that the editor had written about us. 
Straight, simple, and to the point: It was basically an account of what 
had transpired throughout the night and snippets of the 
conversations that he’d had with us. The question is, will the victims 
of hauntings have enough courage to withstand the conservative 
values and public scrutiny of this place to contact us? 

Soon after the article was released, with a lot of begging on our 
part, one of our followers donated a hard drive for the laptop that we 
use for investigations. Another donated a desktop system, and we 
also received a second laptop to give us an extra boost in the field. 
Supercharged by the power of three computers instead of a single 
unit, I waited for the contacts to flow into our email account. Not a 
single person got in touch with us. Once again, our plan for local 
acceptance has failed. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 

That Old Familiar Feeling 
 
 

 
June 1st, 2008 
With nobody contacting us or breaking down our door in an attempt 
to get our attention, we’re back to researching and creating our own 
investigations. This may sound like a step in the wrong direction, but 
I’m trying to see it in a positive light. No clients to please or tiptoe 
around; no dancing around anyone else’s schedule. Besides, we’ve 
captured more evidence on our spur of the moment cemetery hops 
than we’d ever produced while investigating a specific activity or 
property. Sure, it feels like we’re starting over, but with so many 
people involved now that weren’t there at the beginning, perhaps 
we’re right where we need to be. 

Nez and I have recently been batting around an idea that I, 
personally, have been trying to avoid for quite some time. One local 
legend has been mentioned to me so frequently that I’m considering 
blocking people from my email to stop them from bugging me. Taken 
straight from an internet compilation of local hauntings is the story of 
the railroad tracks and a betrayed lover. In the act of tying their 
cheating partner to the tracks, their shoe laces had been tied by none 
other than the victim, who had been faking unconsciousness – thus 
resulting in two exploding human bodies. I’ve heard that a man ties a 
woman down and vice versa, both of which I have arguments for. Not 
many women would be able to carry an unconscious man, and in the 
time period that this supposedly took place, women hardly wore 
shoes with laces. In any case, man or woman, why didn’t they just 
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take their shoes off? With countless tons of steaming, metallic death 
barreling their way, would they really wait until the microsecond that 
it was due to hit them before attempting to run away? It all sounded 
way too Hollywood for it to be authentic but, then again, Kenny had 
suggested it. 

Respecting his opinions, and because I was bored out of my mind, 
I agreed to this under one condition. If we walked down those tracks 
in the middle of the night while dodging snakes and mosquitoes, only 
to see absolutely nothing, then I’m going to write the biggest “I told 
you so” blog that I’ve ever written. The legend says that you can see a 
lantern belonging to the train conductor moving down the tracks. 
Wouldn’t that imply that the train had somehow crashed, killing the 
conductor in the process? It seems more likely that the lantern had 
belonged to the murderous lover, which not only would have 
attracted unwanted attention, but how would they have been able to 
carry it along with a human body? One email I received even stated 
that someone had heard a demonic laugh while walking the tracks. 

We set a date for the upcoming weekend – the sooner, the better as 
far as I was concerned. It seems like forever since any of us have 
witnessed a paranormal event, and I’m beginning to feel as though 
I’m losing my senses. Even if it’s a laugh riot waiting to happen, 
nothing will stop me from walking down those railroad tracks. I’m 
more than willing to risk tripping in the darkness, being attacked by 
snakes, and the possibility of being crushed by a train – assuming all 
reports of this rail line being abandoned are wrong. Sounds like fun. 

One of Nez’s friends, a young girl named Kat who’s currently in 
town visiting, made one of the biggest mistakes that a person can 
make in the presence of a ghost hunter. I’ll never pass up the chance 
to shock someone who’s already teetering on the verge of believing. 

“This stuff sounds pretty interesting. I’d like to go with you guys 
and check it out sometime,” she said. 

I felt the grin spreading across my face and cocked an eyebrow up 
as far as it would go without causing any permanent damage. “Do 
you want to hear something creepy?” I asked her. 

We’ve been pretty lucky in the case of the computer crashing due 
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to all the times that I’d emailed EVP’s to different team members. Out 
of those captured over the previous months, most of them I was able 
to salvage. I booted up the computer and set the speakers to an 
audible level, before trying to prepare Kat as best as I could. 

“What you’re about to hear are EVP’s, which stands for electronic 
voice phenomenon. We capture these during our investigations. We 
don’t hear them while they’re being recorded, but I’ll find them later 
during the review process. Are you ready for this?” 

She sat on the corner of our bed and looked back at me excitedly. 
“Yes!” 

“Are you sure?” 
“I guess …” I sensed a creeping uncertainty in her voice. “Why, 

are they scary?” 
Scary? Dead people are talking! 
“No,” I replied. “Well, not to me anyway. The reason I ask is 

because you’re about to hear the possibility of proof of life after death. 
It’s a life-altering experience, and it will change you. So, one last time 
… Are you sure?” 

Kat hesitated. “Yes.” 
I tapped the “play” icon with the mouse, and so began the first of 

the EVP files from our previous adventures into the unknown. I 
watched her facial expression change from interest, to confusion, to 
terror, and finally to amazement. I recognized the distinct gleam of 
hunger in her eyes and knew at that exact moment that my mission 
was completed. She was just as hooked as so many others before her. 

“What you’ve just heard is one hundred percent real,” I clarified. 
“None of these have been altered in the slightest.” 

Her expression deepened, as though the spirit voices had come 
from somewhere else. Somewhere hidden. Somewhere in the past. It 
was almost as if I’d loosened some type of repressed memory that 
she’d been holding in her subconscious, locked away from those who 
she loved and cared about. 

“I want to go out on an investigation with you.” She spoke 
seriously. 

I couldn’t help but feel slightly taken aback by the swiftness of her 
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response. What was she trying to prove, and who was she trying to 
prove it to? 

“Well,” I said, “we have something planned for this weekend 
that’s kind of crazy. I don’t expect to see anything apart from rocks, 
railroad tracks, snakes, Bigfoot, certain death …” 

“I don’t care,” she interrupted. 
It’s a done deal. Kenny was insistent on spending some time at a 

cemetery that’s located just down the road from the area in which the 
legendary ghost lantern is supposed to have been seen. That way, if 
the tracks do come up with nothing, at least we’ll have the data from 
the cemetery to fall back on. Results are results, after all. 

 
 

June 7th, 2008 
After packing up the vehicles, we raced through the night in a new 
direction for the group, towards the pine woods of East Texas and into 
the town of Sulphur Springs. From the age in which I was old enough 
to have a cynical sense of humor, I’d always imagined a giant well 
spewing forth a river of “stink” that the town was named after. As we 
hit the city limits, I was beginning to think that my childhood vision 
had been spot on. 

There’s a reason I don’t eat eggs. It’s not the fart smell that follows 
the eating of the egg itself, but the fart smell that exists after you cook 
them. I figured there was no way that I was going to catch any EVP’s 
at tonight’s location, because even the spirits would be afraid of 
opening their mouths and swallowing this stench. After meeting up 
with Kenny, he led us down an old road that didn’t look like it 
received many travelers. The trees had grown their limbs out over the 
road, and they scraped the sides of our cars as we drove past. The 
blacktop was broken and full of holes that had sunken in long ago, 
thanks to the unforgiving, sandy soil. As we exited the cars and 
prepped our equipment, Kenny explained exactly where we were. 

“This is Old Tarrant Cemetery. It’s where the original town of 
Sulphur Springs was located. Apparently, the road that led in and out 
of this place was nearly impassable a lot of the time, so they basically 
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moved the town to where it sits now.” 
“They moved the town towards that smell?” I said. “Those early 

settlers were brave people!” 
As we stepped through the threshold of the cemetery, it almost felt 

like a homecoming. The dew-covered grass saturated the bottom of 
my pants’ legs, and heat radiated from the headstones that had been 
scorched by an entire day’s worth of summer sun. The only sounds to 
fill the air were coming from the crickets and four sets of shoes 
padding lightly amongst the resting places of the dead. My one wish 
was that the others could have made it out with us. Kerri’s currently 
under the thumb of the powers that be due to some trouble she’d got 
into towards the end of the school year, and Jessica had made prior 
arrangements with the in-laws. 

The four of us approached an ancient pavilion that sat just inside 
of the cemetery gates, where they held outdoor funeral services. At 
first, it didn’t look like it had been used in quite some time. The paint 
had flaked off and piles of it lay on the ground in a perimeter around 
the building. It smelled old, too, and Nez barely made it a couple of 
steps inside. 

“No, uh-uh, I’m not going in there!” she protested. “It feels way 
too creepy. I don’t like it.” 

I took a long look at the rows of church benches and realized that I 
wasn’t going to be entering too deeply myself. Masses of occupied 
spider’s webs awaited anyone who was unlucky enough to be devoid 
of a flashlight. I powered on the EMF meter and began to walk the 
perimeter of the old structure, begging for some type of activity to 
kick off the evening. 

“Kat …” I got her attention, “do you want to take over the audio? 
I’ve kind of got my hands full.” 

“Sure,” she replied. 
I gave her some basic instructions and told her to talk normally, 

ask questions, and to just go with her instincts. On several occasions 
in the past, I’d given this task to others and the end result was so 
contaminated with whispers and sounds of the recorder brushing 
against clothing that all I could do was delete it. As Kat and Nez 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 214 ~ 

ventured off together in the darkness, I caught up with Kenny on the 
other side of the pavilion. 

“Well,” I said, “what do you think about Kat? Do you think she 
might be P.R.I.N.T. material?” 

“She’s cool,” he replied, “but I’d be worried about her dedication. 
She’s young. It might be the same situation as Kerri.” 

“I’d hope not – Kerri’s extenuating circumstances come from 
problems in school and parental crap. I’m not just going to flat out ask 
Kat to join the group. I’m going to see how she does tonight, review 
and share any collected results with her, then let her come to me. I 
think, that way, it will show a little dedication.” 

“Yeah, that’s probably the better deal,” Kenny agreed. “Let’s just 
see what she does.” 

He and I watched from the shadows as the women plodded 
slowly through the cemetery, firing questions and illuminating the 
night sky with the flash of the camera. I’d missed this. I recalled the 
hug that I received from my oldest daughter when I’d first stepped off 
the plane coming home from the army. I’ll never be able to forget the 
love I felt in those tiny arms as they squeezed tightly around my neck. 
This was similar. It was like I was being embraced by unseen forces in 
a sort of “welcome back” gesture. I hoped that Nez and Kenny felt the 
same way. 

I don’t recall how long we watched the girls from afar, sweat 
rolling off our foreheads and into our stinging eyes, but we eventually 
decided to join them in an effort to wrap things up and head out to 
the railroad tracks. Before we could reach them, something crossed 
my line of sight that brought a grin to my lips. 

“Yoo-hoo, photographer!” I yelled, in an attempt to summon Nez 
to our location. 

“What’s up?” she called back. 
“This is a photo opportunity that just can’t be passed up!” 
As my luck would have it, once I’d reached the ripe age of sixteen, 

my legs had decided to stop growing. Now, in my mid-thirties, I’m 
well experienced in every short joke from every region of the world. 
What I’d discovered in this graveyard was comedic gold, and no way 
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was I leaving without a photograph of me posing next to a headstone 
that would cause laughter and the loss of bladder retention for years 
to come. The name carved on the stone was “Midget”. 

We gathered once again by the pavilion to compare notes and 
discuss the upcoming plan of attack. Nez still looked a little 
uncomfortable being so close to the structure. I glanced inside one last 
time to see if, by some stupid occurrence, the spiders had gone. No 
such luck. They were all still clinging to their webs and licking their 
lips, or whatever it is that spiders have, waiting for an unsuspecting 
human to walk into their traps. 

“I still don’t like it over here.” Nez spoke. “It’s as though 
someone–” 

She was interrupted by the frantic beeping of my EMF meter. 
Everybody paused. Kenny and Nez immediately returned fire with a 
barrage of photographic ammunition. Kat began to walk into the 
structure. For that, I thought she was freaking crazy. 

“Is anyone in here?” the brave first timer called out. 
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a shadow quickly duck behind 

a set of tombstones that lay a few feet behind the pavilion. It had been 
human in form and crouched down, as though it was attempting to 
sneak by us without being detected. The hairs on my arms stood to 
attention. 

“Oh, no, you don’t!” I yelled, and took off in a sprint towards 
what I’d seen. The others were close behind me. 

“What was it?” asked Kenny, panting. 
“I thought I saw someone crawling behind these headstones,” I 

replied. 
Behind us, we heard the smack of something hard and solid hit 

the inside of the pavilion. Cautiously, we re-entered, glancing in all 
directions for the cause. Nothing. We were starting to feel a bit uneasy. 

We scanned the rows of benches for signs of anything other than a 
spider or two, but our efforts were wasted. Man, I’d missed this 
feeling! Adventuring though the darkness with friends, never 
knowing when something straight out of an M. Night Shyamalan 
movie was going to sneak up on you. As we packed our equipment 
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into the trunk of the car, I glanced over at the neighboring vehicle. Kat 
sat alone, staring into space. 

“Well, what do you think about all of this?” I asked her. 
“It’s nothing like I imagined,” she said, nearly crying. “From the 

moment we arrived here, I’ve felt an overwhelming sadness. The 
further Nez and I walked from the vehicles, the stronger it got. It feels 
like there’s something here that needs help.” 

Nez joined in on the conversation. “You’ve taken your first step 
into a different world.” 

Kat looked up at her solemnly. “Will this feeling go away?” 
“The further we get from here, the less you’ll feel it,” Nez 

explained. “Now you’ve just got to figure out what to do with the 
feeling. You can either run from it, or you can investigate it further 
and see where it leads you.” 

After assuring Kat that she’d be OK, we drove towards our second 
destination. The night was only halfway through and she was already 
a little shaken up. We returned to civilization – and the smell – once 
again and crossed a set of railroad tracks on the main highway. 
Following Kenny, I took a sharp turn down another country road and 
back towards the lesser populated setting. After topping a hill and 
turning into a heavily wooded road, I saw the old railroad crossing 
signs gleaming from the edge of my headlights. It was time to put this 
baby to bed. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

Back on Track 
 
 

 
June 7th, 2008 
There was nothing but total blackness in either direction. The smell of 
the creosote on the rotting crossties filled the air as our feet shuffled 
through the ancient rocks. To our knowledge, the rail line has been 
abandoned for quite some time, and that appeared be the case. To the 
front and back of us, we could see no signal lights that would instruct 
engineers of the condition of the rail ahead of them. Still, our 
imaginations toyed with us in a way that made us believe the squeal 
of brakes and the rumble of rolling steel could be heard in the 
distance. 

On both sides of the tracks, the thick, opaque forests were alive 
with the sounds of midnight. Crickets sang their nocturnal love songs, 
and an unseen bird or two could be heard warbling to one another. 
We couldn’t see our hands in front of our faces, which made it 
difficult to walk upon the old wood and stone that shifted below our 
feet. It was the kind of setting that was made for horror movies. Any 
minute, I expected a hatchet-wielding maniac to come screaming out 
of the trees, drooling on himself from behind his hockey mask. I 
figured we were safe for the most part, though, despite there being a 
few mental hospitals nearby. I reached deep into one of my cargo 
pockets and thumbed the lid to a can of pepper spray just in case. 

We were pretty far from the vehicles when Kenny decided to fill 
us in on the place. “Right on the other side of those trees is Lake 
Sulphur Springs. That’s where all the young ones go to make out and 
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smoke dope.” 
Great, I thought, let’s add to the slasher movie stereotype. With every 

step we took, something moved in the trees on either side of us, like it 
was trying to match our pace. 

“Maybe we should stick closer to the vehicles in case someone 
comes along to perform some ‘after nookie’ thievery,” I suggested. It 
was a clever recovery. 

“Yeah, good idea,” said Kenny. “I wasn’t even thinking about 
that.” 

No sooner had we turned to head back towards the railroad 
crossing, a light flashed on and off in the distance. 

“No freaking way!” I exclaimed. 
“What?” the others asked in unison. 
“You’re kidding – I’m the only one who saw it? That figures!” I 

joked. “I swear I just saw a light down the tracks.” 
“Are you sure it wasn’t the headlights of a car going over one of 

the crossings down the line?” Nez suggested. 
“It didn’t move, it just flashed on and off. Keep watching. See if it 

happens again!” 
I was frantic. If the ghost lantern ended up being real then I was 

going to have to retract a lot of negative statements that I’d made 
previously in the week. There’s nothing I hate more than having to 
apologize. I had to find a way of debunking this thing. 

“There it went again!” I yelled. 
“I saw it!” Kat shot back. Kenny did, too. 
“Great,” Nez muttered, “now I’m the only one not seeing it.” 
We picked up speed towards the mysterious flash of light, which 

seemed to be coming from where we’d parked the vehicles. 
“What if it’s some douche that knew we were going to be out here 

and they’re just messing with us?” I thought aloud. “I didn’t post 
anything online about us coming here, though.” 

“Neither did I,” Kenny added, as the light flickered again. 
“I saw it that time!” Nez announced. 
Perhaps it was some redneck that had nothing better to do with 

his free time than spoof people into believing this crazy legend was a 
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reality. I recall an old friend of mine telling me that one of his father’s 
farm hands used to sneak down to the Goat Man’s Bridge and hide 
underneath it. Dressed as an old man, he’d wait for unsuspecting 
teenagers to park on top of it and run through the numbers, then 
jump out and scare the piss out of them. They’d speed off and almost 
risk killing themselves on the way back to town to tell their friends 
that the Goat Man was real. 

Just as we stepped back onto the road, the two EMF meters fired 
off almost simultaneously. 

“Where the hell is that coming from?” Kenny said. “There are 
power lines over there, but they’re not close enough to cause a max 
reading like this!” 

I could almost smell the smoke discharging from his ears as the 
wheels of his scientific brain turned frantically. The beeping from the 
EMF meters stopped as quickly as it had started. 

“Now, that doesn’t make any sense at all,” I remarked. “As soon 
as I move closer to the power lines, my EMF meter flat lines. There’s 
no active wiring on these tracks either, or else they’d have caused 
these things to go off long before now.” 

It was turning out to be a very strange night, despite my initial 
expectations. I’d never seen the equipment behave that way in an 
outdoor setting and, accompanied by the unexplained lights, it was 
almost too much to handle. I needed a break. 

I went over to one of the parked vehicles and lit a cigarette, 
cautiously glancing over my shoulder at every noise from the woods. 
In the darkness, I could see Kenny and Nez pointing and snapping 
photographs at who knows what. By that point, I didn’t care. My 
head was beginning to pound in the attempt to process everything 
that had happened and all of the mysteries that had been laid before 
me on this most unique of nights. Suddenly, Kat appeared and leaned 
against the vehicle beside me. 

“This is some pretty crazy stuff,” I said. 
“Yeah, it’s a lot cooler than I thought it would be,” she agreed. She 

was acting a lot more calmly since our departure from the cemetery. 
“Well, do you think this is something that you’d like to start doing 
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with us a little more often?” 
“I’ll have to think about it.” 
Think about it? Most people would have signed on the dotted line 

long before now. 
Kat continued, “I’m really interested to hear what’s on the audio 

first. This is a lot more technical and difficult to process than what I’d 
imagined.” 

“And just what did you imagine?” I inquired. 
“A lot less than this.” She smiled. “Do you really want to know 

why I came out here tonight?” 
And so, Kat began her story. Ever since she was a young girl, her 

parents had held important places in the educational system – one of 
them was a school principal. When Kat began to hear and see things 
that others couldn’t, she was committed to a mental institution where 
she was loaded up on every psych med imaginable; however, this 
phenomena didn’t stop. After more counseling sessions than she 
could count and having to convince herself that these occurrences 
weren’t happening, she was finally released and sent home. 

“The reason I’m here,” she admitted, “is to find out if I was 
actually crazy. If there’s something on these recordings when you 
review them then I’ll know for certain that it wasn’t all in my head, 
and I spent all of that time in a mental hospital for nothing.” 

I felt sorry for her. I thought back to the time when I was a 
juvenile detention officer and remembered how many of those 
children were pumped with medication because they claimed to see 
and hear things that others didn’t. I’d always thought it was some 
kind of conspiracy between psych doctors and pharmaceutical 
companies. Taking into account everything that I’ve experienced as a 
paranormal investigator, what if these kids were indeed telling the 
truth? 

Not long ago, I received a phone call from my little brother, Cody, 
who wanted advice on some women/friend issues that he was 
having. All of a sudden, he changed the subject and told me a story 
that he’s never told anyone before. Back when we were younger, we 
used to spend a lot of time at our grandparents’ house, which had 
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been the setting for numerous paranormal events: The blue, glowing 
hand and the floating apparition as witnessed by my uncle to name a 
few. My brother told me that whenever he slept in the same bed as my 
grandmother, he’d open his eyes to see a young boy staring back at 
him, only inches from his face. He’d pull the blankets up over his 
head and then, upon mustering the courage to peek out again, the boy 
would be gone. He was elementary school age at that point, and I can 
only imagine the terror he must have felt – and that’s just from 
sleeping next to our grandmother. 

One night, after finally deciding that he’d had enough, Cody 
pretended to be asleep and waited for the apparition to appear. When 
he was absolutely certain that he could feel the boy’s presence, he 
opened his eyes and demanded that he went away. The ghost’s 
expression saddened, then he slowly turned and exited the room. As 
he reached the hallway and left my brother’s field of vision, the 
images of several people could be seen walking out of another room 
and following the little boy. Cody recalls them being dressed in dark 
jumpsuits, like the kind of attire that astronauts wear. The next day, 
the space shuttle Challenger exploded shortly after takeoff. He never 
shared his experiences with anyone for the fear of what people might 
think or do to him. 

Around the same time as Cody’s visions, my other brother, Chase, 
had sworn to us that he’d been leaving our house at night with 
someone known only to him as “Blue Man”. He’d wake up in the 
morning and tell us about how he could see our house from the sky, 
and that there had also been other children with him. Blue Man didn’t 
have a mouth, but he could still talk to them somehow. When we 
asked Chase if the blue man had ever tried to hurt him or any of the 
other children, he said no. According to him, Blue Man was very nice 
to them. He carried a knife, but it was only for cutting up fruit so they 
could eat on the spaceship. I’m aware of how active a child’s 
imagination can be, and I still laugh at this story every time I tell it to 
someone. But I can also view it with a sense of possibility due to the 
experiences I’ve had as a paranormal investigator. 

One of the last things I recall hearing about the blue man 
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happened one night during a blackout. As I remember it, all of the 
electricity in town had decided to shut down while we were doing 
some grocery shopping. Because we were unable to be checked out, 
we returned home on the outskirts of town. There was no porch light 
to welcome us home, and street lights weren’t available for rural 
residents in the mid-eighties. As we all stumbled up the porch steps 
and my mother fumbled with the key in the front door, we were taken 
by surprise when it creaked open and Chase yelled, “There goes Blue 
Man!” 

We made it back to the car a lot quicker than we’d originally come 
out of it. The lights came back on after that, and in the nights 
following we had to literally force ourselves to go to sleep. I promised 
myself that if I ever woke up to find a blue man in my bedroom, he 
was in for one hell of a beating. 

Ever since I first dived into the world of the paranormal, I’ve often 
wondered if my brother had experienced an alien abduction. Aliens 
really aren’t my cup of tea, and I don’t plan on searching for them any 
time soon – especially not after watching the movie Fire in the Sky. 

Back to the present, after Kat and I had finished our conversation, 
we returned to Nez and Kenny’s location on the railroad tracks to 
catch up on anything that we’d missed out on. They’d figured out that 
the lights we’d been seeing were in fact coming from vehicles’ 
headlights at a railroad crossing far back on the horizon. The reason 
they seemed to be flashing was due to the barricade of trees that lined 
the tracks. The infrequency of the lights was probably because they 
were only coming from the newer model vehicles, which had 
headlights that wrapped around the side of the framing. The “ghost 
lantern” is officially busted. 

However, the opposite end of the track traveled for miles and had 
no crossings or lights at all. For almost an hour, Kenny and Nez had 
been freaking out at more unexplained lights from this direction. 
Rather than staying level with the tracks, the lights were floating 
upwards and then disappearing into the wooded areas beyond their 
field of vision. I’d have loved to have seen them personally, but I also 
felt that lending a supportive ear to a young girl who was searching 
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for answers to her past was equally important. I just hoped that when 
I reviewed the collected data, I’d be able to provide Kat with 
something useful to aid in her quest. 

We all congregated one last time at the railroad crossing to discuss 
the possibilities of what had or hadn’t taken place at the rumored site 
of the Sulphur Springs ghost lantern. Kenny and I both agreed that if 
there was something paranormal happening, then the source of the 
activity was more likely to be the crossing itself rather than the 
railway. As with airplanes, train crashes have a tendency to be 
immortalized in the media, and we would have come across 
something in our research long before now. Murder has a habit of 
being that way also, but not every automobile accident makes the 
front page. 

There’s a sharp turn in the road at one side of the tracks, with a 
heavy canopy of trees blocking anything from your peripheral vision. 
A speeding train would make short work of any type of vehicle that 
happened to come along this route blindly, and the media would 
never have batted an eyelid. It was immediately clear to us that we 
needed to do more research into the area, so we packed our 
equipment away and headed for the comforts of air-conditioning and 
soft sofas. 

Although Kenny lives in the town of Sulphur Springs, he decided 
to make the thirty-mile journey back to Greenville with us. We talked 
deep into the night about paranormal experiences and everything that 
we hoped to accomplish. Even though he’d started out as a hard-
nosed skeptic, it seems as though everything he’s encountered with us 
over the past few months is beginning to make a believer out of him. 
This is what I’ve wanted all along: To be able to kick back and relax 
with those closest to me and talk forever about our beliefs, our fears, 
our hopes, and things that were of no relevance or importance 
whatsoever. It reminded me of childhood all over again. 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 224 ~ 

 
 
 

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

Beware of Hitchhiking Ghosts 
 
 

 
June 14th, 2008 
Summer is in full swing, and the Texas heat has caused a sort of 
domino effect between my wallet and my air-conditioning unit. 
Having barely filled pockets is not my idea of weight loss. The only 
form of relief has come at the hands of a lateral promotion at the day 
job. No more fist fighting or pepper spray; now I sit in a cozy office 
where the only time I have to interact with the scum of society is 
when I scan their criminal history, strap an identification bracelet on 
them, and send them off to their new home away from home. I’ve 
definitely earned this. 

The other perk to this drastic change is that I have every weekend 
off. For as long as P.R.I.N.T. has been in business, I’ve had to search 
far into the future to locate days on which to perform investigations. 
If there were clients involved, most of these investigations got 
cancelled because it gave them too much time to rethink their 
decisions and the possible repercussions of being associated with us. 
With all of my weekends now free, we can perform our searches and 
then disappear before the shot callers even knew we were there. 

There is, however, a downside to increasing our investigations 
schedule: I don’t have enough time to dedicate to analyzing the audio. 
It’s already stacking up to the point that I feel guilty for turning on the 
computer and attempting to do anything else. The yard is getting out 
of control, too, making our home look haunted without passers-by 
even being aware of the activity that lies just beyond the front door. 
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A week has passed since Kat and I had our conversation at the 
railroad tracks, and I have nothing to show from it. I guess this all 
falls into the “be careful what you wish for” category. Slowing down 
the investigations is the only way to make time for searching through 
data and, as far as I’m concerned, that’s not an option. Whether it’s 
down to the curiosity of the mind or a draw from the entities 
themselves, there’s a certain attraction in this field that never allows 
you to stay away from graveyards and haunted houses for long. 
Granted, we’ve had a few people come and go over the years, but 
that’s because their hearts weren’t in it from the beginning. They’d 
never possessed a burning reason to search for things that lie just 
beyond the grasp of human comprehension. I’m trying to find 
explanations for shadow figures and blue men; Nez is attempting to 
uncover the identity of her lifetime stalker. Kerri wants to know why 
she’s been chosen as a human telephone to the dead, and Jessica’s 
been a magnet to lost entities for as long as she can remember. 
Kenny’s story is a combination of all of ours, and he’s determined to 
catch tangible proof to share with the world. The only exception is our 
old friend, Baret, who we haven’t seen in the past nine months. We’ve 
actually spoken a lot on the telephone about coming to grips with the 
reality of everything that he’s experienced, and how certain things 
had been aimed at him personally. Ultimately, if he chooses to, the 
group has already agreed to bring him back on a trial basis – just to 
see how he gets on without bestowing any type of title upon him. If I 
can just get Kat’s dedication then I’ll have my lucky seven back again. 

 
 

June 21st, 2008 
It was a grim and stormy night. A thunderstorm had rolled into the 
region in an attempt to dampen our spirits and deter the evening’s 
events, but Kenny and I had a hidden agenda. Theoretically, the 
electricity in the air that’s produced during a thunderstorm is said to 
heighten paranormal activity by lending its power to hungry entities. 
Some of the worst lightning that I’ve seen in ages struck the ground of 
Brigham Cemetery – it was the closest thing to a horror movie 
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scenario that we could imagine, with the exception of the old railroad 
tracks in the woods. Baret had also agreed to join us, along with his 
latest romantic interest; and Jessica brought her sister, Brittany. 

In either direction, great clouds of doom rumbled overhead as our 
surroundings were repeatedly illuminated by nature’s own strobe 
lights. I could tell by the looks on their faces that our two guests were 
a little overwhelmed by the nocturnal graveyard, especially when we 
extinguished the headlights of our vehicles. Tonight, not even the 
moon was a luxury. There was nothing to behold but a field full of 
shadows and, as with my first investigation, neither of them had 
thought to bring flashlights. 

Desperate to experiment with the electrically charged atmosphere, 
I grabbed an EMF meter. I handed off the audio duties to Baret, and 
he disappeared into nothingness as though he’d never missed a beat. 
His companion, Nez, and Jessica grouped up to accomplish the 
photographic aspect of the investigation. Kenny filled his hands and 
pockets with every piece of detection gear imaginable and ended up 
looking like a ghost hunting Darth Vader. This left one unattended 
individual waiting by my side like a lost tourist trying to ask a non-
English speaking local for directions. 

Although Brittany had been present at the incredibly active 
investigation that had brought us to Jessica and her husband a few 
years ago, this time was different. In Jessica’s home there had been 
boundaries, walls, and a front door to head out of when it all got a 
little too sticky. At the cemetery, you were in the thick of things 
whether you liked it or not. 

“I’d rather be with a man,” admitted Brittany. “For safety 
reasons.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I answered. “If we 
encounter something that you need to be protected from, I’m pushing 
you down so I have a chance to get away while it’s feeding.” 

Brittany fired a cross look my way, which was illuminated by the 
lightning with near perfect timing. Light sprinkles gave warning of 
the torrential downpour that was imminent, reminding me that if I 
didn’t get this experiment underway soon then there’d be little chance 
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of performing it at all. 
We plodded through the damp grass, and I explained to Brittany 

the theories of electromagnetic fields and their relation to the 
paranormal. She paid little attention. As cool as she was trying to 
sound, I could sense the discomfort in her voice and heard it grow 
with every footstep that we took away from the cars. As we caught up 
with Kenny, I wiped the rain-soaked hair away from my eyes and told 
him that I believed the theory was backwards. I had no feelings of 
heightened activity. Actually, I felt nothing at all. Because lightning 
begins at ground level and travels upwards, even though we perceive 
it as coming down, wouldn’t that suck paranormal energy out of a 
place rather than intensify it? Brittany and I walked over to the others 
as I pondered the possibilities. With every blaze of lightening, I 
scanned my surroundings. 

Headstone, headstone … tree, headstone. 
Off in the distance, I could see Baret wandering around on his 

lonesome while trying to conduct an EVP session. I’d forgotten that 
he had a lot of family buried at this cemetery and was beginning to 
understand why he’d sent his girl to investigate with Nez. He was on 
a personal mission. 

More flashes of lightening. 
Tree, headstone … tree, tree … headstone. 
My EMF meter was starting to get wet and I didn’t want to risk it 

being damaged, so I shut it off. 
“Maybe we ought to track down the others and pack this up,” I 

told Brittany. “As much as I hate to, I don’t want to have to buy new 
gear because I was too stupid to get out of the rain.” 

As if by magic, another flash lit up Nez amongst some nearby 
headstones. 

“Well, there’s one less person that I have to go searching for,” I 
said. “Hey, where are the other girls?” 

No reply. I turned again to look at her, but there was nothing but 
headstones as far as I could see. Off at the far end of the cemetery, I 
spotted camera flashes and instantly knew that the person standing 
alongside the markers wasn’t Nez. Regardless of the rain, I powered 
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up the EMF meter again. 
“Britt, did you see her?” I asked. 
“See who?” She looked at me, puzzled. 
“I thought I saw Nez just next to us, but she’s actually way over 

there with your sister!” 
“Shut up, I’m not falling for that!” she cut back at me. 
“If I’m lying … I must be dying!” I insisted. 
Brittany took a few steps closer to me, for what I guessed were 

comfort purposes. What she didn’t realize was that I’d be just as 
shocked as her if we encountered a full-bodied apparition wandering 
through the cemetery. 

By the time we’d caught up with the others to explain what had 
happened, the spitting rain had turned into an unforgiving 
downpour, bringing the investigation to an abrupt end. We ran for the 
shelter of the cars, not even taking time to stow away the equipment 
in their protective containers. The longer we sat and hoped, the 
harder the rain poured. It was definitely home time. 

 
 

June 31st, 2008 
A few days following the investigation at Brigham Cemetery, Jessica’s 
husband, Eddie, approached me at work with a concerned look on his 
face. 

“I don’t know what y’all did the other night, but since Jessica 
came home I’ve encountered two figures that I’ve never seen before,” 
he told me. 

Jessica and Eddie’s house has been a sort of paranormal train 
station for as long as I’ve known them. From the spirit that’s been in 
Jessica’s life since youth to a couple of new ones that appear every 
time she accompanies us on an investigation, they would open and 
close doors for them and everything else in between. Full-service 
poltergeists – apart from cooking and cleaning the house, which was 
the least they could do if they insisted on lingering. I call them 
hitchhikers. 

After Eddie mentioned this, I realized that the activity in our own 
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home has intensified as well. I’m starting to see our shadow person 
more and more, sometimes at very inappropriate times. I’ve always 
believed that he sucks the energy from weaker entities due to the 
incident with the spirit girl that we encountered in our new 
apartment. We never did see her again, and Fred has seemed a lot 
stronger and more active ever since. If anything follows us home from 
our investigations, it’s entirely possible that he’s been absorbing their 
energy and putting it to good use. But those little tricks are nothing 
compared to what happened recently. 

At exactly 4:16 AM, as I lay dreaming beside the love of my life, I 
heard the sound of my desktop computer come on. No big deal, I 
thought. Either Nez couldn’t sleep or I’d woken her with my snoring. 
I used the opportunity to roll over onto her side of the bed and spread 
out a little. Unfortunately, there was no room to spread out because 
she was still there. Just then, the computer shut off. I rose from my 
pillow slightly to see if anyone or anything could be seen in front of 
the computer. Nothing. 

Again, it switched on and began to boot up. I crept out of bed, but 
before I could reach the keyboard, it shut off again. I checked the 
computer’s power switch, only to find that it was in the “off” 
position. Whatever was happening was unlike anything I’d 
experienced before, either with the paranormal or computers. I was 
beginning to feel unusually disturbed by this occurrence, especially 
when it happened a third time. 

“Nez,” I whispered. 
“Yeah?” She acknowledged me sleepily. 
“The freaking computer is on.” 
“Well … turn it off,” she instructed. 
“I didn’t turn it on!” 
She shot out of bed just in time to see the computer shut itself off 

again. “Maybe there’s a problem with it, like a virus or something.” 
She sounded hopeful. 

“Baby, it’s switched off from the back. It’s not getting any power.” 
The computer started up again. Having had enough of these 

shenanigans, I jerked the plug out of the surge protector and rubbed 
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my hands together in a sort of “that’s that” gesture. I returned to the 
bed and was about to insert my legs underneath the blankets when I 
heard the telltale whirring of the cooling fan begin. Seconds later, the 
tower of the computer sprang to life. Now I was officially scared. 
Glancing over at Nez, her expression was a reflection of my own. The 
switch was off, the power was unplugged, and something was 
defying all laws of electrical theory by operating a technically dead 
computer. In our household, there was only one explanation. 

“Alright, Fred, you son of a bitch – leave my stuff alone!” I yelled 
at the shadowy corner of our bedroom. 

Immediately, the computer turned off again. The temperature in 
the room rose to what I’d programmed on the thermostat before 
retiring, but we daren’t close our eyes until we knew for sure that the 
activity had ceased. Five minutes passed and then we both sunk 
beneath the blankets in relief. Just to be on the safe side, we scooted a 
little closer to each other and slept with one eye open. 

When we awoke the next morning, and after I’d baffled every 
computer genius that I know, I plugged the computer back in and 
waited. Nothing happened. I reached behind the machine and flipped 
on the switch, bringing the computer to life in the way that it was 
supposed to. It booted up fine and, at first glance, all seemed normal. 
I sat and watched it run for a few minutes without it shutting itself 
off. Confusion quickly set in as my imagination began to drift. Why 
the hell was Fred messing around with our computer? 

I grabbed my headphones and settled in for a good few hours’ 
worth of audio review. I clicked repeatedly on the file, but nothing 
happened. I tried every nerd and hacker trick that I’m aware of, yet 
couldn’t get a single file to comply. The bastard had wiped us out, and 
it occurred to me that it had probably been him the first time around 
as well. 

What does the computer contain that’s so important that Fred 
would use up precious energy to manipulate it in such a way? Are we 
on the verge of making some major discovery? Perhaps I’m digging 
too deep, and the sole purpose of deleting my files was just to be a 
jerk. No need to panic, though, for this time I’d made backups. 
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Whether the bothersome entity likes it or not, I’m going to find what 
it wants to hide. 
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July 2nd 2008 
The setback from the computer crash was minimal. I reloaded all of 
the necessary software without any problems and, most importantly, I 
reloaded all of our collected data from the beginning of the year up to 
this point. Whether the cause of the meltdown was supernatural or 
not, I’ll never know. Perhaps Fred’s job is to stop us from discovering 
the truth, in which case I’m even more determined. He’s come a long 
way from standing in the hallway, showing up in the bathroom, and 
spying on Nez and me during our intimate moments. 

I grabbed a pack of smokes and settled into my computer chair for 
the long haul. Starting out with Old Tarrant Cemetery and Kat’s 
recording, I quieted my mind and listened to the gentle footsteps in 
the unkempt, dewy grass. As the investigation began, Kat had hardly 
said a word before I heard the first EVP. 

“Get me out.” 
As cool as it is that someone knows they’re dead and buried, I 

don’t think it warrants the killing of my computer. It’s a typical 
statement that might as well be heard on any ghost hunting television 
show. On through the recording I listened, and another EVP surfaced 
minutes later. 

“Big time over here.” 
Now, Kat’s a pretty cute chick and I can see why some residents of 

the cemetery would want her to walk in their direction. Could it be 
that the entities were competing for our attention? 
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As Kat proceeded with her investigation, she stated that she 
wanted to speak to someone who had spent time in the military. This 
surprised me because it’s something that I’ve never thought of to do. 
Military people tend to lead either awesome or tragic lives and would 
probably create more of a presence in the afterlife compared to, say, 
your average Joe who did nothing other than work a day job and 
mow their lawn from week to week. Another EVP occurred, this time 
broken into two parts. 

“Been there … times gone.” 
Again, cool but obvious. It seems as though a military presence 

did exist in the cemetery, but their time had ended long ago. This was 
nothing like Cedar Grove Cemetery, where we’d captured EVP’s of 
entities giving and receiving orders. While Kat’s audio was 
impressive, it didn’t strike me as anything that was worth the “ghost 
virus”. 

Nearing the end of the recording, Kat began to freak out a little 
and stated that she was being overwhelmed by sorrow. There’ve been 
occasions when I, myself, have left a cemetery wanting to cry or 
feeling angry at nothing at all. Being one of the only living souls in a 
sea of those who have passed on, sometimes you can become a 
sponge to their emotions. A few hours after leaving the cemeteries, I’d 
be absolutely fine. 

Seconds later on the recording, the word “pain” could be heard. 
Either the activity in this particular cemetery was off the charts, or Kat 
had an untapped ability that had landed her in a mental facility as a 
youth. Still, this was no reason to erase my hard drive. With that 
recording completely picked apart, I moved on. 

I skipped the railroad tracks completely. Honestly, who’d want to 
sit and listen to an hour’s worth of people arguing about whether or 
not they’d seen a light? I opened the recordings from Brigham 
Cemetery instead. Kenny had already forwarded me two EVP’s that 
he’d captured from there, so I figured there was a strong possibility 
that there’d be evidence from Baret’s venture as well. 

The first of Kenny’s EVP’s had stated, “You’re pretty.” This clues 
me to the fact that if you’re blind while you’re alive, then you’ll 
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continue to be blind after you’re gone. The other occurred when 
Kenny had asked if it was cool if he sat down on a bench near a group 
of headstones. The spirit had replied, “No.” 

Baret’s recordings, I knew would be different. The last EVP that 
he’d captured was enough to send him on a paranormal-free vacation 
by cursing at him and threatening his life, all in the same sentence. He 
started the Brigham investigation by approaching some of the 
headstones that belonged to his relatives and informing them of his 
recent accomplishments; after all, he’s now a proud deputy sheriff of 
the county. He told them all how much he missed them and how he 
wished that they could see him now. As he continued down the row 
of headstones, he began to ask if anyone had anything to say to him. 
He got a reply. 

“Help me.” 
It feels good to know that he was able to jump back in the game so 

easily, but it still wasn’t what I was looking for. Ten minutes later, as 
he was asking to speak to any entities present, another EVP was 
picked up on the audio recorder. 

“Pig head.” 
It seems like a fair assumption to make that ghosts aren’t very 

fond of police officers. I actually laughed until my sides hurt, and 
then laughed again when I thought about revealing it to him. The 
recording ended and, as usual, I have some new and interesting EVP’s 
to add to the ever-growing collection; but nothing life altering. 

By this point, I was even more confused. Part of me wants to 
believe that the computer incident had been non-paranormal related 
after all, but it just seems impossible. I frantically searched through 
the photos again, looking closely for any type of unusual anomaly 
that we might have missed the first time around. Nothing – just orbs, 
headstones, and the lower part of Kat’s butt cheeks sticking out of the 
rips in her jeans. What the heck is going on? 

 
 

July 5th, 2008 
For three days, the only other possible clues as to the computer’s 
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mysterious behavior stared me in the face every time I turned it on. 
The railroad audio was my last hope for an answer. I pulled up the 
audio file and listened to exactly what I’d known I was going to hear: 
Endless arguing about whether or not we’d seen the ghost lantern. 
Apart from the occasional sound of someone kicking rocks and the 
eerie squealing of an unseen donkey, there were no clues there either. I 
was seconds away from trashing the file when I heard something odd. 
I ran the recording back, looped it within the time frame, and listened 
attentively. 

In this particular scenario, Kenny was attempting to taunt the 
mythical conductor into showing himself. The anomaly took place 
right towards the end of the audio track, during our hike back to the 
cars. Something was definitely being said, but it was a strange 
mumbling that I couldn’t make out. I marked it, isolated and copied 
it, then sent it off to Kenny to get his opinion. In the back of my mind, 
I’d convinced myself that it would be nothing of any value. There was 
no reason to dwell on it any longer, so I grabbed a shower, threw on 
the day job monkey suit, and then headed out of the door feeling a 
little more disappointed than usual. 

I returned home eight hours later, exhausted, and flopped down 
in front of the computer. Pulling up my email inbox, I found that I had 
one new message – obviously Kenny telling me that the audio was a 
flop. I was about to delete it without even reading it when I noticed 
that it contained an attachment. A spark of curiosity flickered deep 
inside of me as I opened it. 

Kenny expressed that he’d been unable to understand the EVP 
either, until he had a random hunch to play it in reverse. This is 
something he never does, and he had no idea how or why the notion 
had occurred to him. After doing so, he discovered that the words 
spoken are “keep going”. Kenny ran the audio track through the 
spectrum analyzer and it’s below the capability of a human voice. The 
demonic aspect of playing audio backwards to receive messages is 
something that Kenny is undecided on, but that didn’t stop him from 
freaking out over it. 

He has a point. I recall someone telling me when I was younger 
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that some old record albums can be played backwards and subliminal 
messages are given. It made me wonder how many other EVP’s I’d 
thrown away because they were being said in reverse and I couldn’t 
understand them. An Ozzy fan should know better! I quickly 
downloaded the track that Kenny had sent me and cranked up my 
speakers. 

“Keep going!” 
It was almost like the entity was telling us to get in our cars and 

not to worry about whatever lay down those tracks, concealed by 
darkness. I called in Nez and Kat to hear our latest catch, and we 
listened again and again. 

“Kat, you caught this one,” I said. “It’s yours.” 
I could tell that she wasn’t sure if she wanted to claim it. It’s quite 

possibly the most evil sounding thing that we’ve ever captured in an 
audio recording. 

“If you’re still interested, I can add you as a member in training.” I 
smiled at her. “Welcome to the group.” 

From that point on, I flaunted and shared the EVP because it was 
so awesomely rare. Within a week’s time, it had received more plays 
and comments online than any of our other EVP’s combined. I had to 
apologize to a lot of people for underestimating the railroad tracks 
and, in time, they praised us for the capture. I think I can safely 
assume that it’ll be a while before we top this – if ever. 

 
 

July 12th, 2008 
I was scanning through my email inbox earlier and noticed that I had 
a new message from an unknown sender. It turned out to be a request 
for help from a couple whose son – who, coincidentally, shares the 
same birth day, month, and year as myself – had taken his own life 
nine months ago. Ever since that fateful day, paranormal activity has 
been occurring in their home. Through further correspondence, I 
learned that he was a prankster in life; and if the entity causing the 
disturbances truly was him, then his attitude hadn’t changed much 
since his passing. A Native American shaman had performed a 
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cleansing of the house, after which the activity had increased. 
My initial reaction was to take the case without question, but I had 

to stop myself from sending a reply. P.R.I.N.T. is a team now, and I 
needed everyone else’s opinions before I could make this call. No 
more running full steam into unknown territories without a majority 
vote. Gradually, the buts and what ifs began to appear. This is quite 
possibly the touchiest situation that any of us have ever been in, both 
as a group and as individuals. At least when my stepfather passed 
away, he’d known beforehand what we did and had even joked with 
us about making contact when the time came. I’m sure that most 
people would criticize us for diving into his room with voice 
recorders only hours after his death, but he understood. Even though 
we’d all known that his end was nearing, nothing could have 
prepared us for the onslaught of emotions that came after. One thing I 
can’t imagine is how someone copes when death sweeps in without 
warning. 

This couple are on the receiving end of a sudden, tragic loss and 
now believe that their loved one is the cause of their paranormal 
activity. They have questions that need answers. For that reason, we 
made the unanimous decision to perform the investigation for them. 
One thing we aren’t going to do is jump into this scenario completely 
unprepared. We need the advice of not just one, but many fellow 
professionals – perhaps someone who’s performed a similar 
investigation, or lost a loved one to suicide that has resulted in 
paranormal phenomena. Regardless of the sensitivity that’s required 
to accomplish the task, who are we to deny them the assistance that 
we so boldly advertise on our websites, T-shirts, and business cards? 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

With a Little Help from My 

Friends 
 
 

 
July 13th, 2008 
As much as I’m still unsure about obtaining a local celebrity status, 
the newspaper has turned another one of my mishap letters to the 
editor into a feature article. This time it had nothing to do with ghosts 
or other creatures of the night, but rather something that happened to 
me recently that left me completely speechless. 

With the economy’s current shape and the price of gas nudging 
me ever closer to purchasing a horse and saddle, it’s not often that I 
get to indulge in the guilty pleasure of what could possibly be one of 
the best hamburgers on the planet. This is the Whataburger, 
nicknamed “wait-a-burger” due to the endless line of tail lights that 
queue up after you’ve placed an order and turned the corner of the 
drive-thru. On this particular night, I couldn’t believe my luck to find 
that I was the only person in the drive-thru lane. After pulling up to 
the window and exchanging currency for goods, I raced home as fast 
as legally possible to enjoy the cheesy, beefy, and jalapeno-peppery 
goodness that awaited me. I couldn’t help noticing that it was a little 
lighter in weight than usual, but I figured that with everyone trying to 
save a few cents here and there, there were probably a few less pickles 
than usual. I prepared myself for the pleasure of the first bite. 

First, there was the fresh taste of the often underrated bun. Next 
came the melted cheese which, actually, was unusually cold and not 
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melted at all. No big deal – my mouth was soon awoken by the 
medley of tomatoes, onions, pickles, and jalapenos. Finally, I came to 
… more bun? I ripped apart what I’d expected to be a perfect culinary 
construction, only to find that there was no beef whatsoever in the 
hamburger. That’s the equivalent of purchasing a car without an 
engine, or reading a book containing nothing but blank pages. I 
immediately picked up the phone and called everyone that I knew 
would still be up at such a late hour. I had to know if this kind of mix-
up had ever happened to them at any point in their lives, at any 
restaurant. Once the hysterical laughter had ceased, their answers 
were identical. Never. 

I continually ask myself why my life is so often subjected to 
unusual rarities of various subjects. They did more than enough to 
make up for the mistake by remaking the meal and refunding me for 
the inconvenience. In truth, it’s probably me that owes them. I’m sure 
I’ll tell this story time and time again to anyone who looks like they 
could use an extra smile to push them through their day. It’s also a 
situation that I’ll reminisce every time I visit the establishment from 
now on, causing that “insider’s only” chuckle. 

 
 

July 20th, 2008 
It’s been a while since I last talked with the hosts of Hot ParaTalk 
Radio out of Corpus Christi, but I knew for certain that if I was going 
to get any valuable advice then this was the best place to start. All of 
the different paranormal groups in their area listened faithfully on 
Monday nights, and I hoped that this night would be no different; but 
it was a long shot. Most people who’ve lost a family member due to 
suicide wouldn’t want to share anything personal, especially not with 
the local quack ghost hunters. That was a definite no-no. 

Unlike the previous interviews in which I’d run my mouth and 
spread my opinions to anyone tolerant enough to listen, Nez, Jessica, 
and Kenny joined me this time. It wasn’t about promoting the group 
because the word had already been spread – now people are 
contacting us with concerns and questions that I don’t have answers 
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to. My only choice was to turn to those who had more experience in 
this field that I do. 

We talked of backwards EVP’s and a little about the future of the 
group and future investigations. However, when it came to the subject 
of the investigation at hand, we were offered no advice or assistance 
from anyone who had been there or done that. Are we overstepping 
our boundaries by agreeing to help people who have experienced one 
of the worst disasters that could ever befall a family? Is this type of 
investigation considered too taboo for the likes of the casual ghost 
hunter? 

Nez and I both know that Kenny and Jessica will stand by our 
sides, no matter what was staring us in the face or breathing down 
our necks. I’ve decided not to give Baret back a roster spot because of 
his work schedule, but I made it perfectly clear that he’s welcome to 
come along with us any time. Kat’s still in training so I don’t expect 
her to drop whatever she’s doing and join up with us every time 
someone thinks they’ve seen a ghost. I am, however, worried about 
Kerri – and have been for a while now. We haven’t seen her in over six 
months, and as much as my mind likes to over-exaggerate the worst 
of scenarios, it turns out that I was right on the money. 

Since shortly after our initial investigation of the year, Kerri and 
her mother have been living with a man that’s knee-deep in the law 
enforcement profession. In my experience, the mindset of such a 
person is only focused on fact or fiction; truth or speculation. 
Unfortunately, investigating things that go bump in the night does not 
agree with a cop’s way of thinking. The guy is under the belief that 
we’re all a bunch of whack jobs, including Kerry for participating and 
her mother for allowing it. Whenever we had an investigation 
scheduled, my inquiries as to whether or not Kerri would be 
attending were met with riddles and half answers. Upon approaching 
Sherry, she’d just walk away and mumble in a volume that was barely 
audible. Finally at my wits end, and unable to bear the speculation of 
their conditions, I decided to stop treating Sherry like a friend and 
spoke to her as a boss. Our correspondence provided verification of 
my worst assumptions: They were trapped. 
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It’s always been a belief of mine that only one in every four police 
officers has what it takes to be a pillar of the community, as they 
should be. The other three were either molested as children, ignored, 
picked on, or bullied in high school; and law enforcement is their 
gateway to repaying society for the torture that they’d been put 
through. In the end, I have no say in the matter because Kerri isn’t my 
child. Certain people need to look past their own wants before her 
poor life can ever be the way it used to be. By then, her interests 
would likely have turned to fast cars and boyfriends without a second 
thought for the invisible few that had helped her to discover that 
there’s a magnificent, unknown life lying just beyond the reality of 
our world. As I removed her name from our roster and deleted the 
photo containing that innocent smile – a smile that used to give me so 
much hope – a single tear dripped from my cheek and onto the 
keyboard of the computer. Those same tears are falling now as I’m 
writing this. My only wish for Kerri is that she continues to see and 
hear the world in ways that others refuse to. 

This sadness has lured me into thinking about the upcoming 
investigation. What could cause a person to want to remove 
themselves from existence? I’m sure we’ve all thought about it at one 
time or another. When people are brought into a correctional facility, 
they’re given a questionnaire that asks them all kinds of things 
concerning their mental wellbeing. Ten percent of those people end 
up in a green Velcro suit and are stuck in a room with padded walls 
while they wait for the employees of a mobile crisis team to come and 
speak to them about their problems. There are times in my life when I 
feel as though jail would be a welcomed vacation. It’s hard to get any 
sleep when you’re keeping one eye open, waiting for something 
unseen to come bursting through your bedroom door and do bodily 
harm to the ones you care about. 

In addition to my friend, Brian, who took his own life earlier in 
the year, I had another friend that picked up a shotgun and ran his 
family out of the house a few years ago. The authorities arrived with 
the sirens on their vehicles wailing nonstop, and they set up a SWAT 
team as though it was some type of hostage or terrorist situation. 
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When the shotgun went off inside the house, my friend called the 
police and told them not to worry – that the gun had fired 
accidentally. Moronically, they believed him. On into the night, they 
played their stupid sirens while my friend bled to death in his living 
room. He’d actually lied to them and shot himself in a place where he 
would slowly bleed out. After twelve hours of ignorance, the police 
stormed into the house and found him dead on the floor. Even though 
I’d been in the military for a few years and was trained in hostage 
negotiation and terrorist tactics, they’d continually refused my 
request to strap on a Kevlar vest and enter the house in an attempt to 
talk my friend down. If he was determined enough to endure the pain 
of bleeding to death rather than take his life instantly, would he have 
listened to me? To this day, the questions continue to burn holes in my 
mind. 

When you hear the answers that people give you in regards to 
suicide, they seem so insignificant compared to the gift of life. The 
main issue is usually finances. This is a subject that I know very little 
about; after all, we were poor growing up and I’ve never really owned 
much money. What little bit I have possessed over the years always 
seemed to belong to someone else before it felt like it was mine. The 
other reason is love, whether it be a lack of or a loss of. This is 
something that I can definitely resonate with. I’ve said “I love you” 
many times in my life to a lot of different girls, but as soon as Nez 
came into the picture, I realized that I’d been lying to myself. I’d never 
known real love until her. Everything else had been an illusion. So, if 
it was indeed the loss of love that had forced this guy to go through 
with it, then maybe I could relate to his way of thinking – just not 
with the follow-through. 

I cleared our schedule a couple of weeks before the investigation, 
just to give everyone the chance to mentally prepare themselves for 
the path that we’re about to take. I used this time to contact some 
potential clients and to shake the tree of those who were a little 
hesitant in agreeing to allow us into their homes. In a way, I was 
attempting to convince myself that not all investigations from this 
point onward are going to be of similar difficulty. When I contacted 
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the owner of the old mansion, he relayed some good news. His oldest 
daughter, who had been home from college all summer, would be 
leaving for school again soon. With my new work schedule, we’ll be 
able to run amok in the historic halls and rooms of the place in no 
time at all. With every piece of good news, however, there always 
comes a smidgen of bad. I could feel the tone of the conversation 
changing even before he mentioned what had happened. 

It seems that another local paranormal group magically appeared 
on his doorstep and practically begged him to let them investigate the 
property before we got our chance. My heart jerked, and I could feel 
my face beginning to overheat. Thankfully, the client ran them off his 
porch after telling them that the investigation had already been 
promised to us. In a town of 26,000 people, I’ve often wondered if it 
actually needs another paranormal investigations team. Granted, with 
the history of this place taken into account and the miniature fan base 
that we’re starting to gather, I guess there’s room for more. But the 
group in question isn’t our only competition out there. 

Another organization has been in contact with me on several 
occasions to ask advice about cemeteries and how to recruit members. 
They’re called G.U.S.T. and as far as I can tell, their founder has his 
head on straight. All he needs is a little experience and a lot of luck. 
For now, I’m going to support their cause and see how it all turns out 
for them. In cities like Dallas and Corpus Christi, there are multiple 
groups and they don’t seem to be fighting or tripping over one 
another. The only differences between those places and the butt crack 
of North Texas that I reside in are population and attitude. Still, I hope 
this guy is dedicated enough to make it because I’m not going to be 
able to keep this up forever. It would be nice to know that people are 
always going to have someone to turn to. With Kerri gone, who am I 
going to pass the torch to? Definitely not my kids, unless their views 
on things change between now and the time that they’re older. They 
know that Nez and their daddy have a weird hobby, but as of yet Fred 
doesn’t exist to them. They’ve stated to me a couple of times that they 
feel uncomfortable in certain parts of the house, but I try my best to 
spare them of any details that might hinder their ability to sleep 
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whenever they stay over. 
The children have been playing on my thoughts a lot lately due to 

the upcoming investigation. What could cause a child to feel so 
distant from its parents that it believes the troubles of his or her own 
little world can’t be shared, or even solved, by a member of their 
family? I know deep down that my clan isn’t always going to be as 
close to me down the line as they are now. In some cases, it’s already 
happening. My oldest has just turned fourteen, and all of a sudden 
she’s no longer interested in partaking in activities with her father. As 
with my own high school days, friends come first. Suddenly, I’m no 
longer a hero. I’m almost certain that discussions about drugs and 
drinking are soon to come, with a little bit of “but, Daddy, I love him” 
mixed in for variety. The pregnancy conversation is something that I’ll 
always have a solution to, though. 

I imagine sitting the young boy down in a chair opposite mine, 
watching him sweat and quiver all over. Then I take a long, dramatic 
swig of my drink and sigh with refreshment. I slowly lower my head 
until my eyes drill into his. Only then do I finally speak. 

“Son, you do know that I spend almost every spare moment of my 
life in cemeteries attempting to get dead people to talk? I’m well 
aware of those that have vacancies.” 

Conversation over. 
Hopefully, that day won’t come. I’m even more hopeful that when 

one of my daughters announces that she’s pregnant, it’ll be followed 
up by the assurance that they won’t need any type of financial help 
from me because the father is an attorney and makes huge amounts of 
money. I sometimes wonder why I couldn’t have just had boys, but I 
love them dearly and wouldn’t be able to imagine life without any of 
them. They’re the only things that justify my previous marriages and 
why I insisted on being so miserable for so long. I pray to the powers 
that be that no child of mine ever considers anything I have to say as 
being unworthy of saving their lives. No parent should have to bury a 
child. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 

The House of Sadness 
 
 

 
August 2nd, 2008 
My nerves were on the edge of an electrical frenzy like never before. It 
felt like there was a swarm of butterflies having a tailgate party in my 
stomach. At least I wasn’t alone: Nez looked as though she was about 
to lose whatever she’d eaten in the previous twenty-four hours as 
well. She was sitting on the corner of our couch, rocking back and 
forth like she always does when there’s something yanking at her 
mental strings. The television was transmitting some recycled 
garbage, but neither of us were paying attention. I remember breaking 
the silence long enough to chuckle at a couple of the caveman 
commercials that one of the insurance companies had made but, for 
the most part, all that existed was the blank space that we couldn’t 
keep our eyes from. Finally, we heard a car door slam and our focus 
on nothingness was temporarily broken. 

When Kenny arrived, you could feel his anxiety also – not that he 
ever spoke much anyway. It’s amazing how loud the ticking of a clock 
can sound during heightened states of anxiety. We all knew what was 
coming and, in a way, I was the one to blame for the complexity of 
tonight’s investigation. I could have easily told the clients that it was 
way too personal of a situation for us to get involved in, but it was too 
late now. Hopefully, we’d be able to leave these people with at least 
some peace of mind, whether we discovered and proved the activity 
or debunked it completely. 

When Jess showed up, overflowing with her usual bubbly and 
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chipper nature, it helped a little. For this investigation, it was just 
going to be the four of us because we were the most experienced – not 
that it would count for much. On the way to the clients’ home, we 
stopped off at a quaint little wine bar called The Blue Armadillo. One 
glass was the limit because I didn’t want to show up on their doorstep 
talking and swaying like a drunken pirate. It wasn’t worth much to 
the anxiety, but I figured it would be enough to take the edge off what 
was to come. My nerves were so ecstatic that I could taste every grape 
that had been placed into the concoction. It was quite possibly the 
best glass of wine that I’ve ever tasted. The symbolism of a death row 
inmate’s final meal came to mind on more than one occasion. 

As we sipped our wine and pondered the events of the coming 
evening, we were soothed by a local guy singing on a small, elevated 
stage with nothing but an acoustic guitar. The people from this town 
are uneducated in such forms of class and comfort because, up until 
recently, obtaining alcohol ranked up there with smuggling a glass of 
ice water into the depths of hell. Luckily, a local man had found some 
sort of loophole in agricultural and municipal law that allowed him to 
sell and serve the wine. No beer. No television. No pounding music or 
hot wings. As the moments trickled by, it was becoming my new 
favorite place. 

When we could delay no longer, we hopped into Jessica’s van and 
pointed its nose in the direction of the small town that held the 
evening’s test of nerve and ability. What if we said or did the wrong 
thing and it caused one of the family members to get upset? What if 
we caught a perfect EVP that identified the entity as being the one in 
which we were searching for? What if we found absolutely nothing 
and the clients got embarrassed in case we were under the impression 
that they were crazy? As the miles slipped by below the speeding tires 
of the vehicle, I knew that I was running out of time to ponder these 
and any other questions that might arise before the moment of our 
arrival. I checked the hand-drawn map that I’d scribbled down 
shortly before we’d set off and realized that we were nearing our 
destination. Slowly, I inhaled a deep, cleansing breath and held it with 
all of my might. When my lungs could take no more, I exhaled a 
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portion of anxiety that could probably be felt throughout the entire 
van. It was nothing compared to the mass that remained. 

When we pulled into the lengthy driveway of the house, I noticed 
a two-story garage apartment that lay a good fifty yards ahead of us. 
From what I was able to piece together from the numerous emails that 
I’d received from the couple, I knew we were going to be spending 
the larger part of this sweltering night inside of that structure. The 
father exited the main house to greet us. We all shared a handshake 
and an introduction, then unloaded the van and headed inside to 
meet the mother. In truth, what are you supposed to say to someone 
like this? “I’m sorry” never quite seems to cut it in the condolences 
department. The phrase “I know how you feel” was also out of the 
question. I had no idea how these people felt. They were traveling 
down a path of thought that I prayed would never be laid before me. 

As I entered the doorway of the beautiful home, my anxiety was 
instantly replaced by an overwhelming feeling of welcome and 
acceptance. It felt as though I’d lived there my entire life, and as I 
turned to the remainder of my team, I watched the nervousness shed 
from their troubled faces. They could feel it, too. A calming 
tranquility, almost like that of a spell cast in a fairy tale, was 
enveloping us like an affectionate hug from a long-lost relative. 
Taking the opportunity to break the ice with the clients, I handed the 
mother a blank questionnaire and legal release to fill out, review, and 
sign. After which, I read carefully through each answer that was 
given. When I passed it to Kenny to get his input, the nervousness hit 
me again. For the first time, the spirit had a name, a history, and a 
family that were standing in the same room as us. Even though it had 
been nearly a year since their son had passed, he was still a part of 
their family. I tucked the questionnaire into a folder for our records, 
and then we were led into the living room area. 

Surrounded by shelving and built-in lighting, there sat an urn 
with a face painted onto it that bore a resemblance to the neighboring 
photographs. There were also photos of various shrines and places of 
worship around the world. We were later informed that friends of the 
departed had taken small amounts of his ashes and scattered them at 
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these locations. The parents even had tattoos created by ink that had 
been mixed with these very ashes. None of us had ever seen a 
memorial site of this magnitude before, and we all agreed that when 
the time came for us to leave this world, we’d probably be lucky to 
get a bit of dirt kicked on top of us. Sure, I was unconditionally loved 
by my family while growing up, but I’ve felt some of it slip away over 
the years for not being a millionaire, father of the year, and a preacher 
all rolled into one. 

The mother and father filled us in on various occurrences that 
have been experienced in both their home and other locations abroad 
that their son had frequented. While doing this, they produced item 
after item that had been created in his memory by friends and family 
members. One of those items was a giant quilt that had been pieced 
together using different articles of his clothing. The more things I saw, 
the more I felt like I’d known this guy. Tattoo artist, joker, and center 
of attention – this resembles pretty much everyone who’s in our circle 
of friends, or had been at one time or another. As his parents 
explained how the occurrences are very similar to the pranks that 
he’d loved in life, my thoughts began to wander. I’d felt all along that 
I knew these people, or had at least heard of them before. Piecing 
together bits of information inside my head like a jigsaw of broken 
memories, the name and location finally came back to me. 

I remembered being at work one day when I’d decided to visit the 
dispatch area. This is the only place in the building, other than the 
inmates’ cells, that has a television. It was a special day and I’d gone 
upstairs to see if any broadcasts were taking place in honor of it. I 
heard a call come over the deputy radio concerning an early morning 
suicide. I’d stated how much I felt sorry for the family because this 
particular date was associated with pain and tragedy, and now it 
would be personal for them. I remember wondering if the individual 
had taken their own life because of the depression that this day 
brings, or if it had been for another reason altogether. Now here I was, 
speaking to his family nearly a year later. 

We all have lives that we hide from those we love and care about. 
Although the family had their speculations as to why this happened, 
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perhaps the deceased was the only person to have known the whole 
truth. Getting to know the ins and outs of the subject at hand seemed 
to help calm our nerves a bit, so we decided to embark on the process 
of acquiring base photographs of the main house. Once we were 
done, the realization of what we had to do next caused me to glance 
over at Nez, then to Kenny, and finally to Jessica. They could have all 
been wearing mirrors on their faces, their expressions reflecting the 
apprehension that I was feeling deep down. 

Finally, I turned and faced the parents. “With your permission, 
we’d like to see the garage apartment so we can take base photos and 
set up some stationary cameras.” 

The parents looked as though they’d been fearing this moment 
also. The father agreed to accompany us, but the mother decided to 
remain in the house. We walked outside to the back porch, which was 
like something out of a fantasy story. It was decorated with glowing 
lights and dense, jungle-like plants and vegetation. The shady 
structure lay more than fifty yards back down the rock driveway, and 
I caught the gazes of my teammates in a sort of silent reassurance. 
Grasping the carrying cases that contained our equipment, the four of 
us breathed deeply and started in the direction of the garage 
apartment: The place where it had all happened. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 

Sorrow’s Origin 
 
 

 
August 2nd, 2008 
With each step we took towards our destination, it seemed as though 
we were getting no closer. The equipment bags were starting to weigh 
us down, and my shoulders were screaming with discomfort. Perhaps 
our minds were playing tricks on us in an attempt to sway us from 
our mission. Perhaps we didn’t really want to go inside in the first 
place. 

The garage apartment had bay doors on the lower level but no 
windows – these seemed to have been reserved for upstairs. The sun 
had long since gone down, and the glass panes looked like screens of 
blackness. The people who lived there were away on vacation, so 
seeing someone staring back at me would have made me jump for joy. 

As we entered the lower level through a side door, we were 
surrounded by every power tool and carpenter’s craft known to man. 
This was the father’s workshop. In front of us hung a spool of rope 
attached to a suspended rod, which still bore the fray from where it 
had been cut on that fateful morning. The father was beginning to 
display a certain amount of affliction in his eyes, which almost 
equaled the pain that was tearing through my stomach. It reminded 
me of the spins that you get when you’re way too drunk and have to 
lie down. Shooting my eyes quickly from left to right, I knew that my 
teammates were experiencing similar feelings. Reluctantly, the father 
opened another door leading to a storage garage. 

Beyond this door was the roof’s support beam, which had held 
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the weight of his son during his final moments on earth – corporally 
speaking. The mother had gone into the workshop early that morning 
to complete one of her daily tasks. When she opened the main door, 
she’d seen her son standing quietly in the doorway to the storage 
area. She spoke to him, but there was no response. Upon further 
inspection, she realized that he wasn’t standing; he was hanging. I 
can’t imagine what she must have thought or felt at that exact 
moment. Below the spot where this gentleman had drawn his last 
breath, there was a scattering of rose petals from the shaman’s 
ceremony that had been performed months earlier. We could stand it 
no longer, and the four of us bowed our heads to disguise our tear-
filled eyes. By the time we’d come to our senses, the father had 
opened the double doors of the converted garage to reveal their son’s 
former sanctuary. 

Glancing from wall to wall, I was amazed at the amount of 
original artwork and mind-blowing visions that had been created by 
this guy. This room was every tattoo enthusiast’s dream come true. It 
was equipped with a barber chair and a nice-sized photo of Britney 
Spears’s famous skirt incident that some lucky photographer had 
been blessed with as she’d exited her car. Kat Von D stared at me 
hungrily from all directions, and I mentally chalked that off my 
“things to experience before I die” list. Again, regardless of the 
tragedy that had taken place in the next room, me and my ragtag 
group of goonies felt right at home. It was as though the room had 
been kept completely intact pending his return. 

Kenny and Jessica began to set up separate locations for stationary 
audio and video. Nez was doing her best to make the Fuji Company 
richer by shooting reference photos with her Cannon manual camera, 
and I took over the digital camera. During the first part of our 
investigation, these areas were going to be left uninhabited with all 
equipment running. We wanted to see if there was any activity during 
our absence and so inspected every drain for leaks, as well as any 
other possible sources of noise that could falsely lead us in the wrong 
direction. There was nothing to be found. The air was quiet, yet 
unusually heavy in the garage. That feeling, combined with the 
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disappearing summer heat, made it difficult to breathe. 
Snapping photos like bullets from a malfunctioning gun, I 

searched and reviewed every nook and cranny for any possible 
anomalies worth notice. A luminescent glow was showing up on the 
camera’s view screen. I felt a sudden rush of fear, which was soon 
replaced by the dumb realization that it was being produced by the 
fluorescent lighting that hung just above my head. The actual spot of 
the hanging inside the father’s work garage was much cooler in 
temperature than the young man’s bedroom, even though they were 
connected by two open doors. It was also easier to breathe in there, 
but the history of that room overwhelmed my need for oxygen. I 
couldn’t stay in there for long. 

Kenny and Jess put the final touches on their multimedia ghost 
traps and activated the coinciding power switches. As the room went 
hot with recording devices, we exited the building. We checked again 
for animals or anything else that could create a disturbance in our 
absence, but found nothing. From that point on, anything that was 
captured by the equipment would be potential evidence. Meanwhile, 
we went to take some EMF readings and do EVP sweeps of the main 
house. This meant that I’d have to look the mother in the eye again, 
this time with visions of her walking into the garage apartment to 
find what remained of her son. 

The walk back didn’t seem anywhere near as long as the journey 
to the garage. As we entered, I noticed that the mother had barely 
moved since our departure and occupied the same spot on the 
loveseat. I hesitated before walking over to her and explaining the 
procedures that were about to take place. After that, we split off in 
four different directions and did our jobs. Occasionally, I’d glance 
back down the hallway to see if we were being observed or graded on 
what we were doing, but I never noticed either of the parents 
watching us. I guess, to them, we were the professionals. In my own 
mind, we were still a bunch of rookies flying by the seats of our pants 
– especially today. 

With the manual camera in one hand and a digital in the other, 
Nez began the investigation with a multitude of near blinding flashes. 
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Jess followed shortly after. Kenny went off to search every inch of the 
place with his EMF meter, while I picked up my usual task of sporting 
the digital voice recorder. Occasionally crossing paths, I kept noticing 
the discomfort in my teammates’ eyes. Trying to satisfy a client rather 
than having the freedom of an open cemetery was something that 
Kenny and Jessica weren’t used to. Nez and I haven’t done it in a 
while either, and the only thought running through my mind was that 
I didn’t want to let these people down. What little bit of brain space 
that wasn’t being used to psych myself out was telling me that we 
were focusing on the wrong location. 

While wandering from room to room and retracing my steps 
again, I went through the standard EVP questions. I could tell that the 
girls were ready to get to the garage because the photography had 
ceased and they were both swapping dog stories with our clients. As I 
shook my head and smiled to myself, Kenny whispered for my 
attention. 

“Man, there’s an electromagnetic field here between the couch and 
the television. It’s burying my needle,” he stated. 

“Well,” I sought the logical explanation, “the husband is a 
carpenter and I don’t see any wires with the sound system or 
anything. Something that high could alter your perception if you sat 
there long enough.” 

“It can make you feel like you’re being watched,” Kenny added. 
“I honestly don’t think that’s the case, though, because the 

majority of the incidents have taken place elsewhere on the property.” 
He and I both agreed that if anything was to be found, it would 

more than likely be at the location of the suicide or the bedroom in 
which the deceased had spent so much time in. Gathering with Nez 
and Jess, we ventured back to the garage. This time, we were going to 
kill the lights and hold a vigil. It would also give me the chance to see 
how the four of us molded together in a serious situation. We invited 
both clients to join us, but only the father agreed. This meant that I’d 
have to tone down the taunting and foul language that I sometimes 
used in order to get a rise out of whatever it was that we were 
searching for. Now came the point in which we were going to be 
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graded. 
Making the wearying trek back to the garage and checking all of 

our stationary equipment, we prepared ourselves for the main event 
of the evening. As all lights were extinguished, a thousand fluorescent 
decals glowed in the darkness. Even though the sun had gone down, 
the unbearable heat remained and caused my forehead to sweat 
profusely. I took several deep breaths, and the ceremony began. 

“My name is Chad,” I called out, “and these are my friends: Nez, 
Kenny, and Jessica. We’re not here to harm you in any way or to make 
you leave this place. We’re just here to help your mom and dad with 
some questions that they have. They know in their hearts that you still 
linger here, and they don’t want you to leave. Our job is to try and 
gather tangible and scientific proof of your existence. If anything, I 
envy you. You have every answer that my friends and I work so hard 
to discover.” 

A storm of camera flashes were fired at me from three different 
directions. The room was thick with an obvious tension, and the 
sweat continued to bead up on my forehead. Even though I couldn’t 
see my team or the victim’s father, I knew that their conditions were 
no different. A footstep was heard above us in the upstairs apartment 
… an empty apartment. 

“Could you do that for me again?” I asked. 
We waited for several seconds, but nothing happened. 
“You know, one of my favorite things in the world to do is go 

through other people’s stuff,” I went on. “I know that no one is home 
up there. Without breaking anything, can you move something 
around that would make a noise, or do something else down here to 
give us a sign of your presence?” 

A knock came only feet from the direction in which Jessica was 
sitting. 

“I know that it takes a lot of energy to do these things. If it is you 
making these noises, please try not to use it all on your first attempt.” 

After many more personal questions and several failed attempts at 
goading the entity into making successive noises, an hour had passed 
before we’d even realized it. We hit the lights, stretched, and then 
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journeyed outside to take a break. We were in uncharted territory, and 
all I could think of to do was go back inside and keep trying. The EMF 
meter that had been placed by the stationary camera hadn’t made so 
much as a solitary beep. 

Every Hollywood attempt at something like this would have had 
objects flying around the room in a violent fashion and dolls or 
clowns trying to pull us underneath a bed. The reality of a true 
paranormal investigation compared to movies and entertainment is 
pure night and day. The truth is what it is, and that’s all we’re 
searching for. I shook all of the expectations from my mind that had 
been implanted there by every ghost movie I’d seen and took a long 
pull of my cigarette. With a silent yet understood nod, we returned 
inside to attempt contact again. 

I sat, cleared my head of thoughts, and took a few deep, cleansing 
breaths. When the lights went out, I started again in a more aggressive 
tone than before. 

“We’re back. We took a little break to catch our breaths. I need you 
to try harder this time and make some kind of sign of your presence.” 

The garage door opened a crack, startling all of us. Kenny and 
Jessica weren’t sure if it had been caused by the wind or not, so I 
asked the possible entity to move to a different location in the room to 
avoid confusion. It complied. 

Nez and Jess both jumped and claimed that something had 
brushed against them. Cameras fired off in the darkness, and I closed 
my eyes so they wouldn’t have to readjust later. When everything had 
settled, I continued the vigil. 

“Well, I asked you to move to another section of the room and 
both of the girls said they felt something pass by them. If that was you 
– thank you. You know, you and I have similar personalities. If I was 
in your condition, I’d be jacking around with the goofballs that were 
trying to talk me into doing stuff as well!” 

Another sound occurred. 
“OK, that’s good! Now, I just want you to do it one more time …” 
Thump. 
“Again, if that was you, then thank you.” 
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I paused for a moment. After a succession of noises upon my 
request, the only thing I knew to do next was to take it all to the next 
level. Unsure of whether or not I was ready, I inhaled several deep 
breaths to still my jittery nerves. 

“OK, the next thing I want you to do is going to be a little bit 
harder than before. Can you reach out and touch one of us again?” 

Before the words had left my mouth, I felt my shirt being pressed 
hard against my back. The cold sweat that had soaked into the 
material made my flesh sting at first, but it was soon replaced by a 
burning, crawling sensation that was unlike anything I’d felt 
physically in an investigation before. 

“OK,” I said, with as much authority as I could muster, 
“something’s pressing against my back. Fire away!” 

The room was filled with a strobe light effect provided by the 
cameras that were aimed at me from all corners of the garage. Even 
with my eyes shut tight, the intensity of the blazes could still be seen. 
Thirty seconds or so later, the feeling on my back had gone 
completely. I slowly opened my eyes to the darkness once more. 

“If that was you … well, that was one of the weirdest things that 
I’ve ever felt, but I thank you anyway.” 

Physically and mentally, I was drained of all energy. After sitting 
in the stuffy heat of the converted garage for a couple of hours, I knew 
that my teammates couldn’t be in any better shape. I flipped on the 
lights, bringing the shock of the fluorescent bulbs to our unprepared 
eyes. We’d done all that we could do. Our focus now would have to 
be on the audio recordings, photos, and video. My sleepy-eyed crew 
and I packed up the equipment and then said our farewells to the 
more than gracious hosts. I promised them that we’d be in touch 
within the week, which meant that we had a lot of work to do. Four 
still cameras, two video cameras, and three different audio devices 
worth of material are going to be a tall order. 

We extinguished the lights one final time and grabbed our 
equipment cases to head for the van. Before the door was secured, I 
poked my head back into the garage. 

“Thank you for everything that you’ve done tonight,” I said. 
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“With any luck, we’ve really helped your parents. We’re leaving in the 
same manner that we arrived: In peace.” 

As we pulled away from the loving yet heartbroken home, I 
hoped that what we’d done tonight had been the right thing. Half of 
me wants to discover something personal that will expose the 
identified presence, but the other half prays that we come up empty. 
I’m not sure how much longer I could have kept my composure while 
facing the anguish that existed in both of the couples’ eyes. How, in 
good conscience, am I supposed to reveal evidence that proves their 
deceased son still wanders the confines of this earth? 

 
 

August 7th, 2008 
The days have skipped by like they’re stuck on some type of fast-
forward setting. Hour after hour of audio was picked through with 
tedious diligence, the headphones digging deeply into my ears. 
Unfortunately, every EVP that we captured failed the “Kenny” test 
and spectrum analysis. They were either random breaths being taken 
or the background clicking of a camera. Some of them were us being 
downright undisciplined with our conversations. 

Every photo was viewed, reviewed, and re-reviewed. Two of them 
stuck out as being a little out of the ordinary, but there were no money 
shots – i.e., full-bodied apparitions. The first is an odd shadow which, 
originally, I thought could have been caused by a finger partially 
covering the flash. After further review and amplification, the shadow 
appears to be rigid rather than smooth, as a misplaced finger would 
be. The second image completely baffled us. 

Nez’s contrail photo from the Gainesville Haunted House 
investigation gained quite a bit of attention and is currently being 
used at a paranormal seminar to explain false/positives. The photo 
that we’d captured from the garage apartment was very similar and 
couldn’t be debunked by any of us. The anomaly resembles that of an 
electrical arch, blue in color, that was coming down from the ceiling to 
the floor. It had occurred around the time that I’d felt the sensations 
on my back. 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 258 ~ 

Jessica’s stationary video had produced quite a laundry list of 
anomalies, but nothing tangible that didn’t invent a “could be” or 
“possibly”. So, with our lone photo as evidence, I sent out the family’s 
investigation report. In the back of my mind, I couldn’t help but think 
that we’d let them down to a degree, but they seemed overjoyed with 
the results. I guess that, in this field, you get so caught up with 
evidence and the shock value that you forget how outsiders will react 
to the smallest anomaly. One photograph was worth a thousand to 
them, and perhaps it gave the family some long-awaited clarity 
regarding the death of their loved one. I sincerely hope that to be the 
case. 

 
 

August 10th, 2008 
Over the weekend, rather than throwing together an impromptu 
cemetery hop, we decided to have a relaxing and well-deserved 
group bonding session. The four permanent P.R.I.N.T. fixtures were in 
attendance – Nez, Jess, Kenny, and myself – as well as a couple more 
hopefuls that I intend on putting through vigorous training before 
making them a more concrete part of the group. Our tech guru, D.J., 
who keeps all of our equipment running behind the scenes, has 
decided to get out of the computer room and into the field. The type 
of technical savvy that this guy brings to the table creates endless 
possibilities in the technology department. Our other hopeful, 
Chelsea, has been investigating on her own for several years and is 
interested to see how a group conducts themselves. She’s a quiet girl, 
decorated with tattoos and piercings, who had originally been 
introduced to Kenny by a mutual friend. I’m anxious to get her out 
into the field to see how she reacts to happenings and how she fits 
into our intricate family puzzle. 

The conversation – and spirits – flowed into the night. We talked 
of situations past and what might lie ahead; shared ideas, and 
laughed as though we were old friends that used to share space on the 
monkey bars in grade school. I could already tell that, along with Kat, 
our three younglings would make excellent additions to the group; 
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however, I forced myself not to get too attached to any of them. I 
know better than that by now. 

Interrupting our copasetic rhythm, Kenny sprang up like a 
lightning bolt. “I almost forgot! You guys have to see this …” 

Digging through his bag, he pulled out his video camera and 
hooked it up to the television. “You’re gonna love this,” he teased. 

On the screen was the workshop from our last investigation, quiet 
as a tomb. 

“This is from the stationary camera while we were all in the main 
house,” Kenny explained. 

Two minutes into the film, there was a loud knock, as if someone 
had taken a hammer and smacked it onto a wooden block. 

“That’s odd,” I remarked. “We made sure that all of the animals 
were out of there.” 

“Just wait,” said Kenny. “It happens again.” 
After a couple more minutes, there came another knock. 
“That’s just flat out weird.” I spoke again. “It isn’t the drip of a 

faucet or a hot water heater coming on. It’s not even something on the 
mic. That’s something solid being hit.” 

“Oh, just wait.” Kenny was grinning now. “You haven’t heard 
anything yet!” 

Another minute passed; after which, there was a bang so loud that 
we all jumped. It sounded like someone had picked up a 
sledgehammer, reared back with all of their might, and then smacked 
the wooden workbench. For a second, it even appeared as though the 
camera had jolted from the force of the blow. All of us, including the 
new recruits, were left speechless by this sobering piece of footage. 
Glancing at my four cohorts first and then slowly to the others, I said 
the only thing that would come to mind. 

“Well … welcome aboard!” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 

McWrong 
 
 

 
September 6th, 2008 
We sped through the dark humidity with our destination only miles 
out of our grasp. This particular mission had been taken on suddenly 
and with little preparation, but sometimes you just have to roll with 
the changes. After years of constant badgering, Six Flags Over Texas 
has finally given us permission to conduct an overnight investigation. 
All I knew was that I had three new investigators that needed to be 
trained up before I’d even show my face in the parking lot of that 
place. Well, I’ll be there but anyone who isn’t properly trained would 
be staying at home. 

There was a conversation taking place in the van all around me, 
but I didn’t have the slightest idea of what was being said. I was off in 
my own little world, concentrating on the usual butterflies in my 
stomach that were telling me that something was wrong. I couldn’t 
pinpoint what it was, but there was definitely something on the 
horizon that was going to interfere with the night’s activities. It was a 
bad feeling of sorts. In the end, I had to interrupt their discussion. 

“I feel a disturbance in the force,” I said, calmly but seriously. 
“What do you mean?” Kenny asked me, with a concerned glare. 
“Something’s wrong. Either someone’s going to be there already, 

or they’re going to come out and disrupt the investigation. I don’t 
know which, I just feel like we won’t be alone tonight.” 

“The force?” was D.J.’s delayed response. 
He and Nez have known each other for a long time and they’re 
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pretty close friends, but I haven’t spent much time around the guy. 
There are still a lot of things that we don’t know about one another. 

“I’m a huge Star Wars buff,” I explained. “It’s the nickname I’ve 
given to the ‘premonition curse’ that I have.” 

“How often are you right?” he inquired again. 
“About seventy-five percent.” 
I wasn’t lying. For years now, since first dabbling in the ways of 

Old, I’ve possessed a strange ability to see bad things before they 
happen. Some of the time, it’s just me being paranoid. Most of the 
time, however, I’m right on with it. Perhaps it’s because I always 
expect the worst possible outcome of any situation. That way, if things 
turn out better then there’s no chance of disappointment. More likely, 
it’s from messing with things in the past that I should have left well 
alone. In the back of my mind, I hoped this was in the twenty-five 
percent range and that everything was going to be cool. 

I glanced behind us to see if Kat was still bringing up the rear. 
She’d decided to ride along with her boyfriend rather than in the van 
with us. I’d protested at first, but it looked like she wasn’t going to be 
able to come unless he was there to protect her in the old, scary 
cemetery. Sometimes, I think it would be fun slap all of these emo 
guys in the face and bring them back to reality – then do the same to 
the chicks that are attracted to them. With it being a cemetery 
investigation and not involving a client, I didn’t mind that he came 
along to observe. 

We pulled through the open gates of McWright Cemetery after an 
extremely long absence, and everyone shut up immediately. We’d 
been there a hundred times, it seemed, but something was noticeably 
different tonight. Looking through the numerous windows of the 
vehicle, I saw no one; but you could feel the charge in the air. It was 
thicker, almost disturbing, and unlike anything I’d ever felt there 
before. Exiting the van, I stepped into the cover of ultimate darkness. 
There was no moon, and the stars weren’t visible through the 
collective canopy of clouds that had rolled in after the sun had shown 
its last rays of warmth for the day. No crickets chirped, and no dogs 
barked. The souls of the bordering forest had been muted by a force 
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that none of us could put a finger on. My bad feelings intensified. 
I searched through the gloom to prep the troops, but they’d all 

gone off in separate directions. Even Kat and D.J. had disappeared as 
though they’d been doing this with us all along. Chelsea was the only 
hopeful that wasn’t present due to the fact that she lives two hours 
away and this had been put together so spontaneously. She’s been 
dying to go out with us for weeks but, so far, her only involvement 
with us had been during the group bonding session when I’d 
drunkenly tried to explain theories that can only be created when 
you’re submersed in that sort of state. 

I walked past the ever-sinking mausoleum and saw Kenny, who 
was taking pictures and periodically switching his EMF meter on and 
off to gather readings of the surrounding area. 

“You know,” I began, “I’ve never thought of this before now, but 
they’ve mown out here recently. What if mowing a cemetery has the 
same theoretical effect as remodeling a house? What if it disturbs the 
spirits?” 

“It’s possible,” Kenny mused. “I mean, the vibrations and things 
could reach that far. That would definitely explain what’s going on 
out here tonight.” 

“You feel it, too?” I said, surprised. 
“Yeah, from the moment we pulled in here. I didn’t want to say 

anything while everyone else was around but, driving in, I’m sure I 
saw something walking in that far section.” Kenny pointed off into 
the distance. 

“Cool.” I smiled. “Guess where we’re going?” 
Stumbling over the mounds of freshly mowed grass, we headed 

off in the direction of the shadowy sighting. He explained to me that it 
hadn’t looked like a whole person, just the lower torso and legs. To 
the average person, this would sound like an absolute absurdity; but 
not to me. If this entity hadn’t possessed the energy to physically 
manifest, it would have only shown up partially to the human eye. 
This was in an area of the cemetery where many of us have had 
experiences, time after time again. Over the years, Nez and I have 
seen “walkers” there, as have past members such as Baret, Kerri, and 
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Wendy. One of my theories as to why this section holds so much 
activity is because the trees and shrubs have run so deep for so long, 
representing a sort of recording device for residual activity. 

Before long, the rest of the team came hurrying over to us in rather 
perturbed states. 

“We just saw something over there that kind of looked like … 
legs!” Jess informed us. 

Nez added, “Yeah, and the damn thing sucked the power out of 
mine and D.J.’s cameras.” 

“Kenny saw it when we first drove in,” I backed them. “That’s 
where we’re heading now. Jess, does your camera still have power?” 

She glanced down at her view screen. “Yeah.” 
“OK, come with us. Maybe you can help to feel this thing out.” 
No sooner had we entered the area, Jess yelled out, “There it goes, 

into those trees!” 
The woods are deep, and no way was I going to venture inside 

them wearing shorts and sandals and packing nothing but a digital 
voice recorder. I was going to have to try and lure it out. 

“Here, ghostie ghostie ghostie!” I called, into the soundless night. 
“We’re not here to hurt you, we just want to take your picture!” 

We searched in all directions for the phantom legs, but they were 
nowhere to be seen. 

“Where’d you go?” I taunted. “We’re just trying to make you 
famous.” 

At that point, I stopped. The three of us stood motionless, back to 
back. 

“Are you feeling this cold spot that we’re in right now?” Kenny 
said. 

“Yeah,” I replied. 
“Dammit!” Kenny again. 
“What, dude?” 
“My DVR just went dead! They were new batteries and 

everything. This thing, whatever it is, is attempting to power up. Now 
he’s got two cameras and a digital voice recorder!” 

With our tails between our legs, we walked back to the vehicles 



~ Diary of a Gonzo Ghost Hunter ~ 

~ 264 ~ 

and to the rest of the team. 
“It’s got Kenny’s DVR, too,” I told them. 
“You think that’s bad …” Kat said. “They’re freaking talking to 

me!” 
To me, Kat is an undiscovered subject with an untapped ability. 

Even though she’s been experiencing this type of phenomena all her 
life, she was still a little unsure of what exactly was taking place in 
our presence. 

“What are they saying?” I asked. 
“I don’t know, it’s all jumbled. I do know that there’s a little girl’s 

voice, though.” 
Glancing over at Kenny, I noticed him gazing into nothingness. I’d 

never seen him so preoccupied in an investigation before. 
“What’s up, man?” I asked him. 
“Dude, I swear that something keeps peeking out at me from 

behind those bushes.” He spoke quietly. 
As fast as my stumpy legs would carry me, I broke off in a sprint 

towards the bushes to try and flush out whatever it was that he’d 
seen. The next thing I knew, my arms and legs were parallel in mid-
air, and my face was speeding towards the awaiting ground. I landed 
hard against my cheek on what I’d taken for granted as soft grass. 
With my butt still suspended in the air, I came to a halt just a few feet 
away from the bushes that I was initially aiming for. I got to my feet a 
little shaken up and began to spit out handfuls of the mowed grass 
clippings. 

“She’s laughing at you,” said Kat, with a sincere look on her face. 
“So is everyone else!” Nez burst out. 
“Well, screw all of you,” I barked. “And screw the little prick that 

pushed me!” 
The laughter ceased. 
“Yeah,” I cried out. “I didn’t freaking trip on anything, it felt like I 

was pushed!” 
“She said that she was just playing,” Kat explained. 
“Well, good,” I shot back. “I’ve got something for her to play 

with.” 
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Angrier than ever, I flung open the lid of the equipment box and 
powered up my EMF meter. Then I marched back in the direction of 
the night’s disturbances. 

“Come on, Kat,” I beckoned. “You can hear this little hooker, and 
you’re gonna help me find her!” 

Ultimately, the EMF meter didn’t make a sound and the needle 
never fluctuated. I called off the search and couldn’t help but wonder 
why this place had been such a nightmare. We usually came here 
during times of distress in order to receive calm. This was our place of 
Zen. Now we didn’t know what to call it. As Nez and I separated 
ourselves from the rest of the team, we strolled towards the front gate. 

“What the heck is going on out here tonight?” she asked, upset. 
“I don’t know for sure, but I’ve got a pretty good idea,” I said, 

with my head hung low. “I think I caused this. I bet more and more 
people have been reading my online posts, then coming out here and 
doing who knows what.” 

“Well, thanks!” Nez snapped, in an unforgiving tone. “Thanks for 
ruining the most special place in the world to me.” 

“It’s not my fault. I can’t help it if some idiots can’t control 
themselves!” 

She wasn’t paying any attention. Instead, she was staring at the 
wide base of an old tree that stood just inside the cemetery threshold. 
I soon saw why. Someone had taken an interest in us, and it was 
peering out curiously from behind the shaded tree trunk. 

“You see that, right?” I whispered. 
“Yeah.” 
“Good, I didn’t want to be the only one.” 
It ducked back behind the tree to where we could no longer see it. 
“You don’t think it’s someone messing around with us, do you?” 

said Nez. 
“There’s only one way to find out.” 
“What?” 
“Well … am I going to be the leader of the group, or am I going to 

be the leader of the group?” I shouted, while making a bolt for the 
tree. 
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I’d only taken about five steps before Nez called to me, “It came 
around the other side of the tree and just disappeared!” 

“What did it look like?” I asked, as she caught up to my position. 
“Honestly? It looked like Fred.” 
“Come on, let’s go and find someone who still has a working 

camera,” I suggested. 
We both turned and started to walk in the opposite direction, but 

not for long. Standing behind us during our conversation, no more 
than thirty feet away, was our tree viewer. He glared at us and we 
returned the gesture, petrified beyond motor skills. 

“Come on, let’s go,” I whispered. 
We took one step. It did the same. We took another, and the 

movement continued. 
“Go, go, go!” I tugged Nez’s arm. 
We were running now, away from ominous figure that had chosen 

to stalk us. I didn’t care anymore. All I knew was that there was a 
vehicle and a bunch of people waiting for us. If push came to shove, 
we were out of there. 

“What’s wrong?” Jessica asked, as we stumbled up to where they 
were all talking. 

“I need a very brave person with a camera that still works,” I said. 
“Why?” Kat this time. 
“We’ve just encountered a shadow person over by that big tree at 

the main gate.” 
Kat snuck a glance at her watch. “Well, it’s time for us to go. We 

told some people that we’d meet them at the bar, but you guys have 
fun!” 

Into the car she and her boyfriend jumped, and soon all that 
remained of them was the faint glow of their taillights. I didn’t blame 
them even remotely. Shadow people are something altogether 
different from the ghosts that we hunt, and if I’d had the chance to be 
somewhere else then I probably would have taken it. As it stood, 
though, I had to save face in front of the group. The five of us that 
remained began to take baby steps towards the potential evil that lay 
ahead of us, but there was nothing to be found in the spot where Nez 
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and I had encountered the entity. 
“This is where it was,” I pointed out. “It was peeking out from 

behind that tree over there and I chased it away. When we turned 
around, it was behind us.” 

Kenny tapped the power button on his EMF meter, and it gave out 
a light chirping sound. Nothing. As we lingered, the temperature 
began to drop again. 

“Here’s another one of those weird cold spots,” Kenny said, as if 
in confirmation. 

Just then, Nez collapsed to the ground; her head bouncing as it 
smacked against the rocky road. My heart jumped into my throat, and 
I was convinced that it was all somehow my fault. What had caused 
her to pass out, and what if she was hurt? We all hovered around her, 
but nothing we did was helping the situation. She just lay there, 
completely inanimate. My head was screaming so loudly that I 
couldn’t think clearly. For the first time, a member of the team could 
have been physically harmed and, being my luck, it was the one that I 
cared about the most. Finally, she began to speak. 

“I hear it, I hear it!” she burst out. 
“What?” I said, both confused and relieved. 
“I’m getting up!” she yelled again. 
Her eyes sprang open. 
“Oh, I thought the alarm clock was going off.” She groaned from 

the pain. 
“Not quite, baby. You’re in a cemetery,” I soothed her. 
We helped her to her feet and held onto her as she swayed back 

and forth. Her balance was completely off. 
“What the hell?” she moaned. 
“Are you OK?” I asked her. 
“I guess so.” She cupped the back of her head. 
“Good.” I charged towards the tree. “Where are you at, you son of 

a bitch?” 
I hated to leave her side, but my rage was clouding my ability to 

think rationally. 
“Come on, leave it alone,” Nez insisted. “We need to get out of 
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here.” 
Kenny, Jess, and D.J. all agreed with her. Besides, what could I 

possibly do to a shadow person anyway, regardless of how angry I 
was? With unfinished business, we packed up the van and drove 
towards home as fast as we could. It was the most physical and 
violent situation that we’d ever encountered and, right now, we had 
an injured team member to think about. 

 
 

September 9th, 2008 
In the days following the McWright outing, the knot on the back of 
Nez’s head was a painful reminder of what can happen when you 
hunt and taunt those that have more power than you could ever 
imagine possessing. With that place tripling in popularity since word 
had spread about our successful investigations there, there’s no telling 
who had been visiting or what kind of activities they were 
conducting. I think it’s going to be a while before we return to the 
disturbed grounds of McWright Cemetery under the cover of 
darkness. Daytime, however, is wide open. 

Over the last couple of weeks, Nez, D.J., and I have been 
frequenting the location in the late afternoon in an attempt to catch 
someone in the act. On only one occasion did we discover anyone, 
and to the best of my investigative abilities, they were just looking for 
a remote and convenient place to smoke a joint. Of course, with a 
group of people trampling around amongst the ancient grave markers 
with cameras, they didn’t remain there for long. 

In the meantime, D.J. has been racking up a lot of points in the 
audio department. He’s spitting out EVP’s like he’s been doing this 
for years. 

“You’re dead.” 
“Represent.” 
“Get your ass up.” 
It’s turned into a hateful place, overrun by negativity and, dare I 

say, less than pleasant entities. I haven’t had a chance to crack open 
any of my personal audio recordings, and my list of data is beginning 
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to stack up. On top of that, our schedule is filling up fast. I’m hoping 
to take the holiday months off again this year, and we’re already 
booked up until the end of October. That leaves no room for either the 
old mansion or a repeat of the Gainesville Haunted House. At what 
point did the world become so haunted? Better yet, at what point did 
the locals begin to believe in the phenomena? This is what I’ve 
wanted all along, but if I’m going to be playing Good Samaritan to the 
paranormal community then I still need a day job. It seems that 
entities have no problem with making batteries disappear, but they 
haven’t yet offered their services in making my bills vanish. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 

Research Subjects 
 
 

 
September 13th, 2008 
For a while now, I’ve been wondering when I’ll be recognized as a 
visionary rather than “the crazy guy who spends the night in 
cemeteries”. Finally, my question has been answered in the form of a 
man named Bill. When he first contacted me, his proposal sounded 
interesting, but I wasn’t sure how the rest of the group was going to 
react to it. Surprisingly, they agreed with little persuasion. 

Bill is an up-and-coming documentary filmmaker, who’s in the 
process of shooting a project dealing with paranormal investigation – 
without all of the television show producer’s input and the miracle of 
editing technology. He’s been following a young group around that 
has a little experience and shooting a lot of stock footage at McWright, 
but now he’s ready for the serious side of things. Why he chose us, I’ll 
never know. 

This is actually going to be his first contribution to some 
upcoming film festivals in Dallas and Austin; although, to me, he’s 
just another man with a vision. This makes him very similar to us, 
and who are we to deny him his dreams? I’m supportive of anyone 
who chooses to break the boundaries of the region that they’re born in 
and become something extraordinary. I remember stating in a Hot 
ParaTalk interview that television shows and similar forms of 
medium are something that P.R.I.N.T. would never be a part of. 
During the height of my Black Orchid’s Manor magazine gig, we’d 
been offered a spot on an upcoming television program dealing with 
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local paranormal sites, but I immediately turned it down. There are so 
many other pieces of ghost crap floating around on cable that are so 
faked and hokey that I didn’t want our name associated with any of 
it. This was different, though. This was art, and it was real. In fact, it 
was as raw as filmed ghost hunting could possibly get. People who 
saw this film would finally be able to separate the scientific aspect of 
paranormal investigation from what’s shown to them on late night 
TV. The shows where everyone runs around screaming and freaking 
out over something that you, the viewer, can’t see because the camera 
guy is too busy filming the investigators’ faces rather than the entity. 

It’s been nearly five years since Nez and I stepped onto the 
grounds of the Iron Skillet Inn, but I couldn’t think of a more beautiful 
backdrop – along with an awesome history – for the group’s film 
debut. Kat didn’t show, which played out her third strike and thus 
ended her involvement with the group. It’s a shame because I had 
high expectations for her, but I understand her reasons. She’s young, 
attractive, popular in certain circles, and didn’t want to waste her life 
away with a bunch of older people who insisted on hanging out with 
dead guys. If I was eighteen again, ghost hunting would be the last 
thing on my mind. 

D.J. and Chelsea both managed to turn up, although I could tell 
that public appearances and cameras weren’t something that they 
were used to. They spent a good while huddled up on the couch like 
two stray dogs at the back of a kennel when the gas room gets fired 
up. Jessica was about to run out of fingernails – I’ve seen crack addicts 
with more composure and restraint. She’s usually someone who likes 
to talk and has proven to be very adept at leading client interviews. 
Tonight, she was shaking like a leaf clinging to a branch in a 
hurricane. 

Kenny was chilled out. In fact, if he’d been any cooler then he 
would have been frozen. He was acting as though he didn’t have a 
nervous bone in his body, but I knew that wasn’t the case and that 
drug testing our members wouldn’t be a bad idea from now on. Nez 
had melted shortly after we’d walked through the door, and I was 
anxiously searching for a bucket to scoop her up into. Radio 
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appearances alone were a trying situation for her, but this was taking 
it to a whole new level. 

I was solid and maintained on the outside, but my nerves were 
attempting to tie themselves into knots inside my stomach. Everyone 
looked to me for strength, guidance, and direction – if I showed them 
that I was internally freaking out then it was going to make the 
situation worse. I’ve said many times before that certain situations 
could either make or break us, and this was the father of all those 
previous events. If people take us seriously in the film festival project, 
there’s no telling where it could all lead. The last thing I want is for 
the general public to see us as a joke, and this is probably going to be 
one of the finest lines that we’ve ever walked. 

We were all sitting in the antique parlor like kids in a school 
principal’s office when Bill walked in and shattered the silence that 
we were sharing. 

“Nez, Chad – because you’re the founders, I’d like to start out 
with you two.” 

I turned to face Nez just in time to catch the tail end of her famous 
“I hate you” glare. Bill positioned us at the base of a spiraling staircase 
and explained what he was looking for. 

“I want to know your story, what drove you down this pathway,” 
he said. 

Obviously, I knew the story all too well, but I had to tell it 
passionately for a whole new audience that hadn’t the slightest clue 
as to who we are. I began by introducing Nez and myself. When I 
looked over at her again, I couldn’t detect the slightest trace of 
nervousness. She was actually smiling for the camera like an old pro. 
Perhaps she’s getting used to this kind of thing after all. 

I went on to tell the story of my first encounter with Fred and all 
of the adventures that had taken place since. Occasionally, Nez would 
chime in to fill in the blanks here and there. It all flowed so nicely that 
it would have looked rehearsed to anyone who didn’t know us. We 
spoke about how we’d become the community outcasts, and the time 
that I’d been delivered unto Satan by the friendly local church. Finally, 
it came to the part of the interview concerning the rest of our gaggle. 
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We praised the blessings that Kenny and Jessica had bestowed on us 
and expressed how D.J. and Chelsea would make great additions if 
they chose to stay. After that, we cut. 

I exhaled such a powerful gust that it felt like I’d lost weight, and 
my head began to spin from the sudden loss of breath. What had 
seemed like an hour was probably only ten minutes worth of footage 
but, either way, we’d successfully made the transition from magazine 
articles to film. To me, it was unlike anything that I could have 
imagined. Even back when we’d landed our first radio interview, I 
didn’t believe that it would come to something like this. I almost felt 
sorry for the rest of the group, though. All of this was something that 
Nez and I had transitioned into. Kenny, Jess, D.J., and Chelsea were 
about to be thrown to the lions, and all either of us could do was 
stand in the shadows and laugh. That’s what they get for trying to 
distract us by jacking around with a stuffed scarecrow – doing 
unspeakable things, I might add – while Nez and I were filming our 
part. 

Next up were D.J. and Chelsea. The two rookies didn’t have a lot 
that they could talk about, but they did well in sharing their 
background stories. Chelsea mentioned her involvement with other 
groups and her own personal research; D.J. explained his newfound 
obsession with the other side of reality. To mix things up a bit, Bill 
suggested that we changed the subject to more technical matters. He 
wanted to give his viewing audience a more detailed explanation of 
the equipment and theories used by the group, and who better to 
deliver that than our own resident brainiac? 

Kenny was nowhere near as amused as we were that he’d drawn 
the shortest straw to pull off this segment but, in all honesty, I believe 
that he’s the most intelligent among us. I’m a visionary, Nez has a 
great eye; Jessica is kind, gentle, and can speak to anyone while 
showing the greatest compassion. If you were to paint the four of us 
green then we’d have represented the personalities of the Teenage 
Mutant Ninja Turtles, only two of us would have breasts. 

As soon as that was completed, Bill filmed a nice little back and 
forth scenario with Kenny and me talking about EVP’s and various 
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other pieces of evidence that the group had captured. It was during 
these last few moments of filming that I knew for certain that we’d 
made a good choice in taking on this project. My team couldn’t have 
impressed me more. Hopefully, people that weren’t previously aware 
of us or our work will get to see a whole new side of paranormal 
studies, and maybe – just maybe – their opinions of ghosts and ghost 
hunters would be forever changed. 

Bill was about to pack away his equipment when he noticed 
another person hiding behind a humongous potted plant. 

“Hey, I haven’t filmed anything with you yet,” he said to Jessica, 
shocked that he’d left her out. 

The plant could be heard whispering the word “dammit”. 
Along with Nez, Jessica was seated in one of the side parlors. 

Their camera shyness caused both of them to tremble when Bill 
popped the big question. 

“Jessica, why did you get involved with this group?” 
She began to tell him of the rather active spirits that dwell in her 

house and how, originally, she was one of our clients. Suddenly, she 
shifted gears and neither Kenny nor I could understand what was 
being said. Her nerves had taken over, and she told her story at such a 
high speed that the filmmaker was going to have to edit her segment 
in slow motion. 

Finally, the six of us returned to the main parlor. Bill filmed us 
having a very natural roundtable discussion about the various 
controversial topics in the paranormal world – Ouija boards and such 
– and, again, it felt as though everything we said had come from well-
written cue cards. I loved the group with all of my heart at that 
moment. We weren’t just investigators, nor were we just friends. We’d 
become a family, and you could feel it in every corner of the room. 

We wrapped up and thanked Bill for everything that he’d done. 
He, in turn, thanked us for giving him some honest and intelligent 
footage in order to help make his own dreams of becoming a 
filmmaker a reality. As the two of us drove home in separate 
directions, I hoped that mutual success would soon be coming our 
ways and that this particular project wouldn’t be the last time I 
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enjoyed the company of Bill. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 

Missing Out 
 
 

 
October 1st, 2008 
The summer heat is finally beginning to fade away, and the falling 
leaves are a telltale sign that autumn has arrived. No more sweaty 
nights in cemeteries or stray thoughts of stepping on venomous and 
slithery things in the darkness. Nature is settling in for a long 
hibernation but we, as a group, are just getting warmed up. 

In previous years, October has always proven to be our busiest 
time, and this year will be no different. The overnight Six Flags gig is 
inching ever closer, and I don’t remember any of us being so excited 
about an investigation before. This could well be the one responsible 
for opening doors to our future lives. It’s not every day that a super 
corporation like Warner Bros. opens its doors to simpletons like us 
and lets them run wild through one of its biggest sources of income. 

Reflecting back on these last few years, I often think about the 
failures that we’ve experienced when it comes to membership – 
especially now Kerri has gone. It feels like a huge, empty cave has 
been created in the place where our hearts used to sit. Nez can hardly 
maintain her composure at the mere mention of her name. I’ve never 
quite understood if it’s because she misses her as part of the group, or 
because Kerri reminded her of the child that she’ll never get the 
opportunity to have. As far as either of us are aware, Nez isn’t capable 
of having children. Sure, I have more than enough for the both of us, 
but there’s nothing like having someone around that’s a part of you. 
She wants to feel like a real mother. 
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There was also the short-lived return of Baret, which has been 
halted by a career move that doesn’t allow much association with 
people like us. It’s a crappy situation, but sometimes you have to 
endure things that you don’t like in order to accomplish your goals. 
Having been in the police academy myself, I’d never force him to 
choose us over his dreams; after all, I wouldn’t let anything stand in 
the way of mine. Of course, it doesn’t help when you’ve got some 
douche bag with a badge telling you that you’re not allowed to hang 
around with your old friends and do the things that you used to, but 
what’s the alternative? Everyone has bills to pay and careers to work. 

The old mansion investigation that we had in the works has 
proven to be a major loss as well. The owner has broken contact with 
me completely, which I don’t blame him for in all honesty. Our 
original plan was to keep everything as quiet as possible so the Nazi’s 
that make up the historic street’s committee wouldn’t place him in 
front of a firing squad. They’ll damn near castrate you for not putting 
up a flag on Independence Day, or hammer bamboo shards 
underneath your toenails for not cramming your yard with trashy 
Christmas decorations. If they were to catch wind of him inviting the 
neighborhood ghost hunters into his home then he’d have been hung 
for sure. After the sudden and uninvited attention from a certain 
other local ghost hunting group, it was too much of a risk. Still, Six 
Flags would more than make up for this unfortunate loss. 

After finally clearing my schedule enough to go over the 
McWright audio from the night that Nez had lost consciousness, only 
two EVP’s survived the Kenny test. One is lighthearted and funny; 
the other is one hundred percent serious and personal. 

In The Rocky Horror Picture Show, a movie that will sit eternally in 
my top ten, whenever Brad Majors sings “Dammit Janet” the audience 
will yell the word “slut”. At one point during the investigation, I’d 
clumsily stumbled through the world’s largest spider web. Out of 
habit, I yelled this exact phrase: “Dammit, Janet!” 

On the digital voice recorder, only a few seconds later, a male 
voice is heard saying the word “slut”. Now, I don’t remember any 
representative of the Lohan, Spears, or Hilton family being invited to 
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the investigation, so that leaves me to contemplate several 
possibilities. 

The Rocky Horror Picture Show entered theaters in the late 
seventies, which would indicate that the entity finishing my show 
tune had passed away sometime afterwards and this was a residual 
activity from his lifetime. On the other hand, if spirits roam the earth 
without limits then this could be intelligent activity that was picked 
up along the way – by wandering through someone’s living room, for 
example. Thirdly, perhaps this is something that was projected by me 
from watching the movie so much. 

The second EVP takes my line of thinking from humorous to 
furious and leads me to believe that the entity in question is 
intelligent in nature. This particular voice is the clearest and most 
audible of the two, and it disturbed me deeply. Nez wasn’t too 
thrilled about it either. As I listened to the point of her losing 
consciousness and falling to the ground, a distinct male voice came 
over the audio, almost blocking out all of the other sounds on the 
recording. It was as though it wanted to make sure that it was going 
to be heard. 

“Payback.” 
Payback for what? We hadn’t so much as stepped foot on the 

training ground for a long time. Even if we had, there’s absolutely 
nothing we would have done to warrant making a woman pass out 
and bust the back of her head on the rocky road that snaked through 
the cemetery. This had obviously been a traumatic event for Nez 
because I watched the formation of chill bumps spread from the 
visible portion of her arm to all the way down her wrist. 

I, being a glutton for punishment, thought the six of us should go 
back to McWright to see if we encountered any similar situations. 
Chelsea has never been there before and, for the first time in P.R.I.N.T. 
history, the entire active roster is due to be in the same place at the 
same time. It would be a great way to get in some group training. 
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October 4th, 2008 
This time, there were no tingly warnings of foreboding or shadows 
ducking in and out of the chilled headstones of McWright Cemetery. 
The grass was long and hadn’t seen a bit of manicuring since we’d 
last been there. The wind was soft and constant, causing the trees to 
sway sensually against the backdrop of a million stars shining 
brightly through a blanket of deep blue. Peace had returned to the 
land once again. I could have almost crawled inside the mausoleum 
and taken a nap. 

We broke equally into three teams of two: Kenny and I, Nez and 
D.J., and Chelsea and Jessica all fanned out in different directions. 
There was nothing to see but darkness, and nothing to hear but 
nature. The frosted side of me was slightly disappointed that the 
violent activity was nonexistent and we couldn’t initiate Chelsea 
properly. The better part of me was overjoyed that my work – a 
misinterpreted invitation to come to this place of solitude and run 
amok – had not been a permanent scar to one of the most beautiful 
locations that I’ve ever laid eyes on. 

We took photos, recorded audio, rolled some video, and then 
called it a night. There had been nothing unusual to chase after or 
stray voices to speak to. For the first time in quite a while, it had only 
been a cemetery. Maybe my mowing theory was correct: Cutting the 
grass at a cemetery holds identical effects to renovating an old house. 
Thinking back to the only other instance in which we’d been there 
shortly after a mowing, I recall similar circumstances. We’d spent the 
whole night pursuing shadows and spotting things peeking out at us 
from behind the grave markers. I have to be sure, though. I have to go 
back one more time after a mowing just to verify that my train is 
chugging down the right track. One major problem with this is 
whether or not the maintenance crew are going to do anything at all 
until spring comes around. 

The anxiety of the upcoming “investigation of our lives” is also 
beginning to affect every one of us. The stress of my job doesn’t help 
matters, but with a family to care for, I have no choice but to continue 
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with it. Jess doesn’t have a job so to speak, but a stay-at-home mother 
works just as much as anyone. D.J.’s hours aren’t being kind to him 
either, and Chelsea and Kenny’s school schedules have been keeping 
them under the thumb of nervousness. Nez, on the other hand, ended 
up putting in a notice of termination at her day job. There’s only so 
much a person can take before reaching their breaking point. 
Sometimes the actions of others, who don’t have the slightest clue 
what it’s like to struggle and starve, can take your broken pieces and 
smash them further into an unidentifiable pile of what used to be 
your sanity. With all of the struggles that she’s endured at the hands 
of some of her co-workers, it’s amazing that she made it through 
alive. Well … partially. 

She would have been the most beautiful child. I say “she” because 
that’s how she appears to me in my dreams. With the two of us as her 
parents, she’d have had the blackest hair, the deepest brown eyes, and 
a natural tan that stemmed from my American Indian heritage and 
Nez’s Mediterranean glow. She would have grown up without 
knowing the devastation of divorce and had two of the coolest 
parents that any kid could ask for – I mean, we hang out in freaking 
graveyards for a living! 

I imagined her bearing a fairy-like name such as Iris, and she’d 
have been a child of nature like her mom and dad, feeling more at 
home in the deepest forests than in a bedroom full of technological 
playthings. She wouldn’t fear the dark or death like most children 
because it’s a world that she would have been born into. Her three 
doting older sisters would braid her hair and make-up her chubby 
cheeks, while her brother – named after the coolest villain in the 
history of the galaxy – would bug the hell out of her one minute and 
protect her the next. She would have looked a lot like Nez. 

Of course, these hopes and images are only dreams. This angelic 
little girl had, unknowingly to us, barely come into existence before 
her flame was eternally quenched. Why do those who already possess 
so much make it their life purpose to snatch away the few things that 
we, the little people of this world, hold dear? For these reasons, I 



~ C. Derick Miller and Rae Louise ~ 

 

~ 281 ~ 

cannot and will not forgive them. The conservative, warmongering 
slave drivers of the upper class had spit in our faces and held us, 
breathless, underneath a bloody flood caused by those who they’d 
crushed and tormented in the name of materialism and unchallenged 
control. 

Nez had been picked on and pushed around by the powers that 
be to the point that it had caused her to miscarry what, quite possibly, 
could have been our only chance at an addition to the family 
belonging to the both of us. Was it my fault? Was it because of what 
we do? Was it due to Nez being “different”? As far as I’m concerned, 
there’s no excuse for riding someone to the point of endangering their 
physical and mental well-being simply because of the differences in 
their bank accounts or beliefs. My anger at this situation is 
overpowering me. In the end, Nez chose to retract her termination 
statement because, let’s face it, the economy isn’t what it used to be. 
Still, I’ll never be able to look at any of them in the same way again. 

Adding insult to injury, my oldest daughter has learned her first 
lesson in death by the worst means possible. It wasn’t a grandparent 
or a great uncle – someone that you’d expect due to age or illness – 
but one of her closest friends. They were the same age and attended 
the same classes. The most frequent question you ask yourself at that 
age when dealing with this type of situation is “why”? When I was 
younger, I lost a close friend to a murder that took place only minutes 
after I’d dropped him off from a trip to the movies. I remember taking 
all of my friends to his funeral and then driving away. I just couldn’t 
force myself to see him for the last time as a lifeless shell that 
somewhat resembled the kid I’d known for so long. 

I told my daughter to take comfort in knowing that death is 
merely the beginning of the great adventure, and as long as she kept 
the girl in her heart and in her thoughts, she’d always be alive. When 
you’re in the business of tracking down the dead, it no longer affects 
you like it did before you spent your first night in a cemetery. When 
situations like this occur, however, it sort of reminds you of how 
things used to be. Seeing the pain of death in the eyes of my child, 
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along with losing another that never had the chance to exist, was a 
wakeup call to the numbness that I wasn’t ready for. With the Six 
Flags investigation streaking closer towards us, Nez and I decided 
that we needed to find somewhere to get away from it all – and to 
make it happen as soon as possible. Facing our troubles and our 
heartache isn’t working like it had done in the past. It’s time to see 
what it would be like to run from them for a change. But where 
should we go, and will it be far enough? 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 

Bigfoot’s Backyard 
 
 

 
October 11th, 2008 
Several times this week, I’ve caught myself lying in bed, staring at the 
ceiling in an attempt to submerse myself deep in thought. I’m 
suffering from an unusual dilemma of having nothing to write about. 
This feeling is altogether new to me because I’m so often rubbed the 
wrong way by things that most people would consider as being trivial 
and circumstantial. 

I was recently informed by a colleague of mine that I do indeed 
possess a powerful gift, but my subject matter could use a bit of 
enlightenment. According to him, not everyone wants to read ghost 
stories or hysterical rants about beefless hamburgers. Trying to see 
things from a different perspective, I made a promise to myself that I 
would try to utilize my powers for the purpose of good. 

A week ago, I received a call from the Greenville Independent 
School District. These types of calls have a history of leading to two 
possible outcomes: A child’s early departure from the learning 
establishment, or a fateful letter to the editor of the local paper. When 
I answered, I heard the voice of one of my daughters, who was 
obviously in a large amount of distress. A day earlier, she’d injured 
her hand in a recess incident which had resulted in a trip to the 
doctor. It turned out to be a sprain, which had opened up an 
instructional conversation between the two of us on the correct ways 
of catching a football. 

To help ease the pain, the poor kid just needed some Tylenol. Since 
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my departure from the public school system, this is no longer 
provided by the school nurse. Possessing the luxury of both living 
and working nearby, I hopped into my vehicle and headed in the 
direction of the school to play fatherly hero and reliever of pain to the 
weeping child. I burst through the front doors, trumpets sounding, 
and placed the pills into the hands of the office personnel. Drama over 
– or so, I thought. 

I was already halfway home when my phone rang again. I was 
instructed to return to the school as quickly as possible. When I burst 
through the doors again, this time with no trumpets, I was told that I 
had to give the pills to my child personally. Still in the mindset of “the 
school system of yesteryear”, I found this a bit odd but agreed with 
no arguments. The office worker, moving her hand a mere three 
inches, placed the pills into my hand. I, in turn, moved an additional 
three inches and placed the medication in the hands of my daughter. 
On a positive note, I did learn one valuable lesson: The difference 
between right and wrong is a simple matter of six inches. With my 
mission accomplished, I left once again. At least, this time, they 
caught me before I reached my car. 

I was called back and told that I had to escort my child to the 
nearest water fountain and bear witness to her placing the pills in her 
mouth. On a day in which I had nothing planned for my morning, I’d 
become a savior, a lifeguard (because you could actually drown in a 
water fountain if you’re not smart enough to lift your head out of it), 
and a nurse. Feeling slightly micromanaged, I promised myself for a 
week that I wouldn’t write about this incident. I tried to convince 
myself that all of the above is somewhat logical and file the entire 
ordeal into a forgotten section of my brain. Up until this very 
moment, I’ve successfully done so. 

The reason for this rant is due to the second phone call that I 
received from my daughter regarding a wardrobe malfunction. In the 
mayhem of her early morning routine, she’d forgotten the belt to her 
school uniform. The powers that be were threatening her with 
detention if I didn’t choose to drop whatever I was doing at that exact 
moment in order to deliver the accessory; thus completing the all-
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important, stylish ensemble that has been dubbed as the school 
uniform. When I instructed her to put an adult on the phone and 
inquired as to whether or not they were serious about punishing my 
child, I was informed that it was standard procedure. Wasn’t 
detention where they used to put the “bad” kids? Where do bad kids 
go now? 

As I entered the front doors of the establishment, I soon received 
my answer. Written in white letters upon a black message board was 
the phrase, “Any conduct that interrupts the classroom or any school 
activity: Municipal Court fine $250.00.” 

There’s nothing more welcoming than a message that threatens 
legal action and financial deduction in the same sentence. As I waited 
for my daughter to meet me in the school office, I saw four other 
children pass by me. Three of those children weren’t wearing belts. It 
suddenly became clear to me: Statistically, seventy-five percent of the 
student body isn’t following the minor rules, so you have to punish 
them in ways that you would normally bestow upon the major 
offenders. Since these beltless children are flooding the detention 
room, you obviously have no choice but to take the bad kids and 
pawn them off on the legal system. 

Attempting to shake these thoughts from my head, my child 
finally arrived. As luck would have it, I’d grabbed the wrong belt. 
Upon speaking my mind on how ridiculous it was to punish her due 
to my mistake, our tax dollars kicked in and a solution was invented. 
Members of the faculty attempted to take the small belt and fuse it 
together with tape, praying desperately that my child wouldn’t have 
to use the bathroom for the duration of the school day. At that point, 
my willpower threw its hands up in the air and gave up. The gun 
barrel was nearing my head, and the ignorance of society was begging 
me to pull the trigger – a disruption that would have been well 
worthy of $250.00. I needed a vacation, and I needed it soon. 

New Orleans was our first choice, and with ghost magnets like 
The Myrtles Plantation, The French Quarter, and St. Louis Cemetery 
No. 1, there was no way that you could go wrong. However, every 
time I flipped by a weather station, there were constant warnings of 
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impending doom down there. The last thing I wanted to do while 
attempting to unwind was have to swim for my life down Bourbon 
Street. Besides, with the paranormal gig becoming a near full-time job, 
why would we want to work on our vacation? 

Eventually, a second choice came to mind that brought forth 
feelings of adventure and relaxation of which I haven’t felt since my 
teenage years. The fond memories of white water, pine forests, and 
campfires filled my senses nostalgically, and the decision was made to 
go to Beavers Bend just outside of Broken Bow, Oklahoma. I jumped 
online, made some reservations, and brought total, natural 
submersion into close reach. No job, no ghosts, and most importantly, 
no Texas. 

With Halloween moving closer to us, the Travel Channel has 
chosen to fill its programming slots with all kinds of destinations that 
involve ghost hotspots and monster travel sites throughout the 
country. Every chance we get, Nez and I watch attentively and dream 
of going. What would it be like to stay the night in the Stanley Hotel, 
or romp through the pine barrens of New Jersey in the hopes of 
catching a glimpse of the Jersey Devil? Still, we were both content 
with the fact that we’d chosen a location that has nothing at all to 
offer us in the way of an out-of-the-ordinary situation … or had we? 

Another monster documentary started during dinner one evening, 
and this one involved the most sought-after prize to a deep woods 
bubba that could be considered remotely paranormal. While I’ve 
never been sure of my feelings regarding the Bigfoot phenomenon, I 
make sure that I’m not quick to judge others on their beliefs. There are 
likely just as many Sasquatch enthusiasts out there who personally 
feel that guys like us are stacked full of crap. As the television show 
rambled on and backwoods hunter after backwoods hunter was 
interviewed, sporting their nicest Sunday camo outfits, I began to 
notice something that brought the phrase “poetic justice” to mind. 
Most of the people being interviewed all hailed from around the same 
location and, just to mock me, the television screen boasted the name 
of the place in bright letters just below their close-ups: Broken Bow, 
Oklahoma. 
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Nez and I sighed deeply and stared at the ground in perpetual 
failure. Our upcoming trip was no longer the blissful vacation that 
had originally been planned. It had, instead, become two paranormal 
investigators heading to the possible home turf of one of the biggest 
and most popular phenomena that the United States has to offer. We’d 
inadvertently picked an adventure into Bigfoot’s backyard. 

 
 

October 13th, 2008 
Not being at all shy or secretive about my true feelings for my 
beloved birthplace, I actually felt as though I got smarter while 
crossing over the Red River into Oklahoma. It’s more sparsely 
populated than Texas but, if you ask me, the scenery is much nicer 
and you can easily obtain a feeling of isolation by walking a few feet 
into the forest. The road that led to these mountainous and wooded 
areas is a different story altogether. 

Traveling between Hugo and Idabel, Oklahoma, I half expected to 
see the rusty pickup from Jeepers Creepers gaining on me in my 
rearview mirror. Surrounded by abandoned logging towns, we didn’t 
see any other vehicles in either direction for almost half an hour. The 
two of us – along with our Border Collie, Karma – were starting to get 
a case of the creeps that overpowered anything we’d ever experienced 
in a graveyard. After miles of lonely highway, we reached Idabel and 
headed north through Broken Bow, looking closely to see if Bigfoot 
was waiting at a crosswalk or exiting his favorite fast food restaurant. 
No sightings yet. 

We continued north to Beavers Bend and were immediately 
cleansed of any signs of city life by the lush, green forests and clear-
running streams. This was a naturalist’s paradise. We attempted to 
check into our cabin, but we were too early. Slightly famished from 
our trip, we decided to grab a bite at the park restaurant. It was a 
quaint little place, filled with log furniture and an open-air balcony 
that overlooked the Mountain Fork River. I breathed deeper than I’d 
probably breathed in half of my lifetime and placed my hands behind 
my head, interlocking my fingers. Leaning back in my chair, I could 
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feel the gentle energies of the trees around me and heard the 
chattering squirrels playing on the forest floor below us. 

After finishing our meals, Nez, Karma, and I walked down to the 
water’s edge and onto a pier that extended out into the river. The 
water was clear and moved at a gentle pace. On the other bank, a cliff 
face stretched upwards into the blue, clouded sky. It was almost like 
coming home. I’d snapped many a canoe in half during my youth 
there, and it felt as though I was rediscovering a big part of me that 
I’d accidentally misplaced seventeen years ago. Suddenly, a deafening 
horn sounded, and the two of us questioned its origin and meaning. I 
had the only sensible answer. 

“It’s a Bigfoot horn. They blow it when there’s a sighting.” 
I glanced both upstream and down but couldn’t see him. The dog 

began to freak out, and we realized that the water had risen nearly a 
foot without our knowledge. Unbeknown to us, the horn was a signal 
from the Broken Bow Lake spillway to warn idiots like us to get away 
from the river if we were, in fact, downstream. 

After checking into our cabin, we drove for hours through the 
park, around the lake, and anywhere else that the Toyota Camry 
would take us. We ended our evening with dinner at the park 
restaurant again, although we barely escaped alive due to a 
mischievous raccoon that wanted our food a lot more than we did. 
Back at our rustic cabin, my campfire stayed lit for a record-breaking 
five minutes. We sat, hand in hand, at a concrete picnic table, listening 
to thousands of crickets play us a lullaby tune. Bats swooped in and 
out of the glow from the porch light, feasting on any insect that was 
brave enough to get near them. Occasionally, we’d hear rustling in the 
trees behind the enclosure and I would call out, “Bigfoot, is that you?” 

Nothing ever answered, probably because I was speaking in a 
British accent and Bigfoot speaks Americanized English. We decided 
to end night number one of the great P.R.I.N.T. Bigfoot adventure by 
climbing into the bed provided and sleeping as though neither of us 
had a care in the world. 

Day two consisted of us having breakfast with more wildlife – this 
time an eagle – followed by a canoe trip that probably shouldn’t have 
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taken place. It’s true that you can get closer to the wildlife and half-
submerged bald cypress trees by canoeing out into the river; but it’s 
also true that your expensive digital camera will fail to capture those 
photo opportunities after being submerged in forty-five degree water. 
This was due to us hitting a log while trying to navigate the white 
river. I didn’t see him, but I was certain that Bigfoot and all of his “Big 
feet” children were laughing at us as we paddled back to the canoe 
rental place soaking wet, frozen, and without our beloved camera. All 
was good, though, because Nez and I were laughing with them. 

Regardless of this loss, the two of us discovered smiles that we 
thought were extinct. Even though we were out a few hundred bucks, 
the importance of the material things just seemed to wash away – 
literally – and we couldn’t stop chuckling at the thought of us being 
trapped underneath the canoe in a potentially life-threatening 
situation. R.I.P., Kodak 10 Easy Share – you’ll be missed but never 
forgotten. 

On the third and final day of the vacation, we took the dog and 
hiked a stream into the wilderness. Removing our shoes, we let the 
cool water wash the impending aches and pains out of our feet. At 
this point, I was no longer scanning the woods for the hairy beast. If 
he wanted to be seen then he was going to have to seek us out for a 
change. Occasionally, Nez and I would look at each other and begin 
laughing about the camera incident all over again. However, both of 
us were fighting back the tears because we knew that in a matter of 
hours, we were going to have to pack up and head home. Just a few 
minutes later, a rain storm came and the forest around us began to 
weep also. 

Regretfully, we gathered our belongings and autographed the 
inside of a silverware drawer so future visitors would know that two 
goofy ghost hunters, who love each other deeply, had shared a 
moment or two during a break in their haunted adventures. With 
deep sorrow, we started the car and headed south. 

As the wilderness began to give way to the flat lands of North 
Texas, we crossed the Red River again to find that the junk piles and 
run-down mobile homes were exactly where we’d left them: Beside 
the highway for the rest of the world to observe and tease. AC/DC 
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began to preach the gospel truth on the radio by singing “Highway to 
Hell”, and the draining effects of the Lone Star State took over. For a 
moment, I nearly forgot basic algebra. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 

Intelligent Discovery 
 
 

 
October 17th, 2008 
The smell of our five-minute campfire was still wafting out of mine 
and Nez’s clothing when Jessica called us with details of our next 
adventure. She’d been scouring the internet for legends and possible 
investigations when she came across a posting that was both local and 
way out of the ordinary. The owners had nicknamed their home the 
“Amityville House”. 

According to correspondence between Jess and the owners of the 
property – a mobile home to be more specific – it was completely 
covered in bees and other insects to the point that they were unable to 
see through the windows at times. To me, this sounded very familiar 
and way too convenient. I’m a big fan of Indiana Jones, but that 
doesn’t mean I’d go out of my way to dress up my house so it looks 
like the Temple of Doom. As we came to find out, this is exactly what 
was going on. Diving deep into the bowels of the World Wide Web, 
Kenny discovered a posting by the same people looking for a set of 
the Amityville windows. Obsessed much? 

Jessica called the clients and cancelled at the last minute. I just felt 
as though the whole scenario sounded like a safety hazard nightmare: 
An unlivable mobile home in the middle of nowhere, owned by 
people that were attempting to re-enact scenes from the Amityville 
movies. This is definitely something that I wasn’t willing to subject 
my team to. The clients had no problem with this and proudly 
announced that they had four more groups coming over in the next 
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few weeks. Worst-case scenario, all four of those teams would be 
chopped up into tiny pieces and boarded up in the walls. If that 
should happen, I’ll gladly investigate it. 

With the team already on their way down, I decided to take them 
to the one place that had actually frightened me a little – just to put 
me in the spirit of October. That place was Rabb Cemetery and the 
potter’s field. Our friend, Tammy, is in town again from Washington 
and requested to tag along as an unconventional birthday present. 
Under the circumstances, and the fact that it was another client-free 
cemetery hop, I agreed to let both her and her father attend the gig. 
After all, isn’t scaring the living hell out of people what Halloween is 
all about? 

The cemetery was exactly how I remembered it. Same creepy field 
with a few rocks thrown here and there as makeshift headstones. 
Same morbid smell of rotting flesh seeping up through the moist 
ground due to lack of embalming; and the same shadowy figure 
pacing the fence line that separates the “white” side from the “black” 
side. Besides that, it was your average, residual activity cemetery with 
nothing new to report since the last time we’d been there. I can’t help 
but feel a severe lack of enthusiasm when it comes to shadow people; 
after all, once you’ve seen one then you’ve seen them all. I know this 
is the wrong attitude to have during an investigation, but I’m having 
a hard time deciding which event I’m most looking forward to: The 
Six Flags investigation or the end of the ghost hunting season. 

It’s been too long since we made a discovery that totally blew my 
mind, and I’m beginning to believe that this is the extent of our 
existence. The routine being to walk around, record audio, then go 
home and locate unintelligent and random phrases – possibly spoken 
by dead people. To the average person, this type of discovery could 
very well be the pinnacle of their entire life. I, personally, am finding 
it all rather mundane. Sure, it’s a good time, but I need some 
excitement and I need it fast. Otherwise, I fear that I’m going to drop 
it all like a bad habit and take the majority of my group with me. 

Looking around at the rest of my team and our guests, it seemed 
obvious that I was the only one feeling down in the dumps about the 
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whole situation. Unfortunately, I came to a decision at that point. If I, 
or anyone else in the group, didn’t find a reasonable discovery 
between now and Halloween then I’m going to hang up my EMF 
meter and get on with my life. It’ll be difficult, but I’m almost certain 
that I can pull it off. One job is enough for me, without spending 
every second of my free time either conducting or planning 
investigations and then dedicating whatever’s left to writing it all 
down. 

 
 

October 18th, 2008 
During the Rabb Cemetery investigation, Kenny and Jessica provided 
some great photos of strange light rods. They were almost like 
contrails in nature, too colorful to be insects and too high to be a fence 
or the branch of a tree. As Nez was conducting an EVP session, she 
asked if anyone had any birthday wishes for Tammy. A voice replied 
by saying “yes”. 

One of my goals as a paranormal investigator has always been to 
discover an intelligent presence during multiple trips to the same 
location that bears similar characteristics. On our first visit to the 
potter’s field, as usual, I’d asked if there was anyone that had 
anything to say to me. My audio recording picked up a voice 
speaking my name. This, along with Nez’s EVP, are both classed as 
“intelligent” presences because they’re responding to the questions 
being asked. What makes them unique is the fact that they don’t 
exhibit a whispering characteristic like most of our other captures; 
these have more of a gurgling sound. More importantly, it’s the same 
voice on both occasions. 

Thanks to the diligence and dedication of my team, we now 
possess evidence that not all paranormal activity is residual in nature, 
playing over and over again like an endless time loop in history. No 
matter how lethargic I become or how repetitive the task, there’s no 
possible way that I’m going to stop until I achieve complete success. 
That is, to accomplish my second goal and capture evidence of a full-
bodied apparition. As things stand, this type of ambition and 
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enthusiasm is becoming a rarity. 
Both of the local groups that were founded over the past couple of 

months are either conducting a complete overhaul, or had 
disappeared altogether. In my heart, I know the cause for this. No 
matter what it is that you’re trying to build – whether it’s something 
tangible like a house, or a relationship – the end product will only be 
as good as the foundations that you originally laid for it. The military 
had taught me that much. 

Nez and I had been investigating alone with primitive equipment 
for quite some time before things started to look up, not to mention a 
good year’s worth of research before stepping foot into our first 
cemetery. Even then things got a little bumpy, but we survived 
because we’d been through worse. We took that foundation and we 
built upon it, resulting in what we have now. The other groups did it 
in reverse. They were turned on by exaggerated television shows and 
tried to build an army of inexperienced members before they’d even 
conducted their first investigation. For once, looking at the demise of 
those who had envied and attempted to mirror us, I feel like I’ve done 
something right in my life. 

The Six Flags investigation was only a week away when I realized 
the length of time it had been since I’d heard from our Hot ParaTalk 
radio girls, who were supposed to be joining us on the excursion. I 
called and emailed for days before I managed to get in contact with 
them. Between the economy being so dire and some unforeseen 
family issues, the two of them had given up the radio show as well as 
ghost hunting altogether. LeeAnn has taken on a new job as a 
corrections officer, which resulted in moving an hour away from her 
husband. She only gets to see him on the weekends; on top of that, her 
kid is having some troubles adjusting to a new school. Veronique felt 
that she couldn’t do the radio show by herself, and it left them both 
feeling a bit overwhelmed. This was disturbing to me, being the 
people who had placed us in the spotlight for the very first time. 
What’s going on with all of these groups failing? 

When I first got the girls on the phone, I told them the only thing 
that immediately came to mind. “You can’t quit, they won’t let you…” 
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I continued to explain how this field is not something that we 
choose to be in ourselves; it’s something that’s chosen for us. 
Personally, I consider this to be a privilege and an honor. When an 
entity makes the decision to alert you to their presence, you pretty 
much have no choice but to acknowledge it and thirst for more. To 
deny the paranormal after having an unexplained experience is 
almost like ignoring your purpose in life. 

In the end, they both concurred with the validity of my logic and 
agreed to a vacation rather than an absence. This is good news, but 
I’m now missing half of my investigators for the Six Flags case. 
LeeAnn, Veronique, and their parents aren’t going to make it; and 
Mitchel Whitington (the author of Ghosts of North Texas) couldn’t 
rearrange his calendar. Bill has been called away on business to help 
rebuild the telecommunications networks along the Texas coast, 
which were destroyed during the late summer hurricanes. So it looks 
as though it’s going to be the six of us along with the publisher from 
the local newspaper – my lucky seven. 

At that point, my eyes began to get a little watery. This upcoming 
milestone isn’t something that I’ve accomplished by myself; I had a 
lot of help along the way. What started out as a crazy and 
unobtainable dream is going to become a reality in about seventy-two 
hours, and I have the entire group to thank for it. They’re my 
foundation and strength, yet with all of the preparation and anxiety, I 
haven’t confessed to any of them how much they mean to Nez and 
me. I quickly composed an email to each and every one of them to 
express my deepest of appreciations. I wanted to highlight and thank 
Chelsea, D.J., Kenny, and Jessica for their individual qualities, and let 
them know how they’ve all played an intricate part in making the 
dream of two hopefuls come true. A door is about to be opened to us 
that has rarely been offered to anyone else in this field of research. No 
one knows where it’s going to lead us in the coming years, but if we 
choose to embrace the opportunity and build from the experience 
then there’s nowhere to go but up. If the world chose to end the 
minute that the investigation was finished, I would smile, open my 
arms as wide as I possibly could, and embrace the coming storm. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 

Angus & Annie 
 
 

 
October 25th, 2008 
On August 5th, 1961, a man named Angus G. Wynn made his dreams 
come true by opening up his answer to Walt Disney’s theme park that 
had launched in California. It was called Six Flags Over Texas, 
inspired by the six different flags that have flown over the state since 
the day that people started paying attention to such things: France, 
Mexico, The Confederacy, The United States, Spain, and Texas. 
Backing up a bit to 1920, there was nothing where Six Flags sits except 
for open fields, a homestead or two, and eventually a horse track. 
Snaking its way through the land, even to this day, is Johnson Creek. 
According to Arlington TX City archives, a little girl’s body was found 
on the banks of this creek, but it never mentioned how she died. Back 
then, not having all of the technological wonders as displayed on CSI, 
I’m almost certain that the cause of death was documented as 
drowning. No one knew whether it was of her own accord or if she’d 
been murdered. 

Moving along to the 1960’s, Angus Wynn took this land and 
converted it into theme worlds named after and fashioned like the six 
different factions that had control of the area over the years. There 
wasn’t much to it initially, maybe one roller coaster and some more 
“natural” type attractions, but to the people of the sixties it was every 
real-life fantasy that they’d ever dreamed of. 

One of the areas in the Texas section was the Kandy Kitchen, 
which sold just about every type of candy known to the thousands 
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upon thousands of visitors that graced the front entrance of the park 
on a daily basis. If I was the ghost of a young girl, destined to roam 
this strange and crowded oddity that had sprung up in the place 
where I used to live, the Kandy Kitchen would be where I spent the 
most time. It wasn’t long before the reports of strange activities began 
to pour in. 

My first trip to the park wasn’t until 1975, which would make me 
around three years old. I remember nothing, but I have some old 8mm 
films of that day. My parents were still together at the time, so 
whatever memories I have are likely to be covered in a layer of mental 
dust that resembles dryer lint. As I got older, the trips became more 
frequent, the rides got bigger; and I became a brave little coaster freak. 
There was nothing, no matter how high or how fast, that I wouldn’t 
stand toe to toe with and hold my hands in the air while it was 
happening. Years passed, and my life flashes like the blur of trees in a 
speeding car. I began ghost hunting, and the book written by Mitchel 
Whitington was given to me. I had a dream, and now that dream was 
unfolding right before my eyes. 

I couldn’t have been more nervous. We all were. As we drove west 
down Interstate 30, we began to see the giant oil derrick landmark 
and the tops of the roller coasters that signified we were nearing our 
destination. After this night, I wasn’t quite sure of what to look 
forward to. Staying within our North Texas namesake, this would be 
the top of the mountain. Would all of the investigations following this 
one just be mundane and boring? 

We passed by the guest entrance, which was blocked off due to 
park overcrowding, and continued around to the employee entrance 
that we’d been instructed to go. Three security checkpoints later, we 
parked, exited the vehicles, and gathered up our gear. I called 
Kendall, the PR director, and announced our presence. While we were 
waiting, the publisher of our local newspaper and honorary seventh 
member for the evening, Lisa, began to ask us all about our 
experiences and our origins into this field of research. She’s a ghost 
fanatic also, but had never been included in anything as intricate as 
this. She told us that she’d taken several ghost tours before, but the 
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tour guide had never allowed her enough free rein to experience 
anything. With this being our possible gateway into the hearts of the 
locals where we come from, I hoped that we didn’t let her down. 

You could hear the screams of the visitors on various thrill rides 
all around us, and it saddened me a little to know that they’d all be 
shut down by the time we got started. The smell of smoke and the 
sound of the train whistle that took the patrons from one side of the 
park to the other could be heard nearby. The night sky was dotted 
with stars that could barely be seen by the glow of the park, and the 
air was unusually warm for the end of October. I called the group into 
a huddle and attempted to formulate a plan for the hunt, but I didn’t 
have a clue what was going to take place once we crossed the 
threshold into the park. My brain was processing all of the 
information so fast that I probably wouldn’t have made much sense 
even if I had been able to conjure up a strategy. 

Barely visible in the luminescence of the parking lot lighting, a 
figure walked towards our location as though she knew exactly who 
we were and what our purpose was. She was a small, thin-framed girl 
who looked nowhere near old enough to carry out the responsibilities 
of the corporate giant in which we were standing. 

“Chad?” she asked shyly. 
“Yeah, it’s me,” I replied. 
“Hi, I’m Kendall. I’m the PR director for Six Flags.” 
No matter how many times I’ve promised myself to quit judging 

people by their outward appearances (because I despise it when 
people do it to me) I almost made a fool of myself by blurting out, 
“Seriously?” 

Instead, I quickly replaced it with, “Pleasure to meet you …” 
“And this is the rest of our team,” Nez finished for me, seeing as 

I’d completely lost my manners. 
“I thought that before we entered the park, we could go back to 

my office for a minute,” Kendall suggested. “There’s something I 
want to share with you.” 

It was a request that I couldn’t help but snicker about. She was 
definitely cute, almost like a little southern and successful Olson twin, 
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but definitely not my type. I quickly walked over to my most 
awesome girlfriend and grabbed her hand while we followed 
Kendall. 

“Holding my hand right about now is the smartest thing that 
you’ve done all night,” Nez said, cutting her eyes over at me and 
smiling. “Have Kenny and D.J. stopped drooling yet?” 

“Not quite,” I replied. 
We entered an office building and traveled through a labyrinth of 

cubicles until we reached Kendall’s office. 
“I’ll be right back,” she said, and disappeared down a hallway. 
Looking around, I realized that we were in some kind of pseudo 

museum of Six Flags memorabilia that dated back over fifty years. 
There were photos on the walls of rides that were long gone, and 
which I’d forgotten about from my youth. It almost felt like we were 
somewhere that we weren’t allowed to be, as though your average 
paying customer was forbidden to see the inner workings of how 
everything was put together. My trip down theme park memory lane 
was cut short as Kendall re-entered the room. 

“This is what I wanted to show you.” She handed me a tattered 
photograph that has since been scanned and reprinted. I couldn’t 
believe what I was looking at. 

The photo was at least twenty years old because it showed an 
open field, with the amphitheater on one side and the first curve of 
the Shockwave – the world’s first double-looped rollercoaster that 
was built in the late seventies – on the other. What sits in that empty 
spot now is The Texas Giant which, back when it was constructed 
towards the end of the eighties, was the world’s tallest, longest, and 
fastest wooden rollercoaster. In the photo, however, you saw nothing 
but the near perfect, yet transparent figure of a little girl standing in 
the field. 

“Some people believe that could be Annie,” said Kendall. 
The photographer is unknown to this day because no one that 

remains employed at the park is aware of who took it. This little piece 
of evidence could be the turning point that transforms skeptics into 
believers. To see it on television, you’d have to take it with a grain of 
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trust; but to actually hold something like that in your hands was 
unbelievable, especially from the days before Photoshop. Now we 
had a face to go with the legend, and it was almost enough to drag a 
tear from my eye. My mission for the evening’s adventure had now 
come into perfect focus: To communicate with the spirit of this 
unfortunate and lost little girl. My concentration was interrupted by 
the entrance of yet another young-faced employee. 

“Hey, my name is Brian,” he introduced himself. “I’m Kendall’s 
intern, and I’m going to be heading out with you. I’ve really been 
looking forward to tonight. I’m sort of a skeptic and want you guys to 
turn me into a believer.” 

“Well, I can’t promise anything but we’ll try our best,” I assured 
him. 

We all headed out of the doors of the administration area and back 
to the van to grab our gear. With a cooler full of sodas and our 
equipment cases in hand, we followed our guide into the park 
through an entranceway that none of us had ever been through. With 
looks of serious determination on our faces, we fought our way 
through the departing crowds with people staring at us in an attempt 
to figure out who we were and why we were entering at closing time. 
Finally, just as my arms were about to separate from my shoulders 
from carrying the equipment over such a distance, we reached the 
steps of The Southern Palace Theater. 

“This is going to be the base of operations for the investigation,” 
Kendall informed us. “It’s where several employees claim that they’ve 
had encounters with the ghost of Angus Wynn, the park founder.” 

Not being much of a show guy, I’d never visited the theater 
before. It had been decorated from walls to ceiling with spider webs 
and old lighting to give it that Halloween flair. We walked down the 
endless steps to the stage to unpack and have a look around before 
the lights went out. We explored the green room, the upstairs dressing 
rooms, and the backstage area that was filled with dozens of ropes 
and weights – just like you see in the movies. As we made our ways 
back through the stage curtain, I glanced over to the audience seating 
area of the grand theater. Kendall had a few more people sitting 
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around her that weren’t styled like your average ride operator or 
street sweeper. Gathering up the crew, we headed over to them. These 
people were excited about our presence and anxious to meet us, 
which was unusual compared to what we’re used to. It was at this 
point that we met a very special person by the name of Mike. 

Mike had worked for the park since 1965, and you could tell by 
the comfort that came over you while hearing him speak that he was 
just as big a part of the place as it was of him. He told his story in a 
tone of believability that would get you drawn and quartered in the 
towns that we all came from. 

“I’ve worked here for over forty years,” he explained, “and I’ve 
seen enough things in my life to convince me that these things are 
real.” 

The theater quickly filled up with more people wanting to meet us 
and tell us their ghost stories. 

“One area that you might want to check out is the railroad station 
in the Texas section of the park, which sits next to the Kandy Kitchen,” 
one person said. “Those trains were brought here for a sugar 
plantation in Louisiana. On more than one occasion, I’ve noticed 
figures walking near them that disappeared when I went to confront 
them.” 

Then, another man introduced himself as the entertainment 
director. 

“This incident occurred only a couple of weeks ago,” he said, “but 
I came into this very theater after closing to make sure that all of the 
park visitors were gone. I saw a man sitting in the upper left corner. 
When I told him that he had to leave, he just turned and looked at me 
oddly. I went outside to get the assistance of a security officer, but 
when we returned the man had gone. We checked the entire theater 
from top to bottom and still couldn’t find him. There was nowhere for 
him to go, and his age would have limited him to which areas he 
could access. All of the doors were locked as well. We believe it was 
Angus Wynn.” 

“You know …” I choked a little in disbelief, “it’s strange that you 
encountered him in that particular area. When we first entered here 
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and climbed up on the stage, Nez took off like a bullet from a gun and 
stopped exactly where you pointed, stating that she was drawn there 
for some reason.” 

The entertainment director smiled at us with a sense of relief, as if 
he’d been torturing himself all this time and questioning his sanity 
until we’d confirmed that we believed him. More people sat down 
and told us their stories about entities on the railroad tracks, the 
amphitheater; and a ghost that had been spotted at the indoor roller 
coaster, Runaway Mountain. 

By now, the park had completely cleared of guests. We made our 
way through an imaginary Texas town, where they also staged 
gunfights, and to the one location that had remained on my mind for 
as long as I can remember: The Kandy Kitchen. A couple of food 
service workers filled us in on the occurrences, sightings, and the 
image of a young girl that likes to look at the busy park through a 
curtained window that sits on the second floor. The area is now a hot 
dog stand, and the upstairs storeroom is seldom visited. Walking 
through an employee area to the back of the building, we ascended a 
nearly rotten flight of stairs, only to discover that Brian had grabbed 
the wrong key. He dashed off to find the right one while the park 
director, Kenny, and I remained on the stairs. Glancing over my right 
shoulder, I could see Johnson Creek – which now supplies water to 
the Log Flume ride – sitting an easy fifteen feet away from me. This 
was definitely the place that was mentioned in the Arlington City 
archives, and I felt a little more completed knowing that I was 
actually standing there. 

Brian arrived with the right key, and he opened the door to reveal 
Annie’s home. Unfortunately, it had become more of a storage dump 
with hardly any room to conduct our investigation. It was about the 
size of your average walk-in closet. Following a suggestion from 
Kenny, we set up a static video camera and digital voice recorder in 
the hope that they would catch something. This would enable us to 
concentrate on the Southern Palace where we’d have more room to 
work. 

Locking the door to Annie’s room, we made our way back to the 
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theater. While unpacking the rest of our gear, we were occasionally 
stopped by park employees who wanted to fill us in on more 
experiences. In the middle of that procedure, the maintenance crew 
extinguished the lights and the theater took on an entirely new 
attitude. It was official. The biggest and most important investigation 
of our ghost hunting careers was now underway and, if successful, it 
had the power to change everything in our favor. P.R.I.N.T. was about 
to get recognized. 
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CHAPTER FORTY 

The Converting of Another 
 
 

 
October 25th, 2008 
Most people misinterpret the phrase “pitch-black darkness” and tend 
to overuse it every chance they get. After your eyes adjust, if you can 
make out the shapes of objects to navigate your way around without 
causing bodily injury, then it’s not pitch-black at all. It’s actually the 
equivalent of being struck with blindness in both eyes, as if some 
unforgiving deity had unplugged the moon and stars. When we 
entered the Southern Palace Theater and closed the door behind us, it 
was exactly that. The air conditioner and all other sources of sound 
had been shut down, giving the place a feeling of isolation that I’d 
never experienced before. 

A couple of flashlights clicked on, and then D.J.’s stationary video 
camera’s light was activated. Aimed purposely in the direction of the 
entertainment director’s sighting and Nez’s gut feeling, it was as 
though nothing else existed unless it was in the path of that light. It 
terminated on a giant stage prop of a medieval castle tower, which 
had a grand staircase coming off it. Jessica, Kenny, D.J., and Nez were 
anxious to hit the upstairs dressing rooms, and soon my only movable 
sources of light were gone. Somehow, over the past couple of 
investigations, my flashlights had disappeared from my equipment 
box. I could see Chelsea’s silhouette sitting behind me at the top of the 
theater, so I took a seat about midway down. I closed my eyes and 
forced my thoughts to the back of my head in an attempt to prepare 
myself for ultimate sincerity. 
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For a moment, I felt butterflies deep in my stomach, as though my 
body had entered an alternate plane of existence. It felt as though the 
theater was no longer there. Reaching through the void to achieve 
total concentration, I opened my eyes to nothingness and eventually 
spoke. 

“Mr. Wynn, you’re a pretty special guy. I’ve dreamed about this 
moment for as long as I can remember. We’re here to see you.” 

The theater began to come back into focus, and I pushed it as far 
as I could out of my mind. I lay completely flat on my back and got as 
comfortable as possible on the bench. Closing my eyes, I spoke 
underneath my breath. 

“Angus Wynn, why are you still here?” 
A chill scuttled over my body, causing me to sit up straight as 

though I’d been drenched in a shower of freezing water. I jumped to 
my feet and began pacing slowly from one side of the theater to the 
other. Shaking off the sensation, I started to speak once more. 

“Every single thing I’ve done over the past few years has been in 
preparation for this night. Others have told me of your appearances 
and antics so I think, in all fairness, it wouldn’t be too much to ask 
you to show up and give us all a little treat.” 

My EVP session was cut short by the reappearance of flashlights 
from the dressing rooms. 

“Where are you headed now?” I asked my teammates. 
“We’re going to hit up the sound booth and check out some of the 

technical areas,” Nez replied. “Wanna come?” 
“Sure, why not,” I said, a little disturbed by the interruption. 
I followed them, not wanting to feel like a loner for the duration of 

the evening. Although, with this being the accomplishment of a 
personal goal that, up until recently, had been considered 
unobtainable, a certain part of me wanted to stay isolated. 

Through a door that boasted the words “Employees Only”, we 
ascended a steep flight of stairs into the lighting and audio booths 
that sat high above the rear of the theater. Walking through another 
doorway, you could scarcely make out some crude lettering that had 
been placed on the side of the ceiling beams. 
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“Kenny, what does that say?” I asked him. 
Kenny shone his flashlight upwards and chuckled. “Abandon all 

hope when you enter here.” 
“That’s strange, I always wanted that saying painted above my 

bedroom door,” I said, barely dodging a punch from Nez. 
Kenny continued to shine his light around, revealing tons of trash 

and boxes, as well as air-conditioning ducts and other types of attic 
junk. Among it all, and totally out of place, was a single couch that 
looked as though it had been upholstered back in the sixties. Brian 
then spoke up. 

“I’ve heard quite a few stories about that couch, but none of them 
have anything to do with ghosts.” 

“So, I take it that everyone comes up here to bump uglies?” My 
smile was similar to the one that was being shot back at me from his 
direction. He didn’t have to say a word. 

Everyone except for Nez and me had already begun to descend 
the staircase when the air in the lighting room became deathly still. 

“OK,” said Nez, “now it feels really creepy up here!” 
“I take it you don’t want to stick around and try out the couch, 

then?” I propositioned. 
All I got in return was a sour look, so I changed the subject. 
“Maybe the answer to all of this is solitude. Think about it … this 

place is bombarded with tens of thousands of people on a daily basis, 
but every single one of the paranormal incidents occurs when people 
are by themselves.” 

“Do you think they’re shy?” Nez questioned. 
“Possibly. But I definitely think it has something to do with the 

peacefulness that exists here when no one else is around.” 
We re-entered the theater and kept going in the direction of the 

stage. I stood still for a while in an attempt to take in the grandeur of 
the place. When I looked behind me, I could see the darkened shape 
of one of my team members. 

“Kenny, is that you?” I said. 
No response. I started to move towards the figure. 
“D.J.?” 
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I arrived at the spot where it had been standing, but there was no 
one there. 

“OK,” I spoke out loud, “that was totally odd.” 
I turned to face the stage just in time to see a silhouette move in 

front of D.J.’s stationary camera light, casting a shadow on the giant 
stage prop. The shivery sensation came back with a vengeance. 
Whoever it was that chose to dwell in this place was in the theater 
with me, and no one else was around. I quickly collected myself as 
Chelsea and Kendall entered the theater from the lobby. Now was the 
time to strike. 

“If either of you need me, I’m going to be up on the stage,” I told 
them. “I’m going to try and get a rise out of this thing.” 

Placing the EMF meter back into the equipment box, I climbed up 
onto the lonely stage and reached deep into the confines of my mind 
again. Hoping like hell that Kendall wouldn’t have a problem with 
what I was about to do, I prepared myself to start taunting the man 
who would have been her boss if he was still alive. 

“Angus Wynn …” I kept my voice loud and commanding, “I need 
your attention for just a second. We’ve come a long way to be here 
tonight, so I’m going to need a bit of your cooperation to make this 
gig a success. First of all, thank you so much for building this place. 
I’ve been coming here since I was a kid and I dig the heck out of it. I 
can’t necessarily call it the happiest place on earth because I think 
Disney has that phrase copyrighted or something. But, all in all, it’s a 
great time!” 

I took several deep breaths while pacing back and forth on the 
massive stage. 

“What I need you to do is give us some sort of sign of your 
presence. You know – move something, turn a light on, or knock on 
something …” 

An audible knock sounded from behind me on the prop staircase. 
I stopped walking. 

“Was that you?” I asked. “Could you do it again?” 
I waited for a good ten seconds in the eerie blackness, but the 

action wasn’t repeated. 
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“OK, man,” I started again. “We’re back to square one. You’re 
going to have to prove to me that it’s really you, and you’re going to 
have to do it more than once.” 

I started pacing again. 
“I tell you what … Kendall technically works for you, so maybe 

you could reach out and touch her or something.” 
“No!” A terrified voice drifted over from the back of the theater. 

My grin was so wide that I was glad the lights were off. 
“Come on, you’ve got to do something in order for me to call this 

a successful night. I didn’t beg to come here and spend all of those 
nights freezing in cemeteries to be shot down at the top of my game.” 

I heard a piano key playing from backstage and quickly stilled my 
movements. 

“Kendall!” I shouted. “There’s a piano in the green room, isn’t 
there?” 

“Yeah.” She came running over to me. 
The two of us headed backstage. I threw open the door to the 

green room to reveal a petrified Brian and four ghost hunters giving 
each other high fives. 

“Man, you missed it!” said Kenny, in excitement. “If there was 
such a thing as a paranormal orgasm, I think I just had one!” 

“What happened?” I asked frantically. 
Nez, Kenny, and Jess all began to speak in unison. From what I 

could gather, they’d been conducting an EVP session in the green 
room. When they asked the entity to manipulate a curtain that 
separated the room in half, it did; but only slightly. Brian wasn’t 
impressed. Kenny asked the entity to duplicate the action and again it 
complied, but with no more force than before. Brian continued to 
blame the wind or the air conditioning for the movement of the 
curtain. Upon inspection, there were no openings or air conditioning. 
The group checked for drafts with a cigarette lighter just to make sure, 
but the flame was steady. 

My team then requested that the entity attempted to blow out the 
flame, and it immediately began to dance sideways. Brian, the typical 
skeptic, was still not converted. Finally, Kenny told the entity that it 
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was going to have to move the hell out of the curtain in order to 
impress the nonbeliever. As soon as he’d finished his sentence, the 
entire curtain lunged forward and Brian, now a firm believer, was 
headed for the door – just as I opened it from the other side. I think 
the incident was a turning point for Kenny as well because he was 
laughing like a school kid at a petting zoo when an animal takes a 
dump. 

As we returned to the stage area, Brian was frantically explaining 
to Kendall what he’d experienced; his breathing forced and heavy. I’m 
certain that he entered the evening’s activities with every intention of 
remaining unchanged and unaffected. The spirits of the Southern 
Palace delivered, however, and now he was looking at us as though 
we were superheroes. We grabbed up the gear and bid farewell to the 
theater, heading now in the direction of the railroad depot. 

I never expected too much out of this location, but I’m a sucker for 
railroad tracks and walking down them at this particular place was 
something that I’d dreamed of doing since I was a child. Standing on 
a small trestle and gazing up at the enormous silhouette of the Texas 
Giant roller coaster, a voice came from behind me. 

“Who are you and what are you doing?” 
If this had indeed been a ghost, it would have been the coolest 

thing that I’d ever recorded. Instead, I turned to see the image of a 
John Wayne wannabe security guard. 

“Well?” he insisted. 
I couldn’t resist. Knowing that three corporate suits were standing 

a hundred feet away from me, I had to put this guy in his place. 
“I am me,” I said cynically, “and right now I’m minding my own 

business. You should try it sometime!” 
I then started to walk away from him. Oddly enough, the security 

guard didn’t follow. I think he was still in shock from the retort and, 
embarrassed that I hadn’t feared his walkie-talkie or dangling keys, 
he just decided to leave me alone. 

With the night of all nights nearing its end, we departed the 
railway and proceeded to the Kandy Kitchen for an EVP session with 
Annie. Her existence had been such a joy and a mystery over the 
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years that I wasn’t sure if I wanted to tamper with the feeling that I 
held so dearly. I declined to join the group. 

“You guys go ahead,” I said. “Besides, there isn’t much room up 
there anyway.” 

I wished them all luck as they climbed the rickety stairway, and 
then I soaked in my surroundings one last time. I could still hardly 
believe that I’d been able to set it all up in the first place. Being 
allowed into one of the gems of corporate America during its closing 
hours and given permission to run amok in the search for ghosts 
made me feel like I’d finally accomplished something. This was a side 
of the park that your average Joe never gets to see, yet I was standing 
in the middle of it all. 

Nez’s voice snapped me out of my self-induced trance. “Hey, I 
think we’re ready to go. Are you OK?” 

“Yeah, I’m cool.” I sighed. “I was just trying to absorb as much of 
this as possible before it all ends.” 

At that moment, it didn’t even matter to me whether we captured 
any evidence or not. The fact that I’d been furnished with the 
opportunity to try had provided more than enough satisfaction for 
me. We returned to the vehicles and separately thanked Kendall, 
Brian, and Mike for the unimaginable gift that they’d given us. In 
turn, they thanked us for allowing them to be a part of it and offered 
us an open-ended invitation to return at any time we liked. I plan on 
holding them to that. 

Words were barely uttered as we made our way back towards the 
clouds of misfortune and conformity that loomed in the distance, 
blanketing our hometown. Even though our talents go unrecognized 
and unappreciated there, I now have some pretty impressive 
ammunition to throw at those who would question our 
accomplishments. There’s no denying that, as far as paranormal 
investigation goes, Six Flags Over Texas is worthy of some 
admiration. 

Pulling into the driveway of home, there were exhausted hugs all 
around and sorrowful goodbyes to go with them. For some of us, this 
was the last time that we’d see each other until after the New Year. We 
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planned on upholding the tradition of taking November and 
December off to focus on our families. Finally, four cars drove away in 
different directions, and Nez and I retired to the confines of our own 
personal dungeon. There was no way that any evidence would be 
uncovered until the morning. Flipping on the computer was the 
furthest thing from my near sleeping mind. 

 
 

October 28th, 2008 
After a period of well-needed recovery, I broke into the files and 
listened attentively through the audio that I’d collected at the 
Southern Palace Theater. It didn’t take me long to get a response from 
whoever or whatever it was that inhabited the place. During the 
initial walkthrough, shortly after beginning the recording, I’d entered 
the green room. It took some bouncing back and forth between Kenny 
and me, but our final conclusion was that the first EVP captured had 
stated, “We’re not, in fact, dead.” 

Granted, the dialect sounds intelligent, like an abundantly 
educated person. But in my book, if you’re talking to people who 
can’t initially see you or hear you, then you’re dead. Notice also that 
he said “we”. Was there more than one? Could it be that tons of 
ghosts flock to this place upon death because they associated it with 
so much happiness during life? The second EVP from the theater 
seemed odd until I spent a bit of time thinking about it. Kendall had 
been upholding the smoking laws even though the park was closed 
and there was no one to say otherwise. Consequently, Lisa, Jessica, 
D.J., Kenny, and I were a little on edge. Moments after I’d made a 
smoking comment, a female voice speaks. 

“Do not inhale.” 
Either this was an entity with a sense of humor, or an unfortunate 

one that had possibly passed due to cancer. If it was any consolation, I 
didn’t get a chance to smoke a cigarette for about two more hours 
after that point. The final EVP from this area didn’t make any sense at 
all. 

“Prepare.” 
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Prepare for what? This was the last investigation of the year, and 
as far as I know there’s little to prepare for – apart from some well-
deserved rest and relaxation. Like I have time to prepare for those 
types of things! 

This was some awesome evidence that we’d collected, but 
whether or not any of the stray voices belonged to Angus Wynn, I 
have no way of knowing. Little is known by the current staff about his 
personality or who he really was, other than a billionaire visionary. 
Maybe, if it was him, what he meant by “we’re not, in fact, dead” was 
that even though he’d passed, his soul was very much alive. Perhaps 
he’s trapped inside his dream world for all eternity to watch the joy 
on the faces of the visiting public. 

What about Annie, though? I personally wasn’t present during the 
EVP session in her room, but she showed up just the same to play 
with my investigators. During this time, which was only about fifteen 
minutes in total, Jessica mentioned that it felt as though her hair was 
being played with. It would make sense for Annie to have chosen her, 
being the “mother figure” to us all. Seconds later, a young girl’s voice 
can be heard. 

“Let me touch your hair.” 
A couple of minutes after that, D.J. noticed that the arm of a teddy 

bear was moving. He says, “Did you see that teddy bear’s arm 
moving? Can you do that again?” 

The little angel wasted no time. 
“No.” 
Even though Annie had come out to play, she wasn’t taking 

requests. All of this information put together was enough to make me 
choke up. A copy of the Annie photo was given to us by Six Flags, and 
it now hangs proudly above my bed. Thanks to some amazing EVP 
work by my team, I had a voice to give her as well. What must it feel 
like to be the essence of a child that’s stuck in a playground for the 
rest of eternity, forced to watch real children come and go with their 
mothers, fathers, and friends? It’s a sad existence. I wonder what 
keeps her from crossing over, or if she even wants to. With an open 
invitation from the theme park to return at any time, I hope that we’ll 



~ C. Derick Miller and Rae Louise ~ 

 

~ 313 ~ 

eventually be able to help her out. In the meantime, however, I’m still 
puzzling over the EVP that warns me to “prepare” for something. 
What does this spirit know that I don’t? 
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CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 

Victory 
 
 

 
October 31st, 2008 
I was biting my nails so far down that I swear I could feel bone. When 
the local Rotary Club first contacted me about putting on a 
presentation at one of their weekly gatherings, I’d agreed without 
knowing anything about their organization. It’s actually a compilation 
of every mover and shaker that makes this town what it is. Due to the 
lack of interest and cooperation that had been offered to us up until 
this point, I couldn’t imagine in my wildest of dreams why these 
people wanted to hear anything from me. The mayor, the tourism 
advisor, retail owners, teachers, doctors, funeral directors, 
accountants, ministers (oh, crap), attorneys, judges, bankers, the city 
manager, and the hospital administrator of my hometown were all 
going to be in attendance. What the hell was I thinking? 

The night prior to the event was filled with reoccurring dreams of 
me standing before these people, and they’d all brought their crosses, 
hammers, and nails to finish me off for good. The following morning 
offered no relief. My stomach was turning like an out of control 
carnival ride in which my insides were the patrons. Still, I put my best 
foot forward, threw on some decent clothing, and forced a nervous 
smile to my face. Kenny arrived, and Nez finished readying herself 
for the slaughter. Then the three of us departed for an uncertain affair. 

The Landmark building in historic, downtown Greenville has seen 
its fair share of nervousness. After all, this is the same building in 
which the legendary Audie Murphy enlisted into his military career, 
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as well as countless others who went unnamed and never earned a 
ton of medals and a Hollywood movie following. The energies of 
these people undoubtedly remained in the building because they 
were doing their best to take me over and bring me to my knees. An 
amazing breakfast was offered to the three of us, but there was no 
way that anything was going into our stomachs. It already felt like 
there was a lengthy stream of things wanting to get out, and the last 
thing I needed to do was introduce the trigger that would set the 
whole thing off. We were seated, the meeting began, and I was 
introduced. I kindly asked everyone to take their guns to their 
vehicles, but no one moved. A hundred of the most influential people 
that resided in this conservative town stared at me with utmost 
interest. Now was the time to shine. 

I began by making everyone close their eyes. When I was certain 
that no one was peeking, I asked the ultimate question. “How many 
of you absolutely, without a doubt, do not believe in the existence of 
the paranormal or anything that’s about to come out of my mouth 
over the next thirty minutes?” 

Three hands raised and, ironically, they belonged to the gentlemen 
seated closest to me. I looked down at my palms and imagined what 
they’d look like with spikes driven through them. Swallowing hard, I 
began our story. 

I explained that, a few years ago, I would have been sitting at the 
table of the three men who’d instantly raised their hands upon 
hearing my opening question. As if I was on autopilot, I spilled out 
details of the group’s origin like I had done so many times before. All 
eyes were upon me as though it was the most amazing thing that 
they’d ever heard. The three nonbelievers, all ministers, were steadily 
jotting down notes with every word that left my mouth. Before I knew 
it, fifteen minutes had passed and I called Kenny up to begin a video 
presentation that he’d pieced together. So far, so good – apart from the 
scribbling ministers. I’m sure I glimpsed a hammer hanging out of 
one of their pockets. 

As the presentation came to an end, I cautiously walked back to 
my seat and initiated the unthinkable. “OK, we’ve got about ten 
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minutes left. If everyone would please take their guns to their vehicles 
again, let’s have some questions.” 

The hand of one of the nonbelievers reached for the sky so rapidly 
that I thought it was going to separate from his wrist and become 
lodged in the ceiling. 

“Do you know the dictionary definition of ‘scientifically proven’?” 
he asked. 

“Have you ever heard of the Amazing Randy?” 
My first heckler! 
Anything that’s scientifically proven has produced similar results 

while being recreated in a lab – which, of course, is impossible in this 
field. “Amazing Randy” is someone who has a million dollars stashed 
away in a bank account, and it’s awarded to the first person that can 
show him unquestionable proof of psychic ability or paranormal 
activity. At the time, though, I knew neither of these things. Luckily, 
Kenny came to my rescue and made it look natural. 

Upon the presentation’s completion, the room erupted in 
applause. As soon as the three ministers had left, we were bombarded 
with pats on the back and questions by everyone that remained. They 
loved us. They actually loved us. The representatives of the people 
who had shunned and laughed at us for so long had hung onto my 
every word, and they were craving more. Trying not to show the 
slightest hint of a moist eye, I breathed in the atmosphere that was 
now electric inside the room. We’d done it – or at least, it felt like we 
had. The walls of this closed-minded fortress that I called my birth 
town had weakened, and P.R.I.N.T. was the force that had made it 
possible. 

 
 

November 15th, 2008 
As it turned out, the surprises didn’t end with the Rotary Club gig. 
Black Orchid’s Manor magazine has started back up, and not only are 
Nez and I contributing to it again, but they’ve made us their official 
paranormal investigations group and offered us free web space. No 
longer will we have to search for and create investigations; now 
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people would come to us. Bill showed his film to some friends and 
peers, who advised him that his best course of action would be to 
remove everyone else from the film except us. He wants to remake the 
entire project by following us. In addition to the various film festivals 
that he’d originally intended to show his movie at, a Dallas-based 
cable channel has agreed to broadcast it repeatedly upon completion. 
Between the two of us, Bill and I have even hatched out a possible 
television pilot project that we’ll attempt to complete sometime in the 
New Year. 

When Halloween arrived, Nez and I noticed that not only had we 
made the front page of the Greenville Herald Banner with our Six Flags 
antics, but the Dallas Morning News had written a nice piece about us 
as well. Later in the morning, the two of us conducted a radio 
interview with a local station to help spread the word even more. In 
one swift stroke, we’d cornered the media in North Texas and neither 
of us had seen it coming. Our phones and email accounts began to fill 
up with messages of congratulations and blessings of continued 
success. Finally, as the day came to a close, I shut it all off. 

As every other paranormal hunting group was running around 
frantically to conduct their annual Halloween activities, P.R.I.N.T. 
shut down its operation for the year to be with our friends and 
families. Unlike the previous years when the children had been left 
with other relatives while Nez and I spent the cold, dark night in a 
cemetery or a client’s place of business, I was dressing my son up in a 
Batman costume. We all headed out for some trick-or-treating in the 
town’s only neighborhood that still resembled the carefree world of 
fifty years ago. Seeing the children and their parents walk the streets 
brought back memories of my own youth, when every porch light 
gleamed like a beacon and there was no fear. It gave me hope. 

Now for the truth … Yes, we took the children trick-or-treating. 
Yes, there was no scheduled or official investigation taking place. The 
skeletal truth behind the whole scenario was the destination involved. 
With every house we visited for candy and smiles, it placed us one 
step closer to the old, three-story mansion that we’d been denied 
access to throughout the previous years. I’d phoned the owner earlier 
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in the week in the hope that an arrangement could be reached to 
conduct an investigation before the end of the year. Again, the request 
was postponed. Before I could terminate the phone call in bitter 
defeat, the owner invited Nez, the children, and me to a Halloween 
party at the house. I was about to decline out of disappointment when 
the little red devil popped up on my shoulder and began to shake his 
head at me. In the end I agreed, and on the night in question, my 
pockets were stuffed with equipment. I was going to investigate this 
house one way or another. 

The usually shaded structure was alive with strobe lights and 
Halloween decorations, which ranged all the way from fake spider 
webs to masked figures; some of them jumping out to scare the living 
daylights out of the children that were making their way up the porch 
in a bid to score treats. After being greeted and introduced to the rest 
of the guests, we were allowed free rein on the second and third floors 
to show off the rest of the house to the children. I failed to mention the 
fact that my front pocket was loaded with a DVR and EMF meter. 

The party raged on into the night, and I told our story again and 
again upon the request of those that discovered who we were. 
Looking at the sleepy eyes and random yawns of my young ones, we 
bid farewell to the old house and its inhabitants – living and deceased 
– and headed back down the now deserted street to our awaiting 
home. Did we produce any evidence? No – why would we? The 
house was overflowing with mayhem, but at least we got to 
investigate it in a manner. I’ve never been one to take no for an 
answer, and I don’t plan on starting anytime soon. 

We headed into the remaining holidays without a hitch. 
Occasionally, the group would come over and we’d discuss the future 
and the current state of affairs in the National Hockey League, but 
that was the extent of our meetings. Spirits flowed all around us, and 
for once they were contained in bottles. I gazed around the room at 
the merry faces of my fellow hunters and found it hard to believe that 
most of us had only met a few years ago. Out of six highly different 
individuals, a team and a family had been born. 

As Christmas drew closer, Chelsea began to look for jobs and such 
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that would ultimately limit her involvement with the group. As far as 
I’m concerned, she has a seat at the table reserved for her anytime that 
she wants it. A better person with a more genuine personality 
couldn’t be purchased if they were available in department stores. 
Her determination and enthusiasm had picked me up when I’d 
doubted the group’s existence. 

D.J. pulled through some illnesses in his family, but his equipment 
collection began to grow tremendously. He never failed to answer a 
call concerning a PC flop or camera break and was constantly 
experimenting with photography and technology. I feel as though he’s 
going to play a very intricate role in assisting us to accomplish our 
next goal. 

Jessica began to catch a little resistance from her family due to her 
continuous absence while being involved with the group. Their trust 
issues and insecurities nearly caused her to depart from the 
organization, but her headstrong ways prevailed. The love that she 
displays for this band of misfits and their cause helped me to realize 
that if she could withstand the attacks of her significant others, then I 
should have no problem shrugging off the cold stares of the 
nonbelievers and religious fanatics. 

Kenny continued on with school and agreed to stick around even 
though the group was heading for a level of recognition that he didn’t 
fully agree with. Because he’s a person of facts, he insisted that we 
stick to them. With every passing week, the ghost hunting shows on 
television are being accused of falsifying their findings. He’s my 
tether that will prevent me from floating away into the abyss of the 
media created by television producers and contract agreements. 

Nez eventually decided to terminate her employment with the 
“honorary order of wicked witches” and it released tons of weight 
that was being carried on her shoulders – only to be replaced by the 
weight of documentary movies and television pilots. She took some of 
her photographs of cemetery landscapes and began to make 
preparations for a photography studio. The subject matter might be 
dark, but it’s also beautiful just like her. There’s been no ghost 
hunter’s wedding as of yet, but I’m keeping my fingers crossed. 
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As for me – I’m looking towards the future as always. I’ve shown 
this community that there is a distinct possibility of things existing 
that are beyond our comprehension, and they’re actually starting to 
believe it. Now it’s time to spread the message to a larger audience 
without any smoke, mirrors, or wires running into our jackets. From 
the very beginning, we’ve been authentic and there’s no reason to 
stop now. If there’s no evidence to submit to the public, they’re just 
going to have to wait until we find some. I’m ready to take my 
research to the next level, and I know in my heart that the rest of the 
group will be there to back me up. Lack of dreaming and believing 
would never have got us to where we are and what we’ve 
accomplished. A dream had become an idea. An idea had become a 
reality. The reality became an obsession, and the obsession became a 
dream again. It’s a never-ending cycle. I guess now, all that’s left to do 
is begin dreaming about the only other logical step in the equation. 

I’ve heard that the Lincoln bedroom at the White House is 
haunted… 
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CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 

The Future 
 
 

 
February 12th, 2009 
The dark and narrow stairway of the old, abandoned building stared 
back at us with a cold set of eyes that was unlike anything I’d felt 
before. I’m getting used to surpassing experiences with every new 
investigation. In a way, the entrance symbolized our uncertain future. 
We all took deep breaths, equipment in hand, and crossed the 
threshold with determination in our eyes and an unquenchable fire in 
our souls. The camera crew that followed us did the same. Bill had 
titled the film Second Hand Souls. 

In the months following our winter break, we organized an outing 
to a cemetery that had barely been touched since the mid-seventies. 
After a discussion with Kenny, I thought it would be an excellent way 
to boost our mojos while avoiding any more instances like when Nez 
had lost consciousness at McWright Cemetery. What had originally 
been a plan to keep the work between us and another local group, 
G.U.S.T., had turned into a major media event with about twenty 
volunteers and local businesses feeding us and providing us with 
water. There was even talk about adopting P.R.I.N.T. into the 
historical society. 

I’m beginning to believe that whatever it was that I’d set out to 
accomplish within the general public has already come to be, and it’s 
twice the size of what I’d imagined and hoped for. We’re no longer 
the creepy people that hang out in graveyards at night. Of course, 
we’ll never have the power to successfully change everyone’s minds, 
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but some of them are now seeing us as protectors and caring 
individuals – just with a strange hobby. Honestly, I can live with that. 

As far as these journals are concerned, I feel as though they’re no 
longer needed. I’d originally started them as a way to keep track of 
our quests and the numerous questions that arose in my attempt to 
discover the truth behind the paranormal occurrences in my life. 
Those questions have become way too vast to keep up with. From 
now on, I think it might be a lot easier on my crowded mind to just 
take them as they come to me. I’ll never be able to answer them all, 
and neither will anyone else. 

Having come from the gates of a local cemetery to the gates of a 
major corporation’s bread and butter, we’re still no closer to 
uncovering the secrets of why things remain in the world long after 
they’re dead and gone. Granted, we’ve uncovered some awesome 
evidence and blown a few minds in the process; but in the end, 
perhaps this is an adventure that’s never supposed to end. With that 
in mind, I shall place my notebooks in the top of my closet and pull 
the hanging string that will extinguish the light on this chapter of my 
life. I’m not saying that I’ll never pick them up again, perhaps to write 
or to reminisce on times past. But for now, the people believe us in the 
same way that we believe them. That’s all that matters. 
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EPILOGUE 
 
 
 
May 29th, 2012 
A thousand days have come and gone since I placed my research 
journals in the closet to be forgotten. One afternoon, while attempting 
to clean up some room for old clothing, I came across them and 
reminisced on where my life has been since last opening them. 
Everything I mentioned in the final chapter never came to be. 

The Six Flags gig opened up a lot of doors for us, and we were 
eventually given access to the Hunt County Courthouse. The 
abandoned top two floors had once served as a jail, and upon review 
of the data, it appeared as though the jail had never closed. Over 
thirty EVP’s revealed that the energies of the former inmates were still 
lingering. At one point in the night, Kenny had come downstairs to 
the command center and simply said, “This place is fucking 
haunted.” 

We never saw him much after that, although I know this wasn’t 
the main reason. Bill disappeared shortly after as well. No film as of 
yet. No contact. 

Not long after that, we were invited to investigate the Hall of 
Languages at Texas A&M University. Accompanied by a newspaper 
reporter, a radio host, and three members of the university police 
department, it was quite possibly the most successful and high profile 
investigation that we’d ever conducted. After the reporter wrote a 
truthful and revealing article about the investigation, half of the 
university community turned on us. They didn’t want to believe what 
we uncovered. It was finals week and several students refused to 
enter the building to take their tests. It was something that P.R.I.N.T. 
never quite recovered from. 
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None of our former members stayed with us in the end. They 
were replaced with Brad, a video documentary guy; Jake, and Laura. 
Kenny moved away to Dallas and we completely lost touch. D.J. 
moved with his job to Kansas and became a Catholic. Jessica got a 
divorce and fully dedicated herself to her children. We never got 
around to doing much with the new people but, although it wasn’t 
fair on them, I had neither the energy nor the want. I had my own 
personal reasons for this. 

During a time in which we had a couple of members named 
Brandi and Ronnie, a married couple, Brandi captured a photo in an 
old train station that blew our evidence wide open. It was a full-
bodied apparition with detailed facial features, and it couldn’t be 
debunked – not even by two universities. This saw the 
accomplishment of my one remaining goal; it was everything I’d ever 
wanted. Unfortunately, Brandi never wanted it to be posted to the 
public for fear of ridicule and judgment by the locals. It currently sits 
tucked away in stacks of forgotten newspaper articles about the group 
and our adventures. 

Shortly after we decided to slow down, I released my first fiction 
novel, titled, A Taste of Home. It’s a story about a guy who was 
attacked by a werewolf and uses his newfound powers to battle the 
town’s evil sheriff. It won a Reader’s Favorite Award and averaged 
five stars when it came to fan reviews. There are copies floating 
around in Hollywood and the discussion of a possible movie based on 
the book, but I refuse to get too excited. I’ve learned not to. 

A month after the release of A Taste of Home, Nez and I were 
married finally. With our friends and family gathered around us, we 
took our vows in the pavilion of McWright Cemetery at dusk. A 
severe thunderstorm lashed the land all around us and tornadoes 
ripped apart the landscape, yet somehow it seemed fitting. Just as the 
“I do’s” were swapped, the rain stopped and the blazing sun peeped 
momentarily above the tree line, causing us to shimmer in front of 
everyone. It was the first, and probably the only cemetery wedding 
that this area has ever witnessed. 

For our honeymoon, we chose to visit both Disneyland and 
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Universal Studios at Halloween – just to get the true haunted 
Hollywood treatment. Rob Zombie had been chosen to design the 
park that year, and it was a horror fan’s wet dream come true. I stood 
on the porch of the Norman Bates house and on the sidewalk of the 
Bates Motel. It was the closest to the top of the mountain that I’ve ever 
been. 

Not long after returning home, we were tasked with some 
investigations for a certain state government agency that has to 
remain anonymous. It was the epitome of negativity. My life began to 
change after that. I turned more negative than ever before and became 
such an unpleasant person that, if I didn’t have to live inside of my 
own body, I wouldn’t have wanted to be around myself either. After 
our second visit to the government office, I began to contemplate a 
theory that helped me to put my finger on what was going on with 
me. 

It was my wife’s idea, but I stepped inside of a church for the first 
time in nearly a decade. Due to her faith, it was a Catholic church. As 
I walked through the door, I could physically feel unseen hands upon 
my chest that were attempting to prevent my entrance. Pushing 
through, I sat down on the closest bench and prayed seriously for the 
first time in my life. The entire time, I had a sensation of something 
sitting atop my shoulders, causing extreme weight and pain. It 
resembled that of an adult giving a child a piggyback ride. Although I 
seemed to be praying for what felt like forever, I was told that it was 
only a few minutes. The weight lifted from my chest and shoulders, 
and I could almost have floated away when I rose from my seat. In 
my opinion, all of the negativity from over the years had collectively 
consumed me – possibly even possessed me. It never truly or fully 
left, and I can still feel it from time to time. 

My children have all become teenagers now and my oldest one, 
thankfully waiting until she was eighteen years of age and out of high 
school, made me a grandfather. Trying to focus more on my writing 
and my family, a year passed without me digging out a piece of 
equipment – or even thinking about a cemetery or abandoned 
building. Around this time, an antiques dealer contacted us about 
investigating an old hospital that he’d purchased. A Girl Scout leader 
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wanted us to conduct a lock-in type of investigation with her girls, 
but I was unsure about the whole thing. I already knew what lurked 
in the shadows and, at the time, felt like I didn’t need to seek it out 
anymore. Perhaps I wasn’t ready to go there again out of fear. One 
can’t possibly imagine the feeling of true evil and darkness until 
they’ve experienced it, and I remained thankful that none of my 
children had expressed an interest in following in my footsteps. 

 
 

May 14th, 2015 
I eventually left the sheriff’s department and took a job exploring the 
country for the art industry. I’ve since traveled every highway and 
visited every city in the United States. Secretly, I conducted EVP 
sessions at the grave of Jimi Hendrix and the John Lennon memorial 
in Central Park. I’ve stayed in hotels that were once visited by 
television paranormal investigators and pseudo celebrities. I just can’t 
escape it … 

 
 

July 30th, 2016 
In my loneliness, I drifted further and further from my wife. Without 
her protection, the dark entity returned and spoke to me from time to 
time. I have now left home and turned my back on the woman I loved 
with no chance of reconciliation. My journey reached its end in the 
most unexpected way imaginable. For a while, I was as lost as the 
entities that roam this planet; forced to live among them with only 
skin and a beating heart to remind me of our differences. With each 
passing day, I felt like I was sinking further and further into their 
world. I even began to fear that this would be my last entry. 

The more time I had to reflect, however, I stopped beating myself 
up over my departure from my old life and started to think with a 
positive attitude. During the absence from home and my relationship, 
I’ve come to realize that they were both major sources of my 
negativity; but for various reasons, I was blinded to it at the time. A 
huge rain cloud has removed itself from my shoulders and I can now 
see more clearly. I’ve signed with a literary agency in London and 
written some of my best work to date. A poetry book I wrote has just 
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been submitted for a Stoker Award at the request of the Horror 
Writers Association. Things are starting to go my way in many 
different aspects of my life. The darkness has completely dissipated, 
and the light is damn near blinding with possibilities. All it took was a 
step in a direction that, previously, I wasn’t sure that I was willing to 
take. 

 
 

September 27th, 2016 
It’s now been a few months since I left home. I moved into a loft 
apartment above a hair salon, and I’m also continuing to travel. Being 
a hairy guy, it’s funny to have my bedroom above an illuminated sign 
that reads, “Simply Hair”. I’m rarely at my new home, but I settled in 
fine. So did something else. 

As though I’d never left my former life, strange things began to 
happen. A presence is definitely here, and it makes itself known on a 
regular basis. A shadow walks freely between the rooms and doesn’t 
care less who witnesses it. It speaks to me through the radio 
sometimes as well, without interference from other radios or traffic. 
I’ve experimented. Besides, what are the odds of my name being 
spoken through the radio of a passing vehicle? It knows who I am. I 
hear doors opening and closing in the dark of night, and I can feel the 
entity at the foot of my bed. Not too long ago, I came home from a 
lengthy trip to find every cabinet in my loft wide open. I checked with 
the only people that possess a key and no one had been in my home. 

I’ve killed my brain trying to figure out who or what it is. Perhaps 
Nez’s old shadow person has followed me, or even split himself into 
two halves in order to keep an eye on me. I’d ask her, but we haven’t 
spoken in a long time and it’s for the better. As ever, all I really have 
are theories; but it would make sense, wouldn’t it? The presence 
knows my name, and its behavior is so similar to the antics that I’ve 
become accustomed to over the years. Maybe Fred really is keeping 
tabs on me. 

Throughout my decade of research, it’s occurred to me more and 
more that there are no such things as haunted places; just haunted 
people. These energies attach themselves to the lucky – or unlucky – 
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and open our eyes to a whole new world. Is it really all that bad? 
Should we consider ourselves special? I guess this is yet to be 
determined. 

My son is fifteen years old now and becoming an adult. We spend 
tons of time together, and he’s revealed to me that he’s been seeing 
everything that I experience regarding the paranormal. As a matter of 
fact, he’s been experiencing this for years. He informed me of 
instances in our old home in which he would see a figure standing 
over me while I slept in my bed. He’s also expressed an interest in 
carrying on my research, regardless of how I feel about it now. Am I 
passing over the torch and giving up? Perhaps … perhaps not. 

An old friend recently came back into my life, and the two of us 
have formed a strong bond. She’s always been special to me, but it 
wasn’t until our conversations obtained depth that I began to realize 
how incredibly special she really is. Even though she never knew 
what to call it, she is highly empathic. She’s been crossing paths with 
the supernatural her entire life but never had anyone to speak about it 
with. Man, did she ever luck out? I’ve been talking about it for as long 
as I can remember – people have been telling me to shut up for years 
with little success. Through experimentation, we’re learning more 
about her abilities every day. I wouldn’t want to call her a research 
subject because she means more to me than that, but she certainly is 
interesting. So interesting, in fact, that all of my research gear has been 
dragged out from the back of my closet, dusted off, and given fresh 
batteries. 

Over the short amount of time that we’ve reconnected, 
paranormal occurrences in her own life have intensified. She’s 
encountered entities in her home, and they pop up in the weirdest 
and most inconvenient of places. Poltergeist activity is starting to 
happen in her place of business also, and it doesn’t matter who else is 
around to witness it. Was this something that had been lying dormant 
inside of her until my energy and abilities unlocked it, or is it simply 
down to the fact that she’s met someone who believes her? 

Belief is the key to everything, after all. We are all energy. We 
share that energy with everyone we meet, everything we touch, and 
everywhere we go. Regardless of how much I deny it, I am an 
investigator of this energy and probably understand it more than 
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most. If I don’t research it then who will? And for the ultimate 
question: Should we even be investigating it? 

Absolutely! 
There was a time in my life when I didn’t believe, and then an 

extended period in which I believed to the point of obsession. A few 
bad experiences and a failed relationship caused me to deny what I 
was truly chosen to do. Just like everything else in my life, yet again, 
my views have changed. All it takes is the right person or situation to 
present itself at the right time to make you care and believe in 
yourself again. I’ve emerged back into the field like a reincarnated 
child. My friend has named her entity Harrison and, like finding a 
stray cat or dog, once you name it then you have to keep it. 

We, as humans, are only as good as the company we choose and 
the actions we perform. Rather than masking our destinies with 
negativity, instead we should remove that negativity from our lives 
completely – no matter how long it’s been festering or the place it 
holds in one’s personal history. The past can’t be changed, but it can 
be learned from should it decide to repeat itself. The characters may 
be different, but in the end it’s the same old book. I mean they just 
rebooted Ghostbusters, for fuck’s sake. 

 
 

So, in the end, I totally believed her. I believed many others over the 
years; I believe my newest research partner as well. I’ve taken her by 
the hand and I’m trying to show her how to deal with this unusual 
curse/blessing. The fates have spoken – again. This is who I’m 
supposed to be, this is what I’m supposed to be doing, and this is how 
I’m meant to do it. Bring me your confused, your haunted, and your 
misunderstood, and I will heal them to the best of my abilities. 
Besides, “Miller Paranormal” has a nice ring to it. I bet it would look 
really cool on a T-shirt. 
Is this the end …? 
I highly doubt it.
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