Visitors:
this is extremely long....

 

before i begin, it think that i should explain two things about myself.
1) i have an almost perfect photographic memory, starting from about the age of one. from that age on, i can recall moments of my life, in perfect detail. and not just moments of stress, benign and mundane moments. i can recite, word for word, conversations my mother had with the land lady of our apartment building, tell you what the both of them where wearing, and what color the upholster of the couch was. keep that in mind
2) i dream very different form most people. when i do dream, it is as if i’m awake. there is no difference at all between the dream, and reality. however, i can always tell (except in one instance that i will mention) when i am awake. but when i dream, i see, hear, taste, smell, and move as if i where awake. i feel pain; for all intensive purposes, i’m awake, but dreaming (if that makes any scenes)


first encounter (painting)- age 2 
there was a painting that hung in my room. it was of two clowns. when ever i would try to go to sleep at night, the faces of the clowns would morph into grotesque images. fangs, blood coming from every ware (it seemed to drip down off the painting and onto the walls), eyes burning, etc. this went on for about a month, with me, terrified in bed, staring at the painting, never sleeping. then, one night, i got the courage to get up out of bed, and walk to my door, as i moved, the painting continued to change from one grotesque image to another (i had a VERY powerful night light at the time, so this was not a trick of moon light, or any thing else of ilk nature). i ran to my parents room, told them about it, and slept with them that night. the next day my father removed the painting.

second encounter (hallway) - age 4 
at this time, we had moved form the previous house into an apartment on the 20 sometime floor of a 40 story high rise. i would play alone in the apartment mostly, i had’nt made any friends in the building. i would constantly see a shadowy figure (please pardon the trite description, but it’s the one that works the best) out of the corner of my eye. when i would turn to look at it, it would vanish. the more this happened, the more of a glimpse i was able to catch before it disappeared, it was small, a little bigger than me. one day, my parents left the door open and i went to play in the hall way. i heard an noise behind me and when i turned there was a small boy, about six years of age, in a dark black suit. he motioned toward the toy truck i was playing with, i assumed he wanted to play with me, i let him. i was a little nervous of him, but i had’nt any friends (and i was freaking four, and had’nt seen the shining), so i played anyway. the child never spoke, only played with the toys, and would look up at me and smile every now and again. i heard my mother yell at me, i turned to see her running up to grab me. when i turned back, the child was gone. i asked my mother if she had seen where he went, she did’nt know who i was talking about. from he direction
of her approach, if there had been any one in that hallway within 15 feet of me, there is no possible way she would’nt have seen them. i never saw the boy, or the figure in my apartment again. we moved a few months later.


fourth encounter (new house) age six 
the first house we moved into after we came up form Miami after hurricane Andrew was the sight of the second most intense experience involving the paranormal i have ever had. 
1) there was a massive car port, garage type thing in the back yard, it had lots of dust in it, the floor was made of it. i would often notice that when i kicked up the dust, what appeared to be the shape of a figure would move through it. as if there where an invisible person walking through the cloud. 2) i had a bunk bed at the time, and always slept on the bottom bunk. at night, i would be awakened buy what sounded, and 
felt, like someone moving violently around in the top bunk.
3) one night, i saw several transparent apparitions move across my bed room floor (not two feet from me), from one side of the room to the other. they formed a line, from shortest to tallest, and moved quickly, in single file, across my room, and through the wall, into my parents room. 
4) a week later, as i was trying to go to sleep (insomnia has always been a problem for me). i saw a tall figure. let me pause here to explain this “thing” i saw, as it is very difficult to impart the actual image of it. imagine, if you will, a tall man, in a trench coat, and a wide brim hat. now imagine if someone where to literally “cut” him out of the world, leaving a two dimensional looking “whole” of black nothingness in the air. and where the eyes would be, where glowing red orbs. this is what this thing looked like. it walked in front of the outside of my bedroom door, going toward my parents room, but, suddenly stopped, backed up, and stared directly at me with it’s “eyes”. i was (understandably so) paralyzed with fear. it stood there for what seemed like an eternity, just glaring at me, with it’s red, unblinking “eyes”. then it turned, and continued on, toward my parents bed room. 
we moved several months later

fifth encounter (new house) - age eight though ten 
not much here, except that there where defiantly odd occurrences in this house. lights turning off and on buy themselves (while i was still in the room, the switch would move by it’self.). just little shit. this was buy far the most benign encounter of my life, and was nothing more than a mild annoyance. 
we mover from this house when i was 10

sixth encounter (new house) - ages 10 through 15
1) i always had a feeling of unease in this house.
2) there where times when, walking down a particular hallway, i could literally feel a hot breath on my neck, and would run, hearing footsteps behind me, chasing me. 
3) at one point, i owned another bunk bed in this house. i slept on the top bunk because the bottom was a futon couch thing. i awoke one morning to find all the blankets (including the fitted sheet i had been laying on, that was tucked underneath the mattress on all sides) and my pillow, along with PJ’s, folded neatly, and placed in the opposite corner, on the floor. i was laying naked on a bare mattress. 
4) things like this happened a lot, there where also a few,small, unexplained fires that we never could figure out how they got started. my mother later confessed to me that she would often find that a load of laundry had been moved from he washing machine to the dryer, and the dryer turned on, along with the washer, which had a new load in it as well. she never touched it, nether did any one else. 
we moved out of that house two years ago

seventh encounter (current house) - age 16
i saw a bright flash in the corner of my room, in the shape of a silver half circle; then it started. this occurred souly up-stares, which is my room. only i felt the effects of this. books would get moved, my air conditioner would unplugged it’self over and over again (about 15 times a day). sometimes, immediately after i had plugged it in, as soon as i turned my back. then i started to see her. the first time, it was only her feet, truculent, moving across the floor, walking toward me. that’s about the time she started opening and closing y bathroom door for me (locking it behind me as-well), creepy at first, but not at all inconvenient. with my previous experience, and her over all lack of any kind of malice, i took it all in stride. the next time i saw her was when i was coming out of the bathroom, as usually, the door opened before i got to it, but this time, in a chair at the other end of the room, was a human sized, orange white, bright, glowing, figure; just sitting there. it was there for about two full seconds before it disappeared. i stood there, kind of amazed, as this was the most she had ever done before, the door hit me on my ass as it closed behind me. now here is where it’s starts to get weird. after this little incident, the “gropings” began. at night, as i would try to go to sleep, i would feel a pair of hands move over my body, they where ice cold, but solid. when i would touch them, my hand would move through cold air, and just impact my skin. she liked to play around, touching me in places that i would rather not have been touched by a non corporeal being. the more i yelled at her, the worse it got. i wound up spending a lot of nights on the couch, downstairs. then one night, all hell broke loose. i was in bed, and the gropings where really bad that night, i just sat up in bed and screamed at her to go fuck her self and leave me the hell alone. the hands stopped. about five minuets later, just as i was falling asleep, i heard a loud crash, as if someone had drop ed a 5 hundred pound wight on my computer desk. then, a cold breath of air, accompanied buy a female voice whispering in my ear, “hey. hey. MARK. hey!!!”. i buried myself in the blankets, rolled over, and went to sleep (i don’t know why i figured ignoring her would help, it works for humans...). 

this is the bad part... 
i remember i woke up, as if i had heard a loud noise. let me say again I WAS AWAKE!!!. i looked over at my clock, which read 23:23 pm. i checked it again, 23:23 pm. a light was shining through my window odd because my windows are painted pitch black, and the paint was gone. and, because the light was not sunlight. i can’t explain to you the color, i’v never seen it before. it was like it was thick, and glowed from it’s self and not a source, it was almost liquid in nature, it flowed over everything, making anything it touched glowed from with in. just when i was starting to think i and taken some bad aside, i turned to see the most beautiful woman i have ever seen, standing in my doorway. she was tall, had red hare, and was dressed in a white, "touched buy and angel" rip-off gown. she seemed to glow from with in like the light that was coming through my window. she looked at me, and tried to speak, but nothing came out of her mouth. she tried again, looking rather desperate, when i could’nt understand her she got a little pissed and walked toward me. i jumped out of bed and ran toward the door, but she got in my way and i found myself trapped in a corner. she continue to try to speak as she moved toward me. (again, i was awake!!!), she reached out and touched me... i woke up in my bed, it was 7:00 am i later told my father what happened, he said he would take care of it... i have’nt heard from her since.

later, while going trough the addict, i found an old picture of the former residents. an old man, and his daughter. the girl was about 27, and looked exactly the one i saw in my room (without all the hokus pokus and flowy dress crap). i found out later that she had just died, not nine months ago (around the same time all the shit happened), and when she was younger, she had red hair.


eight occurrence (daemons) - age 17 10-6 months ago
every night i would go to sleep (remember what i said about how i dream) and be attacked buy monsters, creatures, psychos and what have you. i would be shot, stabbed, hung, eviscerated, forced to mutilate myself.. you know, all that fun shit. then, they started to do it to my family, i would watch them (and sometimes be forced to help) my family and friends about being tortured and killed. this went on for about 4 months, i never slept (as watching everyone you care about being mutilated and dieing yourself every night tends to make one restless) and finally told my dad about it. he sad it was daemons, and that he would take care of it... has’nt happened since.

