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When Melissa and I first met, she impressed me with her ability to see spirits. She had observed someone standing behind me as I gave a speech – an Indian. From her detailed description of his clothing, I recognized him as one of my mentors.
As we got better acquainted later, she further got my attention by noticing someone else near me – a female relative who had passed away several years before.
Realizing Melissa had quite a gift, I readily shared some stories with her of my experiences of helping spirits “cross over.”
At the time, I had no idea that she would accomplish so much. She took the information and ran with it. In so doing, she has helped thousands of spirits leave the “earth plane” and find Their Way Home.
This book is a fascinating collection of her wide experiences in assisting those who have been stuck here. More than that, it is a comfort, offering understanding to the living, who have grieved over the loss of loved ones.
Perhaps there is no greater service that one might offer, than to help a spirit leave the earth plane and find Their Way Home.
Melissa has done it well.
—Raymon Grace
Author of The Future is Yours – Do Something About It: Techniques That Work for Me and Seasons of April
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I never expected to do this kind of work. For most of my life I never knew any type of ghost guide service existed or was even necessary.
I’d always dreamed of living a very normal life, tucked away somewhere in a busy city, with a dog and maybe a cat (that the neighbors could keep for a few days now and again so my Mom would actually visit), a loving partner, and at least one child – a fulfilling, anonymous life.
But then normal never really did take me into consideration when defining itself since I could always see ghosts and quickly discovered that this was an experience not everyone shared.
From childhood well into adulthood, I was perceived by family and friends as odd. My psychic revelations were viewed with distrust. And I couldn’t even begin to explain the ghosts.
As an adolescent, I didn’t have a name for what I was – only the experience of how my identity affected me.
There was fear, sadness, and depression through my teens and well into adulthood because I was secretly ashamed that I wasn’t like the rest of my family or friends. And I was emotionally exhausted from constantly hiding or suppressing what I felt or saw.
At several points in my life it was all so overwhelming, suicide seemed the only way out.
Finally, at age 29, it was another psychic’s gift that freed me when she assured me that I was, indeed, gifted. And those gifts weren’t meant to be ignored or denied – but honored.
I was astonished to learn that the role of ghost guide existed in the Greek, Roman and Egyptian times. Back then they were called psychopomps. This is from the Greek word psychopompos, which literally means guide of souls.
From the angels and the angel of death references included in teachings of Judaism and Christianity to Anubis (the dog figure in Egyptian mythology), most religions believe some type of guide escorts the dead to the next world, as I do.
The ghosts who have crossed my path have brought added purpose and insight to my life. They and their stories are sometimes scary, sometimes poignant, but always seem to have the same message: life, death, what comes before and after, is all about love.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
When I was five, I lived in a tiny college town that lay far beyond the outer limits of Atlanta, and I spent my days playing underneath the tall Georgia pines that lined our front yard.
This was the 70s, a time before play dates, cable television and video games; and our house was situated on a street with only one other house nearby. So, much of my time was spent playing on my own.
I did have one regular playmate, however. She was kind, generous and loving, but quite a bit older than I. She was 40.
She was very nurturing, and she cared for me much in the same way that I sensed she cared for her own children. In fact, I often wondered where her children were while she was spending so much time with me.
I liked to play with her only when I was on my own and preferably when I was outside. Indoors, her depression became more evident to me; and I found it unbearable to be around.
Too, when I was indoors I was usually around other people – family, schoolmates and teachers – who might poke fun at me for acknowledging my “invisible friend.” I found that embarrassing and also frightening. Occasionally someone would ask me if she were around and I might say, “Oh yes. And she’s doing this or that,” whether she was or not. That way I could play along with the idea that her existence was just part of a game.
As I got older, I learned to repress my gifts and managed to start making headway toward that “normal” life. I went to college, and became extremely successful in business. But I was still unhappy and a bit lost.
On a lark I decided to have a psychic reading. I had always wanted to see a psychic but had never known a credible one.
I was barely inside this woman’s home when she turned to me and said, “You realize that
you’re very psychic, don’t you?”
I laughed. I didn’t want to tell the psychic she was wrong before we had even started, but clearly she was off target with this one. “In fact you’re one of the most psychic people I’ve ever seen,” she said.
With that meeting, I began to truly accept my gifts. But I was still unsure about how I was supposed to use them.
When I first became aware of mediums, how they worked and what they did, I thought perhaps that was the reason so many disincarnates (the earthbound souls of those who have died), were in and out of my life. Perhaps my purpose was to be a medium for people.
Mediums are generally sought out by loved ones on the Other Side to deliver messages to family and friends on the earth plane to help to alleviate their grief.
In the very first professional readings I did for people, they asked if I could connect them with their deceased relatives. Since I’d never done that before I really didn’t know, but I gave it a shot. The readings went beautifully. Their relatives were immediately present and I offered validation to my clients to give them real healing.
I enjoyed the mediumship readings I did and I loved the healing it offered my clients, but unlike other mediums I met, I never felt as though this was really my purpose.
I’ve met lots of men and women over the years who are beautifully intuitive, and I find it interesting the many forms an intuitive gift can take.
When I look at John Edward as he does his mediumship readings on his television show Cross Country, I see a long queue of deceased loved ones out to his right side who patiently wait their turn to talk with him.
With Laura, an animal intuitive who has a particular gift with healing horses, she understands these horses in a way that is almost more clear to her than what she hears from most humans.
Sandy, a compassionate and creative intuitive who channels her gift into her professional writing career, also has the ability to tune in and find any lost object.
How an intuitive uses his/her gifts and abilities has a lot to do with personal interests. I heard one popular psychic admit that his mediumship readings were so rich with information because he was just so darn nosey. He wanted to know every last, salacious detail about someone else’s business.
Perhaps because I’d endured so much pain in my life as I struggled to deal with my psychic gifts (discussed in my book All You’ve Ever Known), my gift seems primarily wired to help people heal the pain in their lives through fresh insights, and to create a powerful and prosperous authentic life.
Although I’d had success giving mediumship readings, it didn’t feel like a proper match for my talents.
Sometimes I could easily see loved ones around clients, but other times I had to truly focus and channel my energy in that way. It seemed to me that if that were my primary purpose – my calling – the loved ones from the Other Side would actively be reaching out to me, and I wouldn’t have to go looking for them.
But the entities that were ever-present in my life were the ones still on this side – the ghosts. I didn’t have to go searching for them, they were just always there.
And when I saw ghosts around clients, they weren’t that person’s deceased loved ones and they certainly didn’t have a message for them. Most often they were tortured souls of some kind and usually making someone’s life pretty uncomfortable.
I’ve interacted with disincarnates, for as long as I can remember. For most of my life this was an experience I often found troubling. Not only because of the fear of judgment from others, but also because disincarnates aren’t always as kind and loving as my childhood friend was. And since I was never sure what to do in those situations, I was constantly trying to ignore, avoid or stop these visitations. But no matter what I did, the ghosts kept showing up.
When, as an adult, I began to understand this ability was a gift, I stopped resisting these happenings; but they were still unnerving. I would walk into my house at the end of the day and feel someone in my home. But at the time I couldn’t tell if that person still had a body. Was it a disincarnate or a burglar? So I would stand in the entryway and debate with myself if I ought to go on in.
Other times I would be home alone and I would get a strong whiff of perfume or cigarette smoke; and I’d be paralyzed where I sat because I couldn’t tell if the scents were etheric or earth plane.
And there were times I’d walk into the bathroom in the middle of the night and find an uninvited guest who would startle me so badly I wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep. I tried avoiding certain rooms so I wouldn’t have to deal with them. But since ghosts are extremely mobile, that solution didn’t usually work.
I saw them everywhere – restaurants, hotels, cemeteries, other people’s homes, churches, schools – and particularly in bars.
I’ve discovered bars are a real hot spot for disincarnates since they often feed off of the desperation, loneliness and self-denial the patrons bring in. And if they had any addictions in life, such as drinking, smoking or drugs they especially enjoy trying to live vicariously through others who have these same habits.
Once I sat in a bar with several co-workers and watched a disincarnate dressed in a sailor’s uniform sitting at a different table. The crowd in the bar was professional and this was early in the evening; but the ghost knew exactly which group of people would be staying late and drinking beyond their capacity.
As I was getting ready to leave, I glanced over at his table. The people were starting to get tipsy as they laughed and talked a little too loudly. The ghost sat between two of the women with his arms around them, laughing and swaying as though he were sharing good friendships and reliving old times.
I wondered which woman he would go home with that night and how long he would stay attached to her. And I wondered if she would blame herself when she woke up in the morning feeling not quite right – a little unsettled and not quite alone.
Ghosts were everywhere.
One weekday afternoon I was driving back from downtown and hit the Atlanta afternoon traffic. It was thick but we were moving.
I quickly checked my side view mirror as I made a lane change. When I brought my eyes back to the road, I was shocked to see a man in front of me – walking across the 10-lane highway!
We made eye contact and he, too, looked startled when he saw me looking at him. It was only when I slammed on the brakes that I realized many of the cars were driving right through him. He no longer had a body, though he appeared to me as a full, three-dimensional being.
I accelerated again, and I haven’t seen him since.
While vacationing at the beach in northern Florida, I found a shady spot under a palm tree and not too far from the pool. I stretched out in the lounge chair and began to relax.
But then I felt a presence hovering near me and opened my eyes to find a ghostly dentist standing nearby. He had long lost his sense of reality and was convinced I was his next patient.
Unsure of how to proceed (at that time I didn’t know how to guide ghosts home), I tried to have a conversation with him.
But he wouldn’t have it. All he wanted to do was to work on my teeth; and he kept trying to get me to open my mouth.
I finally dozed off and awoke again when I felt a strong pressure in several of my teeth. It was at that point I decided a walk on the beach was a better way to relax.
One autumn morning I hopped in my truck and headed off to work. I noticed an odd scent of liniment, but didn’t give it any thought as I rolled the windows down part way for some fresh air. Over the years I’ve grown so accustomed to inexplicable smells, sounds and other sensations, they’re just a regular part of my day.
Unlike a lot of folks, I loved my commute. It was a wonderful 30 minutes of quiet where I had my time and my thoughts to myself.
As I approached the highway I rolled up the windows, and that’s when I realized I wasn’t entirely alone. I spun my head around and saw an elderly couple occupying my back seat.
At the time I drove a Jeep Grand Cherokee and I didn’t have kids so I had a lot of empty space in the back of the truck. Amazingly, they rode with me all the way in to work.
Occasionally I looked back at them; and then I finally asked, “Is there something y’all need? Can I help you with anything?” They didn’t answer. They just looked back at me with the sad, vacant expression I’ve seen on ancient faces in nursing homes.
They rode around with me for several weeks. I had no idea how to get rid of them.
The place where I saw ghosts beginning to gather the most, though, was in my walk-in closet at home.
At the time I lived in a part of Atlanta where battles from the Civil War had been fought, so I thought perhaps these visitations had something to do with the history of the land.
Someone once told me I needed to bless and energetically clear any lingering connections from the land where my house was located so the ghosts would go away.
I did that, but the disincarnates just stood around like an amused audience. It didn’t faze them.
I asked several psychics about the situation. But no one knew why this was happening or how to get these people to move on.
Then I met a Native American shaman. He not only had answers to my questions; he had a solution to the problem.
I attended a small gathering led by a Native American shaman named Raymon Grace and was intrigued when he began to discuss with me his own experiences with disincarnates.
Several years earlier, a friend of his who is a psychic visited a crash site where a plane carrying Vietnam soldiers had gone down several decades before. She was deeply concerned when she saw the ghostly soldiers – still in uniform – standing there.
She told Raymon this story and he decided to do whatever he could to help the men. Energetically he connected with them and began asking questions.
“Do you want to go home?” he asked.
“Yes,” they answered.
“Then why are you still here?”
“Because we’re waiting for someone to help us,” one of the men replied.
“What do you mean you’re waiting for someone? You’re dead. You shouldn’t be here anymore. You should go home.”
From the training Raymon had received from his relatives, he knew that disincarnates intensify the fear energy of the earth plane. And he knew it would be better for the ghost soldiers and the living if these disincarnates would walk into the Light and go home.
“We can’t. We’re waiting for someone to help us,” the soldier insisted.
“You can’t go home on your own?”
“We’re stuck,” the soldier explained. “We need someone to help us.”
The shaman relied upon his gathered teachings on how to send someone home and began to guide the soldiers on their way.
To his surprise they immediately broke into a column of fours and marched toward the tunnel of Light Raymon had opened for them. When they reached a set of steps they double-timed it up the flight and began to cross over.
Just before their commanding officer crossed over, he turned back to Raymon, saluted him and then the commanding officer went into the Light. Raymon was amazed.
When he spoke again with his psychic friend, he asked her to look at the location of the plane crash and to let him know what she saw.
She did and excitedly told Raymon, “They’re gone! They’re all gone! What did you do?”
The soldier Raymon Grace had spoken to was absolutely correct. They had indeed needed a helping hand in order to move on.
I talked with Raymon at length about my own encounters; and together we realized there was a new dimension to my psychic gift of seeing ghosts – a deeper purpose. There was a reason why I had so many disincarnates in my home; and they seemed to know this reason even before I did.
Having come to terms with my psychic abilities, I had been doing mediumship and other types of readings for clients for a while by this point. But I didn’t know what to do about these annoying disincarnates.
They just kept popping up. And whether I wanted to listen or not, they habitually rambled endlessly about their troubles from a life that no longer existed. Since I had no idea how to help them, I shut them out as best I could.
The shaman, though, in his interaction with the soldiers, had been given a rare and valuable gift. He’d found a disincarnate who had a bit of awareness as to why he was still here.
Those who walk into a room and unknowingly find themselves with an invisible friend usually feel afraid or suddenly depressed or angry. They feel watched, which typically makes them feel nervous and even paranoid. And because they can’t validate or rationally explain these emotions, they feel off balance. Living with a ghost who is depressed, sad or angry has the same effect on you as if you were living with any person who suffered with these emotions. You begin to absorb their feelings as your own.
There are many reasons why someone would stay on the earth plane after dying – a tragic death, fear of judgment, fear of the unknown, unresolved anger, grief or relationship turmoil, addictions to drugs, alcohol and work – just to name a few. Commonly though, ghosts are so caught up in those issues, they can’t remember why they’re still here – or even that they should be somewhere else.
But now Raymon Grace was suggesting that I could actually help these people. I could send them home, and stop tripping over them all the time. I took notes on the shaman’s practices and decided I would go home and give it a try. I knew exactly where I would start – my closet.
No one ever wanted to go in my closet. It was a large walk-in closet, but it felt like the size of a postage stamp when you went in because it was crowded with no-longer-living people.
I would always pause to take a breath to prepare myself before reluctantly entering to pick out a blouse or hang up my slacks; and limited my visits to twice a day. Even my dog stayed outside the closet door, and she typically followed me everywhere.
But I was determined that this particular day would be different. I walked in to my closet and there they were, as usual. It looked like the waiting room of a doctor’s office, and everyone was staring at me, waiting for me to take the lead.
I hadn’t had any practice sessions or run-throughs with the shaman, only a discussion. This would be my first try at a very intuitive and very important job, and my head began to flood with doubts. What if I didn’t do it right and I wasn’t able to help them? What if they all left before I could master the process of getting them home?
Of course I’d spent most of my life wanting the ghosts to leave me alone. But I wanted them to go home – not run off to be miserable while they haunted somebody else. I was beginning to feel the weight of my newly discovered purpose and I wondered why in the world I had been chosen to do this.
Then I realized these people would be no worse off with my best effort than they had been to date so I decided to charge ahead. I began with the gentleman to my left in the red plaid shirt. “Okay,” I exhaled as I faced him. I didn’t expect to hear anything from him but as soon as I acknowledged him he began to speak. “Tell my wife. Tell her who did this to me. This has been so horrible for her, but she knows. She knows this was no accident.”
Grizzly scenes from his murder filled my mind. He was a logger of some kind. When he reported wrongdoing on the part of two other men, it got back to them. They took him out with a chainsaw to his midsection and called it an accident. “You’ve got to help me help my wife,” he insisted.
“Of course,” I said, “Of course I’ll help.”
Even as I agreed, I hoped he wouldn’t see how guilty I felt about saying this. I was brand new to this process of guiding lost souls home and in looking at this man, I wasn’t sure how long he’d been living on the earth plane since his death. There was something about his dress and demeanor that led me to believe his death wasn’t recent.
I debated for a moment whether to ask questions about names and a location, but he was getting anxious. He was no longer in his right mind, and I was concerned he might leave if I pressed for answers. I knew my job at this point was to get him home. I also knew there was a strong possibility his murder wasn’t unsolved, but that he was stuck in the moment right after his death and that perhaps his wife had already moved on emotionally.
I began to guide him home as the shaman taught me, and he slowly took his attention off of me and focused on the loved ones that I had called in to help him. And then he was gone.
Next was an overweight woman with overwhelming perfume. It smelled like a mix of alcohol and too-potent flowers. She pushed her way up front and stood ready to be served. Just before I began, she reached slightly behind her and pulled a shorter, balding man up to stand beside her. Right away I knew the man was her husband.
They had died in a car accident, and she was quick to point out that the collision was the other driver’s fault. The husband said nothing. I sent them both on their way.
Then there was the gray-haired office worker who had lost his battle with sobriety. As he took his first step off the proverbial wagon, he went to a bar after work to try to drown his depression over life plans gone awry. A divorce, the alcoholism, debt, a career that didn’t rise, arguments and a difficult relationship with his daughter – none of these things were supposed to have happened and he didn’t know how to make any of them right again.
He had promised his daughter that he’d never take another drink, and at the time he’d intended to keep that promise. But that night his sadness was too strong and he turned to a familiar habit for comfort. “Tell her I’m sorry. Just please tell her I’m so sorry,” he said as he hung his head. I opened the space to guide him home and he was on his way.
I stopped for a moment and stepped out of my closet. Was this really happening? Was I really sending these people home? Had I really just done this?
I walked back in to the closet. Everyone was still there with the exception of the four people I had helped just moments before. They were gone. They were really gone and I knew they wouldn’t be coming back. Not as disincarnates anyway.
As I lay in bed that night, the vivid stories of those I had helped swirled through my mind. Just as in the mediumship readings I did, these ghostly meetings had been intense and memorable. Throughout the coming years I would send thousands of people home. Sometimes the experience was quick; and though they were grateful, the person or persons had nothing to say. And other times the encounter was emotionally intimate, deeply meaningful and rich with learning.
Though I didn’t immediately know the value of these souls’ presence in my life, I’ve since seen clients’ day-to-day lives improve dramatically after I’ve removed earth-bound disincarnates from their homes.
And I’ve seen these lost souls find the love and the healing they’ve searched out all their lives as I helped them to find their way. I’ve become very grateful for these magical experiences and for the unique way I’ve been asked to help others. For by helping these souls in their death, I’ve learned a great deal about how to live life.
A good friend of mine was very intrigued with my ability to send lost souls home, and he asked if I got any “feelings” about his house. He had begun to feel uneasy in his basement over the last few months, and now he wondered if there was someone living down there.
I quickly scanned his home and found not one but two very different individuals living in two different corners of his home. It took my friend a little time to get up the courage to actually have me over; but within a few weeks he was ready and we went to his house so I could clear his home. We started in the basement where I found a man who had lived as an alcoholic.
Though he couldn’t physically drink anymore, he enjoyed recreating the experience of feeling drunk. His breath smelled of alcohol, and he carried around an etheric bottle of Captain Morgan’s Rum.
This ghost was lonely and desperate to connect. But his fear of rejection, and his memories of past betrayals and judgment kept him from ever getting too close to another. So he drank his life away to try and numb the fear and loneliness instead.
When I first began the process of sending the ghost home, he reacted the same way he had in life. He stuffed his raging insecurities behind bravado, a painful smile and a joke, and tried to make himself seem harmless and likeable. I felt bad for him. He was trying to impress me with the same persona he’d assumed in bars as he spent his life running from his problems, his life, and himself.
“You don’t need to do that,” I whispered. “You are loved for who you are.” His etheric bottle dropped as did his drunken behavior. All that was left was a raw, delicate, hurt boy staring at me through a grown man’s eyes. He had been abused by his alcoholic father, and drinking and abuse were the only coping skills he had.
I began opening the space to guide him home. “Go where you’re loved,” I told him. “It’s your time now. Leave all the rest behind. This is what you’ve always wanted. It’s all yours.” I kept my energy with him to guide him until I knew he had completely committed to the Other Side and then I pulled it back. He was safe and in a place where he could no longer hurt himself or anyone else.
After he was gone, I took time to burn some sage and “smudge” the general area where the man had been to clear any residue from his depressing energy. Before I could finish, my friend was beginning to sense the difference.
“Oh my gosh that’s amazing,” he said as he walked around his basement. “He’s gone, he’s really gone, I can feel it. That energy – that feeling, that presence – it’s gone. Wow. I feel like I can breathe again down here. Wow, that’s just... that’s just indescribable.
“You know, Melissa, I’ve spent so much time trying to convince myself I shouldn’t feel uncomfortable down here and that I was making it all up in my head. But I wasn’t. That’s really something else.”
After we finished in the basement of my friend’s house we went upstairs, and I asked him if I could look in one more place – a small closet just off of the family room. As I walked to the closet, he mentioned that he felt uneasy around that closet and didn’t use it very often.
I opened the door and saw a seven-year-old, blonde-haired, blue-eyed girl sitting on the floor. She was filthy, smelled of urine and looked at me expecting to be hit. Initially I felt angry and sad at the state of this little girl. What kind of animal would do this to a child – to another human being? And then, with a deep breath, I reminded myself that she was out of harm’s way and about to be surrounded in more healing love than she had ever been shown in her short lifetime. God bless her.
I squatted down to her level, and concentrated on loving her with all that I had to give and with all I knew to bring through me. As she felt the love, she smiled and her heart began to open. It was as if she recognized me. And I felt on some level that I had known her before that day. Perhaps she had visited me in my dreams and called to me for help; or perhaps I knew her from another time. As she began to cross over, I had a phenomenal sensation. I actually felt the little girl’s energy move through me.
That’s not something any disincarnate has done before or since and I think she did it deliberately. It was a kiss goodbye of sorts. I could smell her hair and feel her joy and her gratefulness, and I watched my own anger over her life circumstances completely disappear. She was happy now, and safe.
Gloria, an aesthetician, lost her sister to cancer a number of years ago. She had spent years taking care of her sibling, watching her suffer and ultimately, watching her die.
Gloria believes that after enduring such a painful loss that it’s not possible to ever truly know happiness again, at least not in the way you knew it originally. Even though she boasts about her Christian beliefs, she doesn’t truly believe her sister is happy now and pain free; and she sees her sister’s death as a tragedy. Neither has she resolved her guilt about her sister’s illness and suffering; and all of this guilt and sense of injustice weighs heavily on her heart.
I’ve seen her sister and I know how badly she wants Gloria to release her guilt and live with the joy and happiness she’s denied herself. It’s a common scene in many mediumship readings where the person on the Other Side is pleading for their loved one who is still here to let go of the sadness over their death, their suffering while they lived and any unresolved relationship issues.
In fact, a medium’s main purpose is to help the ones left behind through their grief by giving them validating information from their loved ones. Those who have passed want to convey that they are now safe and happy.
My husband and I had moved into a new house. And unlike before, when the ghosts stayed primarily in my closet, here the entire house was pretty much their gathering spot; and they wandered around freely.
After being startled practically every time I rounded a corner, I laid down some ground rules. “Okay, y’all are going to have to agree on one room to station yourselves in,” I said one day. “This is way too distracting.”
Shortly after I made that statement, they began gathering in the dining room. I was pleased that they’d complied with my request, but there was a problem.
Late one evening when I was headed upstairs, a balding middle-aged man lunged at me from my dining room. He wasn’t being impolite – just overeager. This ghost was so used to people not seeing him, he thought he needed to exaggerate his energy and movements to get my attention. He was a little embarrassed at having spooked me, and he moved back to the middle of the dining room. After my heart stopped pounding, I did indeed guide him home.
Like that overeager man, ghosts are understandably out of touch on how to deal with those of us with bodies. Consequently, when ghosts seek me out, many of them have completely forgotten their manners in terms of approaching people. They’re only focused on what their needs are in that moment. It reminds me of how some folks act when they see a celebrity. They forget they’re interacting with a real person who is sitting with their kids or quietly enjoying a meal. They want a picture or autograph now!
I quickly realized the dining room was a bad choice as a gathering place for the ghosts since it was an open space, and couldn’t easily be closed off from the rest of the house – which meant I was still being constantly bombarded.
Besides that, the dining room was right next to the front door. With disgruntled disincarnates lingering a few feet away, I knew friends would feel neither welcomed nor comfortable as they walked into our home. I would have to find a new place for my ethereal visitors to gather
When my first son was an infant, a little girl with dark hair came to visit one day. She was about three- or four-years-old and had died in a drowning accident. This little girl loved babies, and she stayed as close to my infant son as she could. He would watch her, smiling every now and then, turning his head to follow her when she moved across the room. She only interacted with him and wouldn’t acknowledge or talk with me out of a fearful distrust of adults. I didn’t try to approach her right away; I knew that would be too much for her and she might leave before she got the help she came for.
I let her bond and build a trust with my son; knowing that vicariously she was building a trust with me at the same time. When she was ready to let me approach her, I would know.
A friend visited that morning with her infant daughter and the young girl was overjoyed to have another baby in the room to love. I told my friend about the invisible playmate we had that morning; it was easy for her to see where the young girl was in the room by watching the children as they interacted with her.
After a few hours she had relaxed enough that I could approach her without frightening her, and she allowed me to guide her home.
The Scary Clown
When my son was three, he woke up in the middle of the night crying. As I comforted him and settled him back into his bed, we looked up as a movement caught our attention.
It was a very short man, dancing in a clown outfit who was very surprised there was an adult in the room who could see him. Although my son was now laughing, this really wasn’t the time of night when I wanted him awake. I gave the ghost a stern look, and he turned and disappeared on the spot.
Many ghosts haunt, others ruminate over the regrets of their life, some entertain themselves and others still try to relive experiences from a life now gone. But this ghostly entertainer had created a sort of self-employment for himself.
In life he was out of touch, always needing to stay busy since he never took enough time to feel his emotions or to listen to the voice within. Although inner peace and confidence were what he craved, staying busy as the class clown was his only salvation from a mind that was far too chaotic.
There was something just a bit unnerving about his energy, though. And I think, in part, that’s why I shooed him away so quickly.
Ghost in the Corner
When my son was five, he came into our room at 2 a.m., frightened and saying he had woken up because someone was in his room. While hugging him I scanned his room.
It was easy to see the young man standing in the corner. Since I had only been asleep for about an hour when my son woke me up, I wasn’t all too pleased to deal with this in the middle of the night. And I was truly angry that he had frightened my child. I snuggled my son next to my husband and hurried down the hall to my son’s room to guide the man home. To show my displeasure, I sent the young man home without listening to his story.
In addition to asking my ghostly guests to congregate in one specific area of the house. I also enforce three other rules:
One: Please don’t wake me up in the middle of the night, I will gladly make myself available to help you in the light of day. You may not have a body anymore; but I do. And I need to take care of it by getting enough sleep. (I only sleep about four or five hours a night; but without those few hours, I’m no good to anyone.)
Two: Don’t go near my children. They can’t help you and you’ll frighten them. Stay away from them. (As a child I was often frightened to the very core by fearsome disincarnates and I’ve tried to insulate my children from those experiences when I can.)
And three: don’t be demanding or frightening. You need my help and I want to help you. So let’s make this easy on the both of us – be polite and patient.
Most of the time I get compliance on rules one and two; although as you’ve read, there are times when there’s just no hope of meeting three. It’s just one of those things that goes with the job. Everyone has their share of clients that try to intimidate.
After death (and from lifetime to lifetime) everyone’s personality stays basically the same (improvements notwithstanding). So, there are those cases where some ghosts aren’t much fun to deal with. Often it’s not hard to get them to settle down, though several have gotten a speedy and abrupt trip home.
I’ve learned a great deal about human behavior through this work of sending people home. What I would have tuned out or tried to ignore in human form, I can’t walk away from in bodiless form. The overweight, gluttonous man who emerged from my guest room was a perfect example.
The man had died from simply torturing his body by overeating, overdrinking, inactivity and repressed anger. As I walked past the guest room, he demanded in a caustic, egotistical tone: “Are you ever going to get around to helping us in here?”
I had decided on the guest room as the location for those whom I would soon call my non-paying clients. It was a room I would only enter deliberately; so I would rarely be surprised – or so I thought. And, if we had invited overnight guests, I could always send my “clients” home well before our invited friends or family arrived.
In the beginning, I would visit the guest room as soon as I sensed a presence there. But once I had children, I began waiting until there were several ghosts in the guest room before I went in to help them. With two small boys occupying much of my time and attention, I had to prioritize.
The gluttonous man who had accosted me in my hallway knew he was breaking the rules of the house, but he didn’t care. I hurried off to tend to my children, but returned as quickly as I could to send the pushy ghost home.
When I got to the guest room to do what I call my charity work, I couldn’t wait to get this obnoxious man out of my house. It was then that I noticed the room had another occupant: a young girl sitting in the corner, quietly playing with her dolls and marbles on the floor.
She didn’t look at me, nor did she ask me for anything. I quickly grasped she had suffered quietly in life, somehow knowing that her leukemia was more of a learning benefit for others than it was for herself.
The little girl had stayed on the earth plane out of an attachment to her mother who had seen her through every step of her illness.
Both of them were devastated to be losing the other. It wasn’t until several weeks after dying that this little girl realized everyone would need to move on, and that this was inevitable.
And now, although she must have longed to go home, she had simply waited peacefully for me to get around to her as I carved out time in my life to help her on her way. Seeing her selfless behavior, I walked right past the indignant man who stood in the doorway and helped the little girl find her way home first. She was so patient. In fact, she never made eye contact with me until I had her well on her way and she was finally passing beyond this world.
After she was gone, I turned to the pushy man and gave him the stern, disapproving look I think only a mother can give. At last he was silent. Having observed the gentle and generous young girl, he hung his head, closed his eyes and quietly allowed me to send him home. In death he was far more vulnerable to feeling and learning than he had ever been in life. And I knew he was on his way to becoming a better person.
When I was in the midst of coping with the demands of being a new mother, a woman in a flowered dress with short, rolled, peroxide-colored hair lived in my guest room for a while. It seemed I could never find time to send her home because I kept getting stalled by the cries of my infant, my exhaustion, or the woman’s stubbornness.
This day, though, with her panic at a fever pitch, she called to me from the doorway and insisted I help her – or, rather, that I rescue her. But in the same instant, she fiercely resisted the thought of going where I wanted to send her: into the Light.
The woman was extremely overweight, and even as she clamored for my attention she ate the etheric version of cheap, convenience store-type cupcakes and other sweets. In death as in life, she was a nervous wreck. She was afraid to feel her own feelings or have her own thoughts; and she continued her habit of suppressing her dread, doubts and desires with food.
She had lived an obediently religious life and enjoyed having the firm rules of right and wrong to guide her in her behavior and decisions. Unfortunately these rules weren’t always a fit for who she truly was – and as a result, she saw herself as “imperfect.” She was terrified of what lay ahead of her in death. She assumed that no one would or could love her because of who she was and the things she had done and this is what kept her from going home. She imagined there was only punishment waiting for her – which, to her, seemed the only fitting end to a life filled with overwhelming guilt.
I started my usual process of sending her toward the Light, but she recoiled from it.
So I took a different tack, and focused instead on the compassion that emanates from that Source. Immediately, the woman sensed love and became drawn to it. When she tried to draw back, certain she would be punished on the Other Side, I guided her with a mantra: “Stay with the love, follow the love, don’t pay attention to anything else but the love.”
As she crossed over, I felt her began to breathe again. Not physically that is, but metaphorically. She let her guard down, let go of her self-hatred and allowed herself to feel the acceptance that was beginning to surround her and guide her. With so much love filling her heart, she began to let go of her suspicion and resentment and finally allowed herself to simply cross over.
When my second son was three months old, a teenage boy who had suffered depression most of his short life came to visit. He had committed suicide by shooting himself when he finally decided he couldn’t take the pain anymore.
When he’d made the decision to end his life, he was well-fueled by rage and despair. The teenager had then stayed on the earth plane after his death out of guilt from how he had hurt his family and shock that death didn’t remove all feeling – instead, it had left him traumatized. And when he reached me he was silent and regretful.
I sat on the couch nursing my son when I realized that this boy was behind me, watching us. He was mesmerized by the strong bond of love between my son and me.
After a while I handed my son to my husband so I could focus on sending this boy home, and asked my husband to walk in the next room. But as soon as the baby was carried out, the boy, surprisingly, followed the baby.
The boy had come to me in hopes of being sent home. But at that moment, he was clearly distracted by and drawn to my son’s joyous energy.
I asked my husband to come back with our son to see what would happen. Sure enough, as soon as my infant son was back so was the boy. He stood next to my husband staring at our son. So I took the baby back in my arms to get the boy’s attention.
As I began to open the space to guide the teenager home, I expected him to resist – to want to stay near the baby’s energy – but he didn’t.
I realized then that he wasn’t so much afraid to go as he was taken with the fact that he could finally feel the love that had escaped him for so long. I leveraged that as I guided him to see the love that was coming for him – that was calling to him. I helped him see there would be far more love where he was going than there ever would be for him to experience hanging around our house. Understanding that, he went home.
Late one night I had come downstairs to find a book; and while I was scanning the titles on the bookshelves, I realized someone was sitting behind me. Without my turning around she realized she’d been noticed. Usually my noticing them doesn’t surprise my guests, since they know they’re coming to see me. But she seemed genuinely caught off guard that she’d been seen.
I turned, looked at her and asked why she was here.
“You have children,” she said. Then she asked an odd question: “How did you know?” As I listened to her story I began to understand what she meant.
She had lived an unhappy life; and although she tried to overcome the lasting effects of the abuse she had endured in her childhood, her depression and the hard times felt like too much to bear, and she took her own life.
In her suicide, she had been looking for a way to end the pain, but that wasn’t what she found. She was horrified to realize that even though she died – she continued to exist.
In fact, most everything still existed for her. She even felt the same pain in death she had felt in life. She thought if she died she would simply cease to exist, and everything would stop – her heart, her breathing, her life, her distress. But life continued on for her – and she hadn’t been prepared for that.
There were a couple of things that no longer existed for her – her body for one. And the other? Her future (at least in terms of the life she’d just left). Before she died she no longer wanted that future. But after she’d taken her life she realized what she had given up, and it made her feel even more depressed.
It was after her death that she realized she had once agreed to bring in two souls in her lifetime. She was supposed to have two children.
Perhaps it was the moment this covenant was broken that spurred her soul to remember; or perhaps it was something she felt from her once future children that made her aware of what was lost.
Sending her home wasn’t easy; it took a while. Because she’d ended her own life, she was afraid of being judged and punished. Interestingly, when she talked about her fear of this judgment, I saw images of where her fear came from – the father who abused her.
I shared with her how she would be cared for and nurtured once she was on the Other Side, not punished as she thought.
Much of the communication I have with disincarnates is energetic. So, when I’m communicating with one of them, it’s not a conversation as we know it. I’m able to energetically share a concept in its entirety. Sometimes they’re open to it, which helps them to go willingly. Other times they’re too entrenched in their own fears.
Though I didn’t explain it to her, I knew once she got to the Other Side, she would be guided to see how the depression she’d seen as relentless and inescapable wasn’t permanent – or founded in reality for that matter.
It was something she was to have worked through. Much like a mask, her depression was deceptive. It may have looked like the sole result of her childhood abuse; but in reality it was the clue that was to guide her to the learning she signed up to master.
On the Other Side, she would have to be accountable for her suicide, and she would have to readdress the learning she missed this time around. Then she would be responsible for mastering it in her next life. By the time that opportunity came around she would have received much counsel and guidance, and she would be ready to try again.
On a cold winter afternoon, I was working in my basement office, typing away on my computer when I realized I was being watched. I looked up and noticed a young woman staring at me from down the hall. The kids were upstairs taking a nap so the house was quiet and I was alone – a favorite time for ghosts to find me.
“It’s all right. You can come in,” I told her.
I expected her to wait to the side, or begin telling me how she died, or ask me for help – but none of these things happened. Instead she came over and stood behind me and slightly to my left. She looked over my shoulder and began to stare at my computer. I recognized the vibe immediately – she was a workaholic.
She was addicted to work in the way that some are addicted to alcohol or drugs or food. Constant work was her way of numbing her emotions.
As she watched the computer screen, I could feel her enjoying the intense focus I had for my work. If you’ve ever worked in corporate America, you’ve probably encountered that “ready for battle” mentality among some of its members. This woman epitomized that mindset.
She had loved her work and it had been an enormous part of her identity. But, more than the end result, what fed her was the struggle. As a boxer concentrates on footwork during training, this woman’s focus was on the process of busyness – giving little thought to who she wanted to be. Mostly, she used her career as a way to hide.
When you’re deliriously busy, you don’t have time to be lonely or sad. And since you have to keep your mind on the tasks at hand, you don’t have time to feel. When your focal point is the competition rather than the goal, you aren’t truly aware. And you can miss out on the signals that give you guidance on the things in life that really matter: like your health, your relationships and your purpose.
Ironically, you can also miss out on guidance for the things you’re chasing such as money and your career.
This ghostly businesswoman was certainly competent. She was a hard worker, successful and productive. Any company would have been lucky to have her on their team. But even though she had a head for business, she was not to meant to spend her life isolated in corporate America, performing as a trick dog for someone else’s profitable amusement. Rather she was supposed to follow her interests, using all of her gifts to fulfill her purpose in a rewarding way.
She died of a terminal illness in part because she never even made enough time for herself to get regular checkups. She had wanted to feel loved, know happiness, and find inner peace. But she died sad and alone because she kept herself too busy to have personal, social or family time that – balanced with her work – could have brought her what she craved. She died not realizing she could have had a happier life if she’d just taken the time to honor all she was. Not just a corporate lion but a human being with essential human needs.
Your mother was right when she said that money, success and fame in and of themselves wouldn’t bring happiness. This woman used work to run from herself; and as I crossed her over to the Other Side I knew she was on her way to an intense and extended period of detox. She needed to heal from her addiction to busyness and to learn to truly feel again so she could begin to experience one of the greatest joys of life – her authentic self.
I went to Los Angeles for a few days on business and settled into a lovely hotel on the beach for what I thought would be a quiet, peaceful stay.
On the first morning (still on East Coast time) I got up at 3 a.m. and decided to finish some writing. Famished, as soon as the kitchen was open, I called to order breakfast. But when breakfast arrived, the berries were molded, and the toast and the oatmeal were cold. When asked if they would resend a fresh breakfast, they said they would but never did. So I set out to find a bagel place.
I knew there was a good bagel spot on either Santa Monica or Wilshire Boulevard but couldn’t remember which, so I just picked one. By now I was smack in the middle of morning drive time and there was a lot of traffic. At least it was moving. Or so I thought.
We came to a stop. After about 30 minutes we started to move again – only now I could see emergency personnel, and the police were redirecting the traffic. There had been an accident and as we got closer I was able to see what had happened – a bicyclist had been sideswiped by a car and he had been killed.
I knew this – even though the body had been removed – because I could see the etheric bicyclist as he stood on the sidewalk screaming at the small crowd that had gathered to watch the police wash the blood off the street and to stare at where the body had once been. He screamed at them for their lack of compassion and for their curiosity.
“I AM A PERSON,” he yelled furiously. “This is not a $*#@* episode of Law and Order! What’s wrong with you people?!”
There had been bills, a relationship that was souring and beyond his control; and he got on his bike to escape his problems for a while. Now he was dead, and furious that even his death was out of his control. I watched him rant and rage, and I put my hand up to the side of my face hoping he wouldn’t see me. I needed to eat. I found my bagel spot and went back to the hotel fully expecting to have a visit from the bicyclist and to hear all about how his life had been so unfair. But it didn’t happen; and I was really surprised.
About a week later I was home, and actually blissfully sleeping at 3 a.m. So when I was awakened by a visitor at the foot of my bed, I was more than a little irritated to be accosted in my bedroom and, keeping my eyes closed, told whoever it was to go away. I put a pillow over my head and tried to get back to sleep. But I couldn’t. So I went downstairs, hoping a glass of water would settle me down. A movement caught my attention; and immediately I knew it was my visitor from upstairs. I met his gaze – it was the bicyclist from L.A. He was quiet, silently pleading, and his sadness was palpable. He still wore his helmet and his Lycra outfit.
Since I’d originally spotted him, he’d had the opportunity to attend his funeral and see his loved ones react to the news of his death. During that time, something had shifted inside of him that pulled the plug on his rage. He had seen in short order that on a deeper level, his exit had been his choice. It wasn’t a conscious choice, he admitted. It was rather like fulfilling an agreement. An agreement that, as its due date crept closer, fueled deeper levels of anger within and awakened deep feelings of powerlessness.
I felt great compassion for him. I knew what it was like to learn such a profound and deep lesson in a difficult way. He no longer felt that his life was out of his control. And he was beginning to learn that it never was.
We all choose our own experiences and we find inner peace when we realize this. In life, this man felt he had no say in his level of success, his financial well being, or his relationship. Nothing, he thought, was turning out as he wanted. Rather than investigating how and why he created as he did and what the point of the experience was, he stayed angry and levied that anger on those he cared about. When he died, he was even more furious and blaming until he realized he had chosen his own exit as well.
When we believe we’re incapable or that someone else is responsible for our experience (and at one time or another we all do – no matter our level of spiritual intelligence), we feel afraid, angry and powerless. Consequently, we’re often exposed to the lesson (sometimes through painful relationships and conflicts) that, ultimately, what we feel and experience really isn’t about another person. It’s about us – our choices and our learning. That is what the bicyclist had come to learn after his death, as he headed home.
One of my least favorite ghosts was a man who shot himself in the head and then continued to live on in his house, taking a great deal of joy in haunting the new owners.
This house didn’t look like your classic haunted house from any movie; but if you walked by, you’d feel uncomfortable and would hurry your pace a bit trying not to be noticed and not necessarily knowing why.
The new owners of the house were aware of this man’s presence, and how he died. They even called him by name when they knew he was around. The mother of the house knew his energy was a problem for the family, causing everyone to feel anxiety, fear and anger; but she thought the idea of having a spirit in her house was sort of prestigious, so she didn’t do much about it. Too, she rather enjoyed the charge of anger she got from this spirit being around. Whenever someone in the house was depressed or angry, both the mother and the disincarnate fed off of this energy. It was a vicious cycle of misery.
Under pressure from family and friends, the mother did finally visit the local metaphysical store to see if they knew what to do to evict this ghost. Unfortunately she ended up speaking to several less than knowledgeable though well-meaning employees who sold her smudge sticks, candles and an oil called Dragon’s Blood. And, of course, these items did absolutely nothing to resolve her problem.
Smudge sticks are usually made from one or more herbs such as sage, cedar, pine or sweet grass and they can be used to help purify the energies of a room, a thing and even a person. Smudge sticks, crystals, semi-precious rocks such as quartz and amethyst, salt lamps, and candles are truly helpful in lifting the energy of any room as well. However, none of these items seem to be useful in actually removing disincarnates. These are tools which are more effectively used to clear the energies of a room after a ghost has been guided home, after an argument or an illness, or just as a part of a regular weekly energetic cleansing. If a ghost has taken up residence in your home, or in this case his home, smudging probably won’t do much good.
A friend of mine who regularly worked for the family told me about the spirit and how she hated working in the house because it was so uncomfortable to feel like someone was watching her all the time. “I don’t hear anything specific, but I always feel like someone is whispering at me in there,” she told me.
One day as she was telling me another story about the spirit, I tuned in to the house and started watching the man energetically as he moved about. Then I saw him stop, turn, and look at me. He wasn’t anywhere near me in proximity, but he had “seen” me. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d be getting a visit.
For several days I watched him planning his visit and how he would try to unnerve me in the process. But I had dealt with ghosts (and energy vampires among the living for that matter) for a long time before this guy came across my path; so I wouldn’t be caught off guard. Once I see a ghost’s energy it’s like seeing their face or knowing their name. After that moment they’re easily recognizable to me and I remember them whenever they appear on my radar.
It was around 2 a.m. when this guy showed up at the foot of my bed laughing an evil laugh and ready to enjoy a charge out of my fear. This was a man who had loved being abusive in life – and nothing much had changed with his personality just because he no longer had a body.
He wore a bloody white bandage around his head and held a rifle in his hands, determined to be unnerving. But I had gone to bed knowing what would happen that night; so as soon as he woke me, I went to work. As he opened his mouth to talk to me, I cut him off. “I don’t want to hear about it. You do not have an audience here/’ I told him. “I do NOT want to hear it.”
Like an insolent child he demanded to be heard and began to scream at me. He didn’t want to get anything off of his chest; he wanted to terrorize. Immediately I thought of his family members and what it must have been like to be on the receiving end of his abusive behavior.
I sent him home much in the way I’ve sent most people home, except that I never gave him a chance to object or communicate with me in any way, I simply moved him out. He desperately needed to go home for healing and we are all better off for having that aggressive fear energy removed.
I think and I hope that it will be a long time before he returns to the earth plane. I suspect he’ll need a great deal of counsel before he can come back without hurting others.
That is the real benefit in doing this work, I think: lowering the fear energy of the world. We don’t realize how these disincarnates affect us until they’re gone and we feel our minds become more positive, our breathing more gentle and deep; and without exactly knowing why (or maybe some of us do) we experience peace.
As I dropped my son off for school, one of the office workers struck up a conversation with me about a fear she had recently developed for her two children. “It’s an odd kind of fear,” she said. “I’m afraid for them whenever we’re at home. And at night I’m terrified.” But she further explained that her fears subsided somewhat when the sun came up the next morning, and that they dissipated entirely whenever she and her children left the house.
“Normally I’d think I was just having regular Mommy worries, but it doesn’t make sense to me that my fears intensify so dramatically when I’m in the house,” she told me. “It’s gotten to where I really dread going home at night.”
Right away I scanned her home and saw that she had a man in his 40’s living in her house. But before I could tell her this, she said something really disturbing. “Melissa,” she leaned in with a whisper, “I feel watched all the time when I’m at the house. And there are two specific times when it’s unbearable. When I’m taking a shower, I can’t close my eyes because I feel like there’s some sick human being in the room with me, watching me bathe.
“And then at night I have to drink wine to get to sleep because I can feel a presence in the corner of the room just sitting there, watching me. I know it must just be my imagination, but I’d swear there’s someone there. I’ve even woken up in the middle of the night screaming because I’ve felt someone on top of me. But when I wake up there’s no one there. I feel like I’m losing my mind.” Her distress was completely understandable. The ghost in her home really was a predator. In life he had been a criminal abuser.
That was unsettling enough. But I know from personal experience how horrifying it is to wake up in the middle of the night with a dark presence hovering over you, and wanted to help her.
I shared with her enough validating information about her experiences that she knew I was accurately seeing her home life. Then, without telling her who this man was in life, I explained what was going on in her home. She was simultaneously relieved and alarmed.
I offered to teach her how to send this person home, but the whole idea of interacting with a disincarnate completely unnerved her. Instead she tried smudging, displaying crystals, and airing out the house – but none of those things worked.
I offered to come to her house to take care of the problem, but our houses were located so far away from each other; and with four kids between the two of us we weren’t able to get our schedules to coordinate. But when her birthday rolled around a few weeks later, it occurred to me that I might be able to give her a special gift.
I’m not exactly sure how I do this. The best I can say is that in our purest form we’re all energy. And I have a way of reaching out to ghosts and making myself known. Though I didn’t make my intentions obvious to him, I had a sense that when he “saw” me, he knew his gig was up. He showed up in my home on the evening of the following day. I was getting ready for a few minutes in the sauna when someone appeared behind me. I turned around and there he was. He had been a child molester, rapist and murderer, and his energy reminded me of that of Jeffrey Dahmer, the serial killer. He was the unwanted guest I had seen in my friend’s home.
Had I had the misfortune of meeting this man in life, I would have run in the opposite direction. And here I was standing in a towel and required to help someone I wouldn’t have trusted had I been fully clothed. I kept reminding myself that he no longer had a body and wasn’t capable of hurting anyone.
Because he had no conscience, he was the most evil person I think I’ve ever met. He also had the same resignation I’ve often seen in criminals who know they can’t stop themselves from hurting others, and realize they need to be locked away.
This disincarnate knew he needed my help, so he never once spoke. I think he didn’t want to show too much of himself to me in case I decided not to help him. I began sending him home and he left quickly and easily. Whereas before he had run from the Light like a cockroach, now he couldn’t get to it fast enough.
I spoke with my friend the next day and I asked, innocently enough, how she was.
“Melissa, last night was the first good night’s sleep I’ve had in months,” she said with a bright-eyed smile. “Do you think he left?”
“I know he did,” I said with a wink, “Happy Birthday.”
I was sharing with another friend the story of this ghost and how utterly disturbing it was to have his energy in my home. She asked if I ever heard back from any of the people I sent home and I joked that I never did... not even a thank you.
Several days later I was once again in my sauna when a thin, sheer image of the criminal character appeared outside of the sauna. My first thought was that I had missed something when sending him home and that perhaps he was still here. But then I realized his appearance was different somehow – as in not quite there. It was rather an image of him, not his real self.
“Thank you,” he said simply. And then he disappeared. It was a telegram from beyond, probably required community service.
“How bizarre,” I thought out loud with a half smile, “of all the people to come back and say thank you.”
Hauntings certainly happen. The movies got that right. And sometimes a ghost can even be ghoulish, though I’ve never seen a ghost hurt anyone physically. They can scare you, depress you and cause you to doubt yourself; but I’ve never seen one with the capability to physically harm another person.
Late one night I rounded the corner to make my way upstairs, and a movement caught my eye. There was a woman there, dressed in a cotton bridal gown, complete with a veil. She rushed out at me screaming with rage. With mascara running down her face, she looked fresh from the set of a horror movie.
All the ghosts I had interacted with up until this point were very human in appearance. And though several of them intentionally tried to scare and intimidate me, this particular approach was a first for me. But it was late; and after working and parenting my two young sons all day I felt too tired to be bothered. So I just kept moving upstairs and made a personal commitment to help her in the morning if I didn’t see her again before then.
I climbed into bed and began listening to the etheric music that I hear every night before I drift off to sleep. It’s like trying to fall asleep with a symphonic concert going on nearby.
“You hear the music tonight?” I asked my husband. Sometimes he does hear the music, which I find so comforting.
“No, not this time,” he replied. “Tonight it’s just you.”
A moment later the bride drifted in to the foot of our bed and began screaming with rage once again.
“Is someone in here?” My husband asked me. “Yes, I’m gonna take care of her right now.” “Well, whoever it is they feel really spooky.” “You have no idea.”
The bride was full of rage over being left at the altar for another woman, and she never recovered from it. As angry and vengeful as she was, she left surprisingly easily. She was ready to go home.
A woman with a similar story appeared in the shower of the Daufuskie Island home I was visiting. She wore a navy blue dress from the 1800s, with a high neck, long sleeves and buttons down the front. She too had been jilted by her fiance just before the wedding and was devastated by the rejection.
It was the middle of the night when I walked into the bathroom and saw her – she was looking right at me. Right away, I noticed the sour look on her face. She turned away in embarrassment, leaving the back of her bustled dress to face me. She still felt angry, humiliated and vengeful; but she had finally grown tired of haunting others on the island, realizing there was no end to her misery this way. I began opening the space for her to go home and she went immediately.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/3900 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!