Spook

It was about 9pm on a Saturday evening when the phone rang. A distressed female told me that something dreadful was going on at No 19. They were all screaming and would I please come immediately. Not police, nor fire brigade, nor ambulance, but the vicar! It was the neighbour opposite who rang, and when I arrived she was waiting for me at the gate of No 19. “Vicar, I know this will sound silly, and I don’t believe in this sort of stuff, but it’s “Him” again. Him turned out to be the man from the other side of the semi, who had hanged himself in the adjoining attic a couple of years before. The family were gathered in the front room trying to find some comfort from the telly. There were three boys, the eldest being about 9 years, Mum (Dad was in prison) and the lodger, a young woman of about 25. 

The children calmed down a little when they saw me, so I asked the neighbour, Mum, and the lodger, to come with me into the kitchen and tell me all about it. There was a trapdoor in the attic from the ceiling of the landing. This apparition appeared from time to time, dangling from the ceiling with a rope round his neck, and great bulging eyes. Once again it was the terror of the children that persuaded them to be daft enough to call the vicar. 

When I had heard their stories I said I would give no explanation, but read the passage from Paul’s letter to the Ephesians about the Lordship of Christ. I told them that I would pray, claiming the authority of Jesus, that this spirit would be laid to rest. They looked doubtful, but I prayed. Then in order to reassure them, I said that I would go upstairs and pray the same prayer out aloud in each room. “You’re not afraid then”, said the lodger. No! “Well the last vicar was”. Apparently he boys went to the youth club of another church in town and persuaded the curate to come to the house. When he arrived he said it was all piffle, and went up stairs and saw nothing, but as he stood in the doorway of the lodger’s room, a teddy bear lying on the end of the bed, was picked up by an unseen hand, and hurled at him, hitting him in the stomach. He ran down the stairs and straight out of the front door! 

I went up to confront whatever it was in the Name of Jesus. I was rather disappointed that there was no spectre hanging in the landing: I have never seen a ghost, I turned and went into the lodger’s room. There was a distinctly chilly feel but no teddy was hurled. I prayer aloud and as I finished my prayer there seemed to be a shadow that passed swiftly down and out through the window. The other rooms did not have the same chill about them. I went down and gathered them all in the front room. I spoke to the boys and assured them that h would not bother them again. He didn’t”! It was two weeks before they were sleeping upstairs again. 

I learned later that the lodger had been dabbling in witchcraft. It is one thing to “get in touch”, but quite another to escape once the barriers are down. It is said that this sort of thing is all in the mind, and it often is; but not always. Anyway it is not my business to theorise, but to deliver God’s children from their terrors. The lodger moved out late and I have a number of interesting talks with Mum. She was a Scot and came from Glasgow. I have noticed that the Celts are more prone to this kind of experience of the other world. Perhaps that is why then they receive the Holy Ghost, then become such wonderful people. 
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