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When Darkness Calls
 

Irritation – the feeling brought about when discussing supernatural events
with small-minded people who cannot think past mental blocks rolled in
the way by their religious beliefs and the assumption that people who
perceive paranormal phenomena are “satanists” – or that possessing such
skills is a manifestation of “evil” or an “obsession” with it.

 
In retelling this tale to others – even friends, I have run into a wall of
denial from overly religious people who clearly demonstrate an inability
to accept truths which differ from their children’s fairytale version of the
world, and – this I find hard to believe – insist that such things (if true at
all) are entirely the fault of the victims!
 
My friend Tracey (not her real name – I changed all the names in this
story) who was at the center of this paranormal storm, had grown up being
the center of paranormal attention, and it appeared that the entity
tormenting her had been with her since childhood, growing with her. In
fact, one of her earliest memories was watching her younger baby sister as
a toddler being picked up off a changing table by an invisible force – and
then flung against a wall – and being blamed for it by her mother.
 
To blame people for falling prey to such things, and for having abilities to
see things they cannot, and to deny the facts of what happens around them,
is not only foolish and malicious – but simply stupid as well.
 
It has long been held in various cultures that some people have a natural
affinity or sensitivity to things other people cannot see or feel or hear.
People who don’t, obviously have no reason to believe that those who can
are being serious, or aren’t suffering from delusions. Most ironic of all
however, is the question of who these skeptics turn to when things go
bump in the night and the good reverend has hitched up his skirts and run
away making funny squeaking noises?
 
Why, the witches of course!
 



And so it was that on a sunny December day not too long ago, five friends
– a Christian and four witches from various paths entered a house together
with the intention of performing a Catholic-style exorcism.
 
This sounds like the beginning of an awful joke, doesn’t it – and yet, it’s a
true story, and this story relates exactly what happened over the course of
a very hectic week in late December 2011! The five friends had been
drawn together to help a mutual friend who was in serious trouble – and as
her extended circle of close friends at the time, they felt obliged to help!
 
Thus it was that I, Christina Engela, then 38 years old, spent the final
weeks of 2011 – that otherwise comparatively eventful and enjoyable year
– inextricably entangled in terrifying and seemingly otherworldly affairs!
 
It cost a lot of risk, effort and commitment from us all, and from the very
beginning, being a writer, I wanted to write about it… How we arrived at
this point is hard to explain – and writing this down to keep record has
helped me to set it all right in my own mind and has been of immense
therapeutic value to me. Once you have read it, perhaps you will
understand why.
 
When times are hard, they say, friends are few. Nothing could prove this
saying truer than the events we few endured together – I hesitate to call
them ghosts… or even ‘demons’ – but hostile invisible forces, and
terrifying, frightening things that went bump in the night – things that put
flesh on the bones of our nightmares!
 
I know what you must be thinking. Oh yes, I was skeptical myself until
that first week. It’s tempting to take credit – but in truth, we launched a
coordinated effort to help a mutual friend, and it took five unlikely allies
to do it.
 
Some months after the events described in this memoir, that is, after all
the dust had settled – after I’d rested and regained my strength – I went to
sit behind my PC and decided that somehow I was going to figure out how
to turn all this into an article, a story – something! I planned to include
some images… people these days aren’t idle with their smart-phones after



all – and neither were we. It’s an amazing thing, modern technology – and
the ironic and critical thing about all the tech stuff we use every day is,
that without it, our friend would more than likely not be alive today.
 
At first I wondered how I was going to explain these events while
retaining my reputation for reason, logic and having a foundation in
reality! In the end, I gave up! Here it is – this is the story, this is what
happened, and this is how it happened! Truthfully, I had to write it down to
try to make sense of it all for myself, more than I really wanted to share it
with the world, or anyone – or you.
 
Here follows my account of the events of 21 to 27 December 2011. This
was the first (and not the last) house cleansing I have been party to – but it
was also coincidentally the very worst week of my life up to that point.
 

The White House
 
Tracey and I got to know each other in September of 2011, in my home
town of Port Elizabeth – a popular coastal city and tourist destination on
the south-east coast of South Africa. I was born there in 1973, and I’d
lived there all my life.
 
When I first met Tracey, it was August 2011, and at that time I was the
director of a local LGBT advocacy group, and I was deeply involved in
meetings and arrangements for hosting the very first Pride parade for our
city. We bumped into each other at several of these meetings between
various groups over the coming months, and after the successful closing of
Nelson Mandela Bay Pride, became friends. We were both very much into
photography, and after doing a little freelance work together, became
business partners in a small photography venture which we hoped to build
over time.
 
At the beginning of December, we set up a photographic studio in a big
room in the large six-bedroom mansion she’d rented in a suburb called
Mount Pleasant, from where she’d also been operating a successful
massage studio for some time. Unfortunately for all concerned, for no



apparent reason, things began to turn a little surreal – and on a paranormal
scale!
 
When I first met Tracey, she lived in a small but cozy house on a
smallholding not too far from her massage business – a small two
bedroomed freestanding cottage basically in the middle of nowhere, on a
smallholding in Seaview. The owners had horses that roamed freely
around the place, so there were fences and gates all over.
 
This was while she was also renting the house in Mount Pleasant – which I
believe, even though both were leased from the same owners, still cost
quite a lot of money! Also, she lived out there all alone, as she’d done
since a rather tumultuous divorce about two years previously. At that time,
one of her employees shared the rent and occupied the second bedroom –
and traveled to and from work with Tracey every day. Her roomie, Kelly,
eventually decided she’d rather rent an apartment at the big house, and
moved out. Anyway, after a few months of living all alone out in the veld,
Tracey decided to also move back to the big house – into the loft
apartment upstairs, to save costs. After all, there was plenty of room at
that big white house!
 
However, in conversation, Tracey had become tense and preoccupied
about the move back to the loft apartment at the white house. She told me
several stories about strange things which frequently happened there in the
past. Although the business ran during the day, and although Tracey was
there through most of the daylight hours, she felt less afraid of that place
during the daytime. At night, it was a different story.
 
I’d been a part of the local Pagan community since 2010, and – knowing
this, Tracey gradually become comfortable discussing these supernatural
or paranormal matters with me, and as such I knew her as a person who
displayed psychic talents and who might be described as a medium.
 
Tracey had already confided in me that she could see what she believed
was dead people, and could potentially also communicate with them. I
took the revelation with a pinch of salt at first, but came to accept her gift
as genuine, despite having reservations about her being completely honest



about absolutely everything she told m. However, of this I can say with
confidence: instead of embracing her gift, it absolutely terrified her!
 
I was only later to learn that she’d never learned to shield herself from
spirits or entities she reportedly interacted with – but more about that later.
Once, while visiting me at home, Tracey confided in me that there was a
spirit in our guest room, which she claimed was hostile (at least towards
her) while being at the same time protective of myself and my mother. I
had my own suspicions about who that spirit might’ve been, but I had
honestly never noticed its presence there before -- although the room had
always been noticeably rather more creepy and uncomfortable to be in
than others, and noticeably cooler! One night in November, it had made its
dislike of her plain – because it attacked her before my very eyes!
 
She cried out in pain, and I watched as a cluster of tiny puncture wounds
appeared on her shoulder, and drops of blood started forming on her skin!
Nervous and unsettled, she made excuses and fled my home! She only
returned cautiously a few days later –and avoided the guest room as much
as possible after that. Apparently, the spirit which inhabited it appeared to
be limited to that place, stopping at the doorway. I remained skeptical of
her claims – but I hadn’t imagined the evidence, which I’d seen for
myself!
 
When Tracey spoke of her experiences while living in the white house
previously, while she’d been married still – before they’d moved out to the
farm cottage, she generally spoke in hushed, fearful tones. She mentioned
“blank spots” and gaps in her memory when she’d lived there. She was
never comfortable there either. Now she was going to live there again
alone, and the prospect troubled her. I shared her misgivings, given the
circumstances, but I have to admit that at the time I did not consider any
of these to be a serious threat to her – or to anyone else.
 
Thus it was, that Tracey relocated to the white house in Mount Pleasant in
late November 2011. It was a huge mansion in an affluent suburb – a
corner plot, with high walls on all sides. It was very private. It had been
built on what had previously been vacant land – in fact, there was still a lot
of vacant land in the surrounding area – but across the road and all to the



left side of the house, other houses stood as they had for years. The
sidewalk lawns were green and well maintained, the paving clean and neat
– and it was a quiet area where not many pedestrians walked by in a single
day. People in the area would leave their homes in their cars, leaving via
their garages – and return in the same way – and were scarcely seen
walking around outside. Thus it was with the white house, which was one
of the main reasons why Tracey had selected it for her massage studio.
 
During the day, Tracey shared the white house with up to ten employees.
Most were masseuses – young girls in their twenties and thirties of all
descriptions, while two were middle-aged ladies working as maids –
responsible for doing the washing and keeping the house neat and tidy.
Tracey always handled the admin herself, and maintained an office in one
of the many small rooms in the huge house.
 
Tracey’s employee and friend who had shared the cottage with her moved
into a downstairs apartment which had its own private entrance as well as
an adjoining internal door accessible from the laundry – although she
wasn’t always there, as her parents frequently picked her up for sleepovers
at home. Tracey moved into the loft, which was roomy and spacious, and
had its own shower and bathroom – and a balcony on the roof, which
overlooked the back side of the house and the yard just short of the
swimming pool.
 
Tracey had set aside a room for our joint photography studio – the lounge
at the front of the house, which had a big, carved ornamental front door –
which was never used since everyone entered or left via the garage
entrance. Another adjoining room with a fireplace no less, was designated
to be our photo studio’s office! For about a week, I spent time setting up
that studio and office – but more about that later.
 
In the period November-December 2011, the bulk of Tracey’s employees
began to report experiencing similar symptoms relating to unusual nausea
and bloating. It was suggested that perhaps they were simply passing
round some kind of tummy bug amongst themselves, but it was evident
that these symptoms only manifested while they were inside the house or
on the actual grounds of the property. As soon as they left, even as they



stood outside the grounds of the building or on smoke breaks, the
symptoms abated – and when they came back inside the building, they felt
ill again. I know that many people say that work makes them sick, but this
was a rather too literal interpretation of the situation!
 
Employees at the massage studio didn’t stay long before moving on to
somewhere else, but a small number had worked there for a year or longer
at that stage. Many people don’t often feel comfortable discussing
superstitions or concerns about unexplained events with strangers, so at
first they kept any unusual disturbances to themselves – and Tracey didn’t
say anything about it to new employees either. After a while, some of the
girls spoke of their experiences among themselves – and then everyone
became aware of unexplainable, perhaps even supernatural events
occurring at that house! Some became frightened.

 
Once or twice, while visiting Tracey or while I was there setting up the
photographic studio or office, I overheard one of the girls jokingly say that
they got more than they bargained for working there! This elicited a
nervous round of giggling from the others.
 
What sort of things happened there? Well, I’d heard a lot of things – but
during this adventure, I’d witnessed, seen, heard, or experienced them
happening for myself.
 
To start with, the kitchen provided good examples of the sort of things we
could expect in the near future – the electric kettle would switch itself on
and boil without anyone having been near it. Also, Tracey – or the staff –
would arrive every morning to find all the kitchen cupboard doors opened.
Also, things were heard to go bump in the night around the house, sounds
that could not be explained away by saying it was “the ground settling”, or
just the expansion of this or the contraction of that. This wasn’t just
uneasy imagination – I heard those sounds personally on several
occasions, and they were quite otherworldly!
 
As for the history of the house, I can’t tell you much about that – suffice
to say that the people who owned it at the time, had been the original
builders and then the first occupants. According to Tracey, who was



friendly with them – they’d had both their children there, but had moved
to the farm on which the cottage stood, which they also owned. Tracey was
renting it from them at a ‘massive discount’ after being told that they
hadn’t felt comfortable living there anymore themselves (no reasons given
of course) and nobody else they’d rented it to seemed to stay for long. Are
there any warning bells going off yet?
 
The house itself was a modern design, being only about twenty-five years
old at the time of these events. It was huge and white – called ‘the white
house’ by people in the area because it was so easily visible at the top of
the hill in that neighborhood. This huge house had six bedrooms, each of
which was used as a massage room, except for one which was attached to
the huge open-plan combined lounge, kitchen and indoor barbecue area,
which was being used as Tracey’s office for the massage studio. All the
walls were brick, all the floors were ceramic tiled concrete, and all the
ceilings were of knotty-pine slats. One wall of the huge lounge consisted
entirely of wood-framed windows and doors which overlooked a large
kidney-shaped swimming pool wrapped around an odd narrow little
balcony.
 
On quiet summer days when the weather was good, the staff would exit
throught the middle two doors and dive into the pool from the balcony and
swim – which, while I visited in the evenings was something I enjoyed
doing too.
 
On the right-hand side, at the front, there was a cavernous garage, also
with a tiled concrete floor. It had room for more than four cars inside, and
had a large automated double garage door, which is what used to open and
close all day long to admit clients and visitors as they came and went.
 
There was another small room, sometimes used as a second office, to the
side of an inner front door which was only ever closed and locked at night
when Tracey went to bed. On the other side of the garage, a long driveway
under a car-port ran the length of the house – with its own motorized
garage door – and the entire garage wall between them down the side of
the carport consisted of windows. Further back, there was a small servant’s
quarter apartment too, with an entrance from the driveway.
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