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Dedication
All these little tomes are dedicated to all Gothic’s wherever they are.
Should you be starred with the greater infortunes, (not Gothic), these tomes should still
be all condignus of your time.
There are ten thousand little doors of death to make an exit through, some far worse
than others.
We move daily towards our own door, just like those within these tomes.
I hope you enjoy the reading of them all.
Mal Efictomes.
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Introduction.
For those who do believe in ghosts, the term ‘ghost’ is usually associated with dead people
who have passed over into a another realm and are unable to progress higher because their
‘souls’ are bound to that specific realm, generally for emotional reasons. Whilst some may snort
and laugh at this concept, the terms ‘passed over’ ‘another realm’ ‘souls’ and ‘specific realm’ are
to be taken here, along with the terms ‘after-life’ ‘the spirit world’ as meaning such, because
those areas are where we normally associate ghosts to be.
Being an entirely subjective phenomenon, the sighting of ghosts has to be experienced
personally.
The terms ‘paranormal realm’ and the so called ‘supernatural’ can also be, for the purposes
of this ebook, thrown into the same area as the above.
Some people, usually classified as being psychic, seem to have an ability to be more aware
than others with regard to the so called supernatural or paranormal realm. It is also said that the
more ‘hard-headed’ the person, the more difficult it is for that person to accept even the concept
of ghost’s, thinking more instead that when you’re dead, your dead, game over.
Between these views is the supposed common sense view, which dictates that ghosts do not
exist at all. The phenomena of ghosts most definitely exist, but proving their existence is another
matter. Ghost hunting groups are increasingly popular worldwide, the more so since the movie
‘Ghost Busters’ brought the subject of ghost’s into public prominence.
But even with the hi-tech equipment that some researchers of the paranormal possess, the
required hard evidence is still scientifically nonexistent. For those that are interested in the
subject and its related areas, I record here the many strange experiences that I have personally
had. I have no reason to lie, or embroider upon these experiences, I record them here exactly as
they occurred and researchers into the subject may find them useful.
This collection of strange experiences includes accounts of ghosts, premonitions and astral
travelling. Okay, premonitions, astral travelling and very strange experiences are not ghosts, but
my reason for including them here are because they are also subjective occurrences of an unusual
sort and belong loosely, in the same area which we can describe as the paranormal or
supernatural. The subject of ghosts is a very interesting area of human enquiry and should not be
dismissed too lightly.
What is supernatural today may well become natural some day in the future when the
phenomena of ghosts and the realm that they exist in, the paranormal and the supernatural are
more scientifically understood.
Scientifically, the organized ghostly energy transfer from one place to another requires
specific conditions to be fulfilled, and perhaps more subjectively, the intense willful purpose to
do it. This, apparently is what ghosts do, and some ghosts are very good at doing it. This concept
of energy transfer, from A to B, opens up a vast area of vibrational possibilities.
When this concept is set against the unknown, the supernatural, the paranormal, it is an easy
matter to understand that this strange area is just another part of the whole but which is not
normally and presently accessible to our senses unless we have a natural ability to do so, as in
the case of mediums and psychics.
The vast literature on the subject usually indicates a central theme of vibratory strata’s
beginning in the physical world and extending into higher planes of faster and faster vibrations.

The widespread belief that when a person dies he or she goes to a higher plane of faster
vibrations which would allow that some of those people might only be able to reach a certain
level of faster vibration.
In terms of pure physics, it all makes good sense, and also that there probably does exist a
certain strata or level of fast vibrations that ‘trap’ some souls within that particular level of faster
vibrations. The common view being that those souls are emotionally bound to that specific level
of faster vibrational bandwidth.
It is now common knowledge that the human brain has been proved to operate on different
electrical levels. Very briefly, the normal waking state is called ‘Alpha’ and the brain generates
‘alpha’ waves in this state at the rate of ten cycles per second. ‘Delta’ waves are generated by the
brain when the person is sleeping and are known to operate at approximately twelve cycles per
second.
There is an electrical activity of the brain that occurs somewhere between waking and
sleeping and this wave rhythm of the brain is called the ‘Theta’ wave which has been recorded as
being near to seven cycles per second.
Once called ‘cycles per second’ the modern day term for these brain wave cycles is ‘Hertz’,
Alpha being ten, Delta being 12 and Theta being about 7 Hertz per second. The head, as the site
of the five senses, has this rather clever electrical mechanism to regulate the brain itself, but
which can give rise to glimpses of other realities on occasions.
Since the early sixties, there has been a lot of literature written about the different brain
waves, brain states and the many different ‘altered states of consciousness’. All of which are
available to mankind, sometimes through the use of plants and chemicals and alkaloids.
It is now realized that those engaged in some forms of deep meditation utilize the Theta wave
and many so called adepts, mediums and clairvoyants appear to have mastery and control over
this particular brain state. Our understanding of the laws of physics may be only just beginning
and that the end result may well be an electrical, vibratory, specifically aimed projection of our
conscious will.
In other words, with special training, it is possible to access the Theta brain state at will.
Another contentious point with science is that the human body possesses an aura, an electrical
energy field surrounding the body that some people claim to have seen. It is commonly held that
a ghost is the aura of the person when he or she was alive.
Just how such ‘trapped’ souls can organize, control and project their aura’s to this earthly
realm is beyond me, but that some, myself included can see them occasionally, indicates to me
that both transmitter and receiver are on the same wavelength, in terms of pure physics.
The unusual experiences related here have occurred to me either when I was just waking up,
or just going to sleep and that seems to be the common denominator, not only with myself but
also with others that have experienced similar unusual phenomena.
In other words, these events occur during the Theta brain state, that is, passing from Delta,
the sleep brain state to Alpha, the waking brain state, or vica versa.
A few other unusual experiences have occurred when I was ‘daydreaming’, or otherwise not
paying conscious attention.
These very brief sightings and glimpses of this other realm indicate to me an ongoing,
supernatural world where, in the main, those that are ‘trapped’ there, re-enact repeatedly the
cause of them being there.

The inhabitants of this supernatural world must have varying degrees of intelligence, yet
despite this, they all seem locked and bound into that particular plane of fast vibrations, simply
because of their emotional state.
I am of the opinion that it is impossible to see a ghost in the alert and thinking ‘Alpha’ brain
state of ten cycles per second. I am also of the opinion that the more hard-headed and practical
the person, the less chance of that person experiencing anything unusual or actually seeing a
ghost for themselves.
Such people could be called ‘Alpha people’ because it is most likely that the Alpha brain
wave is more predominant in their brains, just as the Theta brain wave seems to predominate the
brains of psychics, mediums and clairvoyants.
Maybe this is to do with the development of the human ‘right brain’ and ‘left brain’ and the
subsequent predominance and control of the ‘Alpha’ brain waves, or the ‘Theta’ brain waves but
that is only my personal opinion. This does not mean that all those that do have unusual
experiences are crackpots, because many thousands of sensible, seemingly well adjusted people
worldwide have had similar experiences to me.
Many cultures worldwide have a very rich history and folklore of visible haunting's, ghostly
spectre's and weird unaccountable happenings, sometimes specific to that culture.
Whilst these instances may provide a handle for research on the subject and give a lead into
the ‘mind-set’ of a particular culture, it does nothing to preclude the possibility of seeing a ghost,
or experiencing a weird and unaccountable occurrence.
I will take this opportunity to also dedicate this book to those many individuals worldwide
that have seen ghosts and to all those who have had to suffer in silence, for fear of ridicule,
horror and plain terror about what they have seen.
The contents of this e-book form part of my own personal experiences and I want others to
know about those experiences. I can only relate what I have seen and if others have seen
something similar, then it may bring some sort of comfort to them, I do hope so.
I will also include here some details of astral traveling, how to do it using relaxation methods
and even plants. I will also add a practical well tried and tested method on how to astral travel
called, ‘The Christos Experiment’.
I do regard myself as being psychic, because I have many times had advanced warning of
events by way of premonitions, some of which are included here. Unfortunately, I have never
acted upon this information and had cause to regret this later, sometimes enduring painful
consequences instead.
Whilst this ebook may have an entertainment value and even be useful reading, hopefully, it
may be of some assistance and comfort to other people who have had similar experiences and
also provide some insight to researchers in this field.

HAUNTED HOUSES

Number One.
No 2, Ifield Street (1961).
The policeman said, "Allo, allo, allo and where do you think your hobbling off to at this time
of the morning young man". In my hurry, I had walked straight into a policeman, which was
most inconvenient, because the problem now was…. what would I say to him.
How could I explain why I was walking the streets at three o'clock in the morning in such a
hurry, on crutches and my leg in a plaster cast.
The policeman held me at arms length and looked me up and down with increasing curiosity.
Clearly not happy with my mumbled apologies, he wanted more details, why was I in so
much of a hurry, where exactly was I going and more particularly, why was I so upset.
My mind was searching for an explanation, but none would come and eventually I just said,
"You would never believe me, so I will not tell you”. Normally, an answer like that would
guarantee a short ride in a police truck, but this policeman rubbed his jaw slowly and said to me,
"Settle down son, take your time, tell me what has happened to make you so upset, tell me
please, maybe I can help".
Once I had got my breath back a bit, I did start to settle down and it also gave me a little time
to consider my position more carefully.
I would have to say something, I knew that and although he could not possible help, I
eventually decided to tell him the truth, I had no other choice, because I did not need any further
inconvenience at the time. Still quite angry at running into this policeman under these
circumstances and a little apprehensive about the outcome of my explanation, I began my story.
I told him that my story had actually begun three days earlier, when I had been thrown out of
my lodgings. That was because I had used some bad language at the landlord's ten year old son,
who thought that throwing Indian tomahawks at my broken leg was great fun.
Only twenty minutes earlier, he had given me a good demonstration of what happens when a
Red Indian does a war-dance around a white man with a broken leg.
As a result, he had received my advice on the matter and some possible leads to follow as
regards tracing his proper parentage.
All of which he relayed to his doting father, who promptly threw me out. Having nowhere
else to go and no money, I needed somewhere to sleep, so I managed to gain entry into a
deserted house, by forcing a rear window.
The house had, in former times, been very well decorated and it was still in fairly good order
structurally, the walls and ceilings all being quite sound. It did cross my mind briefly, why this,
the last house in a row of twelve, should be empty, in view of its good condition. After briefly
inspecting the ground floor rooms, I made my way up the staircase, my big boots noisily
crushing the many bits of broken glass that were strewn all over the wooden stairs.
Quite dusty and dirty now, I could see in the dim light that there was much broken glass
strewn over the whole of the house. The two bedrooms upstairs were also in good condition, but
with scraps of paper, broken glass and general bric-a-brac lying around everywhere.

Very tired after tramping the streets for most of the day looking for lodgings, I soon settled
down to sleep, wrapping the blanket that someone had given me earlier, around my body. Some
time later I awoke very suddenly and glancing at my wristwatch, I managed to see that it was a
quarter to three in the morning. Soon returning to sleep, I spent the remainder of that night,
sleeping soundly.
The following day was a repeat of the previous days hunt for lodgings, but with no money for
an advance payment, I had no choice but to return to the house for a second night. At around
eleven o'clock at night, I once again climbed through the small rear window, carefully nursing
my recently broken leg through the small opening.
Accompanied by the noisy sound of crushing glass, I managed to get up the stairs and once
more lay down with the blanket to get some sleep. I later awoke again rather suddenly and
looking at my wristwatch I was slightly surprised to see that the time was two forty five again,
just as before.
Not taking too much notice of this, I soon returned to dreamland and slept until morning,
awaking around ten, somewhat refreshed and ready for the new day. A similar day was spent
trying to obtain some cash from the authorities, looking for lodgings, tracking down old friends,
all of which came to nothing, so I returned yet again to the deserted house.
I returned at the usual time to the house, just around eleven o'clock. After squeezing through
the narrow rear window, I crunched my way up the stairs and was soon fast asleep on the front
bedroom floor.
I was woken up suddenly, but could not say for what reason and it was with some surprise
that I saw that the time was two forty five again. That’s peculiar I thought, three times in a row
and I was thinking further on that when I heard the loud and noisy sound of crunching glass.
Someone was downstairs, and I began to wonder who it could be.
I presumed that the noise of their entry into the house had woken me up. It also occurred to
me that maybe my snoring had alerted the folks next door and perhaps they had telephoned the
police to report the intruder. Another possible reason for this very late night visitor could be
similar to my own reason for being in the house.
Maybe another homeless person had decided to spend the night in the house.
All these thoughts entered my mind as I heard the very slow, but steady progress of footsteps
crushing broken glass, this person was coming up the stairs. The noise of the glass being crushed
got louder and louder as the approach got nearer and nearer.
Trouble was, whoever was coming up the stairs, was making very slow progress because the
intervals between the sound of crushed glass were very long intervals indeed and I was
beginning to feel quite uneasy about it all. Sitting up, I called out to the visitor, "Hello", to which
there was no response. I then called out, "I am in the front room, come and join me", because it
seemed better to say this than just sit silently.
If the visitor was another homeless person, I would soon have some company. If the visitor
was a policeman, it would be better, on balance, to declare myself openly. There was still no
response and after a very long pause, the sound of a single footstep treading on broken glass
made my nerves really go on edge.
I had made my make-shift bed along the inner wall of the building, my feet some twelve or
so inches from the closed bedroom door.
Eventually, I knew that the visitor had got to the top of the stairs and was standing just
outside of the bedroom door, in complete silence.

By that time, I had already ruled the police out, because they usually operate in pairs and
they would have challenged me by this time and wasted no time in coming to see me.
I still thought at that stage that the visitor was someone looking for a place to sleep, though I
could not understand why they should be walking so slowly up the stairs and still not saying
anything.
After what seemed a long time, I noticed that my feet were getting very cold and had
detected that it was some kind of creeping coldness. When this creeping cold had reached
halfway up my lower legs, it began to dawn on me that the visitor was causing the creeping
coldness in my legs.
I was wide awake now, I was fully conscious and experiencing an intense coldness creeping
slowly up my legs. I decided to maintain the same position, not moving and to study closely the
creeping cold, which continued, very slowly to travel up my legs and eventually got past my
knees.
It was a very intense cold, something like, what I imagine the arctic waters would be like
near the north pole. The coldness was definitely travelling up my legs and I was glad that I had
taken the time to study its progress more carefully, because I wanted to be quite certain about it.
Having kept fairly calm about the whole thing up to that point, I was faced with the
possibility that the visitor was not human and unless some person was playing a nasty practical
joke on me, I would have to accept that this was some sort of ghost.
At this point I called out to the visitor and explained that I had come into the house to sleep,
that I had no wish to make a disturbance, that I was sorry about disturbing him or her and that I
would leave immediately.
I also made the request that I did not wish to see the visitor, because it worried me that I
would have to pass the visitor on my way out.
I quickly got to my feet and started to collect my things together. As I got my kit together,
such as it was, I glanced out the window and noticed that it was raining.
The thought of trudging through the rain at three in the morning did not appeal to me and
with some bravado, I said under my breath, "Sod it, I am staying here in the dry, ghost or no
ghost".
I lay down on the floor and wrapped the blanket around me again, closed my eyes and was
determined to go to sleep, giving myself a silent lecture about my vivid imagination and tricks of
the mind. It could not have been too long after this that all hell broke loose.
What I saw and heard over the next thirty seconds or so is hard for me to put into words, but
what I remember of it was very, very unpleasant indeed.
The bedroom walls became like rubber, bowing in and out and changing colours, the floor
seemed to move in a similar manner, but the noise was the worst, it was dreadful. It was a
terrible screeching, mixed with a very deep masculine voice, but I could not understand the
words being spoken.
Very shocked and scared, I got to my feet, gave a sincere apology and begged the visitor to
let me get out of the house. I did get out of the house, at speed, racing the best way I could with a
broken leg in a plaster cast down the stairs and out through the kitchen window.
Fortunately, I did not see anything as I hurtled down the stairs and out through the window
and I am grateful for that. People may laugh at that, but they were not there and they did not
experience the creeping coldness, nor the screeching sounds or the moving walls.
'Tricks of the mind', they may say, but I know better, because I am most aware of other
realities, time slots and other dimensions, all subjective experiences, true.

There are no objective methods to measure, record or register such phenomena, only the
human brain at this present moment in time.
This is what I told the policeman, exactly as I have told you and whilst I waited for his reply,
he slowly rubbed his jaw again and said this to me.
Some years before, the tenant of number two, Ifield Street, Gravesend, in Kent, England, had
murdered his baby girl of two years and then committed suicide.
Since then, the policeman said, no family has been able to live in the house and that's why it
is empty at this present time. That policeman also explained to me that he had been a copper for
twenty years and that he had seen and personally experienced many strange things during his
years on the force and he also said that my story was consistent with others who had been in that
house, some alone and some with their families during the last few years.

Buy the B&N e-Pub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/haunted-houses-mal-efictomes/1117057375

Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/Haunted-Houses-Number-through-ebook/dp/B00FPTFHS6/

