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It’s almost Halloween, that time of year when ghosts, goblins and 

spooks roam the earth.  In ancient times, the Greeks celebrated this 

day with rites to Hekate, Goddess of the Underworld, and sacrificed 

a black dog.  The Celts celebrated it as Samhain, a time when the 

dark spirits roam the earth. They had rituals around an open fire, told 

stories, and threw white stones into the fires – one representing each 

person in the group – and when the fire burned down, if one of those 

stones was gone, that person would die. In modern times, we 

celebrate it as a fun time, with costumes and jack-o-lanterns in our 

windows and children collecting ‘trick or treats’ in the 

neighbourhood.  But are there really ghosts and goblins out there to 

spook us? 

 

As a child I was convinced of the existence of ghosts.  My playmates 

used to tease me. One playmate pointed out some white berries on 

a bush and told me they were ‘ghost eggs’. I believed her!  We 

sometimes played in a decrepit abandoned barn that had a dirt 

cellar. I was convinced it was haunted!   

 

I didn’t believe in the kinds of ghosts that hide in your closet or under 

your bed. To me, they were real ‘spirits’ who haunted dark hallways 

and abandoned buildings. But do they really exist? 

 

One night, when I was about fourteen years old, I recall waking 

suddenly from a deep sleep. There, standing beside my bed were 

 



 

two men:  one a short Asian man and the other a tall, thin man 

wearing an overcoat and fedora hat.  At first I wondered if they 

were thieves who had broken into our house, but I was too afraid to 

cry out to my parents downstairs. I just laid there without moving and 

the men stood smiling down at me. To this day I don’t know how 

long this scenario went on. Eventually I must have fallen asleep 

again. But I have never forgotten this encounter.  It troubled me, but 

I too scared to tell my parents because I simply didn’t know if these 

men were real or some half-waking vision I’d had.  I wondered if they 

could have been the spirits of men who may have at one time lived 

in the house. Who were they? 

 

Some time ago I read about this kind of phenomena. I can’t recall 

what it was called, but evidently these “spirits” often appear as a 

kind of reassurance. These men were certainly not menacing me, 

even though I was frightened. And to this day I can remember what 

they looked like, smiling down at me. 

 

I have had ‘ghostly’ encounters since then as well.  My mother died 

at the age of 53 and I recall that the day I was preparing to attend 

her funeral I was sitting at the dresser looking into the mirror fixing my 

hair. And there was my mother standing behind me, smiling. “You 

look lovely, dear!” she said. Then she disappeared. I’ve felt her 

presence many times in my life and my father, also.  I frequently find 

myself talking to him, as if he is near by.   

 

And another encounter I had was after my dear Chilean friend 

Anibal Munoz died of cancer. I was walking along Commercial Drive 

near where he used to live, and suddenly I felt him beside me. He 

didn’t speak, but he took my arm as we walked along together.  

 

Another ghostly encounter that I experienced was on a trip to Long 

Beach, Vancouver Island. My friend Susan and I were on the beach 

at Florenzia Bay one night sitting by a beach fire. I felt a presence 

near me and looked up to see a young man standing beside the log 

where I was sitting. He was dressed in a tweed jacket and jeans or 

dark pants. He didn’t speak, just stood there as if waiting to be 



 

invited to join us. I turned away to speak to my friend and when I 

looked back he had disappeared. I thought it was the spirit of one of 

the hippies who used to frequent that beach.  I was very curious 

about this visitation and decided to do some research about 

Florenzia Bay. I discovered that in the early 1800’s there had been a 

shipwreck off the shore near there and many people, mostly British 

passengers, had died. I thought of this unusual visitation by the 

young man and I wondered if he was one of those people.  I have 

never forgotten that sighting and thought about it when I visited 

Florenzia Bay again recently.  

 

These ghostly ‘sightings’, feeling their presence and knowing they 

are there, are real.  And I’m sure other people experience them as 

well. Perhaps they are there to reassure and comfort us.   

Ghostly sightings at Halloween might be scary.  These other visitations 

by spirits of those gone before us are definitely not!  
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