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EDIT�IAL 
THE PLACE WHERE EVIL DWELLS ... 

Oae of tbe more sinister legends amidst the rich tapestry of ghostly lore lbat permeates tbe British Isles (once 
dubbed tbe most haunted couatry OD Earth) is that of tbe 'discamate evil entity' that is said to either 
physically pusb or at tbe very least, actively encourage people to leap to tbelr deaths from tbe roofs of very 
high buildings or tbe tops of steep, sheer-faced cliffs... 
'l'bankfully, tbis type of report is infrequent when compared with say, the many traditicmal accounts of a 
White Lady seen wandering the deserted corridon after midnight, WJ'inPig her bands in despair over some 
real or imagined crime. Or tbe restless spirit of a young cldld wbo's doomed to inhabit tbe twtllgbt zone 
between life and death because it hasn't yet come to terms with the fact that it should have passed on to tbat 
quasi-mythical 'bigber plue.' 

But just becaute stories of wbolly malevoleat sapematural entities are ran, it does not foUow that we can 
simply choose to ignore them or dismiss them a being out of band: Notbinl more than the morbid 
imagintnp of a penon wbo's seen 'THELEGENDOFHEUHOUSE'one time too many_ 
The motif of the inhenlltly evil spirit that deHPts in tbe deltructiOD of liviD� hamaa beiql is one that is 
firmly rooted in folklore both andeat md modem. 
And who but tbe most iaseasitive amongst us can honestly say they have never awoken in the wee houn 
before dawn in the sweaty, slutldng aftermath of a bad dream. feeling suddenly � irradoaally certain tbat 
there is some purely evil pl'elellee sharing the bedroom with them. Something staDdiDg iD the dark . with a 
long, white face that's not quite h1111WL 
It might be a demented cinas down with silver coiDs for eyes ud a blood-red gash for a mouth 
It milbt be a foi'DIIess. capering horror that sits and gibben at the ead of your bed. 
Or it JDiPt be a blaek-cowled monk that cnepe npt up to your bedside and wbispen seductively in your ear 
about how easy it would be to walk on owr to the willdow, to gaze lo'ringl:y at the distant drop below and take 

a jump-

ONE 
� .... 
Back in the Winter of 1976, my dad worked as a foreman for 1be British Leather Company, right next to 
Cammell Laird's Shipyard, in downtown BirkeDbead. 
The facto.,., a1on1 with the handreds of people who laboured and sweated Ions houn there, has long since 
stood redundant. In fact, tbe bulk of wbat was known as 'Tbe Tan Yard' was burned to tbe ground several 
yean ago. Nothing but an empty shell remains now. A secret place of burned timben and coDapsed Ooon. 
And even tbose cnambling remnants are facing final demolition Judging from the way the ex-employees, my 



father amongst them, were treated by the firm daring its declining years in the early 1980's, I guess it's fair 
to say no one paused to sbed any tean for its passing. 
Unless they were the tean born of bitter satisfaction. 
I went then only oace when I wu barely a week sby of becoming a teenager and let me tell you, oace was 
more than enough. 
1bree days before my lltb birtbday, my Dad bad promised to take me to tbe match as a special birtbday 
treat. Liverpool were at home to Ipswich Towa, he bad two tickets for The Kop, and aU I bad to do in return 
was go to the 'Tan Yard' with him that Saturday wbikt be worked the mol'lliJII shift. 
'It makes more sease than me having to come back home to get you,' he'd told me tbe night before. 'And 
besides, it's only goiUUl be for a few houn. You can pack some sanies and bring along one of those books 
you've always got your bead buried in. Tbe time will Oy, you'D see.' 
I remember telliq him I was.I was so excited I'd' run to hell and back if be asked me. 
And as tbingi tamed oat, perbaps that wasn't so very far from the truth. 
You've beard of the phrase 'dark Satanic mills.' Whoever wrote that line I feel sure tbey m..t have dnnm 
tbeir impiration after setting eyes on 'The Tan Yard' If not in real life, then certainly in their nightmares. 
AI we walked through the front gate with the dawn barely touching the sky and my eyelids gummy from lack 

of sleep, I remember feeling almost ova wbelmed by a sort of desperate sadness Part of it stemmed from 
stepping over tbe tbresbold and being confronted with a less-than-dleery vista-Two rows of bigb-roofed 
buildings, their waDs caked with a filth tbat gleamed wetly in the glare of an arc lamp, stretched ahead for as 
far as tbe eye could see. Tbey were little more tban glorUled cattle-sbeds, and maybe tbat's just as it should 
have been because 'British Leather' were in the business of refining cow-bides for commercial use. From 
within came tbe incessant hammering of heavy machinery that shook the very earth beneath my feet and jets 
of steam hissed from undeJ'KI'OUIId vents in great billowing cloucls-
Yeab, part of it was that. But mosdy it was tbe dreadful reallsaUoa tbat my dad actuaOy bad to spend so 
much of his time here. 'Ibis was were he worked five, sometimes six days a week, 50-odd weeks of the year. 
Bow could be stand it? Breathing in IDDifulls of that foul-smelliag air, bnaldng his back for a boa be 
probably never set eyes 011 and when the only relief from the leaden mODOtOIIf ,_ the ten-minute tea-break 
and the chance to swap tbe same old jokes wttb tbe same old faces over a copy of 'THEDAILYMIRROR'and 
a quick drag on a 'roDie'. 
The questioa 1Niped heavily on my mind as my dad usbered me into the nearest of the bnildlnp, and I 
almost asked him out loud, but just then sevenl of his workmates bepn sidJiDI up and be made a .. 
business of lntrodadq me to tbem and I bad to stand tbere wltb a bil stupid griD on my face, p1111U1le111Dg 
their grimy bands until I'd felt sure my shoulder would come away at the socket. And after I'd made tbe 
acquailltaace of j111t about fNery member of staff oa the morning sbift, the momeat bad goae.. Aftenruds, it 
had felt too impradellt to ask. Especially after my d8d showed me, with some measure of pride, his fonmm's 
desk, wblch contained several family pbotograpbs (Including one taken tbe Summer before, fea11lrlng youn 
truly standing on the edge of a football pitch at 'Batlin's' with a battered 'casey' tucked under my arm aad a 
wiDMr's medal draped around my neck). I saw too, that the wall directly bebind the battered, grafliti-strewn 
desk was covered with yet more pbotop"apbs and a collectioa of dnrtrillgs tbat my yot�J��er brotben and 
sister bad produced daring art class at schooL The stgbt of tbose famtUar, homely images were enougb to 
brinK the tint geauiae smile to my face. since settm1 foot ill 'The Tan Yard' 
It was only later, � in my bed tbat mpt l"eppayiq tbe day's eftllts over in my mind tbat the tenible 
tbougbt crossed my mind that the main reason my dad kept that assortment of photos and sketches dose to 
his work-desk might not be so innocent, after aiL Perhaps in spending more than a few short houn in that 
damnable place where no blade of sUDiigbt pierced the all-pervading gloom, you simply luul to have thole 
images close to band to remind you of the reason wby you were here in tbe ftnt place. Yes, the more I 
tbougbt about it, tbe more certain I became tbat shut up aD day within tbe confines of ''lbe Tan Y ani' it 
would be all too easy too forget even the faces of those you loved and who loved you right back... 
By micl-mol'lliq, having fortified myulf with a steaming mug of coff• and the tuna sandwiches my mum 
bad tboagbtfally packed iD a hmcb box for me, my spirits bad risen enough for me to put down my dog-eared 
copy of 'THE HOBBIT and whilst my father was stood talking to some workmate whose name bad already 
sUpped my mind, I wandered off to explore tbe rest of tbe site. 
In truth, I badll't upeeted to find aaytbin1 even remotely noteworthy. Let's face it, wbea you've seen oae 
factory Ooor, you've seen 'em aiL Twenty minutes or so of poking my nose iDto those dark crannies of 
obscure misery was enough to queU my enthusiasm and I was about to return to my dad's 'oflke' when my 
attention was suddenly dnnm · to the sound of raised voices at the entrance to a large warehouse right at the 
end of what I'd alnady meataUy eoiaed 'Sidd Row. ' 
Cariosity aroused I wandered over to wbere two men were arguing fiercely about whose turn it was to 'run 
the bides through Big Bertha', whatever tlult meant. Both seemed equally determined not to back down and it 
was clear that there was likely to be a fight if someone didn't intervene pretty soon. 'lbat someone wasn't 
going to be me, though. With their faces criss-crossed with scan and liDecl with the obtigatory five o' clock 



sbadcnr, they looked ·for aD the world like extras from some 1950's gangster B-movie, who'd swapped their 
black suits for overalls. Alld so, trying to appear as inconspicuous as possible, I'd bunched my sboulders and 
slunk right past them whilst they were busy tuming the cold air blue with expletives. 
A sign above the open door aanouncecl that I was setting foot into 'The Saltboule'. That didn't make an awful 

lot of sease to me either. Not at 6nt. Tbe room was empty save for several piles of soaking cow bide and a 
buge circular vat with a metal outer rim and a wooden wbeel that revolved slowly like the spokes of some 
great paddle steamer. There was a steel ladder l'1llllling up one side that led onto a tiny platfo1111. and in a 
moment, I was scralllbling up thole 11111p, eager for a closer look. I was awe-stnack by the macllina size, its 
sheer l1lllg1lltlule, It nearly touched the ceiling, which must have been at least 30 feet high, and the sound of 
that powerful wheel rumbling as it turned like Summer thunder, bade me pause half-way, traasfixed, 
remembering one late July afternoon when I was a YOIIDI child-

TWO 

ltwas my grtmdfllther's 75tlt Blrllullly party and my family's jHends and rellltloiiS were lulstlly pllC/dng away the 
reiiUUIIIIs of a barb ecue as tiJe storm tlaat luul been bubb/Jng up sbu:e mld-mornlngfbudly tltretllened to break. 
The wbulluul dropped. The lulmldlty 16vel hllll grown uiiiHuJnlb/6 11114 tile llgllt luul taknt 011 a fl"l!1' f/llt yellow 
cost that luul thrown everything Into slulrp re/Jef. 
The jlnt craclc oftlui.IIMrltllll "-"so loud, just about evD'J'Otut, my JHIUifts lnclutHd, luullastblctlveiJ1 duclced, 
and I'd pro� bunt Into tears tldnlclng with a child's logic, that If even the tullllU WD"e terrljled, maybe 
something tnlly awjid was going to happen. •• lllce IIIIIYbe tlae very sky was going to cave ln and fall on us. •• 
My mood luuln 't been helped any by tM 1ltlld dllsh rush for tiJe shelter oftlte house, and as the tJuuuler r oared 
and the llglltnbtg craclced and tJae rain pelted the wbulows wltll tUt unrelentlngjiuy, I wmt Into vlrtJull hysterlcs. 

No one could calm me. Not my ]Hll'ents. Not my aulllS and uncles. Not even my best .friend, Pldlly, who 'd been 
Invited at my request. Ordbulrlly, my screamlngjlt wouldlulve been tJae au ftn' my,.,,. and dlul to lulve Clllled 

a taJd IJIUl sluiiiUul nw the lieU out of there to SIIVII IUIJ1 .{tutlulr emiHJrr��SSJ�t�tllt, but 011 tlds occaslo111t IIIIUt hiiVII 

been pretty obvious that my fear was gelllllne and that I wasn't just seeldng attention. And so, the tlwtuler cuull 
continued our unojJldal LOIUlest Dedbel Competition (populllr oplnlon had it down as an honourable draw) 
until eventiUilly, my granddiul took 1111! to one mu tUUl Silt 1111! down on lals bony old kllee. He 'd reached out both 
tD7I&f ln tUt ejf'ort to lr«p 1111! from stpdrmlng awwry before regarding 1111! with tUt ��� ofSIICh lcbu:lnen 11114 

IUUierstluullng tltatl'd ceased struggling lmmedllltely. 
'There 's no need to be afraid now, son, ' he 'd IISSIU'ed me. 'The storm can 't harm us ln here. You 're safe. Stlf'e 
amongfamlly IJIUl.{rlelul& ' 
I nodded my agrument, but my bodyWGS still radcedwtth dry, ht!IIVIng sobs. 
'I used to be frightened oftlte tJuuuler when I was kid too, y 'know, 'he 'd contbuled. 'About a mllllon years ago it 
s� to nw IIDMt My dmi uud to IRllnt�t tlult tlut rumbllt oftJuuuler Is 1IDtltbtg buttlut sOillld of God's ellflbu!s of 
creation htiiiUIU!rlng aMI)' ltJ Heaven. H e also stll4 that llglltnbtg wwu 1ltD'ely Jesus talclng pictures of the 
Angds...And I beiJeved lalm. I really dJd. Of course,' he ad4ed with a chuclrle, 'my dlul also used to teO. me the 
rt!llSon he drank so 11111Ch whlslcywas because the sawdust at the timber yar d wltere he us ed to work got caugh t ln 
tJae bade of his throat tUIIl he was only"actlng on doctor's orders. ••• But I belleved ldm about tJae thunder and 
llglltnbtg. Hell, IIUIYbe I stlll do. I me1111, here I am, 70-«ld years on, and I've never come to lulnnfrom either 

01111 oftluma yet. ••• � I sllld, you 're safe liS houses here, so11 Now colltlt 011 alld give yOUT ol' grtuUidad a hug. ' 
Just listening to that gently llltlng voice was enoug h to banish my fears ln an Instant and I'd reached out to 
tlarow my arms ro und lals neck biii'Ying my helulln ld.r shoulder breathing ln tM retiSSUTlngly fami/Jar aroiiUIS of 
'Old Spice' tUUl 'Bryla��D��' and Ill lall!r yi!ID'S, whelu!vt!r tlu!re WGS a stoma brewing, I'd close my eyes and I 
wtJUld clearly see flashbul.ln poppbag amollpt the cltnub IJIUl great ellflbu!s whirring. slowly revolving 11114 a 

being dressed allln whlte with tJae lrbull!st face, my grtmdfather's face slluullng at tile hellll of a short fllgh t  of 
sllllrs, turning a luuulle on one oftlte lftiiCIIIna ('The Encines of Creation'). He 'd smlle and bedcon me to come 
on up and }oln hbn and glve hlm a big hug and it was the least I could do to tlumk hbn f or cllaslng away my 
chUdlaood terror of the stonn and I'd cllmb tile sllllrs eager to be with lalm. •• as tiJe CIIIIII!Tas flashed and the 
engines rumbled. ••• and If ell loved and safe as I re£hed out my luuul to touch. •• to tollch.. 

THREE 

_to touch the smooth, metallic surface of tbe side of the machine in Tbe Saltboase... To reach out and run my 
fingers across tbe outline of a dosed gate above which someone had cbalked 'BIGBERTllA 'in block capital 
letters. 
As if in a dream, I began tuming the handle, filled with a sadden desire to see what lay inside, as if there 

could be anytblng remotely exciting about tbat cumbersome-looking mechanism. I couldn't remember 



dimlrinl the rest of the way up. Couldn't recall stepping onto the platform. And it didn't much matter to me 
anyway. I was only concerned witb opening tbat gate, peering in, and queUing my burning curiosity-
I'd actually gotten it about half-way open and bad caught a whiff of some bitter fragrance that stung my 
IIOitrils and watered my eyes, wbeD someoae shouted from below. 'Hey, what tbe hell do you think you're 
doing? Get down from there. RJ.ght now///' 
I nearly jumped out of my skin and for a second there, just for a second, I'd nearly lost my balance and 
tumbled backwards over the low railing, onto tbe concrete ftoor, tweaty five feet below. 
Attemptinz to recover my composure, but with my knees lmoc� together like a pair of manic castmets, I 
looked down and saw one of the men who bad been arguing outside standing at the foot of the ladder. His 
scowling expression and the clenching of his fists carried with them the promise of extreme violence if I didn't 
do euctly as be said. and you'd better believe I desceaded those I'1IDgS Hcbty-spHt. 
Wbea I was finally oD solid. ground once more, I half-expected to be dnged into some dark corner of the 
room (and ters face lt, he would have been spoUt for choice ID trying to select one- ''lbe Saltbouse' was a real 
haven for shadow-filled comen alright) and kick ten kinds of difl'erent-colound crap out of me. As it was 
however, although be did lay an arm on me, and my whole body began shaking in tandem with my knees, it 

was only too usher me away.from 'BIGBERTIIA' and back out into the freezing February air. 
Tbe man's sidekick was stood just outside tbe entraace, bls hands cupped around a flaming match as be tried 
to light a cigarette. He raised his eyebrows quizl.ically at the sight of this scared-looking kid being gently but 
firmly marched off the premises by a hulking great refugee from 'The Mob'. 
'I found him snifling around tbat damned old macbine,' be said in answer to tbe unspoken question. 'I reckon 
she bad bim in ber spell there for a little wbile...lt would have been more than long enough though. if I hadn't 
have come aJonw when I dicL' 
'He climbed the ladder?' 'Sidekick's' thick, busby eyebrows arched stiD higher in surprise. 'AD the way to the 
top?' 
'He bad the frigiD' gate half-way open, if you please!' 
'Christ aJmiPty. Have you got a death wish, SOD?' 
I tried to form a reply, but my tongue dove to the roof of my mouth and aD tbat emerged was a kind of 
strangled 'Ugggg'. My mind was busy conjuring up less-�chanting visions of being beaten to a pulp by 
both •mtmaa• and'Sidekick': two for the price of one, you milbt say. 
Bat whea 'llitman' spoke again, his voice,.. cOIIIiderably lowered - his tone a mite lea aggnaive. 
'You're Cbarlie Walker's boy aren't yer? God lad. yer must have at least a little bit of yer father's good sense. 
1bis place isn't a playground, it -can be very dangerous. Certain areas more so than otben.' He cast a furtive 
glance back at Tbe Saltbouse, brooding under a white. late Winter sky. 
'My advice to yoa is to head on back to yer dad's ofllce. He'D likely be lmoelrin' off soon and he'D be looldn' 
out for yer. Get goin' now, and I won't say notbin' about where you've been if you don't. Haft we got 
ourselves a deal?' 
SUO unable to find my voice, I nodded viJoroasly and tryiag not to break into a raD I made my way back to 
tbe foreman's quarten just as tbe DOODtime whistle souaded. Every step of the way, I remember tbinldng I 
didn't know wbich was more frigbteaing; the threat of a beating from tbe two banlcases rd just encountered 
or the fevered stench of their own fear, coming off tbem in waves so thick it bad made me want to vomit--

1 bad absolutely no idea of what they were so obviously afraid of back then. And as things tamed out, I didn't 
discover tbe reason unUI one balmy Summer evening, sa montbs or so later-

FOUR 

I remember I was watchiag 'SCOOBYDOO'on the TV, with a wet paper towel clutched to my forehead and a 
glass of cbilled lemonade dose to hand. when news broke about the tragedy at 'The Tanyard.' 
fd been left in charge of my two younger brothen and sister whilst my mum bad cone to work at the 'Jilota' 
cake factory and I'd been unable to keep one eye from straying over to the thermometer OD the far waiL The 
temperature hadn't dropped below 85 degrees for tbe best part of a week, and the whole world had felt like it 
was slowly melting out of existence. 
I was just meatally debatiq whether I bad the energy to get up and plonk a couple more ice cubes in my 
drink when Grant (my eldest brother), dashed in from the back garden babbJinl about bow tb.en'd been 
sometblng on tbe radio about a serious accident at dad's works. I didn't pay him mucb beed at flnt. I was 
sure be was either messing around or else had simply misheard the broadcast. I went right on watching 
Tbelma and Dapbne and the rest of 'those pa/cy Jdds' set about solving yet another Haunted Mansion 
Mystery, until somehow the time bad gotten round to su o' clock, and I'd felt a sudden lurching in the pit of 
my stomach: My dad stiU hadn't returned from bls sdnt on the day sblft. He normaDy knocked off bang on 
five, and was always home within a quarter of an hour, even if be stopped to call in at '1be Top Shop' on Pay 
Day to get us all a bar of chocolate or an ice-loUy (depending on tbe season), as a special treat. 



He was now tbe best part of an boar late.... 
I jumped up from my seat and quickly tuned in to 'RADIO CITY NEWS', and beard tbe announcer confirm, 

tbird story in, tbat which Grant bad already told me. The euct nature of the accident and the penon's 
identity were not nv� or if they were I was too busy listeaiDg to a panicky, whisperin1 voice tbat had 
crept uninvited into my mind- 'Someone's suffered a terrible accident at The Tanyard,' it said with mock 
solemnity. 'Your brother told you so, but you dldn 't belleve ldm. You wouldn't listen. And while you wer� sitting 
ther� gbud to the goggle-bllX, someolll!'s been very badly lnjlued. Maybe they've luul a Umb ampUIIIUd. by a pll!ce 

ofiiUIChlnery, thdr llfdJiood spraylng tile Wtllb llJce an honest-to-God geyao. Maybe they've brolcen tJudr neck 
falllngfrom atop a plle of assembled cow-s/clns due out for sldpment. Maybe they've been bllnded by the scalding 
steiUII whm olll! of those etUllessly twisting pipes biii'St open. ••• Or 111flYbe. •• Maybe they're already as detul as a 
doortudl, lying there wltll their eya wlb optm stllrlng slglltlessly up at the cool, wltlU cellbtg oftlu! ambulllnce 

as ll pulls Into tile llosplllll Clll' park thirty seconds too lale. • .And while you 're considering that, wotuler about 
this; Why Lfn'tyourdad home yet??? 
With a growing sense of dread hauntingly familiar to aayoae who has ever awaited tbe retum of a loved oae 
on a storm-lashed eveniq on the wrong side of midaigbt, I stared out of the front room window, trying 
desperately to will my dad ·home. I pnyed too tbat the phone would remain silent. In tbe movies and the 
soaps. its sbrill. insistent riDiinl could mean only one thing; A cold emotionless toae at the end of the receiver 
relatiJII a message that bepD with tbe awful words; 'I'm afraid I� so����tbtu:l MWS. •• ' 
Time seemed to stretch out interminably, although I couldn't bave been stood there for more than a few 
minutes lost in an imaginary argument with myself as I watched couples emerge from the blue shade of the 
park, kids riding their bicycles on their way to somewhere bript, neiPboun washing their can or sweeping 
tbelr driveways as tbe day fought a losing battle aplast the onset of eveaJnc. 
And then incredibly, my dad was turDing the comer, a little sombre-lookiq, sure, but otherwise as right as 
raiD, and hardly daring to believe my eyes I'd nm to the door to greet him with a hug (something I hadn't 
done since early childhood, but which I gladly did now without any compunction whatsoever). 
'Aye, aye, wbat's aD tlds!' he'd said as Kearry, Gnat and Dale bad gathered ro._t eapr to e:qtress their 
relief too. 'Do you mind stepping aside for a second and letting me in? I've had one helluva rough day.' 
He'd spoken gndlly, but I could see by his eyes tbat he'd been moved by the reception. We'd had a thousand 
barDinl questions to ask of oar dad, but we let him piiSI without mother word. Be was plainly shattered and 
ID no mood for conversaUon. 
I oaly gleaDed the bare boDes of the story later tbat night wbeD my mother bad returned from her part-time 
job and we'd all been sent to bed. I'd gottea up to use the toilet and half-way down the stain. rd overheard 
my parents talking in deliberately bushed tOML StraiJ1in1 my ean I'd been able to put together the gist of 
wbat bad. happened. 
Apparently, a young lad, by the name of Eddie Masters, who'd been assigned to 'The Salthouse' work party 
just a few weeks earlier, had disappeared without a trace sometime that afternoon. The last anybody had seen 
of him he'd beMI busy feeding untreated cow bides iato that enormous wheel-lib madline ('Big &!rtluJ'). 
No one bad missed blm anUI the sbriek of the Five o' Clock Whistle had slpalled down tools and Eddle bad 
failed to appear to punch his card. Even then, most people had not been unduly concerned. It was generaUy 
assumed that he bad sloped off for a quiet smoke somewhere and had simply lost track of time. Doubtless he'd 
tum up pretty soon wearing a sbeepisll"grin and cheeks tbe colour of fresh beetroot. 
By 5:30 thougb. wbeD he still hadn't shown. head office had ordered a full-scale search of the premises, and 
the entire workforce bad been mobililed, sevenl of tbem mutterin1 under their breath about bow they had to 
get home and what they wouldn't do to that 'lazy dickbead' when they got their bands on them. Tbe worbn, 
my dad included, bad split up into several groups and they'd duUfally searcbed the site from top to bottom 
without success. And as time bad wore on. so the threats and curses had died away as the realisation tbat 
sometlliJl3 a good deal more serious tbaD a mere spot of sJdviDI wa1 going on ben. 
And· eftlltually, tbere'd been only one place left to look. 
The inside of the very machine Eddie bad been toiling on earlier tbat day. 

'Big Bettlul. , 
rd detected a tnmor iD my father's voice u he'd described bow it bad seemed the whole of the day shift bad 
somehow crammed under the high-beamed roof of 'Tbe Salt House'. And in my minds eye rd pictured the 
people gathered like disciples come to wonbip some vast mecbaaical demigod, their faces lit with the twin 
e:qtressions of fear and antidpatioD-. 
No one had quite dared to step forward and preu the releale lever, and wbea OM of the foremen had asked 
for a volunteer the crowd bad begun shufDing nervously and there'd been much staring at their work boots, 
as if the answen to Ufe's great mysteries were spelled out in the creases. 
Eventually, a cbargeband had plucked up the courage. and with his jaw set in grim determination he'd 
unleashed a deluge of wet bides soaked iD a mild acid that waa used for burning off the fine cattle bain. They 
poured out along a twelve foot deep gutter that soon became a virtual river, tbe bides swept along like so 
much flotsam until tbe drains did tbeir work and tbe level slowly subsided. 



And when finally the last of the add bad leaked away, all that bad remained were tbe cow-skins, glistening, 

ironically enougb, like a new-born calf in the middle of a sunbrigbt farmer's field. 

And there. half-hidden amongst the piles of slick leather had lain tbe bloa� hairless body of Eddie M.asten, 

neither skiving, nor sleepin& but dead to the world and forever beyond the muttered threats (empty or 

otherwise) of mortal men. 
The memory of tbat overbeard convenaUon bas remained witb me aD my life - I guess it's maybe not so 

surprising when you consider I had never before then been faced with the immutable fact of death in aU its 

hideous glory. I don't need any cheap, dimwtore psychologist assuring me of that. But what has since 

baanted my dreams and ensured I sometimes wake up with a half-formed scream on my tips was that which 

my father said, just before be cbanged tbe. subject to something much more mundane: 

'If I live to be a hund� I don't think I'D ever be able to get that poor man's face out my mind. His eyes had 

gone and the acid bad burned his lips clean off. AD you could see was this perfect set of teeth and I know it 

sounds stupid, but it looked for all the world as though he was staring up at us with those empty sockets. 

Staring up and grinning. Slyly. Like be'd just played some mean, small-minded pncUcal joke on us aiL I ten 
yer love, it gave me the creeps_' 

FIVE 
Did I say earlier that it took me six months to learn the reason for 'Hitman'and 'SidDckk's' all too apparent 
fear of 'Tbe Salt House'? I dld. Well, you'D pardon me. I'm sure, if I ask you to strike that error from the 
record and rectify it by saying that it actually a little longer than that to get at the truth. Ten whole yeon 

longer to be precise. And, as witb most revealing discoveries, I stumbled upon it quite by accident, wben 'The 
Taayanl' and Eddie Masten tngic death were tbe furthest things from my mind-
Two days before Christmas, 1986, I was ttmding at the bar of '� Garrlclc S""'l,' gettiq the round in for 

oar Grant and Ste'rie Gee (the former Assistant Editor of this very magazine). We wouldn't normally have set 
foot in tbe place. 1be pub was (and maybe sUO is, for aD I lmow) one tbe bigest dives in downtown 
BirkeDhead, bat we'd sought reface from tbe endless stream of Christmas shoppen, pushing and shoving 
with a fervour that bordered on the manic. And so, knowing that the pub would be comparatively quiet, even 
on tbe very brink of tbe hotiday season, we'd popped in for a swift pint and a chance to unwind. I'd dnnm 
the short straw, hence my standing at the bar wbilst my two companions, snickering at their good fortune, 
went and sat themselves at a table over in the far comer of what passed for a lomage. 
Wbillt I was waiting to be seiWd, I became aware of a man staring at me intently, and casting a sidelong 
glance, I saw a bearded, gril:ded individual whom I did not recognise. He plainly had business with me 
however, and worried tbat be was about to either try and bum a drink off me (bad) or else kick off a fight 
(worse), I bepa wbUtliag taaelessly, in an attempt to show I wasn't intimidated. I must have made a pretty 
bad job of it though, beca111e suddenly he stagered over towards me and breatbiJII a combination of whisky 
fumes and acute baHtosis into my face, he said 'I know yoa don't I? 
I was about to beg to differ, but before I could open my moutb, be was nodding in agreement with himself. 
'Yeah. 'lbat's ri&ht. You're Charlie Walker's son. I remember you, even though you've sprouted up a deal 
lince I last saw you. Now, how long ago was that, I wonder?' He stroked his tbick beard thoughtfully. 'My 
God, I reckon that must, have been back in that bone-freain winter of '76...Not long before I left that 
damned 'Tan Yard' for tbe last time. 
At the mention of my dad's former wo'rkptace (he'd beell made redundant after a decades loyal service, three 
yean earlier), tbere was an instant Oasb of recognition, and I realised I was talldng to 'Sideldck' - 'lbe 
ex-B-movie gangster, now very definitely retired. He looked like he'd aged by about thirty yean. His hair was 
thin and mow-white, and what you could see of his face was deeply liDed and carewom. A quick mental 
calculation assured me be couldn't possibly be a day over fifty, bat he'd easily have passed for one of those 
old-Umen (tbe men wbo sit at domino-strewn tables in 'Tbe Crooked Billet' or '1be Standard', sipping pints 
of GUINNESS' and who always look as though they've seen too much and carried too great a grief aD their 
lives). 
The fact that I now lmew him, didn't fiB me with aay great enthusiasm to start chatting to him however, aad 
after exchanging pleasantries, I made as if to walk away. Before I could do so, he'd shaken my hand and 
introduced himself as Stewart Mckinley (Stewie to his friends). Despite my protests, he insisted on paying for 
the round of drinks, aad I lmew better than to refuse. I didn't want to offend him. He may have looked old, 
but that still didn't mean be couldn't handle himself. 
And so, almost against my wiD, we'd started up a mostly one-sided convenatlon, a coDStant stream of 
anecdotes centred upon his time at 'British Leather', interrupted only briefly when Steve had wandered over 
to find out where the hell I'd gotten to with tbe ale. 
The lonpr be went on, the more desperate I became to escape this wearisome bore, and I'd been just about to 
risk aD and say I stmply had to get back to my friends, when Stewart ('Stewle to Ills .friends') bad said 
something that had immediately gained my undivided attention. 



-'bat of coarse, the lowest point, the filial nail in the coflin, you might say, was the death of tbat poor 
bastard Eddie Masten. It migbt sound soft, but I couldn't bring myself to set foot iD the place after tbat. I 
jacked it in about a week after he was found. Some of the lads on the shift took the piss. Said I was scared 
that bil gbolt would come back to haunt me or something. That kind of talk JDiPt have got to me once, but 
the truth is I Wll.1' scared, though not of some earthbound spirit bent on revmge. Those gays... '!bey lib to 
think they know it aD, but when you get rigbt down to it, they don't know sbit.' 
'And wbat was it you were afraid of?' I asked. hoping against hope that I hadn't disrupted his Oow. I aeedll't 
have worried. 
'Don't you know?' be smiled incredulously. 'You of aD people should do. I nmember me mate John, barely 
saved you from its clutches aD those years ago. That's not something I'd easily forget. 
'Yeah. I do remember,' I assured him. 'Bat I still don't undentand what it was be was supposed to have 
sawcl me from.' 
'Christ, I tbougbt John cUd a very good job of explaining it tbat afternoon outside The Saltbouse. Maybe you 
werea't lbteaiag. Maybe you didn't WtUJt to listen. Whatever-The plain and simple facts of the matter were 
you were caught UDder its spell, aad if Jolm hadn't have come aloag when he dicl-' 
'Wait a minute. What are you talldng about, spell? You mean a cane or sometbinl? Cast· by whom? 
'The thing tbat tried to lure you to your deatb. The same tbing tbat killed yomag Eddie Masten. That 
damned machine in Tbe Saltboase. "Big Bertlta. " 
'Oh, come on,' I sbook my bead In disbelief. 'You're not seriously trying to sagest tbat piece of eqineering is 
directly responsible for someone's death? It was simply an accident. Tragedies lib tbat happen from time to 
time. And as for me dimbiq tbat ladder when I was a ldcL.That was just childish curiosity. I just wanted to 
see what was illside, that's aiL' 
Stewie favoured me with an expression of ID-disguised contempt, leaned a Utde doser so tbat the stencb of bls 
breath was almost overpowering, and spoke in a hoarse whisper. 
'Alright, I'm gODDa tell you sometlliq now, and it's up to you whether you set any store by it or not. U you 
ewr repeat it ttaoup, I'D deny I said aay sadl thiiii-
John and I were both made up wben Eddle was assigned to our sblft. He seemed like a good lad, If a Utde faD 
of himself. We were willing to forgive him for that. Christ, he'd only just turned seventeen, and was planning 
OD going to univenity the following summer, and besides which, Eddie was an excellent worbr. He more 
tlwa did his share, evea wbea it came to the horrible jobs, like feeclin1 the skiDs into 'Big Bmlul. ' No oae 
liked doing tbat. It was sadl bloody, back brealdn' work. It was always unbearably bot even ID the depths of 
mid-winter. You bad to feed �bides iD by hand as fast as you could, and evea though they gave you a face 
m.ak md goglel, still tbe fumes would sting your eyes aad somehow seep dcnm your throat. ADd wbeD you 
pt home tbat ntpt, yoa wouldn't be able to sleep for fear of coapiag your guts up. 
Motlft eaoogb, you might think, for aveldlllg tbat detail for as long as you possibly could. But tbe-ntll reason 
I dreaded being seat up those ladden was not so easily explainable. I can oaly tell you wbat I felt Dearly every 
time I stood before the opea the pte at the side of that madrine I'd be liftial tbe ftnt of the bides · and I'd be 
sure someone 1n11 watcbing me. I could feel tbis pair of barDinK eyes glariq at me and I'd whirl U"'UDd and 
nobody woulcl be there. I'd cane myself for a foo� and go back to work and sometimes that would be the ead 
of it, but on several occasions, tbere'd be sometbiDg else; a soft breath on the back of my neck or tbe smell of 
a woman' s perfume, siddy sweet lib rottiq violets... 
And once, a week or so before Eddie joined the crew, I'd been busy banting iD the bides wbea I sadde.dy felt 
a pntle push from bebind. There wasn't a lot of streqtb in that shove, bat what with the weilbt of the 
cow-akin, it was eaoup to have me cart-wheeling for balmce. It was a near thing. I almost wmt ftyint over 
the edge of the platform, and only tbe safety raiJin1 stopped me from doing so. You can be sure I didn't haq 
around for loq up there after tbat. 
Aside from John, did anyoae else on our crew eacounter anything unusual when they were working 'Big 
Bmlta?' I caa't say for certain, 'cos I never dared dilcua my own experiences. I was too afnitl of beiDI 
laaped at and baviDg my every day on tbe sblft made a misery. They were mosdy a good-bearted bancb, bat 
a bigpr gaq of wind-up merchants you have never met. Besides, once I'd docked off, I tried to ratioaalbe 
the inddeats, and it was fairly easy to convince myself I'd imagined the whole 1lliq wbeD I was sat at home 
with the wife and kids or proppiq up tbe bar with me mates. 
And so when Eddle came to me one lunch bour and started spoudDg off about how he'd beard voices 
whispering to him during his fourth or fifth stint on that clamnecl old machine, I'd merely clapped him on the 
back and told him it was just his mind playing tricks, or maybe the wind iD the eaves. "Best keep it to 
yourself though, Ed's. You don't want people tbinkin' you've got the heebeejeebies,_" I'd said feelinllike the 
world's biggest shlt-� but wbat else could I do? 
A week or so later, I was sitting in the works canteen reading the paper, when in had walked Eddie, head 
down, muttering to himself, and looking as though he were carrying the weight of the world OD his shoulden. 
He was normally such a happy-go-lucky kid that I knew immediately there was sometlaiJII seriously wrong. 
'Ibis was no sponsored teenager sulk. I went over to him and asked wbat was tbe matter, but be refused to 



answer. He just told me to go away, tbat there was notbing �or auybody could do to help him and I noticed 
tbere were dark circles under his eyes and bis face was as pale as candle-wu, and to be honest, tbe thought 
crossed my mind dlat he might be on drugs or sometbing. I told him to cheer up and snap out if it...God. how 
hollow that souacla now. 
And that was tbe last time I ever saw Eddie aliYe. 

I saw bim later, of course. Or ratber wbat was left of biln. By tben, he reaDy was beyond the belp of anyone. 

I _,.. fOIIIId tbe note he'd left me uatU tbe foll8wiq mol'lliq ,.._ I wmt to pt a- set of daa ovenlll from 
my locker. lt W.. a CI'UIIlpled piece of paper OD wbida he'd SCIWWied- jast •COIIple of words; 

, �A- Uli:e:. 

�- trit:Js. iJ 111!/ITJiiJcl 
� ZtJincl iJ tf. .,.._ 

� MPp lr!l/iqi me tfj,p 5- 8IJ em"!f l.dll¥ to Fix/ a 6etter V& 
o/{1 .f 9ottB eh 8 "'/1M 11 )llnp. olfrxl !/ tfiM I11B!fo tht!g re � 

� Fa fieqls /iien4 &i*. • 
I D8ftl' showed tbat. note to aayoae. I aever told a soul about it eitber aad tbe eoroaer recorded aa open 
wnlict at tbe iaqMSt iato bia deada.' 
'So it wam't m accident. It was suicide,' I mattered with a lllixtan of awe ad profotmd sympathy. 'Jesus.' 
'Jesus aia't got notlliq to do witb it,' Stewie retorted. 'I havea't quite Dnjshed tbis cheery lltde Cbristmas 
tale. Maybe wbea I bave, you'D see wbat I meaa. 
I cealda't face gomw back to work im.,...lately after tbey foaad tbe IM's body, so I tbnw a few sickies iD. I 
speat most of my time in hen, driDkilll myself stupid, tryiq to drowD tbe feellap of guilt 1bat otbenrise kept 
me awake most Digbts. It was only a temporary escape, of course. In tile ead, I had to go back. l'ft got a 
family to support. and biDs to pay. And though I didn't tbiDk rd ever be able to face it. evmtually, I bad to 
take DIY tanl to work 'Big BmluJ' apiL 
I was fiDed with such feellap of dread tbe day I stood on tbat platform, for, as it tamed oat, tbe very l.t 
time. Cold sweat broke out on my forehead and my stomacb was dnu1liDg witb insects to crawly to be 
butterOies. I tried to mentally prepare myself for any of the tbiDp tbat had bappeaed before; tbe chilled 
breath oa the back of my aeck, the Wlllliltakable certaiaty tbat I was beiq watcbed. bat npt up uatil tbe 
racl of tbe shift, notbing untoward ocCUJTed. There was no trace of tbe eerie atmosphere from befo� rd only 
had a couple more hides left, and it was easy to begin thinking tbat I maybe I could get over tbis a lot easier 
than rd expected. 
And then, just as I was sboviq in the last of the hides, I beai-d someone whisper my name; '�' 



I looked around quickly, but I couldn't see myone. 
And then it came again, a still small voice tbat reminded me for some reason of dead autumn leaves blowing 

across an empty school playground. 'Down here, StewiiJleeeee. ' 
I slung the hea� cow-skin aside as I realised where the voice was coming from. 1be depths of that infernal; 

machine. 
As crazy as it sounds now, my fint thought was that somehow, somebody bad gotten themselves trapped 
inside 'Big Bertha', and I stuck my head tbroagb the open gate, squinting into the darlmess. unable at fint to 
see a thing. Gradually though, my eyes adjusted to the &loom, and I could make out the mus of aDtmal skiDs slowly 
revolving on tbe spokes of a gigantic wheeL And as I watched, tbe wheel suddeuly juddered to a bait and a 
body spun into view, lying face down, naked and very obviously dead. It was entirely hairless, and every inch 
of its skin was covered with open, I1IIIDing sores. I started to yell for help, bat then it raised its ruin of a head 
and I saw, with very little surp� that it was poor Eddie Masten. Be laughed. A deep slow chuckle and 
regarded me wltb eyeless sockets as he wblspered softly ...SO very softly- 'Why don't you }limp, Stewlllleeee? 
Please }llmp. It's a wonderful life down here Tlu!re's everytldng you ever wanted. Everything you ever dreamed 
of. And all you've got to do is Udu! a llttle }wltp. Idld. And I've 1II!W!I' looluul btu:k. So go on, �liulse 
jrunppletzsejumpplellsejumpletzse. •• , 
On and on it went, like an endless tape loop, and if all I've said before sounds like the ramblings of a 
madman, I don't suppose you'D think it any more insane if I tell you that as I listened to that voice, I began to 
see the sense in what it proposed. It would indeed be sorely tempting to leave bebind this world with all its 
worries, aD its petty hatreds, aD its empty promises and cheap, worthless victories-Down there, with Eddie, 
there'd be no end of fun.. It would be like being a child once more. Lying in the secret darkness making plans 
and playing games in 'NEVER. NEVER. LAND' without a care in the world, for all etemity-
l'd actually climbed balf-way through tbe gate and was preparing to take Eddle's advice and Jump, wben out 
of the corner of my eye I saw something Oash and go spinning away into the blackness. It was the gold-plated 
bracelet my wife Denise bad bought me the previous Christmas. The one with the faulty clasp that was 
forever coming undone every time I bent down, aad which I'd been meaning to get fixed for weeks. I made a 
desperate lunge for it and very nearly lost my balance, and suddenly tbe spell was broken. I reaUsed where I 
was and what I was contemplating doing, and the shock gave me strength to throw myself backwards onto 
the safety of the platform. I scrambled to my feet, and raced down the ladder, several rungs at a time, my 
screams echoing round the old 'Tan Yard' like the wail of some demeated banshee. 
I banded in me notice by post tbe very nen day. I was forced to endure a spot of gnonbUng from me wife and 
a few degrees more from the scumbags down at New Ferry Job Centre. But I didn't much care. They hadn't 
seen what I'd seen grinning up at tbem out of tbe darlmess of an add-filled vat, arms stretched wide, ready to 
receive the mnrary_ 
I never set foot in tbat place again. I never beard ten of any furtber 'accidents' taking place there, but I tell 
you this, the day they knock that godforsaken shithouse down to the ground is the day that I'D penonally 
throw tbe mother-of-all street parties_' 
In_ Jmte, 1994, Stewie ''lbe Sidekick' finally got his wish. I hope, wherever he is, he's boogie-ing till dawn-

SIX 

And just what are we to make of this story, COIIItaDt Reader? 
Do we simply dismiss it as the dnmbn ramblings of a bitter, guilt-ridden man? 
Would it be better to relegate it to the sbadowy realm of Modem Urban Folklore along with tbe tales of 
poodles in inicrowaves, crocodiles in the sewen. and aliens in abduction mode? 
Or do we dare afford it the merest hint of cndence...A tacit confirmation of the deep-rooted suspicion some 
of us haft tbat some places, some areas, are just not right. 
Places where the atmosphere seems forever tainted. Fillecl with the embodiment of a hundred, 
not-quite-realised fean and disquiets. 
Places where the Hpt is a dull, gbost shroud of grey that cuts dark shadows and stiD darker dreams. 
Places where tbe very air bangs heavy with some indefinable burden of grief. 
Places where EVIL, in aD its forms and guises, chooses to dwelL.. 
In the cold light of day that contention may seem dangerously paranoid, but oh. in the black watches of the 
mpt it seems so perfectly logical. 
Listen. •• 
Just across the road from 'The Tanyard' is a pub called 'The Britannia Inn' 
Standing on the corner of Green Lane, in one of Rock Ferry's less-than-desirable locations, there is nothing 
remotely special about it. You'd scareely spare it a second glaD� should you happen to pass it by. 'lbe ollly 
thing tbat may cause a raised eyebrow Is the fact tbat tbe place Is very obviously dosed for business and no 
longer trading. 



'lbe few windows that aren't boarded up are so opaque with grime, they look to be tbe colour of slate and 
simply reOed the drabness of its surroundings. A broken 'Tetley Bitter' sign sways drunkenly at the sligbtest 
bref!l.e. The fly-posters glued to tbe former doorway advertising some long-ago circus, (and featuring a 
particularly sadistic-looking clown) are washed out and faded. 
It's bard to shake the impression that the pub is part of some artist's unfinished landscape. That they drew 
the sketch in grey, leaded pencil, but ran out coloun before they ever got a chance to paint it. 
It's a depressing enough vista. but provides Uttle due as to the horron tbat have reportedly been encountered 
within ••• 
Tbe history of the pub is mundane and uneventful, although in common with ''Ibe Tan Yard', it's built upon 
old priory ground, (Bi.rkenhead Priory is less than half-a-mlle distant). 'Ibis may well be relevant when we 
come to consider tbe following accounts that were fint published in 'DEAD OF NIGHT'# 4. 
The focus for the stories surrounding the place appean to be a single room on the third Ooor of the ilm. One 
aDeged witness, known only as John, tells of how, when he was twelve yean old, he was plagued by wbat can 
only be described as 'Demonic Entities.' 
Tbe experiences were said to have begun with the sudden appearance of phantom monks in 'John's bedroom 
when darkness fell. Initially, these apparitions kept a discreet distance, and indeed they wen barely 
discernible as tbey lurked In tbe darkest corners of tbe room. 
With each succeMing night however, they grew ever more defined and the young boys ean were fiDed with a 
monotonous low chanting, as the shapes emerged from out of the darkness. 
And worse, 'John' bad to deal with tbe dlsconcerdng fact tbat on each occasion tbey materialised, tbe 
black-cowled figures began to creep ever doser to his bed. 
EventuaUy, they would gather around 'John's' prostrate form and recite their endless litany, and although 
these forms were essentially human-like, there . were also present, other beings, shapeless forms that were 
content to observe tbe 'rituals' from tbe shadows. 
John was naturally terrified of these nightly visitations. He tried to ten his parents (who at that time, owned 
tbe pub), but of course, they didn't believe him. Faced with no other option, be learned to accept these 
nightmarish intrusions into his childhood world. 
His mother and father dl4 become concerned enough about 'John's' behaviour to set about giving tbeir son's 
bedroom something of a face-lift. There were apparently layen upon layen of dirty, discoloured paper that 
had to be stripped from the walls, and wbea, after an eternity of peeling, they finally uncovered the bare 
plaster, they found the cold, mildewed surface was completely cowred with 'blvzrre symbols and dlllgrams, 
palnted lllrgely In an off-redsubstllnce. ' 
Tbe walls were very quickly re-decorated to ensure 'John' didn't lay eyes upon the strange set of symbols, but 
if they'd hoped the renovations would help n:ordle their son's 'night terron', they were to be sorely 
disappointed. 
The figures were back that very night, and in a state of consciousness somewhere between sleep and 
wakefulness, 'John' seasecl bimself being 'lnltlaled Into something. I dJstlnctly felt something allen enter Into 
lit&, 
He later went on to tell Mike McKeown, (Editor of the now sadly defunct 'GHOS1WATCH? tbat be 
remained conW.ced that whatever it was, the entity continued to co-exist witbin him even after he'd left the 
pub for the last time. 
'Ibis is all very interesting. But wbat relevance, if any, does it bave to the previous account of the 'HIIIUIIed 
Mllddne'ln 'The Salt House? 
Simply this, also resident at the 'Britamlia Inn', (acconling to contemporary accounts) was a 'Widsperlng 
Demon' wbkb was said to seek to encourage guests and tenants alike to lllke a run an4 jump out of the pub's 

thlrdjloorwlndowl/1 

If both of these stories are to be� that's two suicide-inducing eatities (or maybe the lallle one) active 
in an area no wider than a couple of football pitches placed back to back. 
Some kind of coincidence, wouldn't you say? 
And there are other similar stories doiol the rounds, from places of equaDy iD-repute. 
Llstlm... 
In 1924, on tbe island of Skelllg Mlcbael, off the coast of Kerry, Tom Lethbridge (the famous psychic 
investigator), was climbing a biD in order to view the rains of an eight century monastery. When he reached 
the summit and looked about him, he could dearly see, directly below, the remains of a rubbish dump. 
Intrigued, he began making his back down the hill to see if there was anything worth salvaging from the tip. 
As he did so, an awful sensation overtallle � and be was filled with a . dreadful certainty that something 
was going to push him off the cliff. 
Quickly he climbed back up and walked down a low bill past the monastery. Some type of 'presence' bade 
him turn around, but as he did so, he was suddenly knocked over by an umsible force. As he scrambled to his 
feet he saw that the billside was deserted. Tbere was only tbe keening of the wind and tbe sun sliding from 
behind a patch of cloud... 



Listen. • •  
Ebury Lodge was built in 1883, on the crest of a hill (the archetypal 'Hill House' one might say, with 

apologies to Shirley Jackson) overlooking Ealing, West London. 
The site was originally an orchard, and as with the 'The Britannia Inn,' there appears to have been little 
trace of anything untoward occurring that may bave acted as a catalyst for wbat was later to 
transpire.-Unless it was the erecting of the house itself. 
The fad is though, that over a fifty year period, starting in 1883, a total of twenty people killed themselves, 
(another was apparently murdered), in this one building. 
And, mark tbls, ladies and gentlemen; all the deaths were caused by people jumping or falllng.from the top of 

the seventy foot tower at the front of the house. 
1be 'suicides' culminated in 1934, with tbe 'murder' of a baby thrown from tbe parapet by s nurse who then 
'elected' to take the same route down, killing henelf instantly. Not surprisingly, following this latest tragedy, 

the buDding stood empty and feU into a state of disrepair. No one would live there and tbe place acquired an 
evil reputation. 

(Above): 16, Montpe/Jer Pllu:e,formerly /mown as Ebury Lodge, photographed by 'Ghost Hunter' AtulrewGreen. 

The nte of twenty 'suicides' and a ponlble murder, the picture is saJd to feature the apparition of a 'young 

woman ', stllring out of the second-floor, middle window. 

It is Impossible to be certllln of the Identity ofthe 'ghost', although it is popularly supposed that it may be the 

spirit of AnnHlnchfleld, who was aged 12 when she met her death under mysterious circumslllnces. 

Andrew Green, tbe weD-known author and 'Ghost-Hunter,' had cause to visit tbe house, now re-named 16, 
Montpelier Place, sometime during the Second World War. Alidrew, then aged fifteen, went along to 
accompany his father who was then chief re-housing officer for the area. At the time, aD derelict property had 
to be inspected to see if it could be of any use for storing 'goods and chattels.' Part of Mr Green senior's job 
was to make sure that tbe structure wasn't damp or could cause any possible damage to the goods that may 
be stored there. Being more than aware of the building's local reputation, he asked his son if he . would care to 

see his fint haunted house. Andrew, like most teenager's faced with the prospect of adventure, was only to 
glad to accept the invitation. His chief interest at the time was photography and he thought it might well 
present an ideal opportunity to get in some practice with his camera. 
Apart from a mysterious smell of sulphur (the place had stood empty for ten long yean ), Mr Green passed the 
building as suitable for the council's purposes, although, ommously enough, one of the foremen of the removal 
men 'blacked' the location because of the number of, apparently, supernatural incidents • ..Such as, mysterious 
footsteps in empty rooms and tools going unaccountably missing. 
Andrew, although intrigued by these events, did not it seems, set any great store by their occurrence, and it 
wasn't until he made his way up the ill-reputed tower that he encountered a truly strange phenomenon. 

When he reached the top he saw that the parapet wall was level with his waist and from his exceDent vantage 
point he could see right across London. The day was idyllic. The weather perfect. And after the oppressive, 
almost claustrophobic atmosphere of the old house, the air seemed especially fresh and invigorating. 



Suddenly, be was filled with a consuming desire to walk in tbe large, luxuriant garden of the house and, 
rationally enougb, it occUI'I'ed to him that the quickest way to go there was to simply step over the 
surrounding wall on to the grass, wbich appeared to be no more than a foot or so below. 
Eager to stroll across the verdant lawns and sample the heady fragrance of the flowen, Andrew had already 
cocked one leg over the parapet when he was grabbed by the neck and spun round to safety by his frantic: 
father. 
Still unconcerned, Andrew explained that he was only going to take a litde walk in the garden below, and it 
was only when he dad asked him to take another look down that a wave of vertigo-induced dilziness washed 
over him. 
There was no blade of grass below. 
Only crazy paving. 
H Mr Green Senior had not thought to follow him up the tower, Andrew would doubtless have been 'suicide 
victim' Number 21. 
1be story doesn't quite end there, however. 
Armed perbaps with a teenager's lack of dee..-seated fear, Andrew was not unduly shaken by tbe experience. 
So unaffected does he appear to have been that as the two of them made their way back down to the ground 
floor (via the sttdrs, rm glad to say), he'd had the presence of mind to turn and snap a picture of tbe back of 
the house. He'd wanted to show his friends at school the infamous 'House Of Death. ' 
It wasn't until tbe negative had been developed that the chemist asked Andrew the identity of the young girl 
whose bead and sboulden could be seen looldng out of an upper story window. 
Andrew insists to tbis day that he has no explanation for the appearance of the ghostly image. He knows from 
experience that the window directly above tbe figure is in fact a stairwell, so tbere is no place for anyone to 
stand or sit to enable them to peer out off tbe grime-encrusted glass-
And jlnally, IJsten. • •  
The 600ft coastline of Beachy Head near Eastbourne in Sussex, has gained a dreadful reputation in that it 
seems to act as a veritable magnet for would-be suicides. 
Figures as to the actual number of people who hurl themselves off the sheer, white-faced cliff vary according 
to their source, but Micbael Goss (in issue 55 of the excellent 'Magonlll') quotes an unnamed journalist who 
writing in 1976, stated that Beachy Head averaged ten deaths a year, of wbicb 'six would be clear cases of 
suJdde, a.ccJdlmUd faDs belng rare, ' therefore making the former figure a cautious underestimate. 
'Ibis extraordinarily hlgb number has, perhaps not surprisingly, been interpreted as being due to the ac:dons 
of a dark force, said to manifest in various forms. In 1976, for example, a corgi walking with its owner across 
the nearby Downs. apparently encountered a ghostly woman in grey. The entity was also seen by the owner� 
though it was the do� (animals often believed . to be eitremely sensitive to the presence of otherworldly beings) 
that was most advenely affected. The badly frigbtened mutt began to growl and cowered as the 'womm' 
slowly approac:becl, and it eventuaUy ran off howling when the ghost attempted to reach down and stroke it. 
The spirit disappeared simultaneously. 
The. most popular incarnation however, ( and certainly the most recent) seems to be that of a blac:k-eowled 
monk, wblcb, as we have already seen, Is a constantly recurring Image in tales of gbostly phenomena. 
The legend, mythos, call it what you will, fint shot to public: prominence in February 1952, and the 
sensationalistic: stories of exorcism during a midnight seance by the medium, Bay de Vekey. But more about 

tbis in just a little wbile. 
The locale certainly looks the part, and is not without its historical antecedents. Folklorists and researc:hen of 
the paranormal soc:b as Eric Maple in bis 'Supernatural England' (Hale, 1977) are quick to remind us that 
such places Beachy Bead are often associated with 'horrors of all lclnds from tlme lmmemorllll. In 
pre-Chrlsdlln ages, lulnum sl�Crl/lces were carried out In slmJlJir plllces, and lllter, In the days of the 
Anglo-Saxons, lt was custo1ltlll)' to luud crllnbuiJs from ldglt cJlffs btto tJae s-. One theory tJult luls bam 
advanced to llCCountfor the BetJChy Helld phenomeiUl ls the presence there ofthe earthbound spirit of someone 
who either committed suicide or was eucuted on this spot 1IIIUIJ' centuries ago. ' 

Author R. 'Ibunton Hopkins makes the tint reference (that rve come across), concerning the alleged evil 
presence haunting the area in 'The World's Strangest Ghost Stories,' (Wor/Jl's Wor& 1955). In the book he 
relates bow be rememben that in '1938, a young girl almost toppled over the edge of "Tile Helld" and was 
escorted from the spot by a mounted pollcenuzn. Thefollowlng gives some Idea ofher unplasantexperlence. 
Site Juul set out for a day's ramblbag 011 the DOWIISfee/bagflt tmd lulppy, but after reacltlllg Beachy Head site 
stretched on the grass for a rest. It was then tlult the exhlllll'atlon which ha4 been with her for the jlrst pan ofthe 
Wlllk, grtUbullly left her • • •  She IH!gan to feel vaguezy tired and agitated. A dark shadow seemed suddenly to 
dDcetul on her. She looked round. A mounted polkenum was slowly rldlng towards her -possibly a q1U1111!1' of a 
mile away. No one else In sight, the sun shining brightly, a lark singing hlgh above. Everything around should 
have given her a feeUng of happiness and exhllaratlon. Yet a feeUng of suspended mlsfortllne seemed to cast a 
bUghl over the scene. She said she felt herself' In an atmosphere she ha4 never breathed before. For the few 
moments that U lllsted she was su"outuled bv evU Influences which overoowered and stasutered her. A huee 



moments that 1t lllsted she was sun-ounded by evil Influences which overpowered and stllggered her. A ·  huge 
meiUICing form seemed to catch her up ln /Is Immensity, rather than touch her. She prayed and shrieked for 

J�elp, and began to run - run madly away from the cJJjft - and after a while stumbled on the side of a down, feU 
and rolled over and over down the hU/slde until she sat up before a po/Jcenum mounted on a horse. 
And our old friend 1burston, doesn't leave it there. He further claims to have met several scramblers who had 

done a little chalk-dimbin& on Beachy ·Head. 
'One or two of them agree that the cJJff exJUks a sense of IJIU!U!nt ferocity and ilL-natured llfe. 

"The soft, deceptive challc Is always waltlng to hurl you headlong downwards with a horrible suggestion of 

lntelllgence, and there Is a memu:lngfeeUng all around, " Is how one of the cUmbers put 11. 
There can be lltlle doubt that few people can stand 1U!IU the edge of Beachy HetJd without feellng that some 

almost hypnotic power bulcs ln its towering cJlff. 

(Above): A photograph pruportlng to show a ghonly monlc, materltlllslngfrom beneath the arches of a typlcally 

'Haunted Mansion' 

'Evidence' that the Phantom Monk motif Is not only a firmly estllbllshed Icon ln popullll' folic bellef, but can also 

1IUlke llself'lllngtble before the eye ofthe camera. 

But it reaDy wasn't until tbat much-publicised exorcism that took place in February, 1952, that the legend 
beeame more tban just some loeal supentition and helped put the area in the news. The tnle facts of the 
matter have gotten more than a little hazy witb the re-telling, but what seems to have happened is that a 
group of spiritualists held a midnight seance in a bid to rid tbe headline of 'tbe evil entity.' 
Ray de Vekey, a medium who was in charge of the operation, was allegedly attacked by 'a presence' which 
urged him to jump over the cliff himself. 
De Vekey claimed afterwards that tbe spirit that bad seized him was not inmible but was like an elderly 
bearded man, witb an �length robe like a monk's habit, with a black marking on tbe back. 
'It was in chains,' be said. 'Not handcuffs, but ancient wrought-iron shackles. I don't tbink anyone could have 
jumped from the cliff in chains like that. I imagine it was the spirit of somebody who had been bound and 
thrown from the cliff top centuries ago.' 
1be real object of tbe service was said to be to attempt to try and establish contact witb some of tbe spirits of 
the people who had committed 'suicide' at The Head. 
And Thunton makes this comment, in 1955, remember 'Over a hundred people have hurled themselves to 
perdition from this cUff during the lllst twenty years/ I I '  
Witnesses apparently beard De Veskey shout; ''lbere is a voice calling "Ob, Helen. 'lbere is a George Foster 
being called. Peggy Jordan destroyed herself here. She was to give birth to a child. She is full of tears. There is 
a bearded man. He is wearing a long Rowing robe with a cowl like a monk. It is going baek a long, long time. 
'Ibis is eviL He is calling us a lot of fools, blaspheming. Fools, I will sweep you aD over." 



Every one happy sball be tbnnm oftr. He bas lain in wait for JRn·" 'lbe medium's mOftlllents became more 
frantic and violent. 
After the seance. be said; "This is the strongest infiuence I have bad. It came on almost at once. I seemed 
impelled toward• the cliff edge when it came through to me. It was someone who was bound himself, perhap1 
a sacrifice, and who has bated and wished ill too all ever since. Later, after prayen bad been said there, I 
could contact nothing. I believe that tbis unquiet spirit has been laid to rest forever." 
I guess Mr De Veskey's confidence was more than a tad premature. � 

The 'evil' influence of Beaeby Bead still sings its deadly siren tune. Right up to, and including, the present 
day, it seems. 
On 26th June, tbis year, an accountant named John Chetwynd, viciously attacked bis VIetnamese wife, 1bi 
Le. at home, leaving her for dead. He tben drove his two sons, aged three yean · and nine mon� out to The 
Head, where his ear was later found abandoned at seven in the morning. 
Once Mr Chetwynd arrived at the ctiff-top, it's thought be forcibly pushed the children over the edge, before 
hurling himself onto the rocks 600 feet below. The bodies were later recovered in a five hour operatioiL · 
A police source was quoted as saying; 'We are treating the incident as a double murder and suicide. We don't 
know what sparked it off but it is an appalling tragedy.' 
It's only speculation, of .course, but I wonder. 
Perbaps something encouraged John Cbetwynd to take tbat trip out to Deadly Bead. 
Something like a hideous, grinning demon or a vengeful, black-cowled monk, constantly whispering in his ear 
about bow good it would be...Bow easy it would be to take a run and JlJUlJUUUUMMMMMPPP Into the 
next�e. ••••• 
Lee WaLkeP. NeW' l=e....y, Me..oey� 
4f:lt. Sepl:em.ber, 1 997. 
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OHASlWC TH� UWl('WOWW 
The Latest Weird And Wonderful News Fro.m Around 

The World 

llarltn�&& en 1rb� JEbg� er 1rown 

In 1uue 10 of 'DEAD OF NIGHt", we featured tbe story of appumdy dernmic goiDgs-al in the-previously sleepy Suuex town 
ofLewes. 
More ddails have since emerged concerning the suspicious ciraJmstances S1JIIOIJDdiD8 the death of ooe of the inhabitaDts of the 
town; Nic GargaDi. and the whispered I1JIIlOUIS of a Satanic conspiracy tbat soon after began windiDg tbeir insidious way along 
the news-wires. Tales of fear 8Dd loatbiog tbat would seem JDOie at place in the 8DD8ls of some superstition-ri pamphlet of 
the MiddJe..Ages, are seemingly beiDg accepted as Gospel Truth by tbe iDcreasingly frightened populace. Proot: if it were needed, 
that even in these days of 'scieatifi.c enJigbteamear, wbea we're coofrooted with 'The Great ADd Tern"ble Unknown', it's all too 
easy to regress back to clrildbood To lie in our beds with the covers over our beads, secure in belief 8Dd aftaid of the dark. .. 
1be horror began, so &r as anyone can tea an April 17th, 1996, with the discovery of the body of 26-year-old Nic GargaDi. 
lying at the foot of the 300ft clif!l at the edge of the SUssex Downs. Tbe local police assumed at first tbat the young man had 
been the victim of a tragic accidem. The views ftom the top of the cli1fs overlooking the sea 8Dd the anciem, endlessly winding 
streets of Lewes, are said to be well worth tbe climb. Searching for evidence of idsnily, the investigating officers searched · 
through the CODteDts oftbe dead man's pockets 8Dd fiDdiDg his name and � tbey weut round to his flat in order to inform 
his next-of-kin. 
ADd that's where things started to get more than a tad weild, 
.M soon as they set foot iDto N"lC's sittiDg room, they were able to stme straight away, that sometbing about the place was 
decidedly oft' -killer. Amongst the assembled paraphemalia of a young man's life were signs. IDdications. Less..dvm.subtle hiDts 
that normality did not hold sway here. On the rigbl-baDd wall, just behind the door, were plastered six pages of1be Bible. ADd 
written in black, felt-tip pen above and below tbem were the wonts; '1 Pur THESE PAGES DOWN TO PROTECT ME FROM 
BUCK MAGIC. PLEASE, GOD, &YE ME. '  
That was UTJstttling enough. 
What was even worse was the large drawing of a aucitix that domjnated the opposite wall with ooe more message saawled 
beneath it; '1 FE4R BUCK MAGIC. ' 

In the midst of such otberwiae homely surroutMtiugs, the drawiDg. those neatly grouped pages 8Dd their attendant messages 
appeared as alien a ccmcept as a striDg of Christmas tinsel blowiug across the deserted JDOUIJtaDis of the Moon. 
One thing at least was abuDdantly clear, however. Like the repeutant priest in the film 'THE OMEN', it looked for all the world 
as though Nic had been mortally afraid of someone or something and had glued this portion of Holy Scripture to the wall in a 
last, desperate attempt to keep the narneleu horror at bay ... 



'Ibis supposition was c:onfiimed when the police tben came 

across a letter, also stuck to tbe wall, dated April 151h, just 

two days be1bre Gargani's death. 

It was addressed To whom it may concern. ' 

It read as follows: 'I am leaving this note for sotrMone to find 
in cose any misfortune 1llfZY happen to me. Things have been 
happening recently and I fear for my life. I have been 
tmget«l and cuntld by a black magician, for what 7WISon I 

have no clutJ. TJwre an powerful forcu worlcing against me 
and I am not sun what wiU happen ntat. If soJMthing does 
happen to me, I want this to be Jr:nown, that I am not insane 
and blow that it is by sotrM black magician who has cursed 
me and hDs perso111l/ly confronted me. Furthermore, I am in 
danger. ' 
The letter was signed by Nic Gargani. 

Any degree of doubt as to haw seriously be regarded the forces 
arrayed against him could be dispelled by the fact tbat he'd 
a1ao axnpiled a list of 1iie:ods 8lld relatives whom he would 
like cmtactiog upon the eveat ofhis death. 
They police duly carried out Nic's wishes, aDd called upon hil 
gidftiend. whom uewspaper articles have c:hristmed 'MicheUe' 
(but whose real name has been widJbeld for reuoos of 
anooymity). Sbe claimed to have known Nic 1br about two 
years and had watcbed him undergo a traosfonnation ftom a 
nm«script individual who worked the nioe-to-five treadmill 
for 'RENTOKIL � iDto a considerably less materialistic person 
who cared more about people than worldly goods. He grew his 
hair loug. smoked a little 'wacky badty; and tried to help 
homeless people find digs. He became actively involved in 
local caJL41eS and envimnmental is.��e�. He obiected stmrurlv to 

motor rallies roaring across his beloved Downs. He threw a 
well-aimed egg at tbe former Home Secreta!y, Michad 
Howard, (snmedring 1br which Nic should have been )rnjgttted 
on the spot) 8lld presumably, made more dum a few eoemies in 
the process. 
Nevertbeless, Nic was desaibed by Michelle as being bright 
8Dd bubbly and notbiDg really seemed to get him down. 
Until, tbat is, ooe warm SUDday ewaiD& a me1e three days 
prior to the tragedy an the cliftk, be had come arouod to her 
hmDe address in 'a terrible state. r Not knowing what else to 
do, MicheDe bad suggested tbey go for a walk and talk tbings 
out. Almost jmmectiately tbey'd left the bowJe, Nic bad burst 
into tean and in between racking sobs, tried to tell her a bunch 
of stu1ftbat sbe simply couldn't UDdentaDd. 
'Ibis much he did make abuDdaDdy clear, however. Smleooe -
wu after him. Sameooe had cuned him. It had been going on 
for weeks but be hadn't the DerYe to tell anyoae about it 
because he'd been warned by a friead who 1mew about The 
Black Arts tbat if you inform someone about a curse tbat has 
been laid against you, then you coosequeotly spread its 
negative power to tbem. Nic had now, however, reacbed his 
wit& eud, aDd almost without caring. be blurted the whole story 
out. 
It seemed tbat the trouble had started with a series of stnmge 
telepbooe calls in the dead of night followed by tbreatening 
messages being posted by persons unknown UDder his door. 
Photographs had then begun disappearing ftom his flat, aloog 
with a dieadlock that he'd grown and Jater decided to cut ott 
He'd left it in hia room, but it had mysteriously vani.sbed. 
1biDga bad come to a head when he'd fouDd what be desaibecl 
as 'a Yoodoo Doll' with what appeared to be his own hair 
wound around it. FiDally, he'd awoken tbat SUDday moming. 
and discovered a grisly object sboved tbrough his letter-box 
aloog with tbe morning papers ... .A cow's heart impaled with 
Dlils. 

. 

Not surprisiDgly. his feeliogs of persecution. or being 
wat.cbed. Of being stalked. had grown with each incident, 8Dd 
tbis hideous object had pl'CM'Cl to be the fiDa1 straw. 
'Ibere waa no ODe left to whom he could turn. 
Micbelle couldn't ever recall a time before or since, tbat she'd 
laid eyes upon a persoo. so desperate 8Dd devoid of hope. She 
promised to try and help him 8Dd had asked ooe of her 1iieods 
to stay over with him that S1mday Digbt. Tbey'd stayed too oo 
the Mooday. aDd had dooe tbeir level best to persuade N"JC to 
go to the police. 1be fact was though, he was too plaDHcared 
to talk to the autborities and anyway, be doubted very much if 
they'd beJieve him. He'd destroyed the Voodoo Doll, the letters 
8Dd the other objects because he had been told that to do so 

· migbl help repel the power of the ause. 
1be last time anyooe saw Nic alive was as be wu walking 
a1oDg tbe road that leads to the edge of town at about 1 1:30 on 
the momiug of April 17th. 
He had posted a DOte tbrough Michelle's letter-box in wbich he 
thaDbd her for trying to help bim. It looked as though it bad 
been written by someooe in a great hurry. Nic said his life was 
in daDger more so now, tbao ever. He had seen 8(1!1Wbiog A 
territYiog visim of a sbrouded spectre. He needed to see her. 
He'd be bade in a little wbile. He'd just goae walking to try 8Dd 
clear bia bead. 
Less than half 8Dd boor later, Nic GargaDi waa 1yilig dead at 
the foot oftbe clifl: 
1be reatisatkD dawned upon everyooe concemed in the case 
that it was entirely possible that Nic bad either been killed by 
some unknown assailant or else had committed suicide. 
Perhaps the fear of tbe cone had grown so iDteose that he'd 
beeD uuable to live with tbe threat of it haDgiDg over his bead 
lib scme imaginary Sword OfDamoclea. 
Whatever the cue, there were more tban a few people who 
were determined to make it their hu.�ines.� to lli1CO\Ier the tnrth. 



Foremost amongst them was Nic's father, Luigi, who 

itmncomalely travelled hOme from his new home in Holland and 
was so stricken with despair by the awtbl messages on the 
wall of Nic's t1at that tore down the pages of the Bible and 
threw them on the floor. Together with Nic's elder sister, 
Nadia, who lives in Yorkshire, tbey resolved to find tbe truth. 
It soon became apparent that the whole area had been plagued 
with strange events. Four D10IIths earlier, in tbe weeks leading 
up to Christmas, someoue had taken it upon themselves to 
reveal their darlcest nature by visiting the chun:bes in Lewes 
and smashing the model Nativity scenes, tearing tbe heads off' 
tbe plaster figures. Meanwhile, over in South Mailing. on tbe 
outer edges of tbe town, several stone crosses bad been 
smastwt aud various churches in the area reported tbat 
vestments and chalices bad been stolen. At St. John's. someone 
had tom pages from tbe altar Bible aDd ripped offtbe froot of 
the pulpit. 
More horrific still was the discovery, on at least tine 
occasi� of black aDd white cats killed and mutilated in 
Lewes churchyards. One had its throat cut at the vestry door 
of St Ann's. Another was found burned and banging from a 
tree at St Jolm's. The third was decapitated and maimed, again 
at St. �'s. 
Something else that came to ligtit was that in the weeks before 
Nic's death, a group of young people, drinking in a Lewes pub 
ooe Friday night. were involved in a conversation coocemiDg 
the occult and the supernatural in geoeral. aud tbe welter of 
weird events tbat had occurred in the area in particular. As 
they were maJdDg their way home, they got the feeHDg tbat 
they were being followed by someoue. Looking owr their 
shoulder they saw a man with a pallid face and sJicked blade 
hair, biding in a clump of nearby busbes, and tben walking 
bebiDd tbem. They were too ftigbte:oed to challaJge him, but as 
they made their way into tbeir house, the man suddenly raced 
aaoss the street and began kicking wildly at their front door, 
shouting: 'What did you say about meT 
Soole time later, in the wee hours before dawn, a blue carrier 
bag was pushed tbroogh their latter-box. It CODtaiDed tbe still 
wann body of a dead hedgdlog skewaed with eight nails and 
carrying a message, written in Rlmes, which wbeo translated, 
read; 'Hail Sakzn. By this runtJ, bewan all cursed. So b• it. ' 
In tbe wake of tbat incidmt, a tombstone in tbe shape of a 
cross was stolen. Two graves in South · MalliDg Church were 
distmbed. Soil was remowd aod appan'lldy used to fill a 
human effigy that lay scorched on the ground nearby in the 
cburchyard. Four headstones were also smashed 1bis last 
inspired the local vicar to call for a day of prayer right aaoss 
Lewes to protect the churches. 
And then Michelle began having strange experieaces of her 
own. 
On the Wednelday ewoing immediately after Nic's � 
there came a weird series of phoae calls that wall along the 
liDes of 'Are you Mic:helle? Did }'Oil Jmow Nic OargaDi? 1beo 
you know wbat bappeoed to him today.' 
Before sbe could formulate an SDSWer, sbe was left with 
nothing other tban a click and tbe impenooa1 buzz of a 
dialling tooe. 
'Ibere were several fiutber calls that eWDiDg. SCYJiflfimes with 
the same level of thinly diaguiaed t:bleat, 8Dd at otber times 
there were just strange noiJes as of a ciW:bn beiDg slowly 
throttled. And the following momiDg there was a an CMD 
nastier smprise; Someooe was knocking on her door and 
when sbe went to open it sbe found there was a young man 
with a sickly pale face and slicked back hair standing on her 
doorstep. Fortunately. Micbelle had frieDds in tbe house. 
associates of Gargani. Tbe stranger inaisted that he must talk 
to her alone. Emboldened by the fad that help wu at baDd 
should she need it, Michelle bade him enter and they went 
1mstJlirs to hear what he had to sav in nrivate. Once there.. he 

stared at her with an unusual intensity whilst he lanncbid into 
a diatribe about how evil OargaDi really was, and that he must 
have been chased over 1he cliff' by a Danon. A Demon that 
Gargani himself had called up. He further claimed that he 
knew Nic had tried to fill her head with a load of nonsense 
about how he was the one who had been cursed, but now sbe 
herself was in danger. the Demon would seek her out and that 
there wu DO way she could be saved. 
She later stated that tbere was sometbing intrinsically eYi1 
about the man with his piercing blade. eyes and his 
gbostly-white face. ADd before making bis exit, he left her 
with tbe chilling words; "lbere's nothing you can do. It's 
already bappeoed.. 
Michelle was so distressed by the combiuation of tbe visit of 
the straDger and the death ofher boyftieod that sbe upped and 
packed bee bags and left Lewea. . 
She reoowred her nerves howewr, and retumed a few days 
later, only to find the man was still lurking around Jwmting 
her every waking momeut. He hung around the street wbere 
she lived and followed her around tbe town. sometimes taking 
to banging on her door and demanding that she come out so 
they could talk about the curse. Once, in tbe middle of the 
street, he stopped her to ask where Gargani's body lay. Anger 
overcame her instinctive fear and sbe struck out him. It had no 
apparent effect, however. Tbe man merely smilked slyly into 
her face. 

A few days later, he actually managed to force his way into 
her house 8Dd bad the temerity to danand; 'Why are you being 
so hostile to me?' 
Micbelle couldn't believe his nerve. 'Why the bell do you 
think? You came around here the day after N'tc died and you 
told me I was going to die because he had told me about the 
curse. So why aren't you cu.rsedT She told him sbe hated him, 
and be simply shmged and asked her what sbe tbougbt he had 
daoe. She retorted by shoutiDg in his face; 'I think the Demon 
that dwed Nic over the cliff was sometbing you made up in 
your bead.' 
At this, he suddenly lunged forward, grabbed ber by tbe colJar 
of her shirt and sboved her back against the wall. 
'Don't you ever say tbat again,' he hissed at her. 'Or I will have 
you for slander. I will kill you - but not with my hands. And 
your God wm't save you. No God is going to save you.' 
Tben be dropped her uoceremooiously, made an upside-down 
sign of tbe cross in the air in front of her, stared once more 
into her eves and strode awa.v into the street. 



'Doo't you ewr say tbat again.' he hissed at her. 'Or I will have 
you for sbmder. I will kill you - but not with my hands. ADd 
your God won't save you. No God is going to save you.' 
Then he dropped her unceremoniously, made an upside-down 
sign of the cross in the air in front of her, stared once more 
into her eyes aDd strode away into the street. 
Eveutually. the police were forced to get involved in the 
complaints about tbe strange, tbreat...making man. 
They found he was only 16 years old aDd tbe press .. reports 
called him 'DoDald.' (once again, his real name was with held). 
He was the ooly dli1d of a strict Catholic motber, whose 
husband bad become extremely violent 8Dd bad left tbem both 
years earlier. 
Dooald had a reputation for being sanedring of a loner. He 
was expelled from private school. 8Dd bad been in trouble with 
the law for fighting aDd petty theft. A year or so prior to the 
events we're dealiDg with here, he had joined up with a group 
of Neo-Nazi's in Brighton and be had been suspected of 
painting offensive graffiti outside the home of a Jewish 1mnily. 
Two detectives were seut to question him but tbey were met 
with a wall of silence and an attitude of outright disdain. 
'Make sure you drive carefully,' he told them with an air of 
nonclvtlai'IQI!. 'You wouldn't WBDt to have an acc:ideot, would 
you?' 
Wben the police returned later tbat afternoon, Donald chaDged 
his tack. Now be was the ever-helpful, eager to please, young 
lad, who'd do anything to assist the boys in blue. 
He agreed to accompany them to Lewes police station and it 
was whilst they were tbere that ·tbe pbooe 1'8118 with new 
information. 
The pareuts of two 13-year-old boys claimed that their 
cbildren bad been conftooted in the street earlier that afternoon 
by a young man answering to Donald's description. 
Appareody, be had threatened the boys and forced one of them 
to kneel in front of him on the cold. hard pavement 8Dd recite 
the Lord's Prayer. When the boy bad cocked tbe words up. the 
youug man had told him that was a good thing aDd be would 
be able to join his group. � when conftooted with this 
allegation, freely admitted having met tbe boys, and he was 
subsequeody charged with tbreatening behaviour. 
The police tben applied for a search wammt, and baviDg been 
granted 1� tbey set off to search his house. 
In an old stooe coal bunker in the back garden of Donald's 
house. they fouod what tbe press referred to as a 'Satanic 
Shrine. ' 
The inside walls were painted black and on the floor was 
inscribed a Pentacle. A table was laden like an altar with the 
chalices 8Dd vestments that had been stolen from the local 
churches. In tbe centre was a loog. sbining swmd. StaDdiDg on 
top of the altar was the crucifix lvwtstooe that had been stoJm 
tbe previous Sprillg. It wu upside down. IDside the � in 
Doaald's room. they found a small library of books dealiDg 
with all aspects oftbe occult, iDtloding Black Magic. 
The police attempted to charge Donald with tbeft ftom the 
chun:bes involved, but he claimed all the stuff had been given 
to him by Gargani. who in tum ,had told him it bad been 
purcbased from a secood-haud shop. The followiDg day 
tbougb, the police were successful in � him with 
Sec:tioo 47 Auault oo his mother (ABH), who bad forwarded 
a complaint tbat her son bad been furious with her for 
allowiug tbe police to search his room. and had whipped her 
souodly with a leatber belt. Donald was ewotually charged 
and bailed on condition that he lived in a hostel in Brigbton, 
that he did not approach his mother and tbat he did not enter 
any church or building used for holy worship. 
There was DO evidence to support tbe theory propnnrvled by 
Gargani's circle of frieoda, though. Namely, tbat Dooald had 
driven Nic to his death with all his talk of Demonic cunes. 

Another former girlfiieod of Nic's claimed she remeinbered 
having seen Donald at Nic's flat two or three times. And 
Michelle recalled Nic taJldng about beftieoding a guy who had 
once been involved with a Neo-Nazi group and tbat Gargani 
had once lost the keys to his flat. Was it therefore not possible., 
that Dooa1d had been the person JeSP.ODSible for leaving the 
less-tban savoury items around the place aDd inflictiDg tbe 
curse upon Nic? 
ADd yet, still tbe police claimed there was very little evidence 
that Donald had (.l'"'"itted any illegality against tbe erstwhile 
Mr Gargani. 
However, Michelle aDd Nic's sister, Nadia, were not to be put 
off so easily. They cootinned with their own investigations and 
they heard of seveml incidfuts that perhaps hinted that Donald 
was actually much closer to Nic than they had previously 
suspected. They learned of a welter of poiudea pnmb tbe 
pair had played on victims I'8Ddomly selected by Doaald. They 
also discovered tbat tbere was sometbing distinctly odd about 
Nic's ftnances. At the onset of Febrwuy, Nic bad suddeDly 
decided to self balf tbe sbares in 'RENTOKIL' that be bad 
taken up when he had been employed there. He had received 
just over £2,500. But there was DO trace of any oftbat money 
in his accounts. In April, be had started selling otfhis personal 
possessions, his TV, his video and his so1a. In the week 
leading up to his untimely death, he had withdrawn £370 in 
cash from his account and ammged to borrow a further 
£2,000. The mooey was not transferred ioto his accoum, 
tbougb, until two days after his death. No one who knew Nic 
could explain why it wu he would need such large S1DDS of 
money. 
His bank st:meauents sbaM:d two paymeuts; OD March 27th 
and April 2, to the mysteri0U8-80Uildiog 'SORCERER'S 
APPRENTICE. ' It tuDed out to be a sbady mail-order 
business, that had its headquarters in Leeds, 8Dd apparently 
dealt a trade in books 8Dd arti1Bcts on� Witchcraft and The 
Black Arts. 
On at least two occasiaos, Nic had ordered material ftom tbis 
organisation. •. 
At tbe time of writing, the deadl of Nic Gargani remains a 
mystery. Was it a mere aa:ideut? The last desperate act of a 
man wbo believes he is cursed beyood salvadoo? Or was be 
seut screamiDg over the edge of tbe precipice by the sigbt of 
something that aawled up 1iun tbe depths ·of a nmcid 
nightmare? 
Perhaps after all, in tbis case at least, we're truly better otf not 

knowing the answer .... 
Source: THE GUARDIAN WEEKEND. '  April 12th 1997. 

Gl'a-ve g)esec1'ation's qn 
g)1'acu(a's 'C]3trifipface.' 

The town ofWbitby in North Yorkshire, was in the process of 
piep8ring to camnemorate the ceot.eDary of 'Drac:ula's birth', 
when it was suddeDly hit by a spate of gme.deseaati<m 
caused not by any lmman baud, but by the elements. 
CoiDcideatally eoougb, tbe churdlyard where. tbi ftctioaal 
Count claima his fint victim appears to have been siDgled out 
for destruction. The cliffs upon which tbe 900-year-old parish 
chutth were built have at last started to aumble under a 
constant bombardmeot of gale-force winds, driving rain and 
tbe aue1 sea causing the earth to spih asunder 8Dd spew forth 
the long-dead corpses 8Dd the goods they took with then to tbe 
grave. 
Fisherman Eric Beacon. 51,  was quoted u saying; 'lw s•m 
skulls, saletons, coins and jewelkry sticlcing out of the 
cliffs. '  



Beryl Upton, who nms the town's self-styled 'DRACl.JLA. 
EXPERIENCE' was moved to COIDIDieDt (doubtless with one 
eye glancing greedily in tbe direction of Whitby's tbriving 
tourist industry); "!his could be Dracula Himself, getting his 
own back. It's all very spooky. ' 
Thanks for that, Beryl. Very convincing. 
I'll get me cape. 
11th May, 1997. Whitby, North Yorlahire. THE SUNDAY 

PEOPLE. ' 

New York 
/ / C�t E.xorc�sts C1 

Just to prove that Georgetown, WaabingtoD, doesn't have tbe 
DKmopoly on modem-day cases of demonic exorcism, comes 
tbe following sbncking incideut wbich hit the headJirel rigltt 
aaoss tbe not-so-good ol' US of A in late May, this year. 
little Amy Bumey, aged just five years, had been fOUDd lying 
dead in front of the TV u it blared out 'BUGS BUNNY' 
cartoons. 
Her gnmdmotber, rather than call an ambulance, decided 
instead to put the body out with the rubbish bins and 8Dil01liJCe 
that she had gone missing. 
Rosa Wilkerson made this vile confession to police and tben 

went onto make an even more Sickening revelation. In a 
hopelessly misguided attempt to exorcise tbe' demms tbat tbe 
5-year-old girl's mother believed had caDied Amy's perfectly 
natural infimt:ile tantrums, sbe had forced her to swallow a 
lethal portion of aJDJDOIIja, viuegar, cayame pepper and olive 
oil, and taped up her mouth so tbat she couldn't spit it out. . . 
After Amy 1nlgically � tbe WCXDell conspired to keep tbe 
body in tbe apartmeot for a whole week before abandoning it 
on a tbe kerb in a plastic refuse bag. 
Not smprisiDgly. tbe State Prosecutor's were rapidly preparing 
to build a murder cue against Wtlkenon, 46, 8Dd Amy's 
25-year-old mother, tbe ironically D8IDed Allgelic Bumey. 
The city's child protection agency already bad their suspicioos 
regarding Amy's well-being. but predictably, they did notbiDg 
to prewot her death. Not tbat they could ever have suspected,. 
of course, that Amy's relatives wbere a bundl of loony-toons 
who booestly believed the sweet, iDnocent girl was posseaed 
by a demonic cmity. Neighbours were quick to poiDt out that 
tbe youngster was a generally happy child with bright eyes and 
a ready smile. She and her mother shared a somewhat cheesy 
apartment in the centre of the Bronx, along with WiJkenJoo, 
who had given up her own children to foster care in tbe late 
'970's after complaining that they too, were possessed by tbe 
miDioos ofHell. 
WiJkerson was CODStBndy telling her fellow worshippers at her 
church in · East Harlem, that Amy was forever tbrowiDg 
tantrums tbat sometimes sounded for all the world as though 
she were growliDg like an animal. Amy took to scratcbing 
herself: sbe claimed, because of tbe many Demons inside her 
aDd they were to blame for all the child's problems. Evm tbe 
pastor of tbe church. the Reverend Joe Harris. was aware of 
tbe gnmdmotber's suspicions, aud she ulced him to christen 
Amy to rid her of the evil spirits. Harris rebu1fed her, saying 
that tbe dmn:h didn't baptise tbe young. 
Reporters covering tbe story of Amy's supposed 
� were horrified to discover that tbe mother's 
apartment was filled with crucifixes, votive candles and otber 
religious objects. 
Tbere was a bottle of ammonia sitting amuriogly, on tbe 
kitchen table. 

Sobbing. her head buried in her haDda, Wilkerson made her 
confession, acknowledging that bee granddaughter was dead, 
not missing. Sbe asserted that Amy bad complained of a 
stomacll ache while watcbing tbe television, and bad 
subsequtm1y collapsed. 
'She had passed away in our apartment;· and we panicked,' she 
aied. 'We put her in a plastic bag 8Dd took her outside� I hate 
tbe way I ·have haDdled this. I wouldntt W&Dt any<me to do me 
like that.' 
Pity she didn't think about that before attempting top poison 
'The Devil' out of a five-year-old with her whole future ahead 
of her. 
20thMay, 1997. New York City, USA. 'l/&4 TODAY. ' 

8u.l"n Wltch., 8u.l"n 
Incredible as it may seem, a man ideuti1led only as 'Ivan S', 
was so convinced that his neighbour was a genuine Wrtdl that 
he burned her to death on a stake in a vineyard. 
The iDcideut happeoed in tbe village of Verlmesadovoye 
situated on tbe Blade Sea Peoinsular of Crimea. 'Ivan' was 
arrested on 3 1st J811U81'}' tbis year, and immediately confessed 
that the bad ldlled the woman after suspecting that sbe was ·� 
foil-blooded Witch who cast evil spells on my family. ' He 
hooestly believed tbat sbe had caused tbe deaths of his mother 
8Dd his dog as well as blaming her for laying a curse that head 
resulted in him haviug a bad car accident 

ADd so. as tbe inst:rumaJt of DiviDe Retri.but:ion, and applying 
tbe Biblical epithet; '1bou shalt not su1fer a WitCh to live,' to 
tbe letter. he promptly weot around to her house, hit her over 
the head with a lump hammer and dragged her lliiCODSCious 
body to the seclusion of a nearby vineyard. He then tied her 
body to a wooden stake 8Dd bumed her to death. The victim's 
name was not released. 
9th February, 1997. Yerknaat.fmtoye, CrimtJQ, UkmiM. ''FT 

WAYNE JOURNAL-GtZEITE. 

A court in Zimbabwe were horrified to leam that a young 
woman 8Dd four acca:oplices elected to open up a whole series 
of graves so tbat they could get at tbe corpses with tbe 
inteation of stuffing their mouth& full of rotteo flesh. 
Apparently, they gorged themselves on this less than 
appetising meal as part of a bizarre Wrtcbcraft ritual. 



The 18-year-old woman was seotenced to three months jail, 
suspended for five years after she confessed (one presumes 
without the need for excessive torture) to Witchcraft. 
29th April, 1997. Zimbabwe, Africa. 'UYERPOOL DAILY 
POST. ' 

A SoPcePeP Out 6fo 
£,\(ake A �a{ 

CKgfintJ 
In Jakarta., Indonesia, police arrested a self-styled witch-doctor 
whose real name was Datuk MarriDgi, but who preferred to go 
by the alias Nasib, after he confessed to killing 42 women. The 
victims bad allegedly paid him money to concoct a series of 
spells aimed at keeping their boyfriends and husbands faithtW 
in love. The arrest followed the discovery of three bodies 
buried in shallow graves near to Nasib's home on the outskirts 
of M� the capital ofNorth Sumatra. 
He initially confessed to the murder of 16 of the women, aged 
between 12 and 30, since 1990, in a bid to enhance his own 
magical powers. However, in the wake of intense police 
questioning, he eventually admitted the true number was more 
like 42. The authorities were initially unsure whether to take 
him seriously or not. Only seven bodies had actually been 
recovered at the time of going to press. After charging each of 
the victims anything between $200 and $400, he would usher 
them onto a nearby sugar plantation and then inform them that 

· his ritual required them to be buried in the ground right up to 
their waist. But rather than cast a spell, once incapacitated, he 
would calmly set about strangling them with a piece of electric 
cable. before drinking their saliva. stripping the corpse naked 
and reburying it with tbe head poiDtiDg towards his home. 
Even more unbeliewble, is the fad: tbat the police strongly 
suspect that Nasib was assisted in these horrific ventures by 
his three wives, all of whom are sisters. 
5th March, 1997. Jakarta, Indonesia. 'COLUMBUS 
DISPATCH. ' 

'f;atani&m' en 1rbe 
kboot. �urrirutum 
In Bedford, New York, an unusual dispute erupted during the 
early part of this Spring, over, of all things, a rumour that a 
local school was helping to promote 'Satanism and occultism. ' 
A total of tbree Catholic families claimed that their religious 
freedom had been infringed by such accepted school fare as an 
assembly featuring (horror of horrors) a man dressed up in an 
Abraham Lincoln outfit. Science Class teacher studying the 
left over evideDce of an owl's lunch and a history lesson taking 
place in a local cemetery. 
School officiab were quick to point out that the lawsuit could 
well 'pose a threat to school's everywhere. ' 
'We can't taJce apart the science or the English curriculum 
because something seems to go against some part of a 
particular small group's belief system, ' said one of tbe 
school's supporters. tbe RevereDd Paul A1aon. a Presbyterian 
minister who himself has two children who attend tbe school in 
question. 
'We would dismantle public education in this country. Maybe 
that's what they're trying to do. ' 
The whole shebang was started by sometbing as seemingly 
ignominious as a game called 'MAGIC: THE GA171ERING' 
that was initiated by children in 1995. The 'DUNGEON'S 
AND DRAGON'S' -lilce strategy game, played with collectible 

trading cards, involves the 'supematutal.' Some of the cards 
feature apparently lurid depictions of Demons and one shows a 
woman about to be sacrificed. 
'It's straight from Satan, ' claims Mary Aim DiBari, a plaintiff 
who has two young daughters at tbe school. 'Human 
sacrifice, Devil wonhip, spells. ' 

The lawsuit decrees that by permitting the game onto school 
grounds, the district 'ojftctally promoted and endorsed an 
occult activity, and also promoted Satanism and occultism, 
pagan religions and New Age spirituality. ' 
Aside from the card game itseJt: tbe lawsuit also complains 
that during an excursion to a local cemetery. fourth-graders 
were iDstrw:ted to lie themselves upon tbe gtj.ves of dead 
children. 1be school district's lawyer, Warren RiclJmood, ..Was 
quoted as saying that a volunteer was requested to lie down 
prostrate on a tomb to demoostrate how much smaller people 
were in the 18th ceutury. 
And tben there was tbe man wbo dressed as Abraham Lincoln, 
who ftigbterwt some cbildren when he claimed that Lincoln 
believed in Ghosts. 
And finally, third-graders were allegedly forced to study owl 
pellets, the regurgitated bones and feathers of tbe birds' prey. 
The laWsuit included this latter, somewbat bemusingly, under 
the heading 'Earth worship and New Age spiritism. ' 
17th March. 1997. Bel;iford. New York THE COLUMBUS 
DISPATCH. 

VOODOO 
YOU LOVE? 

In New Orl� no more than a stone's throw ftom wbere tbe 
mud-stained waters of the Mississippi empties into tbe Gulf: a 
woman by tbe name of Ava Kay Jones, a Haitian-ttained High 
Priestess of Voodoo conrinuecz to practice bel' art. 
She happily doles out potioos 8lld spells for evecy occasioo. 
From securing the unrequited love of your dream date to 
repelling a curse. From bringing good fortune to maintaining 
one's bealtb. 
Just about the only thing she doesn't do, it seems, is place a 
hex upon some unsuspecting victim, herself. 
That would be too negative a task. 



She was however, busy telliDg reporters who stmnbled upon 
her displays, that she would willingly sell them a bag of rare 
roots and exotic powders that might (or might not)· make 
Drew Bledsoe's (an apparently famous American Footballer) 
feet that much taster, his arm that much stronger and his wits 
that much sharper. 
'1 have gotten calls from people with the NFL, ' she claims. 
although, somewhat predictably, she refuses to name names. 
'Confidentiality is of th� utmost importanc�. ' she says a mite 
too defensively. 
Voodoo practitioners always expect an upturn in business 
whenever a big sporting event comes around. Uttle shops in 
the notorious French Quarter sell charms both ridiculously 
cheap and exorbitantly expensive: Dried chicken feet, 
grotesque � and bags of roots. 
Jones's gris-gris or Mojo Bags are made up of red flannel 
crammed full with dried John Tbe Conqueror Root, Lucky 
Hand Root aDd assorted powders. They range from between 
$30 to $75 in price. 
And what do you get for your bard-earned mooey1 A great big 
dollop of confidence, according to the ever-smiling Jones. She 
is in the business of making people feel they have the potential 
to accomplish anything they want to. 
Well, it's a nice thought, in theory. 

CONCEIVED 
DURING THE 

WITCHING HOUR 
Here's a tale that will doubtless soon become very much a part 
of urban folklore ... 
A childless couple wbo elected to male love in the middle of 
the Ceme Abbas Giant - the ancient fertility symbol carved 
into the chalk downs of Dorset - discovered that their love 
ritual actually bore fruit. 

K.areo., 30, and Aody Sutton, braved the freezing 
late-December temperatures for the pre-dawn encounter on 
Midwinter's Day. The Sutton's had been trying for a baby for 
the past six years without success. In desperation, tbey turned 
to White Wrtch Kevin Carlyon. Tbe High Priest of British 
W"rtches and bia partner, Sandie Jeffi"ey, led 12 other Wrtches 
in a 20-minute ceremony before leaving the hopeful couple for 
an hour (doubtless it would have taken them that long just to 
(ahem) warm up for action. .. The Cerne Abbas Giant has long 
been held as sacred to the gods of fertility. And this story 
won't have harmed it's reputation any. 
1st January, 1997. Ceme Abbas, Dorset. 'UYERPOOL 
DAILY POST. ' 

STRANGE HUMAN 
BEHAVIOUR 

WEIU CiaME 
Mario Moreno is certainly one of the caudidates for this issue's 
Doomed To Failure Before You Even Start Award. ... He paid a 
one day rental fee for a boat at a Fort Lauderdal� Florida, 
marina, and then had the nerve to sail over to Cuba to smuggle 
out his daughter from UDder tbe :nose of Mr. Castro. 
UnfortoDately for him, he was caught by Cuban authorities 
and was sentenced to five months in jail on the isJand. 
When he eventually returned to Florida, be was promptly 
arrested once more for stealing the boat. 
22nd December, 1996. Fort Lauderdale, Florida. THE 
BOSTON HERALD. ' 

A HOST OF HOPELESS 
BURGLARS AND 

ROBBERS 
An extremely bard-faced bank-robber raided tbe same bank in 
New Mexico two days in a row. 
He claimed he bad been given too many one--dollar bills the 
first time round. . . .And demanded that they give him only 
1 00-dollar bills on the second occasion. · 
2nd February, 1997. New Mexico, USA. 'SUNDAY 
PEOPLE. '  

••• Pathetic shoplifters Paul and Donna Hood (any relation to 
Robin, we wonder) elected to take their young soo with them 
when they went on a pilfering spree. Unfortunately for them, 
they weot and left him behind in a shop tbey bad just stolen 
from. And yes, you guessed it, the tearful child weut directly 
to the store detectives and gave tbem his parent's name and 
address. 'I'bey were later arrested and charged. 
30th March, 1997. Washington, USA. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 



••• A totally stark-naked man gave customers and staff 
palpitations when be set about robbing a baDk in � 
Florida. 
A female casbier who got herself a good eyeful was later 
unable to describe his face. 
13th A.pri� 1997. Miami, Florida. 'NEWS OF 11/E 
WORLD. ' 

••• Frank Smythe got himself arrested by a store detective in 
New York. .. .After asking the security man to keep lookout 
while he calmly stole a bottle of whisky. 
16th April, 1997. New Yor� USA.. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

••• In Merced. California, a would-be crook entered a bank 
and attempted to rob the CODtents. Steven King (no, not that 
Stephen King) entered tbe Bank Of America brandishing his 
unmvered finger and thumb at a bank teller and denunvled that 
be hand the money over. 
On being told to wait awhile King did just that, allowing the 
teller to walk away. 
King eventually got tired of banging around and eventually 
went across the street to another bank. Once there, he decided 
to switch tactics, jumping over the counter and trying to get 
the key to a cash drawer. An employee grabbed the key and 
told him to 'get out of there. ' 
The completely hopeless robber was arrested empty-banded 
after being found sitting in a clump of nearby shrubs. 
20th April, 1997. Merced, California, USA.. 'BOSTON 
SUNDAY HER.A.LD. I 
••• And a burglar who bas broken into the same t1at on four 
occasions for nothing more than a quick shower, is being 
hunted by completely ba1lled police officers in Bad- Wuert, 
Germany. 
22nd May, 1997. Bad-Wuert, Germany. 'DAILY MANC. I 

••• Ram-raiders smashed into a warehouse near Paris, France, 
and stole ten barrels of black olives worth little more than 
sod-all. 
The only theory put forward as to motivation by police was 
that p.rhaps they were having a party. '  
4th June, 1997. Paris, France. 'D�Y EXPRESS. ' 

••• Also in F� when arrested for burglary Jacques 
Louvet. 41. proffered tbe excuse to police in Roueo. that he 
bad to carry a saewdriver, pliers, file and a badcJaw to lceep 
his artificial arm in good workiDg order. 
6th June, 1997. Rouen, France. 'D.AILY SLUR. ' 

••• Big kid burglar Jan Heuac was quite literally stopped in 
his tracks by police in Utrecht, Holland, after he hung around 
to play with a huge train set during a break-in. 
12th June, 1997. Utrecht, Holland. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

••• And finally, tbieYes who broke into a post otlke sate in 
Gleelong, Australia, found it empty. So they left five dollars 
with a note telling the postmaster to invest it. 
18th June, 1997. Gleelong. Australia. 'D�YMANC. ' 

Total 
Over-Beaetioos 
A 55-year-old Dutch woman was 'forced' to take drastic action 
after constantly beseeching her husband to stop singing tbe 
hymn. 'Silent Night. 
He refused to pay her any attention and instead, went rigbl in 
singing away merrily for hour after hour. In tbe end, enraged 
beyond the J.imiU of sanity, the wife grabbed a knife and 
plunged it into his chest. Luckily for him, he survived tbe 
attack. 

29th December, 1996. Holland THE BOgJ"ON HERALD. '  

••• In JndiaMpolis, USA, Sherrell Russell, 26, was so upset 
that she bad to drive her hopelessly drunken roommate home 
from a night on the town that she sprayed her with gas from a 
convenience store pump and then set her ablaze. 
By the time the police arrived on the � Nicole Dickens, 
22, bad died ttom su1fering third-degree bums over 98% of 
her body. 
Sherrell � unsurprisingly, being held on suspicion of 
murder. 
1Oth February, 1997. Jndianapolis, USA.. 'USA. TODAY. ' 

••• High farce (or should that readfa7'ts?) occurred during a 
Turkish Airways flight last May .... 
A co-pilot resorted to attacking his captain after the latter had 
openly accused him o( what's known in modem parlance as 
'letting off a sly one.' 
Captain Irgun Camlik, 53, bad just taken oif when suddeoly 
noticed a decidedly unpleasant smell permeating the inside of 
the cockpit. 
'1 didn't make a big .fuss, ' he  explained later. 'I just turned to 

my companion and aslaul discreetly whetlutr he'd farted. I 
waJm1t accusing him. ' 
He may as well have done, however, because his touchy 
co-pilot, Artba1 Hanuz, began vigorously denying the 
allegation (you know what they say about guilty consciences) 
and much to Captain Irgun's surp� he quickly seized tbe 
cockpit microphone and announced to the bewildered 
passengers that if anyone bad farted it was the captain himselt: 
Events descended into total chaos when a full-scale fight 
ensued, and the two pilots began wrestling on the floor 
prompting the astonished stewardess to pull them apart. 
12th May, 1997. Turkey. THE BIG ISSUE. '  

••• A born-again Christian by the name of Jacqueline Climon, 
decided to shoot dead her boyfriend after a raging row over a 
passage in the Bible. 
She was jailed for six years in Toledo, Ohio, for the crime of 
mansJangtJter. 
Boy, was she strict on the words of the Scripture! 
13th .A.pri� 1997. Toledo, Ohio, USA.. 'D.A.ILYSLUR ' 

••• Also going mad with a gun was a 41-year-old Louisiana 
man from Baton Rouge, who faces up to · so years in the can 
after attempting to murder his girlfi.ieud's brother. He shot the 
man, who luckily SUIVived, for the heinous crime of daring to 
eat a slice ofhis lemon meringue pie . . . .  
26th A.prll, 1997. Baton Rouge, Loutstana, USA.. 'DAILY 
EXPRESS. '  

••• In a pique of anger over her neighbour always bonowing 
items from her and never returning them, Betty Wainwright 
elected to 'lend' Diana Tamisb a jar of strawberry jam 
cootaiDing -six live wasps. Betty was subsequently ftned £200 
by an Arkansas court. 
4th May, 1997. .Arkansas, USA.. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

••• And how's tbis for a tale of an out-aDd-out spoiled brat .. . 
When her husband refused to buy her new clothes, Carol 
Hooper, 26, elected to stand in the street in Geelong. Australia, 
and strip oifher clothes to tbe higbest bidder. 
She was down to her lmickers when the police arrived on the 
� but she wasn't too botbered. . .. She'd JMMged to raise 
just enough cash for a new wardrobe. 
1st June, 1997. Geelong, Australia. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

••• Gangster George 'Animal' Perry was so bored with tbe 
closing address at his trial at Rhode IslaDd, USA, that he took 
a leak in the middle of the court room in order to show his 
displeasure. 



He is curreody on trial for murder, 8Dd was promptly given 
the additional charge of contempt of court for his troubles . .  
4th June, 1997. Rhode Island, USA. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 
In tbe wake of a turning down of his marriage proposal to the 
girl he loved, Suliman Kush vowed to hate all women from 
that day forwanl. He must have stuck true to his promise 
because a court in Kabul Afghanistan. sentenced him to three 
mootbs imprisonment for spitting at every female that bad the 
misfortune to pass him by in the street. 
8th June, 1997. Kabul, Afghanistan. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

•••Roderick Baker reacted more than a little crazily after 
sanitation workers called round at his house to insist that he 
immediately clear up his refuse..st:rewn yard. He quite literally, 
went �  and the 50-year-()ld antiques dealer held 140 
chiclce:os at � before tbreateoing to kill one of the 
birds every minute UDlil the authorities got the hell otf his 
property. 
After a total of three chickens were slaughtered, tbe police 
arrived and arrested him. The surviving chickens were later 
moved to a nearby farm 'to liw a normal chichn life. ' 
Whatever tbat entails . . .  
June, 1997. 'VIR.GINMN MAGAZINE' 

••• Rosie Lee Hill of Pensacola, Florida, USA, went straight 
away to her local police station after she bad paid $50 for two 
'rocks' of cocaine .. . The problem was, when she'd sampled it, 
she thought that it tasted a lot like baking soda. The police, not 
too surprisingly, were less than sympatheti� especially after 
tbe substance did in fact prove tO· be tbe real thing. 
'It's amazing. We've nl!Vf!1' had someone call and say they've 
betm ripped off on a dope deaL We've checlced it, and it 
actually was cocaine, ' said Jerry Potts, assistant police chief. 
'I guess stranger thtngs have happened, but I have not seen 
them. ' 
28th April, 1997. Pensacola Florida,, USA. 'DAILY 
EXPRESS. ' 

••• Spanish Sergeant-Major Juan cartos Miravete was 
messing around aiming his gun at a group of reserves, jokingly 
asking them if they were prepared to die. 
Eventually, he ordered one to take his gun and shoot him. 
When Corporal Samuel Ferrer. 19. refused. tbe 
Sergeant-Major shot him dead (an incident that bears a 
remarkable similarity to a 'MONI'Y PYrHON" sketch about a 
an ex-army UD8!IIled combat instructor who shoots down his 
pupils for refusing to attack him with an item of fresh fruit). 
An investigation was i1'DI!Ifldiately ordered into tbe tragedy. 
and it was found that Miravete was drunk at tbe time • . .  
5th May, 1997. Spain. 'DAILY EXPRESS. ' 

••• A driver charged with the task of delivering a busload of 
mental pat.ems ftom tbe centre of Zimbabwe's capital. Harare.. 
to tbe Bulawayo Meota1 Hospital, paniclced when, after having 
stopped for a wee tipple, found the patieata had done a nmner. 
In desperation, the driver drove the now empty bus to the very 
next stop and offered a ftee ride to those waiting. His new 
passengers were then delivered straight to tbe mental home 
with the waming that they were extremely excitable and prone 
to inveoling stories. 
Incredibly, iftbe press reports are to be believed, it took three 
whole days before tbe hospital discovered tbe truth. 
At the time of going to press, the real patieots were still listed 
as being missing. ... 
2nd April, 1997. Harare, Zimbabwe, South Africa. 'DAILY 
EXPRESS. ' 

•••And finally, for tbis issue at least, comes tbe stmy ofMary 
Dade, who set tire to her husband's snooker table because he 
spent so much time on it. She was later jailed after she 

succeeded in her task, but also managed to reduce their house 
to ashes in Calgary, Canada. 
11th June, 1997. 'Calgary, Canatkz. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

THE CRAZIES 
AR£ OUT THERE! 

Invisible Men, Anti-Socia l  
Neighbours, TV Addicts 

Unwitting Cannibals And 
Live Canary-Eaters .. .  

�� �ttgqhnurs Jlf ram 
�11 

Freach � Marcel Aloux took up residence in a quiet 
suburb of Bordeaux, and almost immediately, set about 
making life a misery for his next-door neighbours. 
'He used to dress as Jesus, ' said one of those aforementioned 
neigbbours, Jean Trigedard. 'And he used to walk around with 
a giant cross. Then, whenever we had a barbecue, he would 
hmnmer on the fence and scream ''Repent!" It was very 
disturbing. ' 
Over tbe next few months, Mr Aloux wem from bad to worse, 
posting fish and leaves through his neighbour's letterbox and 
tethering a donkey in his front garden. 'IbiDgs finally came to a 
head when be daubed �oneyteoders• on Mr Trigedard's ftont 
door. Exasperated beyond � he felt he bad no option 
but to ring for tbe gendarmes. . 
Only then did it emerge that Mr Aloux was not Mr Aloux at 
all but Marcel Pavel an out-of-work actor employed by a 
local estate agent to drive residents out of their hmnes, and 
therefore allowing them to buy up property cheaply. 
12th May, 1997. BordeauJC, France. THE BIG ISSUE. '. 



Would-be opera singer Antonio Bartolini was thrown in the 
stammer for being drunk and disorderly. But police in Naples 
released him less than an hour later. 1be reason why? They 
couldn1 stand his singing. 
12th February, 1997. Naples, Italy. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

••• And a 27-stone lawyer who was jailed for five years for 
dettauding clients was 1teed after serving just two weeks ... lt 
was decided he was sooooo fat and his medical problems were 
costing the prison too much for them to justify keeping him 
locked up. 
19th May, 1997. Johannesburg, South Africa. 'DAlLY 
EXPRESS. ' 

••• Still oo the subject of people being too obese, it took a 
forklift, a flat-bed truck and a 7-foot-wide hole in the wall 
before medical workers could extract the wonderfully named 
Tom Parameter, 47, from hit home ooe Saturday afternoon. 
He was taken to hospital for treatment related to his 
800-polmd weight. 
24th March, 1997. Pennsylvania, USA. 'USA. TODAY. ' 

••• A store worker from Iowa, USA, whose job it was to 
welcome customers to the shop, was sacked for calling one 
customer a snob and another a filt elephant.' 
2Jth May, 1997. Iowa, USA. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

A REAL SQUIRREL NUT 
From Germany comes the following tale of hazelnut mania. . .  
Hennan Arseberg, 34, a mild-manoered accountant from 
Munich, began feeding the squirrels in his local park as an act 
of ordinary lcindness. They were so gentle and trusting. ' he 
said. 'And tlury didn't laugh at ntfl. I just wanted to maJce them 
happy. '  
Pretty soon tbougb, his harmless activities became 
transformed into nothing short of an obsession. He began 
taking more and more time otf work to visit his new-found 
furry friends, and as he discovered there were countless 
hnDdreds to feed, he started fiddling the company's books so he 
could afford the extra nuts required. 
He wu eveutually arrested driving through the Black Forest in 
a van loaded up with eight toos of hazelnuts in the back. He 
was later sent to prison. 
There are no squirrels here, ' he was moved to lameot ftom 
his four-walled cell. 'But there are lots of pigeons, and it's up 
to me to find them Caraway seeds. 
12th May, 1997. Munich, Gvmtmy. THE BIG ISSUE' 

AND A REAL TV 
ADDICT 

WeVc! all heard of people whose lives are so ·sad, they've 
become virtual couch potatoes, glued to their TV saeeus, 
regardless oftbe quality oftbe programming schedule • • •  
But here's a story to make even the most avid viewer shudder a 
little. 
According to tbe Russian News AgeDi:.y T88Sy a fiuniJ.y who 
live in the small village of Ramenye. 50 miles north east of 
Moscow, were so eugroaed in tbe horror movie they were 
watching (it's not recorded exactly which film they were 
viewing .... We'd like to think, in tbe interests of the Cosmic 
Joker, that it was 'FlREST AIUER. ' or maybe THE 
BURNING?, that they remained completely oblivious to the 
fad that their house was ablaze. 
The fiuni.ly, presumably only alerted when the power to the TV 
finally conked out. did the only sensible thing .... Tbey left in a 
hurry .. .  After carrying the TV set to safety, of course. 
No one was hurt � though the house burned right down to 
the ground. 

Even more worrying. was the disturbing stmy of a young 
British man who simply lost the will to live after four years' 
addiction to the goggle box. 
2nd April, 1997. Ramenye, Russia. 'DAlLY EXPRESS. '  

Woman Killed .By Water 
BiD.ge 

Equally unnerving is the account of a manic depressive named 
Emily Sheaves who managed to drink herself to death with 
common tapwater. 
It seems she downed about three gallons of the liquid for no 
apparent reason. The water caused increased pressure on the 
brain and Mrs, Sheaves, 37, fell into a coma from which she 
never recovered. 
Her fatber, Peter Cottrell, of Otterey St Mary, Devon, said; 

'On the day she died she stood at the lcitchen sink and drank 
gallons of water. She drank so much, she made herself 
violently sick. ' 
1be coroner at tbe inquest into her death at Exmouth told the 
hearing that her condition was exttanely rare. 
23rd April, 1997. Ottery St Mary, Devon. 'DAlLY A£4NC. ' 

••• An unknown intruder planted a total of 20 trees around a 
cricket ground overnigbt. including two in ftoDt of the 
scoreboard. 
Baftled officials at the club near Skipton, North Yorlcsb.ire, 
had to set about digging them all up again. 
14th April, 1997. SJcipton, North Yorkshire. 'DA.ILYA£4NC 

••• And lonely Janet 1bompson grew so fed up with men 
walking out oo her at the vital mmneot that she elected to 
marry herself at a Los Angeles ceremony. 
8th June, 1997. Los Angeles, USA. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

T� IMIISISJ£ SCPM 
Two men caugbt red-banded in women's dvmging rooms at a 
swimming pool in Chanp China, bad apparemly taken a 
bunch of pills -that they bad previously been told would � 
them totally invisible. 
And tbey bougbt the line. believing themselves to be beyond 
tbe sight of mere mortal man. .. 
18th June, 1997. Changsha, China. 'DAILY MA.NC. ' 

THE MAN WHO BOUGHT BANANAS 
AN) SPLIT 

In Plainville, CODDeCticut, USA, car dealer Chris Pio ran an 
advert for a 1983 Cadillac that said that the 'First 10,000 
Bantmas Tahs It. ' 
Tony Quiron of Bristol, in the same state, saw the ad rmd took 
it quite literally. He called up a fiuit wholesaler and proceed 
10,000 bananas ... .Approx:imately $1,100 - less tban half the 
price of the Caddy. 
Quiron duly showed up at Chris' Auto Wholesalers one 
Saturday afternoon with the l1lOUDtain of bananas and was 
given the car. 
'I had to hold myself to my word, ' was one of the more 
printable quotes Pio intoned later that day. 
20th May, 1997. Plainvi/le, Connecticut, USA. 'SF. LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCH. ' 

HUMIW RE5H 50U> I>CWN AT THE 
MARKfr 

Police in Russia were forced to launch an in-depth 
investigation after a woman who bougbt cheap meat for her 
dog at a local market discovered to her horror that it was 
human flesh. 



The Itar-Tass News Agency said the butcher who setVed the 
pensioner cannot be traced, and no body was ever found. 
2Jth January, 1997. Russia. 'DAJLY TELEGRAPH. ' 

(S[}{]C§m[)�® @M !A 
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Drunken Arnd Hansen thought it might be a good idea to 
swallow a live Canary to 'impress' his ftieods. 
It's bard to harbour any sympathy for him when we tell you 
that he died when be choked on tbe feathers. He was unable to 
breathe because tbe bird's fumtically flapping wings blocked 
up his air tubes. Police in C� Demnark. said; 
'Doctor's removed the bird but it was too late for him. • .And 
the poor canary. 
22nd April, 1997. Copenhagen, Denmark. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

••• A similar fate befell 36-year-old Steven Hill Eppersoo. 
who also made the mistake of popping a helpless creature into 
his mouth to give his mates a laugh. 
In this case it was not a bird but a six inch Jack Dempsey Fish 
that brought about the untimely demise of a human being. 
Epperson of Los Angel� USA. was rushed to hospital but 
was declared dead oo arrival. 
21st A.pril, 1997. Los A.ngelu, USA.. 'DAILY EXPRESS. '  

CJhe Cosmic (Joker 
Strikes AtJain 

STR..AN[;E f})EATHS 
A fann worker was killed when a bale of hay fell OD his head. 
The 52-year-old man was apparemly helping unload the killer 
hay from a lony in Rochdal� Greater Manchester, when the 
strangest of fates befell him. 
He died instantly. 
lOth February, 1997. Rochtkzk, Greater Manchester. 
'DAILY MANC. ' 

••• Tourist Joseph Peterson, 47, on holiday ftom Belfilst, bent 
over to pick a 'lucky' four -leafed clover OD a clitiSide near 
Lake Como in Italy . . .ADd promptly fell lSO feet breaking both 
legs and an arm. 
This tale is somewhat apocryphal, because I remember 
encountering an uncannily similar report back in tbe 
mid-1980's. 
22ndMay, 1997. Lai:e Como, Italy. 'DAJLYMANC. ' 

••• Mohammed Al-Assad was fouud dead in his bed after he 
died of gas poisoning . . . .Entirely by his own doing. 
His so-called healthy diet of beans and cabbage combined to 
produce large quantities of methane. A neighbour described 
'the continuous sound of material being ton followed by 
intense screaming. ' 
AccontiDg to tbe corooer at tbe subsequeDt inquest, tbe man 
had repeatedly passed wind, and managed to successfully gas 
himself in his small, airtight bedroom. 
June, 1997. 71IE YJRGINIA.N MAGAZINE.'' 

••• Furious Bruce Weiss, 28, got his just desserts when be 
died trying to batter the family cat with a loaded shotgun for 
the heinous crime ofpeeing on the carpet. 
Fortunately for the cat, unluddly tbr him, the gun went o1f and 
blasted him in half. 
12th June, 1997. New YorA; USA.. 'DAILY MANC. ' 

••• Heart patient Haram Gholampor, 49, made a full recovery 
from his operation until the doctors banded him a £3,738 bill 
for 12 days' care . .. .He immediately dropped dead ftom shock. 
20th June, 1997. Tehran, Iran. 'DAILY SLUR ' 

••• When Australian accountant Arthur Roberts accideutally 
wiped his company's sales figures off his computer, he threw 
tbe macbine out ofthe omce in a 1lt offtustrated anger. 
It killed a passer-by named Peter Mullins. Just to add to the 
fun, Roberts was later charged with manslaughter. 
June, 1997. Australia. THE YJRGJNJAN MAGAZINE. '  

THE FINGER OF FATE 
Pool player Mile Farely looked to have lost half a finger in a 
newspaper picture of him taking part in a contest. And 
incredibly, just hours later, he really did lose it. 
Mik, 28, ofWestgate, Keot, chopped otfbis right hand index 
finger in a cin:u1ar saw accident,at work. He was quoted as 
saying; 'lt was spooky. It looks like I've lost part of the same 
finger in the photograph. ' 
25th April, 1997. Westgate, �nt. 'DAILY MANC. ' 

FAST FOOD REALLY IS 
BAD FOR YOU ••• 

In France, eight people were injuled by, of all things} an 
out�f-coutrol sausage. 
The item in question was a 10-foot plastic banger which was 
in the process of being hoisted into position on the roof of a 
restaurant high up on the Alpine snows. 
'lt was almost in place, ' explained workman Rene Faltulle, 
'when it slipped out of its harness and into the slope. 1 

jumped on top of it, but it started sliding downhilL I just 
couldn't stop it ' 
As the by now, thorougbly terrified Mr Faltulle held on for 
dear life the sausage gathered speed, wbizziog past a group of 
gobsmacked skiers for almost a quarter of a mile before 
eventually crashing through a barrier and into a bunch of 
Nigerian civil servants, eigbt of whom were seriously injmed. 
21st May, 1997. France. THE BIG ISSUE. ' 

SHURELY SHUM 
/HlSHTAKE 

Sandra Dean, of Graveseod in K.c:ot, opened her front door 
early one morning to find a mysterious buudle of sticks tied to 
a longer branch left on my doorstep. 
To her, it looked like a miniature Wrtch's broom. 
Coincidenta11y, she had just read a book about the subject of 
Wm:hcraft, and sbe decided tba1 she'd beeo sem a bad-luck 
charm by someaoe she'd JD8II88ed to get OD the wrong side of. 
She waited until darkness had fallen, and then poured salt all 
around her house (an ancient protective measure against all 
forms of BJack Magic and curses, as salt is of course, a 
preservative and therefore anathema to tbe Devil). 
So great was her baste, that as she spread tbe salt all around 
he perimeter, sbe collided with several items of fumiture 
hurting herself in tbe process. 
The next day a neighbour came round to ask her how she liked 
the new perch aDd apple twigs she'd left for Sandra's pet 
parrot ... 
May, 1997. Gravesend, �nt. 'YES MAGAZINE. ' 

*** A lifeboat crew who were called out to rescue a body 
adrift in the waters off the coast of Corn� were somewhat 



relieved to find that the victim was nothing more than an 
inflatable teddy bear. 
14th January, 1997. Cornwall, England 'SUNDAY 
PEOPLE. '  

••• A human scalp matted with mud sparked an alert after it 
was found in a hedge in Snodland, Kent. 
However� fOrensic expens later revealed that the scalp was in 
filet somebody's toupee. 
28thMay, 1997. Snodland, Kent. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

••• Scientists in Oga, Japan, thought they'd discovered a rare 
Giant Squid, but their initial excitement was soon tempered 
when they realised tbat accideDtally hooked marine biologist 
Keodo Sesako, who was, funnily enough, disguised as squid 
whilst trying to· catch one himseit: 
4th May, 1997. Oga, Japan. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. '  
••• A funeral service in Kent ended with Rod Stewart 
warbling the words; 'If you want my body, and you think I'm 
sexy . . •  ' 
The curate had forgotten to wipe the tape clean - which also 
played the deceased's requested piece of music; 'Nessun 
Dorma. ' 
June, 1997. Kent, England 71/E YIRGINIAN MAGAZINE. ' 

••• Two unemployed men who chopped up and stole £22,000 
worth of metal sculptures at a university in Madras, India, 
sold their haul for a not-so-grand total of just £33. They 
thought it was nothing more than saap metal. 
1st June, 1997. Madras, India. SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

••• When Andrea Bnmnoli reported a robbeJy to her local 
police station he was shocked to see the culprit .. . Sitting behind 
the desk. 
Officer Paolo Pallozi later confessed to two other robberies in 
Latina. Italy. 
8th June, 1997. Latina, Italy. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. 

HEROIC F AlLURES 
1be Lancaster fimlily were so fed up with living in a 
crime-ridden area of Arizona, that they finally upped sticks 
and moved out to Ohio. 
Unluckily for tbem, their removal van containing all their 
belongings was stolen from outside their house on tbe very day 
that they left. 
2nd February, 1997. Arizona, USA. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

The (Cosmic) joke was certainly on two Estooians who spent 
a grand total of 61 hours telling non-stop gags to attempt to 
set a new world record 
Unfortunately, their copy of the 'GUINNESS BOOK OF 
RECORDS' was out of date and they later discovered that the 
true record is currently held by a Peruvian who somehow 
managed lOO hours back in 1990. 
3rd Junll, 1997. Estonia. 'DAILY MAIL '  

SUICIDE'S NOT SO 
PAINLESS 

Ronald Opus's bid to take his own life certainly didn't go 
according to plan. 
Frustrated that his plot to have his father 'accidentally' shoot 
his mother had apparemly failed, R.omJie threw himself ftun 
tbe 1Oth storey of his parent's apartment building. As be 
passed their window, his father fired what he thought was an 
unloaded shotgun at his wife, slipped, and the bullet, missing 
his wife, fatally wounded Ronald as he flew on by. 
Ironically, his body wound up being caugbt in a net set up by 
window cleaners which would likely have saved his life. 
15th April, 1997. USA. 'DAILY EXPRESS. ' 

�lf.a5tlu <Q!al£5 
AT THE •WHITE HART 

HOTEl• SOMETHING 
STIRS • • •  

A reputed Ghost that is said to haunt the . 13th Century White 
Hart Hotel,' in Chipping Norton, Oxfordshire. has apparently 
made a recent appearance, much to the chagrin of certain 
guests. 
'lbe latest victim is said to be Mr Leo Bullbrook., a project 
engineer with the TWR Racing Team, who are building a new 
Le Mans racing car nearby. 
According to Leo's testimony he was awoken at 4.00 am by a 
cold. clammy invisible band gripping his wrist. Leo was even 
more shocked to see that there was an impression of a monk 
lying next to him on the bed. He leapt out from beneath the 
covers at a pretty respectable speed, and as he did so, the 
phantom monk did likewise. 
Leo was unable to return to that bed that night (or, so far as 
we know. any immediate night after). 
Mr Paul Claytoo.-Smith. the � of the hotel, was quoted 
as saying: 'We've had several reports over the years of a 
Ghost in this particular room. The room is panelled in very 
old oaJc and the four-poster bed is similarly constructed in 
old oaJc. On occasions I have personally noticed a very cold 
sensation in the room as have some of my staff. In fact, some 
of our clients categorically refuse to stay there. ' 
Mr John Dyson. MaMging Director of Birmingbam-based 
Parade Direct Marketing is one of those aforementioned 
clients. 
Said Mr Dyson, somewhat shakily, '1 asked for a change of 
room after having the sensation of a disembodied hand on 
my shoulder and then learning a bit about the history of the 
room. ' 

Interestingly enough, when renovations were being canied out 
in 1979 .. a secret passageway was discovered at the bottom of 
the main flight of stairs. When the paSsage was traced it was 
found to lead directly to the old churcli, a distance of about 
150 yards. 
3rd March, 1997. Chipping Norton, Orfordshire. 
'PSYCHIC NEWS. 

WEIRD TALES FROM 
THE PAGES OF THE 

SUNDAY PRESS 
According to that bastion of good, honest reporting, THE 
NEWS OF 11lE WORLD, ' the following stories are genuine 
encounters with the otherwordly . . . . 
Les Harra1d and his wife Carolyn, were attempting to get 
down to some serious love-makiug when suddenly, their bed 
began shaking forcing them to cool their ardour. 
The frightened couple blamed the spirit of an angry old lady 
dressed in a flimsy white night-gown, who appeared to have 
come out of the wardrobe. 
Foreman Leslie, 40, was moved to comment; 'It was like 
something out of THE EXORCIST. I jumped out of bed and 
saw the ghost howling and swaying from side to side. We ran 
from the room starlcers. ' 



The Harralds live in a Victorian semi in Market Harborougb., Leicestershire., and have made the somewhat disconcerting (for 
them at least) discovery that the spirit only puts in an appearance when they attempt to make love at night. 
'Now, we are forced to do it in the daytime, 1 Les was forced to concede. 

W®W0� @® 8�'!}® &JJmfi �#)�[jJiiJ[jW'iJoo o  
An 18th-ceutury, two-bedroomed cottage in came, Wiltshire, is said to be the focus for a poltergeist haunting Handyman Robin 
Mitchell attempted to knock down walls in his new home., but as he was doing so, something invisible began throwing pieces of 
his tool kit at his head. 
'It was lilce being in the middle of a battlefield. '  Robin. 43. later told reporters. 'One hammer missed my head by inches as 1 
cowered under a workbench. 1 
Robin is now of the opinion that he has inadverteotly disturbed the entity in the basement when he tried to make alterations to the 
original structure. And now, 'the Poltergeist annmmces its arrival with the smell of rotting eggs. There's no spectral figure 
Just a dark mist. ' 



THE HOUSE T�IAT 
8LED TO DEATH 

An extremely rare, not to say heavily disconcertiDg phenomena 
was said to have plagued the house of- Thomas and Gill 
Forsyth, acconting to an account published in the 
aforementioned newspaper. 
Their house began (in a curious echo of an 1980's episode of 
tbe coosist.em1y excellent TV series; THE JU.MMER HOUSE 
OF HORRORS) quite literally, to bleed from tbe walls. On a 
day like any other, and for no reuon that they could discern, a 
slight splash of red appeared an their wallpaper. In a few 
moments the stains started to spread and appear just about 
eVerywhere, and not merely on the walls. 
Initially, Thomas assumed it must mean � their  pet dog was 
injured and was bleecting profusely. but when tbey examined 
him, they soon found that he was emirely unhurt. ThiDgs took 
a decided turn for tbe worse when Gill emptied a fresh batch 
of washing from the machine and disc:overed that her nighties 
were covered in blood. 
'Blood was everywhere, she said. 'All over my hands and 
arms. I dropped the washing and lceeled over in shoe/c. We've 
ewn coiM down in the morning to find the walls and door 
.frame:� smothered in blood ' 
The couple have no trouble in accepting the belief that their 
mock-TUdor home is haunted by the ghost of a young child 
who was said to have died in the basemmt shortly after the 
buil<ling was erected in 1939. 
'We've seen him walking around howling and screaming. He 
can't be any older than twelve. And we can't sleep at nights. ' 
1beyve CODiidered having the house exorcised, not least 
� as Thomas points out; 'Our WD8hing bills have gone 
right through the roof. ' 

Ghost To The Rescue 
From Gravesend in Kent, comes the following heart-warming 
story, which 'proves' tbat not all spirits of tbe departed can be 
classed as vengeful phalltoms out to make the living suffer at 
their expense ••. 
Artist Chris Stricldand and his wife Ann, both believe that a 
spirit saved their baby from a house fire. Chril, 34, takee up 
the story; '1 rushed to the cot and found it was surrounded by 
an overpowering smell of lawmder - so strong it 111LlShu:i out 
the smo/ce. Our baby, Delphi ne was lying face down with her 
head to one side. Her body seemed to be pressed into the 
cot's 1'lftlltl'us as if siM was being shielded from the .flama. 
When I pichu:l her up, the pressure suddenly disappeared. 
and the lavender smell simply melted away. 
All Clippings, 1st June, 1997. NEWS OF mE WORLD. 

llark �ngel �366 
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Margaret Cookney claims sbe was visited not once, but twice, 
by the Grim Reaper Himself in the wee small hours before 
dawn. .. 
The 44-year-old mother bad been suffering from severe bouts 
of stomach pain for weeks on eud, and she awoke one night to 
be confrooted with the most terrifYiog apparition of all; Death 
itself personified. It resembled a skeletal figure garbed in 
hooded JDOIIkls clothes. 
The entity, if that is truly what it was, re-appeared a few 
nights later, but Margaret refused to heed either of the 
episodes as being anything other tban stress-related 
hallucinations. 

However, not long after tbe second visitation, she wa8 rushed 
to hospital with a burst appendix and an ovarian cyst. 
'I'd been suffering violent attach for some time, ' Margaret 
related. My marriage was a bit on the rocks at the time, so 
the doctor and I put it all down to stress. Then one night I 
wolce up trembling and bathed in �eat, and there was this 
shimmering figure in silverlight at the foot of the bed. I knew 
I was awalc. bectnJSe Paul was snoring beside me. I was 
frozen with fear and could only watch as it glided slowly 
towards me, then pushed its hood back to show its grisly s/cull 
face grinning at me. When tt �tretched out tts skeleton hand 
and beckoned to me, I thought I was either going mod, or 
was going to die. ' 
On the second occasion tbat tbe entity appeared, it again 
beckoned to her with its bony finger of presaged death. It was 
ooly then that Margaret's son Max, advised her to go and see a 
doctor. 
Margaret, however, still felt SOI_pewbat sceptical about the 
whole incident. '1 could hardly tell the GP that I'd hod a visit 

from the Grim Rsaper and ask what he was going to do about 
it. I tried to ignore it and go into worlc. But that afternoon I 
was exhau:lted, and anothtrr waw of agony hit me. I got 
myself home on the bus then collapsed in a heap. When Paul 
came home he called the doctor who told htm to get me 
straight to a hospital - not even to wait for an ambulance. I 
was on the operating table within the hour and I was later 
told that at one point it was touch and go. ' ' 
Now fully recovered.. Margaret's apparent eocotmter with 'The 
Angel Of Death' has taught her ooe thing; 'If he ever 
re-appears, it's straight down the surgery for me. ' 

THE GHOSTLY NUN 
WITH A BAD HABIT 

A rest home for tbe elderly is, it is alleged, also the home to a 
light-fingered spirit of a mm. The ghost has been blamed for 
stealing missing items of cutlely, and bas also been accused of 
pinching people. 
It all started when Debbie Boucher's parents bought three 
Victorian houses in Birmingham 20 years ago, and set about 
converting tbem into an old people's home. 'Before we bought 
them, tiM pt'fiVious owrwr, who ran the place as a gwst 
hou8e, warned U3 about the nun, '  said Deborab. 'She said she 
was first alemd to the uninvited guests when one of her 
tenants ashu:l her why the nun in the room opposite never 
came down to the dining room for llf«lls. The owner was 
stunned - the room hod hem unoccupitUJ for yeon. Then 
another gwst CQ1Pffl up with a strange tal. - she said the nun 
had listened to all her problems When some visiting 
mustctans started talking about a guttar-p/aytng nun, the 
woman realised there must be a ghost in the house. ' 
Debomh's family took little notice oftbe tales and worked bard 
on setting up tbeir resideutial home. But they were baftled 
when things started to go mining 
'/My wne small items to begin with: cutlery, documents, 1atys 
and such. We tried to shrug it off, untt� one day, thin� came 
to a head I was in the dining room when suddenly things 
began to move off the shelves. Everything came crashing 
down, books, clocks, plates, 017lllllllmts, in twos and threes 
until every shelf was cletzred. J couldn't move, I just sat there 
tpJQlc:in& surrounded by wreckage. ' 
There was worse to come. however. 
Deborah 8Dd her sisters were walking up the stain late ooe 
night when sometbiDg began pinclUDg tbim. 
'We each felt it in turn, ' Deborah later recounted. 'But there 
was no one there and we weren't playing tricks on each 
other. ' 



The family still maintained a healthy dose of scepticism and 
didn't still didn't accept that the house was haunted. At least 
until a Gypsy paid a visit to their home. 
This Gypsy used to come by every year and tell fortunes. She 
was so accurate that residents and staff would queue up to 
see her . .As she was leaving that day she told us that there 
was no need for her to come back again. She said she'd seen 
someon11 sitting on the stain - she was certain it was a spirit 
who was taicing care of us. We as/ced her for a description 
and she said; nit was a nun who loo/ced very playfuL Don't 
worry, she won't cause you any harm - she's only here to look 
after you. 
We never saw the Gypsy again, but the mm's still well and 
truly here. ' 
8th June, 1997. Mosely, Birmingham. 'EVA MAGAZINE. ' 

� ��@ � 
The demolition of an old building that once housed a bank and 
doctors' offices is said to be gaining a less-than-savoury 
reputation after reports of slamming doors, disappearing tools 
and ghostly voices and footsteps on the fourth-floor of the 
94-year -old building. 
After six weeks of similar accounts, D.J. Demo President 
Ralph Uui.s was considering bringing in a hired psychic to visit 
the former department store. Rumours of an old suicide or 
murder on the fourth floor have been predictably circulating 
amongst the populace of the town of Cormellsville, 
Philadelphia. 
'It's scary, this fourth floor, said Unis. Since worlc began last 
February, several workers have reported doors slamming aDd a 
cold spot at the entrance way to the fourth-floor. In one case 
employees were unable to open the unlockable door to the 
dreaded fourth-ftoor. After obtaining some tools to gain entry, 
they returned to find the door standing wide open. 
Employee Harold Palinski was quoted as saying that he once 
dropped a sledgehammer on the haunted landing but couldn't 
locate it when he stooped to pick it up. Other workers have 
also reported missing tools aDd later found them in the most 
unlikely of locations (one is reminded of the folldoric accounts 
of the capricious ways of Faeries, Brownies, and other entities 

of The Middle Kingdom). On another occasion, several 
wooden boards were tossed into the air, by an apparently 
invisible agency. The boards very nearly hit the some of the 
workers sitting outside. 

· 

31st March, 1997. Connellsville, Philadelphia, USA, 
'INDIANA GAZE/TE.' 

Qlhe qnvtst&£e <Jittcft<Htker 
For some reason touted in the Sunday press as an encounter 
with an ET -type entity, the following account sounds more to 
me like something that would be more at home in this section 
of ghostly phenomena. . . .  Whatever that entails, precisely. 
Jeonifer Parlane and her five-year-old son Lawrence. were 
driving along the newly-opened Blackwater Vallev relief road 
near Aldershot in Hampshire. 

� 

Jennifer relates what happened; 'Suddenly, the temperature in 
the car dropped even though the heater was full on and all 
the windows were closed My son Lawrence, who was in the 
baclc, began shivering. Then we both heard a low moaning 
sound that gradually grew louder. It was definitely human. It 
sounded lia a cry for help Lawrence went absolutely 
hysterical. He was in a real state. There was definitely a 
presence there. I could foel it. I turned the light on but could 
see nothing. Lawrence was as white as a sheet. He was just 
shalcing with fear. I put my foot down to get to the end of the 
road as quick as I could, then everything returned to normaL ' 
Upon arriving �  she immediately called her local vicar, 
even though it was getting late in the evening. 
'She was terribly upset by what had happened and little 
Lawrence was extremely frightened and couldn't sleep, ' said 
the Reverend Stanley Zeal. 
Jennifer was moved to add; 'It has completely changed 
Lawrence's personality. He was a fun-loving. normal child 
Now he's so edgy. ' 
22nd December, 1996. Blackwater Valky, Akkrshot, 
Ha�m� �VNDAYPEOPLE. ' 

Lhe splRlL-hoUND 
E1len Uoyd appears to be convinced beyond doubting that her 
long-dead parents have seen fit to send her a guard� with a 
difference to watch over her, when she needed it most. 
'I was a single mum bringing up three children on my own, ' 
Ellen, 47, remembers. 'I used to work very late at a theatre 
club in Birmingham, and the road I lived in was all ten-aced 
houses with covered alleys leading to thfl. back gardens. The 
street had some lighting, but the alley was in complete 
darkness. As I walla!d down the street on this particular 
night, I had the feeling I was being watched. I waited faster 
and faster, convinced that I wouldn't ma1r:e it home in one 
piece. I was in such a panic that I thought I'd burst, but 
suddenly there was this big black dog padding beside me. It 
came from nowhere but loolr.ed as solid as a rock - nothing 
ghostly about it at all - and immediately my fear dissolved I 
thinlc I ewn patted it on the head ' 
Much to Ellen's undoubted relief: her impromptu escort stayed 
with her all the way to her front door. 'But just as I put my key 
in the lock it vanished into thin air. I couldn't believe my 
eyes. It loolr.ed so reaL But then a sudden vision of my 
parents, who'd been deadfor some years, flashed before me. 
I just knew then that they'd sent the dog to protect I'IM. ' 
Not loog after, Ellen learned that the very next night, a young 
woman had been attacked by a stalker lurking in the darkness 
ofthe alleys. 
� passer-by chased him away, so she escaped too. But there 
was no one around when I was there. Without Mum and 
Dad's ''Minder" I wouldn't have been so lucky. I never saw 
the big dog again, but he was just right for the job. ' 
4th June, 1997. Birmingham, England. 'EVA MAGAZINE. ' 



Old Soldiers 
Truly Never Die 

We came across the following account of a ghostly soldier 
haunting an abandoned railway platform deep beneath the 
surface of Liverpool's James Street Station. in an old 
collection of newspaper clippings. 
We include it here as part of our ongoing series featuring the 
Ghosts and Devils that walk our fair counties borders. 
According to the piece in THE LIVERPOOL DAILY POST', 
cleaning staff and signalmen at the station descnbed the 
apparition as wearing a full khaki battle dress, webbing, and 
carries a rifle slung over his shoulder. No sound of a train has 
filled the emergency tmmel which has lain under the River 
Mersey since 1875. The cleaners however, still keep it in goo 
order. 
Merseyrail Electric cleaner Les Pinto was one of the witnesses 
who was convinced that he had seen the ghost. 
'1 was working down here late at night cleaning the old 
emergency platform. The soldier was on the really old 
platform on the other side of the traclcs which has not been 
used for decades. At one time, trains went to Birhnhead 

from there, but that's a long, long time ago. 
Mr Pinto, of Sandhurst Street, Aigburth, Liverpool, saw the 
soldier and shouted to him to wait were he was. 
'I ran up the stairs and back down on his side, but by the time 
I got there he was gone. There's no way out of James Street 
except for the lift and those emergency stairs I came down, so 
there's just no way he could have got past me. He wasn't a 
misty, ghostly sort of thing. He loohd solid. ' 
When Mr Pinto told the signal staff about the strange man 
they were not in the least bit surprised. 
71zey just told me, "Oh yes, that's the James Street Ghost. " 
The spectre stood beneath the an eerie mural in a deafening 
silence broken only by the sound of water dripping from the 
ceiling. 
Merseyrail Electric were quoted as saying that they had no 
idea as to the identity of the ghost, though they believe he may 
be a man forever waiting to make it home from the horrors of 
the trenches of the Somm� during the First World War. 
The station is reported to have a long-standing reputation for 
ghostly occurrences and Kelly Green, an employee at the 
station for 23 years, says doors regularly swing open without 
any visible reason. 
October, 1994. James Street Station, Liverpool. 
'LIVERPOOL DAILY POSI'. ' 
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Karen Brown of West Derby, Liverpool was in her car waiting 
at the traffic lights at the junction of Wellington Road and 
Rathbone Road on April 6th, 1997, when she noticed a tall 
youth aged somewhere between 20-25 walking around the 
corner :from Picton Road, near the Wellington pub. 
He was wearing a blue baseball cap, black leather bomber 
jacket and jeans. As he walked a few yards down the road. she 
glanced at the lights to see if they bad changed, then looked 
back - and to her surprise the youth was simply nowhere to be 
seen. 
There were no alleyways or doorways he could have gone iJJto. 
The following evening whilst drinking in her local pub, the 
conversation had turned to ghosts and a bus driver mentioned 

a spirit motorists had seen on Wellington Road; a young, 
pale-looking man with a baseball cap. 
The driver said the ghost may be that of a teenager killed in a 
car crash in the area several years ago. 
22nd April, 1997. Wellington Road, Liverpool. 
'UVERPOOL ECHO' 

THB HOWLinG DBmon 
O'V HUOT'S CROSS 

According to a typically lurid account in THE NEWS OF 
THE WORLD, ' divorcee Charlotte Alexander and her family 
have been subjected to two years of unrelenting terror due to a 
malignant entity that is haunting their home. 
In desperation. she has called in three different priests to help 
exorcise 'the Demon', but each time their attempts have ended 
in failure. Charlotte believes that the identity of the evil spirit 
is that of a middle-aged railway wm:Jrer. 
On one occasion, the entity tried to kill her by pushing her 
down a t1igbt of stairs .... 
'1 was standing on the landing when I suddenly felt two hands 
on my shoulders, ' she told reporters. 'Nest moment I was at 
the bottom ofthe stairs. ' 
Charlotte, 44, who was badly bruised, looked up and 
glimpsed a grey-faced figure in railway uniform before it 
vanished into a wall. 
Despite this attack, Charlotte. and her son Ryan, 18, and 
daughter Christina. 13. refused to give in to the 'ghost'. '1 am 
damned if we are leaving. We won't let this thing win .. We 
are determined to see it off. It is our home. ' 
The trouble began, as it so often does, when Charlotte started 
working on the house, an old railway cottage, at Hunts Cross, 
Liverpool. 
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(ABOVE): Charlotte Alexander prays for deliverance from 
the 'Forces Of Evil' that have taken over her house . . .  

The family claim, that in the wake of the alterations they were 
subjected to Banshee-type wailing as one of the hapless 
priest's attempted exorcism blessing, furniture being hurled 
across various rooms by an invisible agency. Stones 



mysteriously being thrown down the stairs (a common feature 
of Poltergeist phenomena), deafening screams that filled the 
house and weird tremors which shook the building to its very 
foundations, once more as priests said prayers. 
Father Anthony McCafery, of nearby St AndreWs Catholic 
Church, blessed the house after Charlotte asked Liverpool 
Cathedral officials for some respite from the terror that came 
by day and night. He waa quoted as saying. somewhat 
cryptically; There is some lcind of nasty presence in the 
house, but that is ali i want to say. ' 
Charlotte, much put-upon, was more forthcoming. 
'Incidents with the Poltergeist have become so bad that the 
children slept with Rosary beads in their beds to ward off 
EviL Once, a message was scrawled on my daughter's 
blaCkboard that read; "' WANf YOU OUI" It sent a chill 
right through me. We go weela without an incident. Then it 
retrlnu with even more horrifying force. We hope the 
blessings will eventually triumph ' 
8th July, 1997. Hunts Cross, Liverpool. 'NEWS OF THE 
WORLD. ' 

!Religious Pltenomena 
The "Vii-gt..-a 0£ 

G"' �iid a.l:.:a.p� 
Just two weeks shy of her 465th anniversary, Mexico's revered 
Vrrgin of Guadalupe, also fondly known as 'Lupe', has stepped 
into the modem age with her very own page on the Internet 
called, predictably enough. THE INI'ERLUPE. I 
'Nearly 500 years after she first appeared to us, we're 
embarking upon a new way to send her message of peace, 
harmony and salvation, ' claimed Juan Homero Hemandez, a 
scholar and member of the Guadalupean Studies Centre in 
Mexico City. 
The Vtrgin's Home Page serves as an example of how modem 
science can advance imcient beliefs, Hemandez was quick to 
point out to any would-be sceptics. 
'lbe Virgin. a dark-skinned version of the Catholic Madonna 
is credited with bringing Roman Catholicism to Mexico's 
indigenous population. Today, more than 90 per cent of 
Mexico's 90 million residents are Catholic. 
Worshippers believe the patron saint of Mexico first appeared 
to the peasant Juan Diego, in the Wmter of 1531 cm a hill just 
outside of Mexico City. Juan told the city's bishops he had 
seen the Mother Of Jesus, but they didn't believe him, of 
course. 
The peasaut returned to the site, at which point the Vugin told 
him to pick roses she had made bloom on the hillside in 
midwinter as proof of her existence. When Juan opened his 
cloak before priests in Mexico City, the roses fell out, 
revealing a perfect image of the Vugin stamped cm the cloth. 
'lbe cloak still bangs today in Mexico City's Guadalupe 
Basilica. The Vrrgin remains the country's most important 
religious tradition. 
Some academics have doubted the existence of Juan Diego and 
the Vtrgin Hersett: arguing that she was probably an invention 
of the Spaniards to convert the population to Catholicism. 
Hemandez dismisses such doubts. 
The Virgin's image toady holds the same power as when she 

first appeared, ' he said 'And now, with the lights shed by 
modem technology, we will be able to spread the Christian 
belieft stamped on Juan's cloaic. ' 
Just four months later, Hernandez's words were being echoed 
by workers in Centtal Washington state farm fields. 

Rainbow images ofMary were being reported as being seen on 
two highway signs near Yakima and (the aptly named) Moses 
Lake. The images were said to bear a remarkable likeness to 
Our Lady Of Guadalupe. 
Large crowds gathered in early April to try and see the vision 
for themselves on the backside of the highway signs, and local 
law enforcement officers were forced to prepare their forces 
for thousands of out-of-towners each and every weekend. 
1bere were many theories as to what this means in the farming 
communities whose large Hispanic populations include many 
migrant workers and immigrants from Mexico. 
Road engineers say the metallic stains on the signs are 
probably nothing but discoloration from oxidation. It happens 
all the t:ime. they say. 
A spokesman for the Catholic Diocese of Yakima, was at 
pains to point out that there were no indications that anything 
remotely supernatural was going on. He added that the Church 
were not bothering to investigate. '\ 
Believers however, are not so easily dissuaded ftom clinging to 
their versions of the truth. They say they're not surprised that 
Guadalupe has shown up to be with her people in central 
Washington. 
7th December, 1996. Mexico City, Mexico. THE SUNDAY 
ENTERPRISE/' 12th April, 1997. Central Washington, USA. 
THE SEA1TLE TIME£ '  

THE BANNING OF 
THE 'NUN BUN' 

Featured on the very first edition of 'FORTEAN TV', ' the 
so-called 'Nun Bun' has been the subject of a ban by the real 
Mother Teresa. She has apparently got something of an 
(ahem) cob on because the owner of the cafe where the 
'miracle bun' is currently housed is making a great deal of 
money out of it. 
The cioammon-tlavoured anomaly was discovered when it 
popped out of the oven at tbe Bongo Java cafe in Nashville 
and a customer spotted that the folds of pastry resembled the 
86-year-old nun's face. Piedictably, it was enshrined in a 
coumer display. Not long after, the inevitable mercbandise 
including T -shirts, mugs. prayer cards and. other items 
emblazoned with an image oftbe 'Nun Bun' went on sale. 
The exploitation of something as innocuous as a lump of 
pastry might be laughable in other circumstances, but Mother 
Teresa was certainly not amused. She penned a letter to the 
owner. Bob Bemstein requesting that he put an immedjate stop 
to the merchandising and he's agreed to comply . . . For a little 
while at least. 
Mother Teresa wrote from calcutta; � legal counsel has 
written asking you to stop and now I am personally asking 
you to stop. I do know that you have not done anything out of 
ill will, and so trust that you will understand and respect my 
wish. God bless you. ' 
Her lawyer was quoted as saying: 'If the goods do go on sale 
again, Mother Teresa will pray over it and we'll weigh the 
options. ' 
24th May, 1997. Nashville, USA. 'DAILY EXPRESS. ' 

Message Fro01 God 
Inside a To01ato 

Fairly hot on the heels of the holy message found inside a 
common or garden aubergine (see DON #11) comes news of a 
similar 'sign from God' hidden away inside a tomato. Shaista 
Jav� 14, discovered the message when she took the several 
of the vegetables out of the fridge. 



She began slicing them up and was just about to start on her 
third when she asked her granddad how he would like his 
done. He told her to cut it in bait: which she duly di<L and was 
amazed to find that the two segments appeared to contain the 
Arabic message; THERE IS ONLY ONE GOD, ' on one side, 
and 'MOHAMMED' on the other. 
Shaista. a devout Muslim. took no persuading that she bad 
been the blessed witness to a miracle. 
'God made me buy that tomato, ' she said. These words are a 
message from God. ' 
Since finding the 'words' the Muslim community felt compelled 
to converge upon Shaista's father's humble abode. The 
segments were sealed in clingtilm to keep them fresh and they 
were later placed in a freezer for long-term preservation. 
Shaista's mother. Shamim Javed, believes sincerely that her 
daughter has been chosen to spread the word. 
'It was an incredible twist of fate that the tomato ended up 
with Shaista, ' she said 'Someone else could have easily sliced 
the tomato the other way round, or even eaten it without 
noticing the message inside. ' 
Shopkeeper Shahida Parveea, who runs the local general store 
has noti� with one beady eye fixed on his cash register, that 
there has been a marked increase in the number of tomatoes 
sold in his shop. 
71zere's no shadow of a doubt that it was a message from 
God, ' he was quoted as saying. 
12th June, 1997. Huddersfield, Yorkshire. 'DAILY MAIL ' 

THE TURIN SHROUD'S 
'MIRACULOUS' ESCAPE 

Fire-fighters managed to rescue the infamous Turin Shroud 
from a raging inferno at the San Giovanni Cathedral in 
downtown Turin, thereby adding to the cloth's aura of mystery 
and reverence. 
Dozens of residents of the city applauded enthusiastically as 
the Shroud's saviours carried the silver-and-glass reliquary 
holding the sacred linen. 
About 200 fire-fighters battled the flames, which were still 
burning fiercely three hours after it initially broke out. The 
cause of the fire remained a mystery at the time of going to 
press. 
The 14-foot-long linen has been kept enshrined in the catbedral 
since way back in 1578. As it well known, the actual cloth 
bears the faint yellowish image of the front and back of a man 
with thorn marks on the head. lacerations on the back and 
bruises on the shoulders. Though a bunch of radiocarbon tests 
that were carried out in 1988 suggested the Shroud was no 
more than 700 years old, researchers have still failed to reach 
any fum consensus on how the images was originally created 
The Roman Catholic Church (unusually for them) has never 
claimed the cloth as a genuine Holy Relic. 
To reach the reliquary, fire-fighters bad to use a hammer to 
shatter the bullet-proof glass protecting the linen. 
Mario Trematore, the fireman who saved the cloth, collapsed 
as he rushed outside. 'God gave me strength to break those 
glasses, ' he  was moved to say. 
12th April, 1997. Turin, Italy. 'ST. LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCH 

Creationism; g;act Or 
g;antast'? 

A prominent Australian geologist has been forced to sell his 
house in order to finance a legal battle against a Creationist 
who claims Noah's Ark has finally been located, without a 
shadow of a doubt, in Turkey. 

The case is believed to be the very first involving a mainstream 
scientist taken on an old-school Creationist over the 
interpretation of scientific data to support a literal 
interpretation of the Holy Bible. 
1an Pilmer, head of the School of Earth Sciences at the 
University of Melbourne, maintains that videos, tapes and 
literature sold by an organisation called 'ARK SEARCIL' 
based in Canberra, are 'misleading and deceptive, ' and are 
therefore in breach of Australia's Trade Practices Act. He also 
questions the validity of the doctorate held by 'ARK 
SEARCH's founder, Alien Roberts of Sydney. 
Roberts gained international fame and recognition after he was 
captured in September, 1991, by Kurdish guerrillas At the 
time, he'd been in Eastern Turkey searching for the mythical 
Ark. 

{ABOVE): The remains of Noah's Ark on the summit of 
Mount Ararat? Or an entirely natural formation of rock 
created by something as prosaic as a mudslide? 

Roberts claims that the rotted remains of Noah's Ark lie at a 
spot smne 20 kilometres from the summit of Mount Ararat. He 
fumly believes that the remains contain petrified w� 
fossilised animal droppings, rusted brackets and rivets, as well 
as lines of iron deposits indicating the nobing of an ancient 
vessel. 
Pilmer however, states tbat after visiting the area for lUmself: 
he is equally vehement that Roberts's claims are wholly false. 
He argues that the structure is nothing more than a block of 
rock brought down in a mudslide from a gJacial lake  higher in 
the Kurdish mountains. 
Other Creationist groups, some of which also dispute 
Roberts's claim to have found the Ark., are very quickly 
distancing themselves from 'ARK SEARCH.' 
71ze case doesn't involve anyone in the mainstream Creation 
Science movement, ' says Carl Wieland, head of the Creation 
Science Foundation in Brisbane. 



clung desperately to life for four agonising days. Her liver and 
kidneys failed, she drifted into a coma and doctors told her 
devastated parents that her chances of survival were at the 
best. slim. 
More in desperation than any real degree of hope, they began 
to pray to Sister Teresia Benedicta and amazingly, their 
daughter made a sudden recovery. Despite being diagnosed 
with irreversible liver damage. she is today, a healthy 
12-year-old. 
In April of this year, the Vatican officially declared that her 
recovery was nothing short of a miracle - the last stage before 
making a saint of Sister Teresia. 
The choices are either that it's an accident or purposefid ­
there's nothing in between, ' said the girl's father, the Reverend 
Emmannel Charles McCarthy. This is not an accident. It is 
purposeful and it is within the providence of God '  
Even the doctor who treated Teresia at a Boston hospital has 
saw fit to testify to Vatican representatives that her recovery 
was otherwise unexplainable. 
'You have to acknowledge that there are other forces in play 
that are beyond what we're capable of doing, ' he said, 
somewhat humbly. 
12th April, 1997. 'DAILY MA.IL. '  
For the likes of Cardinal Paul Poupard, head of the Vatican's 
Pontifical Council For CUlture, all of these events are merely 
signs of our times. Ours is an age, he has said, that has moved 
beyond purely rationalistic answers. 
Today we realise the science explains the mechanical nature 
of things., but remains silent in front of basic questions lib; 
Who are we? Where did we come from? Where are we 
going?' 
In 1996, the Vatican's doctrinal congregation noted the large 
number of apparitions and 'miraculous' signs being reported 
around the globe, and felt compelled to emphasise the 
responsibility of local bishops in such matters. At the same 
time. the Vatican maintains a role of 'orientation and 
vigilance' over these events. 
In the meantime, we watch and we wait . . .  

The Holy Hobo 
A tramp, who quite literally stinks to high heaven, is 
appamttly being revered as a Holy Man. 
Joseph Stawinoga, who lives in a tent pitched oo a West 
Midlands traffic island, has become a cult figure for 
worahippen at a nearby Hindu temple. 
The disciples take him food in return . for the somewhat 
dubious gift of receiving his blessings. 
Joseph was born in Poland, and is known to locals as Fred. He 
has lived under the sheet of tarpaulin for nearly 40 years. 
He is notoriously aggressive to strangers and shuns any idea of 
company at his home on the busy St. John's Ringway. 
Nevertheless, members of the Sbree Krisbna Temple in 
Wolverhamptoo have chosen to adopt Fred because he lives a 
simple life similar to Indian Holy Men. 
11th May, 1997. Wolverhampton. Midlands. 'SUNDAY 
PEOPLE. ' 

THH BIBLH CODH ­
R£l'£IA TION OR 
FABRICATION? 

In late May this year. THE DAILY MAIL' ran a two-part 
series that featured the work of a mathematician who has, so 
he reckons, managed to crack a secret code 'hidden' for 3,000 
years within the pages of The Bible. 

Using computer technology, he believes the evidence is 
irrefutable and has been endorsed by some of the World's 
leading academics. 
If you didn't read it for yourself: the following synopsis should 
help you glean enough of an idea for you to make up your own 
mind as to the authenticity and/or accuracy of the 'findings.' 
The code is said to reveal the details of events that occurred 
thousands of years after The Bible was actually written. It was 
discovered by Dr Eliyahu Rips� one of the World's leading 
experts in group theory, a field of mathematics which 
underlies quantum physics. The code has apparently since 
been replicated by a senior code-breaker at the U.S. 
Department Of Defence, who tested it with his own computer 
program. 
It is said to have predicted the assassinations of Yrtzbak 
Rabin, the Keonedy's and Anwar Sadat. Other, world-shaking 
events are claimed to have been foretold too. The collision of 
the comet Shoemaker-Levy with -!)le planet Jupiter, Man's 
Apollo Moon landings, the Gulf War, you name it. 
THE DAlLY MAIL'S' reporter who compiled the original 
articles, and therefore broke the news of the cracking of the 
code to the British publi� was Michael Drosnin. He claimed 
to have personally investigated this case for five years and 
spent weeks at a time in the company of Dr Rips. He learned 
Hebrew and checked the code out on his own computer every 
day. He didn't dare give too much credence to the results of his 
investigations until the news came down the wires that Rabin 
had been shot dead by an assassin's bullet. Drosnin had written 
a letter to the former Israeli prime minister in November, 
1995, warning him that the code had revealed his name 
appearing in The Bible, with the words 'assassin that will 
assassinate' crossed over it. He genuinely believed that Rabin 
was in dire danger and of course, he was proved right. 
Rabin's name appeared only once in the pages of The Bible. 
As Drosnin delights in pointing out., the odds against his name 
appearing together with the prediction of his assassination 
were at least 3,000 to one. 'Mathematicians say 100 to one is 
beyond mere chance; the most rigorous test ever used is 
1,000 to one. Moreover, the code gad revealed in advance 
when it would happen. ''In 5756, the Hebrew year that began 
in S.pt•mh•r, 1995, crosstld "Rabin assassination". Th• cod11 
also revealed where it would take pkzce; 'Tel A\fiv" 
Unftntunately fur RabiD, he obviously never took Drosnin's 
warning seriously. 
Significantly, however, Drosnin readily roncedes that the 
Bible Code ia DOt 'sotM sort of crystal ball- you can't find 
anything without lcnowing what to look for. ' 
Drosnin first met Dr Rip in Jerusalem in 1992. The 
self-effacing genius explained to an initially sceptical reporter 
that the code bad been discovered in the original Hebrew 
version of the Old Testament. The Bible as it was first written. 
The code exists only in Hebrai� because that is the Bible's 
original language. 
The good doctor further explained that the first indication that 
a code even existed had emerged over 50 years ago when 
H.M.D.Weissmande1, a rabbi in Prague, found that if you 
skipped 30 letters, and then another 50, and then another 50, 
the word 'Torah' was spelled out at the beginning of the Book 
Of Genesis. Using the same skip-sequence, the same word was 
found to be cnntamoo in the Book or Exodus, Book of 
Numbers and Book Of Deuteronomy. 
Dr Rips was quoted as saying; '1 heard about it totally by 
chance, 12 years ago. 1 tried just counting letters like 
Weissmandel. You know, Issac Newton also tried to find the 
code in The Bible, and he considered it to be more important 
than his theory of the Universe. ' 
Drosnin maintains that Isaac Newton was so obsessed with the 
idea of a code that he spent half his life trying to crack it. 



Undeterred however, Pilmer also intended to challenge the 
evidence used by all Creation scientists to support their central 
beliefs - in particular, that the Earth was created sometime 
between 6000 and 10,000 years ago and that 4000 years ago , 
a huge flood �ped out all existing life except the bunch of 
animals saved by Noah and his family. 
'For what the Creationists say to be true. you would have to 
discard ail geology, astronomy, physics and biology, ' says 
Pilmer. 
'During the flood, the weight of water needed to submerge 
the continents, approximately 4. 4 billion cubic lcilometres, 
would have shifted the Earth out of its orbit. To provide 
enough rainfall, the atmosphere would have had to have been 
about 99.9 per cent water vapour, making it well-nigh 
impossible to breathe. 
Pilmer and Roberts have been at each others throats since 
1992, when Roberts began a lecture tour of Australia to 
increase funds for ARK SEARCH. In May of that year, 
Roberts issued a detamation writ after Pilmer attacked him on 
a Melbourne radio station. Eight other defamation cases have 
since been served on Pilmer by Creationist groups in both 
Australia and the U.S., although these have since been 
withdrawn. 
May, 1997. Mount Ararat, Turkey. 'NEW SCIENTIST. ' 

TilE Dil YS OF MHU.CLE 
ilND WONDEB ilJIE NOT 

YET DONE 
As he head at near breakneck speed towards the new 
Millennium, the interest in all things paranormal grows at such 
a rate the shelves in my local newsagents are literally groaning 
beneath the combined weight of publications dealing with all 
aspects oftbe UDeXpJained. 
Little wonder then. that the lore of signs and miracles, that 
great foundation of credulous belief upon which the church of 
times gone by was � has once more thrust itself back into 
the lime� like a kid seeking attention at a spoilt brat's 
convention. ... 
The snippets reported here, and in previous issues, provide 
more than ample proof that the vast majority of the human 
race will cling to the most basic of faiths in times of change 
and uncertainty. And Church officials have been quick to jump 
on the spiritual bandwagon. In Italy, a theological panel 
concluded in February last that a 15-inch tall statue of The 
VJ.Igin Mary which has been said to shed real tears of blO<>d, 
was a bona fide 'supernatw-al phenomenon. ' 
Though this announcemem brought about the all-too 
predictable split between the believers and the sceptics, Pope 
John Paul II stood up and bravely (or foolishly, depending on 
your point of view) stated that he, for one, believed implicitly 
in the reality of miracles. 
'If one prays with faith, the Lord will not fail to perform 
miracles of healing, ' he was quoted as saying on February 
9th, 1997. 
But meanwhile, at the Vatican's Doctrinal Department, the 
so-ailled Guardians Of The Faith claimed that they were faced 
with a near-impossible task just keeping up with the rapidly 
growing number of alleged apparitions, faith-healings, ecstatic 
visions and crying icons. 
Other churches too are apparently undergoing a similar 
plethora of apparent signs. 
In January. 1997, a deputy was assigned to direct the heavy 
traffic at Warren and Doris Ougel's home in Thiboda� 
Louisiana, USA, on Highway 1 .  

The reason ?  People were visiting in droves to stare in 
open-mouthed wonder at a cross beaming from the frosted 
glass of a bathroom window. 

Believers were sure they were witnessing a real miracle. 
10th January, 1997, 'USA TODAr 

And on Cyprus, in early February, thousands of pilgrims led 
by the country's Archbishop (Greek Orthodox Church) 
gathered at a mountain monastery to pray before an icon of the 
Virgin Mary and the infant Jesus that reportedly had begun to 
weep. 
Many Greek-Cypriots regard the 400-year-old icon's tears as 
both a miracle and a sign from God that a major calamity is on 
the horizon (isn't it always?) 
Monks at the Kykko Monastery were the first to report that 
they noticed tears forming in the eyes of both the Virgin and 
Jesus and flowing slowly down the icon. Hundreds of the 
faithful soon began making the pilgrimage. Reports of such 
icon-related 'miracles' are not that uncommon in Cyprus, an 
island constantly in the shadow of the threat of war between 
the Turks and the Greeks who 'share' the sun-drenched land. 
lOth February, 1997. THE COLOMBUS DISPATCH. ' 

The faithful too, flocked to a suburban Chicago home to see a 
weeping portrait of the VJ.Igin Mary and a window image of 
her cradliDg Baby Jesus. Antiochien Holy Orthodox Christian 
Church Bishop Demetri Khoury, of Toledo, Ohio, promptly 
declared the incident as miraculous. 
The paper portrait of Mary seems to be crying oily tears; her 
image holding Jesus appears in condensation on a storm 
window. Homeowner Sam Najjar first noticed them at the 
beginning ofMay. 
Church leaders were keen to point out that the weeping images 
may be connected to the Miraculous Lady Of Cicero, a 
weeping icon at a church in the nearby town of Cicero. 
23rd May, 1997. 'USA TODAY. ' 

Across the South Pacific islands of Western Samoa. sigbtings 
were reported of the Vugin Mary, in the � so to speak. 
28th May, 1997. 'UVERPOOL ECHO. ' 

And over in Mexico, something as innocuous, and decidedly 
unglamorous as a tube station has become a religious shrine 
after an image of the Madonna was found in, of all � a 
puddle. 
6th Jtme, 1997. Merico. 'DAILY EXPRESS . 
On the miraculous recovery front, the story of Teresia 
Benedicta McCarthy makes for fascinating reading ... 
Ten years ago, when she was just a next to helpless 
two-year-old, Teresia lay dying of a paracetamol overdose in a 
U.S. hospital. The young girl, who was named after a 
Jewish-bom nun who perished in the Auschwitz gas chamber. 



The major reason why Dr Rips succeeded where Newton failed was entirely a question ofteclmology ... Namely, a computer. 
The hidden text of The Bible was encoded with a kind of�lock. It could not be opened until the computer had been invented. 
'When I applied a computer, I made the breakthrough, ' Dr Rips claims. '1 found words encoded far more than statistics 
allowed for by random chance, and I knew I was on to something of real importance. ' 
But it wasn't � he met up with a fellow Israeli physi� Doron Wi� that he acquired the final proof that be required. 
Witzum completed the mathematical model . What they did together was to search for the names of 32 great sage. wise men from 
Biblical to modem times, to determine whether their names. and the dates of their birth and death, were encoded within Genesis. 
They looked for the same names and the same dates in the Hebrew translation of 'War And Peace' and in two original Hebrew 
texts. In The Bible. the names and the dates were encoded together. In 'War And Peace' and the two other books, they were not. 
And the odds of finding the encoded information by random chance were ultimately found to be one in ten million 

t. .k� 
\. � .�? 

(Above): The Great Beast rises from the Eternal Sea at the beginning of The End Times. Does the Bible Code prove the 
existence of God and the possibility that future events can be foretold? Including the foil of mankind? 

A senior code-breaker at the U.S. Department Of Defence named Harold Gans heard about the code and decided to investigate it 
for himself. He too. was originally highly sceptical about the authenticity of the code. He wrote his own computer program. and 
he sought out the same information that the two Israelis had apparently found. He was amazed to find that it was all there. 



exactly as they bad insisted it was. The dates that the sages 
were born and died were encoded with their names. The 
Defence-Department code-breaker bad managed to replicate 
the Israelis' results independently and using his own computer. 
Meanwhile, Rips and Witzum were busy submitting their 
paper to a· leading American mathematics joumal, 
'STATISTICAL SCIENCE. ' The Editor. Professor Robert 
Kau, refused to leod any aedence to tbe theory at first. But he 
allowed the paper to be checked by other experts. And the 
paper duly passed all the tests to which it was subjected with 
tlying colours. 
'Our referees were bajJled, ' said Kass. Their prior beliefs 
made them think the Book Of Genesis could not possibly 
contain reforences to modem-day individuals. Yet, when the 
aJ4fzors carried out additional checlcs. the effect persisted. ' 
Donsin was keen to explain how the code actually works . .. . 
'Imagine that The Old Testament is constructed li/ce a giant 
crossword puzzle. It is encoded from beginning to end with 
words that connect to tell a hidden story. 
Each code is a case of adding every fourth or twelfth or 
fiftieth letter to form a word Slcip X spaces, and another X 
spaces, and another X spaces, and the hidden nMssage is 
spelled out. This is best explained by reading the photograph 
below, slcipptng every three letters. 
"Rips UJIIAIMII tluiT etJdl � il a Case Of lllllllng 
6very fourtll or twel/fh or .lflllelll letter to form a word. Tile 
laUJIIna IIIG!IIIIJe 1!1, ofcoiU'!Ie,REA.D THE CODE. 
But lt l!l lftiU:II more t111111 stmp� sldp codL �big 
tile entire launm text of tile Bible, llldden IUider tile 
ortgllull Hebr� of tile 014 Testllmellt, Is a complex 
network ofwortb ll1Ul pllrMes, a new reve1Jdlo11. Tllere Is a 
Bible benellth tlleBlble. 
To find the code, Rips jlnt eJimbuztell all the SJIIICD 
between the word& ll1Ul tumell the entire orlgbull Bible (tile 
jlntjfve boolc!l) illto OIU COIItbuuJII!I /IIID !ltnuul, 304,805 
litters lollg. 
In doing tllat, he MU tldluJJI:y restoring tile TOIYih to wllat 
!ltlllle believe MU IU orlgllullftmiL According to /ege1Ul, lt 
WIIS the way

· 
Moses recelved the Bible from God -

"contagious, wit/will brelllc or word&". The compulel' 
selll'ches tile strand ofletten for 1UIIIIe!l, wortb tiiUI pllraes 
hidden by a partlculJir sldp code. It stiiiU at tile jlnt letter 
of tile B1JJ1e, llllll loola for ewtry ptl!l!lll* skip UfiiiDICe -
wort1& !IJH!&d out wltlt sldps of� two, tllree, all tile way 
up to sevotll tlloll!llllld. 
Tile computer then cub the letter !'IIYIIullllto 1'tiW8 of etpUJl 
length, tiiUl stllda tllem one upo11 anotller, so tluit the 
ltJ4den word IIJillellr!l l1a"ttaally, 01' diiJgolullly, wltlt eJU:IJ 
IIIID lllgllllgllt«lla 11 �or !ltpllll'& After lt .fbu16 tlte key 
word, tile CDmpu:lt:r ct111 tllm look for relllted lllf0171U1tlo11. 
The computer scores tile llllltches �H!:twf!en 'WOI'tb, alllg two 
tesn - llow clo!lely tlley appelll' togetlu!r, ll1Ul wlletller tile 
slclps tluit spell olll tile !lelll'ch wortb are the sluntat In the 
Blble. 
RJps explllbuflu'tller, alng the Gulf' War t111 1111 1!X11111J1k; 
"We IUked the contp141er to setii'CII for Sllll4llm HIIUeln. 
Tlten we loolwl for reblt4d word!l to su of t1tey ct1111e 
togdher In away tlllltwa iiUitllentlllli:llll:y slgniJiclmt. Wltlt 
tile 'GIIIJ' Wll1'', we fOund 'Saub ' with Ru8:sllm ml.ulle!l ', 
II1UI tile dllte the Wll1' woulll begln etiCOflal with the tiii1M 
'HII!Iselll � 
The word& formed a CI'OUWortl puuJe. Consl.stently, tile 
Bible code brings together inter�g wortb tluit reveal 
rdsted Jnfol7ftlltloll. WltiJ Bill Cllnton; "President" WltJJ 
tlte Moon IIDulblg; "S]Hu:alllp" llllll "Apollo 11 ". Wltll 
Hitler; "Nad" WIIIIKennedy; "DIIllll!l". 
The greatest uplleavalln recent times lnA.merlctl, tile fllll of 
Rlch117'd Nlxon In the Watergate crisis, Is also eiiCOded. 

"Watergate" appetJTS witla "Nbco11" 111111 tlte yetD' lie 1N!I 
forcedtoralgn; "1974". 
Rellglous IIIUI IICIIIIemlc authorities have never agreed 011 
tile Origbu of tile Bible. Splritlull lelulen say the jlnt jive 
boo/a were written more tll1111 3,000 yesn ago by Moses. 
The IICIIdemlcs say they were wrlttm by lftiiiiY luuuls over 

IIUIIJY Juuulreds ofyean. 
Tlte� lwweve7, tunu out to be �  Tlte 014 
Testllmellt 111111 been a sd�Ud text for at letut a tlloll!lllllll 
yean. Tllere Is a complete version from A.D 1008 (tile 
Lenlngnul codex), ll1Ul every Hebrew Btb� 'tllat now exist& 
il tile :slime 1et1er for letter. 
So the text used ill tile Bible code computer program 111111 
not cluuagedln at letut 1,000 Yetii'S. A luJax il simply ruled 
out bectu•v lt woulll llave required a forger wllo coulll su 
tile jtltllre. 
I 11!1/uNI Rlp!l ltow IJIIyotte, 1111111 or God, COII/4 su wlult did 
not yet exl!lt. I luul alwap t1$!1umed tlust tile ftlture dJdn 't 
exist until 1t lulppened. RJp!l rqllell by saying tlllll the 
Crl!lltor l.s not co11jllled by time or space. For 11!1 tile jtlture 
1!1 non..exl!llellt. For tile Crelltor, tile wllo� Univer!le from 
beglludng to eltll'WG!I !lUll Ill Olle stroke. 
No one lc1lows iftlle Bible code �  predlcb what 1!1 
yet to come. But some tllldellt illtelllgmce 1IIIIY have 
enctHied the Bible to leave us a warning: t1ust we are about 
to flu:e thereal.Armllgeddota, mu:lear Wor/4w��r •••• ' 
'28-29t11May, 1997. THEDAILYMAIL ' 

BACK ISSUES OF 
'DEAD OF NIGHT' 

STILL A V AILABLE!!! 
'J..ue J: Pendl� W'rtdres, D�vil Dogs, Protectors Of 
The Ark, The McMinnvile UFO, Origins Of Yuletide, 
and lots more.... 

1.-ue 4-: Ghosts And Ikvils Ovu Mus�ysid� 
camlval Of Monsters. UFO Crash In f'yllngdales, 
Goblins From Space. 80 Page Speciallll (Very Few 
Left) 
'J..ue 1': Mysterious Lake Monsters Spedall Th� 
Beasts Of Ness And Bala, The Turin Shroud, Afriam 
Wrtchaatt, Alien Abductions. The Face On Mars. 
(VeryF�wLett) 

'J..ue 6: SoldOutl 

J..ue 1: Alelster Crowiey. The Roswell Autopsy 
Controversy, Weird News From Around The World, 
Wrtchaaft In England, Milk Miracles, and lots 
ntOI'elll 

'J..ue· ll-9 SoldOutl 

&Ale ID: Halloween Special I Life On Mars? Alien 
Bodysnatchers, Scottish Big � The Devil In Lewes, 
The UcYeti, and lots mant._ 

&sue I I:  The Beast Of Boleskine, Valentines 
FOAF Tales, Haunted Pubs, Ouija Boards, The 
Krahm, UFOs Over Bonnybridge, Mystery Explosion 
Over Lewis and lots more. .. 

'l..ue I 2: Heavens Gate Suiddes, Ghosts And 
D�vils Over Merseyside Part 2, Faerie Rings, 
Phantom Planes Of Th� Uoors, Resurrecting n.� 
Dead, and lots moi"E.. .. 

£2 Per Issue While Stocks Last. 



7he 2-launter Of 7he rwildwood 
§tJr<aumge EveJmts l[ Jm 1rlhte lHeaJLt <01f 

§<C<O tt llallll <dl 
Back in tbe dark, misty days of 1988, I was a 33 year old mature student. I had been married for 14 years and was the 
father of three children. We could be considered as a normal famlly in every sense of the word, with no particular 
problems or cares. Although I had many keen interests, indudlng tbe shadowy world of tbe arcane and tbe paranormal, 
llttle did I susped that I wu about to confront the subject bead on. 
Due to the fact that I wu training to become a registered nurse and that the college wu situated in a remote area, my 
wife and I decided to purchase a small family car. This was the first vehlde that we had owned, and the children loved to 
be taken on jamrts to the nearby Bathg�te Hills. 

(ABOVE): 'TINHIIIUIID' OfTite Wllllwood. •• Througltoutrectl1'dalhutory, tludiulc,prlntevalforau llave bull nuno��red 
to be ft&tl wltlt all /cbub of strtmge, supenudllrtll etllltla. From Ftleria to W�lva From Wlldlltelt to Elvbh folic. 
From the renless sp� ofthe detul to DTytub IIIUl Wood Nymlu...And here, Heme TheHIUiter, the sllllster leluleT ofThe 
Wild Hunt, whlch u said to TtHIIft lllmHul 011 stormy nlgltU sedclllg out the sollb ofthe dilnuled. ••• 

It wu during one of these unplanned Digbt excursions, prompted by the children, that I turned the car northward and 
beaded for the proverbial biDs. Tbe Digbt wu pitch dark and cntel, dlamond-dllp stars twinlded in the dear sky. We 
were drtvtn& on a familiar road, I'UD.Idng parallel with Raven Cralg Wood, popularly known as the Knock Forest (O.S. 
Patldlnder map � ref: 9977) situated less than a mOe from our home. 1be dllldren were mattering happlly In tbe back 
seat whilst my wife and I discussed the days events. Up to this point, nothing remotely unusual had occurred, nor was it 

expected. 
For now at least, sanity beld sway. 
I bave said that this road was familiar to me. Aside from llvin& in the area all my life, I had previously experienced two 
weird events at that particular spot on the road. In my teenage years I had harboured a passion for motorcydes and 
owned a vintage Sunbeam S7. AI a sixteen year old I dellgbted in careering along the local country lanes. One day, as I 
approached the aforementioned spot on the forest road, the Sunbeam's engine suddenly stopped and the giant maebine 



glided silently to a halt. The rotor arm in the distributor 
had simply disintegrated. Despite many replacements and 
many hours of work, the motorcycle never ran again. 
1b1s, I beUeve, was the beginning to a strange and 
mysttrymg trnogy. 
My second experience occurred so� during the 
Summer of 1973. Together with a female friend named 
Ann, (pseudonym), who had her own motorcycle, I decided 
to drive over the Bathgate H1Us to Llnllthgow, seven miles 
away, to purchase a bag of chips. We set otr at around 
10pm. I wu driving well in front beeaUie Alul wu a tad 
less daring and was more eareftd about her speed. We 
rode past tbe Cllnldn Stane, an andeat standing stone, and 
approacbed tbe beginning of the Knock Forest. The last 
'nopnal' recollection I have before the crub Is cbecldng my 
speedometer and noUng that I was doing nearly 60mph. 
From this point on, things began to &o decidedly awry. 
I have a memory or slowly openin& my eyes and there, in 
the run beam of the beadllpt, was a feleuaph pole loomin& 
ominously before me. The whole scenario had a Duid, 
dream-like quality and I can remember the comforUng 
feeUng as I simply closed my eyes and accepted tbe 
Inevitable Impact with complete serenity. I do not recall 
any sensation or drowsiness, raUgue, or even of my eyeUds 
becoming heavy at an. I do remember the eerie silence that 
permeated the episode, almost as if I had been watching a 
slow motion playback on the television. I was quickly 
snapped out of this trance -like state when a seartDg pain 
suddenly struck me on the left side of my neck. My body 
crumpled u I crashed agabut the wire of tbe roadside 
fence. Due to the impact and tbe tact that may crub-helmet 
was ripped from my head, my eyes opened, and I saw, 
again almost In slow-motion, the cart-wheeling etrect of the 
Honda, red Ugbt over wbtte Ugbt, Dying over the fence to 
land with a sickening crash In the adjotning fteld. 
As I lay there on the narrow verge, I distinctly heard Ann 
roar past. I Ustened silently as she wheeled her motorcycle 
around and remember thtnldn& aloud; W1IG'e tile r**lll 
llelllll'eyou golllg?' 
I beard ber drive otr at high speed back toward Bathgate, 
two milel distant. I straggled to my feet and somehow 
managed to clamber across tbe fence, my neck and left arm 
wracbd wttb pain. I could see the prostrate cycle, Hgbts 
gleaming In tbe clarlmess, the engine sUO l'1lllldng. I 
reached down In a nnue attempt to pick tbe bike up from 
tbe ground and was burned severely on the arm by the 
emauat for my troubles. Tbe shock of tbil DeW pain sent 
me faUlng violently backwards towards tbe ground, and aa 
I lay there, cursing my luck and feeling ana emely sorry for 
myself, Aim arrived in a van driven by several of my 
friends. The lmpUcatlons of this did not occur to me until a 
rew days later when the shock of tbe crash bad sumctently 
receded. 
When at last the Ume came for me to relive tbe acddent, I 
asked Ann just how long she had taken to gather the people 
together. She replied that sbe had been aone for 
approximately 30 minutes! 
I waa aware of only a few mlautel elapUDg between ber 
leaving the sceae of tbe aeddeat and retumtng. Enougb 
time ·only for me to get to my feet, climb the fence, get 
barned and be thrown to tbe ground. I had not beeD, to the 
best of my knowledge, anconsdou.s at my stage. It 
appeared that I had lost a period of Ume IasUng 
approximately 30 lldnutes. 
Back in those days I was Interested In tbe Occult and the 
supernaturaL I had DO real leanings towards Ufology 
however. And I had never even heard of missing Ume and 
Alien Abduction cases. I soon succeeded in convincin& 
myself that the hole in my neck had been caused by 
nothing more sinister than a nail sUcking out .the fence post. 

I do not know wby I should be so certain about that as I 
never actually looked for or, later discovered such a nall on 
the fence post. I have, to this day, a scoop-type scar that 
has gravitated from the centre to the base of my neck and 
left shoulder. The injuries sustained to my left shoulder and 
upper arm left me with an appearance similar to someone 
has been half-flayed aDve. 
Despite havln& had numerous motorcycle acddents both 
before and since this inddent, none has ever left me with 
such a vivid and surreal recollection as did the .events of 
that strange night. 
A strange poltacript to tbil event la that Alul state. that 
from her position behind me, she observed my brake Hght 
come on. She also inltsts that I indicated to pull over as my 
left Indicator began to signaL Ann continued; 'Thlll war 
strtJnge tu there war IUIWhere for you to go .•• Only a grtus 
verge tllld a fence. Tlltr 1lllllk me think tlult you were 
slowing down bectzuse you were Ill trollbk with the blU or 

:\ youmustlulvespotlalsomdlllllg. ' . 
When I preued Allll aa to why she gave me no Immediate 
uslstance before seeking help, she replied; 'I htul drlvm a 
good dlstllnce before I reallsed thllt you were IUIWhere to be 
seen. I thougltt you had driven ftu1her up III'OIUUl the bend 
tllld had simply driven out of slgltt. W1lm I retllbed you 
were lotiJlJ:y 011t of my slgllt, IDIIl colll4 not possibly � 
JIOI•lbly drivM so ftut or tlult fill', I � frlgh�Daed. It 
was tU lfyou htul qlllle IJteraJly Wlllbhetl llllll I couJdjflul 
no sign ofyou or the Hondlll You simply Vfllllshedfrom 
stgltt almost a lfyou lulll Dllered Into 11110t11er dlmetulon 
orsomethbag. ' 
To this day, I can think of no reason why I would wish to 
stop In the middle of that dark, lonely stretch of road. To 
date this matter remains unuplained to me and throws up 
more questiODI than auwen. After a period of 23 years 
tbe meatal and phylieal remain with me, u dO .Aiul'.r 
frlgbteDing re-eolleetlons of the inddent. 
Whilst I readily accept that Ume has an etrect on accurate 
recoDections, the events of that and the subsequent nigbt 
were so real that they conUnue to replay in both our 
thoughts. With my arm cradled In a sUng and my 
motorcycle adventures curtailed, Ana cheekily asked me if 
I wanted to &o to Linllthgow for a another bag of chips 
expedition. Being something of a ueecfy devil. I agreed 
awkwardly clambered onto the back or Ana's motorcycle. 
On tbia occuion, we arrived safely in LinUthgow and 
enjoyed a bag of bot chips, taUdng and laughing about the 
previous nights' acddent. On the return trip to Bathgate, 
Ann crashed her motorcycle sustatnlng a heavy fadal 
Injury. I myself survived this acddent with only my pride 
affected and an extremely sore arm. As .A.nll was in no m 
state to drive, I managed to get her on the back seat of her 
bike. Dllc:ardlng tbe sUng, my left arm aching, I set otr for 
Bangour Hoapttal. There ber wounds were treated and 
tbank1'ally bealed. Altboagb tbe seeond aeddent WU not OD 
tbe Knock Forest Road, and there did not appear to be 
mytblng strange about the lnddent, apart from a weird 
drlvtng decision an AIUI's' part, I feel that it warrants a 
mention as I have learned not to believe in coincidence. 

ne 7illlell' 7JII�tll!l 
AD that had occurred In my past was not in my mind as we 
drove along the side of the Forest that rateftd Summer 
night in 1988. 
Tbia wu a normal, carefree drive, something that had 
beeome usual for my family and I. As I headed for a smaU, 
but steep incline topped wttb a dangerous right hand bend, 
that etrectlvdy ends the straight road, my attention was 
quickly drawn to my right side. In a spot second I managed 
to rea;ster . a large glowing ll&ure, braced In a classical 



I'UIIDing posture, moving � fast, possibly between 
S0-70mpb. The ftgure wblch presented as a negative would 
In photography, ran In an arc along a small clearing In the 
wood. It was well over 6 feet In height and appeared to 
have substantial form. As lt ran In the opposite direction 
from the vehiCle, lt had its 'head' . turned back towards us 
and appelll'ed to be scowling. Its demeanour Indicated that 
we had annoyed or disturbed It In some way. Its features 
were basically dark patches, but seemed to be 
representative of fadal chanderlsUcs, how else could lt 
seowl? 
I negotiated the dangerous corner In stlence, my heart 
conftrmtng what had just happened, my mind Insisting that 
Jt could not possibly be. The once silent veblcle came alive 
when my wife asked; 'You dldseetlultdldn'tyou'!' 
I replled; � wlult'!' 
At th1s the chUdren spoke up as one and began excitedly 
shoutln&, 'You SIIW the Silver M1111, Dtuldy •••• You SIIW the 
Silver M1111!' 
These quotes are the exact same words that were actually 
1poken at the ttme. I know becaUJe I have the enUre 
inddent engraved on my brain. I must stress that the 
being, enUty or elemental was not silver In colour, although 
it would certainly appear that way to chUdren. 
For two days, I attended to my ward duUes, aloof and In 
silence. 
In retrospect I was suft'erlng a type of after shock. my 
rationale In disarray. I now recognise and understand that 
thta state of mind eDsta In people who wltneu strange and 
inexpUcable phenomena. My intelleet and reasoning would 
not and could not accept the surreal Imagery of the facts. 
Although I attended to my work, the events of that night 
haunted my every thought. I endured this tutng period, 
teDing myself again and again that these things do not 
happen. That type of being does not eDst. I almost 
succeeded in convincing myself that I must have somehow 
dreamed the whole Incident. In reality, I knew that what 
we had witnessed was real and this somewhat be&fud&ed 
acknowledgement bad the etred of turning my cosy littJe 
world and my long beld bellefa on tbelr head. After all, I 
wu a bard-headed Seot and did not, despite my interest in 
the arcane, have much time for mumbo-jumbo. If another 
person had come to me with this weird tale I would 
probably have though that they were mentally unstable. 
Therefore, I determined to push the Incident to the back of 
my mind, say nothing and get on with the day-to-day 
buaiDesl of my career and family. It didn't take long 
however before yet another sintlter tale emerged from thta 
strange road. 

8�b And '"""' 
r
� 

r 

S�o..y 
There appeared In tbe local newspaper, a harrowing 
account by a man and wife, with whom I was acquainted, 
temng of their late night journey over tbe Bathgate Hllll. 
The couple Bob and Mary Wlttte (once more, pseudonyms) 
had been travelling along side the Knock Forest and had 
witnessed a strange and lnexpUcable sight. The hair on the 
back of mY neck began to rise as I read on. They obse"ed 
seven misty halos, glowing as they travelled through the 
Forest. 
At this point I would normally have turned the page In 
disdain, but due to our own stnn&e encounter, I read on, 
eagerly consUJDin& tbe ardcle. Yes, lt looked as thoup Bob 
and Mary had sutrered a similar experience to our own. 
At that point I didn't reaiiJe juat bow slmllar lt had been. I 
resolved to speak to Bob, but on each oecaston I met him I 
could not bring myself to ask him about his sighUng. It 
would be several years before I finally plucked up the 

courage and managed to speak to Bob about our respective 
encounters. 
I met him one day as he walked his dog. After pleasantries 
had been exchanged, I explained how I was now Involved 
in paranormal research, especially UFO encounters. At th1s 
Bob smiled. 'It's not going In the JHIPD'S Is 11'! It's just the 
last time I spoke about our slglltlng 11 appelll'ed In tile 
]Nipt!r. ,  
I usured him that I would do nothing without his prior 
permllston. I went on to explain that I too had encountered 
'something'· on that stretch or road, and that I was seeking 
out others who bad had the same or similar encounters In 
the locality. 
I asked Bob U he and his wtre would complete a stghung. 
form for me. He agreed, and · I eagerly awaited · the 
Information. 
I was not to be disappointed. 
What follows is a synopsis of Bob and Mory's' story •••• 
(Mory): 'We were driving alo11gilde the Knock Forest at 
aroiUUllOpm. We were apprDIIChlnga sUgltt dlp In tile rOIId 
before going up tile lllll wltlt tile rlgltt-11111111 bend wllm we 
SIIW dgllt or IJbae silver or misty lullos ' triiVd/Jng aroiUUI 
the edge of a slllllll circular cleilrlng In the Forest. They 
/oolced IJke the Olympia sign, but there were too 1IUIIIY of 
tltDn. 
I thougllt at ftnt tltat tt wtU a lterd ofsometlllng travelling 
t11ro11g1t the tree& I wtU retllly jHglttened. They were eadl 
abolltfour to Jive feet In lellgtll. ' 
Bob decided to report the Incident and an tnvesUgator 
called t� Interview the couple. The next thing they knew, 
their story was 1n the local paper. Bob was not too pleased 
about this. 'ItooksotMrlbblng about tJult, 'Mary joined In. 
'To tltb dll.y I get rJdlculnl if I wear sollldldllg green 
bectuuei IMt a wee gt'Uil lltllll. •• Get tt/11 
I am certain that all the witnes8es who do come forward in 
these circumstances have undergone, at some time or other, 
the same childish mockery. In that respect I am therefore 
2fateftd to Bob and Mary for being so open and for 
supplying Information about their encounter despite 
having a rough Ume of lt with Investigators In the past. 

OrdeaL 8y File 
I was contacted by telephone by Mr Jolt11 Howtll'd 
(pseudonym), a chap who Uves near Blackbum, West 
Lothian, wblch 1s approximately two miles from Bathgate. 
John wtahed to recount to me a strange sighUng that he'• 
had back in October, 1991, when crossing the Bathgate 
Hills. 
'After letwlng Qlleeluferry, wllere I hllll vbiJed jHelub, I 
tlecllled to drive holM viiJ LlnliiiJgow liiUl over the BlliJJgate 
Hl1J& TIJb was a journey I OCCIISiolllllly took 11.1 the view at 
lliglltfromtheHllls u pretty speCUJculllr. As uslllll, I JHDSed 
ClllnulppkliiUlllpJII'OIIl!lwltheKnockHlllwiUcll overloola 
tlte KIIOCk Forest As I drove ptUt the Knoclc HlJl, I spotll!d 
a slllllll Ugllt 011 tile Forest bed. I stopped tile Clll' Ill tile 
slllllll car ]HII'k Ill the .KtuH:k HilL At jlnt, the siiJIIll Ugllt 
WIJ.I the Ollly thing vbUJk but lljler about jive 1llllultes I SIIW 
wlull I Cllll only descrtiJe 11.1 severtll s1tlllll lullo-type Ugltta 
wlllch see�Mll to be rising from the Ugllt source to llbout 
two meters 11/Jove tile roojlop. Tlaey wolll4 tltm dacend 
INiclc blto tile tl'us only to cotM popping INiclc out again. 
After a ftu'tller jive mllulla I tleciMd to get a closer look 
from ftu'tller down tile ltUL AI I � tile Clll' Ugllu 011 
IIIUl bqtJII to 1f10Ve, tlte Ugltta Ill tile wood stopped. 
I wa 1IOW at the foot of the hill /ooldng up at the wood. 
Agllln, 11/lD' whllt seemed llU � ltiJnlltes, the Ugllt show 
stm1ed again. This time the Uglttw11.1 moving IIWtJY from 1M 
to the other side oftlle fort!11t. Thm llll of a sudden, the Ugllt 
stllrted to come IHick ill my dlrecdon, all the tiiM poppillg 



tllne sllllllllullos ofllgllt up tuUl dowtt tJbovtl tuUl below tile 
trees. I wonderelllfi could see anytlllngfrom the other side 
ofthe wood, so I� off slowly foliDwlng tile rtHUI wlllch 
skims the edge oj'the forest. I coul4 su nothing so I dedded 
to retllm to the original viewpoint. Agllln I SIIW the llght. I 
deddell to geiollt ofthe CID' and atjl:nt saw nothing. Then 
qfler a few mltultes. the llght stllrted movbltl tlbollt the 
forest floor lllld soo• lljlerwtll'tb tile lJitJe lullD lltlllb 
rerumetl tllelr 1ltlllltlt!ll1W Throughout tllb evmt tllenWtU 
no soiUUI. Theta sllddenly the wllole thing stiD1etl o• tile 
other side of tile wood. I dl'ove rolliUl to discover a 1"ee'J' 
Intense jlre sweeping through the trees lljJ'ectlng tile scrub 
and bushes. I moved to a better wmtllge point and notlced 
tlult the jlre WIJS very jlert%. I rdlu7lell to the other side of 
the-wood, which gave no lndlcllllo11 of dther tllejlre or the 

llgllb. 
I llurri«<IHu:Jc to tiles� oftlle fl1'e tuUl pt�Uelltlle Jlilma 
as they lldredthe side oftlleforest. 
FlJieen 1l'llllllte3 hllll dllpsetl slllce tile st1171 oftlle Jlre which 
was gradlullly begllullllg to tllmlnlsh. After tlbollt 20 
milultes tile ftre luul more or less stopped a quldcly a 11 
lulll slllrled. , 

Ra.tio�t.aL 
E.¥pla.�t.atio�t.� 1 

Only witb1n the last year (1995) have I spoken opealy 
about my families encounter. I had hoped to someday meet 
someone who bad had a stmnar experienee. 1'h1l I believe 
would give substance to a waif-like phantom that has 
followed our every waking day since that night In 1988. 
We have smce round it dltftcult, virtually Impossible to 
eradicate tbe memory or the aroremenUoned events. My 
wife and I have discussed, debated, argued and tried to 
come to a reasonable and raUonal explanation without 
success. The addiUonal accounts or encounten m and 
around the Forest have &fven me heart and belief that this 
particular forest has been. or may be betn&, visited by 
sometblng not of this world. 
Bob and Mary's encounter mirror exactly my own 
sighting, a Cloee Eneounter of the Third Kind. The only 
dU'rerenee In our reports are the adual entity oblerved. 
Tbetr encounter oecurred on the exad same spot, In the 
same deartng as dld my family's encounter with the 
'SDver Man.' We were both struck dumb unUI the corner 
had been ��e�oUated. Albeit John observed his sl&btln& 
from a dUrerent mgle, he would have been looking in the 
same areu u Bob and L John had a dUrerent type or 
eneounter, pouibly a CE1 and l, but obterved the same 
halo Ughts u did Bob and Mary. 

ConeLH�io�1 
We have returned to tbe sceue or my accident md 
meuured tbe len&tb or Ume it would take me to cUmb the 
fence in order to reach the crubed motorcycle. We round 
that at an injured snall's pace tt took just approDnately 30 
seconds to reach tbe spot where the Honda lay. We left the 
seeae and returned to Bathgate ID an attempt to re-ereate 
the time span of Ann's reseue mbslon. We managed In a 
stmulaUon to take 1()..30 mmutes, just as Ami bad stated. 
My wife and I have returned In darkness to the scene ottbe 
'SDver Man' Incident, m order to attempt to make the car 
headUghts reflect otr the trees from d.Urerent angles. Bob 
md Mary did much the same thing after their encounter. 
Like ourselves, they bad no success. 
I remain perplexed and completely at a loss to explain what 
happened to us in tbe Batbgate HIUs on those strange 
Digbt. It maybe that someone who hu experienced a 
similar encounter 11 sutrermg In sllence alone at this very 

moment. I am here to tell you. •• you are 110t lllotte. ••• We are 
not altme.  

David Colman. Scottish Unexplained 
Phenomena Research 
(Seerevlew ofDavld's 11111gadne 'COVER UP' on Page 
61) 

TH£ CANALS OF MARS 
There could be no doubt about it. Pereival LoveD, tbe 
renowned American astronomer bad never been In any 
doubt. H e bad always been convinced or the reality or the 
Martlan Canals. Even tbe most hard-nosed or scepUcs 
could hardly doubt the existence or the Canals now. The 
photographs were the best obtamed. The evidence was 
plain. 
It was the year 1907. A series or photouaphs appeared to 
clearly show that the Martlan caiaals were or great length, 
of uniform widtb, and In the eyes of Lowell, of considerable 

beauty. 
Conversely however, they seemed to be evidence or a tragic 
story. They could only have been constructed by an 
advanced sodety. A race that wu tedmologtcally 
proftdent. A dvillsaUon that was doomed. 
The purpose or the Canals was plain. The planet was bein& 
systematically overwhelmed by an eroding desert. The 
Canals bad been built m an attempt to irrigate the parctaect 
planet with water from tbe aole remaining aouree: the 
Polar lc.eaps. 
The tint astronomer to report tbe Martlan 'Canals' was 
the Italian, SddapareiiL He had actaally called the Canals 
''Canall', wblcb llteraDy translated means ''Channels''. 
Glovannt Scblaparelll had been one or mteen sdenUsts who 
had attended a series or seances at 2fven by the Itanan 
medium Eusapia Palladlno. ScblapareiU had been on e of 
the vast majority of those academics who had l'ully 
endorsed the meduimsblp or Palladlno as bein& zenuine. 
There was only one amongst the group who openly 
dlasented from that view. 
Perdval LoveD had establltbed the tbea-modern 
oblervatory at F'laptall, Arizona, for the expreu purpose 
or studying that 'remote, forblddbtg plsltet'. It was 
equipped with a new 14-mcb telescope. That Lowell was 
Indeed a brOUant astronomer can be In uttle doubt. He 
correctly predicted the posiUon or an unknown planet, later 
known to all IIWiklnd as Pluto. Tbe plaaet wu not 
omdally loeated unUI 1930, a whole rourteea years after 
Lowell's death. 
However, Lowell does seem to have been horribly wrong 
about the reality of the Martlan Canals, md the dramatle 
scenario or tbe doomed advanced dvOisation. 'lbere had 
always been vociferous supporten or Lowell's 
observaUons, but so too had there been an equally strident 
group or dlssenten. And sadly, it's the latter who were 
later proved to be right. 
Lowell's artHldally constructed Canals, and the assodated 
conclusions, appear to have been purely psychological 
mispercepUons - wtsbtul thinking m otber words, although 
tbe truth or tbe matter wam't ftDally revealed UDtll tbe 
original Mariner Space Probes were iaanched ID the 
1960's. The flDal nail ID tbe wftln eame when, ID 1971, 
photographs or the surface or Man nvealed that even 
someone bl.esled with lDtelllgenu and aeademlc brilliance 
can just as easily be misled by an obsessive IDuslon... 
One wonden what rate awaits the advocates or the reality 
'Face On Mars' m the region of Cydonia??? The Man 
Surveyor may well provide a similar dlsiDusionment on 
that one too .... 

AI Hunt. London, 1997. 



KEEP Wl CHING THE SKIESIII 
UFO UPDATE 

(Q>1lJ[1f (Q>1F 1fJH[JE A(G]E (Q>]F �V(Q>NJO) ]EJR.S: 
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One of the most dramatic UFO sighUngs in recent years took place in the skies over Phoenix, Arizona, USA, on March 
13th, 1997. 
What made the accounts of a 'gigantic, triangular-shaped object' even more intriguing wu the fact that it wu seen by so 
many normally reUable witnesses including doctors, lawyers, and poUee omcers. It was also captured on video, and the 
pictures screened by 'SKY NEWS' two months after the actual sighUngs took place, were certainly pretty convincing in 
that they appear to show an anomalous object (or objectr) flying above the city lit up like a Christmas tree. Indeed, the 
pictures are so atJecUng, that they shocked a noisy Spanish bar into awe-struck silence when they were screened on TV, 
according to sometime contributor, Davey Klrkwood. (He was hoUdaying there at the tUne). 

Press reports were quick to point out that the military had ruled out any conventional explanation for. the lights, although 
it was later rumoured that they were in fact, ftares sent up by nearby Luke Airforce base. ••• 
Computer picture analyst Mike Tanner, however, stated upon viewing the video footage that he believed the unexplained 
Upts were dUI'erent in shape and briptness to mere ftares. I 21JeSS you'll have to see the rum yourself, (it's soon to be 
made available to the general public - at a rather exorbitant cost, of course) to make up your own mind on the validity of 
that assertion. 
The ftrst reported · sigbUng of the -anomalous Ugbts seems to have been made by a retired police omcer in Paulden, 
Arizona. He encountered a 'clJlster o_(red-oranfle U!lhts' that appeared to be beadin2 in a southerly direction. This was 



sometime around 8:15pm. Another simllar report C2Dle 
bliXZID& down the wires a quarter of an hour or so later 
from the nearby town of Prescott. This Ume the witness 
spoke of one red llght and four white ones that all hovered 
sUently in the clear night sky. A boy scout stood in 
awe-struck wonder on the outaldrta of Phoenh u he looked 
upon a strange aircraft that he later compared to being 
shaped like a Stealth bomber. 'It wa.t In a V-shape with 
three UgiW. It wa moving very slowzy. It nuut have been a 
UFO. ' 

. 

The boy telephoned the pollce who were all too soon 
ftooded by a llteral deluge or sighting reports. A truck 
driver by the name of Bm Griener was drivinE aloo� 
Interstate 10 at approximately 10pm, when he was shocked 
by the sudden appearance of 'two llbunbultedsplnnbag toy 
tDJM' with red ring• around the outer edgea. He then 
claims he saw three F-16 fighter jets scream Into the March 
sky from the aforementioned Lob Air Force base. 'Oneof 
the jets stiZIUd to close In on the toy top object, which wa 
glowing and pulsating with a red rim arountl lt. As the jet 
tiUd to lntD'cqt � the object }lat lW!IIt up and 
dl.ttlppt!tzlwL , 
Lleutawrt Colonel Hauer from the base was later quoted 
as saying tJW there were in fact fighters up in the air that 
night, but that they were merely engaged on a routine 
training exercise. 
MeanwhUe, Sky Harbour Airport reported that the skies 

were dear. No trace or tbe object, whatever it was, was 
picked up on radar, which may, or may not tell us 
somethln& about Its true identity ••• 
InteresUngly however, is the account of pUot and air tramc 
controller Bm Grava, who wu on duty at the airport at the 
time of the sightlngs. He had thia to say; 'Itwa.t lncredlble. 
I lulve never seen anytllblg llJce lt. The whole thblg lttu 110 

apilllultlon. , 
A young mother, lost for an e.xplanaUon as to what she was 
seeing, (along with her cldldren), gliding sUently above her 
back garden, telephoned 'America's National UFO 
Reporting Centre' A spokesman from the 2f'OUp told the 
press; 'The wo1111111 Informed us tluJt the clllster of Ug/ID 
was dll'ectly overllelld lu!r lto�ae and. WG.J lllrger tluln Iter 
ciDu:lled jktwllela Jaelll at 111711 's leagtlt. 
The object tqtpetiiWl to 1utve Ugllu alo11g 118 siM., wlllclt 
�the Impression of a boomert111g or arrowlletld shape. It 
WIU IOtiiJly Silent. 
A/ID' jive 1llbuUes IJ 1IIOVf!d slowzy to tile solllh. But before ll 
dbappem'ed from view lt appetll'ed to fin out a red /Juer 
betlm of Ugltt for 1111 blstlult. Tltm tile /JgltD seems� to tlbn 
amt}lutjiule away. , 
In the wake or these quite astonishing series or reports, not 
to menUon the Impressive video footage, there was a 
predictable scramble ror both raUonal, conventional and 
highly exoUc e.xplanaUons as to what actually occurred. 

A man by the name of John Greenwald forwarded a 
request to Luke Air Force Base for Freedom Of 
InformaUon documeots pertaining to the case be released 

Immediately. 
He received the predictable re.po111e that tbey had no 
reason to become Involved In the lnvestlgaUon of the Ughtl 
because they were (presumably) deemed of no defence 
signlftcance. A more than familiar llne to those of us living 
here in Britain. 
There have, reportedly been ftlrther slghtlngs In and 
around the areas of Tucson, Phoenix and Sedona. 
We await farther developments with great intent, but with 
no real hope that we'D ever get to the bottom of the 
mystery ••• 
221111 June, 1997. Phoenix, · Artz.oiUL 'SUNDAY 
PEOPLE'ICNN-SKY NEWS. ' 
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· CC:M$lMI trm 00��0� 
Just prior to the 50th Annivenary of the purported UFO 
crash retrieval in RosweU, New Mexico, the U.S. Alrforce, 
in Its inftDtte wisdom, decided to finally 'come dean and tell 
the real truth' about the Incident. •• 
In a 231-page report released to the world's press on 24th 
June, the compner or the document stated that the 
supposed Allens were In fad dummies with latex skins and 
steel skeletons that had been used for spedal high alutude 
tests. 
They were, accordJn& to the Airforce, carried by research 
balloons and dropped in parachutes for sdentlftc tests. 
'1'lll.f COIIIpl'dJelulve emmbultlon. of the SD-CIIl/ed .RosweJl 
Illddellt found 110 � wlulboever of j'lyblg stJUCOS, 
space alletu, or sinister govt!I"'UttDDI COVt!I'-IIJ1& ' 
But if they honestly expected that statement to be an end to 
the matter, they were sorely mistaken. 
The report is a little hard to take at race value when you 
consider the whole welter of alternative explanations put 
forward by the Air Force in the aftermath of that highly 
embarra�lng gaft'e baek in 1947. Whatever the truth of the 
matter, why did thoee In authority chooee to feed the pubHe 
a plainly unacceptable line (not to say patently untrutbful) 
for nigh on fifty years? First lt was a genuine crashed 
saucer. Then it was a common or garden weather balloon. 
Then lt was part or OperaUon MoguL Now it's crash test 
dummies being used In, one would assume, fairly routine 
parachute experiments. Hardly the stutr of high secrecy, 
the divulgence of which would compromise naUonal 
security. 
And so, like the road in Tolkien's 'LORD OF THE 
RINGS,' the tale roU. ever on and on. •• _. 
:JJtiiJ� 1997. Ronvell,NewMexlco. 'DAILYMANC ' 

RENDLESHAM -THE 

TRUTH LEFT STANDING 

AT EAST GATE? 
According to Larry Warren, the former U.S. Air Force 
corporal, the truth about Britain's most Infamous UFO 
encounter has finally been revealed to a largely 
UDSUSpeCtlng world. 
At the Ume or wrltlng, Larry was 'on tour' promoting the 
release of his book of the inddent; 'LEFT AT EAST 
GA.1E ' He even showed up at the recent UFO conference 
here on Merseyside, and what he has to say iJ either 
evidence or oae or the most ground-shaldng events or all 
Ume, or Is a giaanUc bou aimed at raldng In a big rat 
profit from a gullible pubUc wtlUng to believe In aaytbing In 
these dreadfally uncertain times. 
Or maybe, just maybe, the truth lies hidden somewhere In 
between. 
As Is the usual pollcy of this magazine, we suggest you 
Judze for younelt • •  
Larry claims that he and his co-author, Peter Robbins, 
were prevented from appearing on ITV'S STRANGE BUT 
TRUE UYE UFO DEBATE' (See tall review elsewhere in 
this issue) by a former USAF colonel who completely 
refused to appear on the show if they did. 
And what wu this colonel ao afraid or that he'd resort to 
such (ahem) underhand tactics? wen, Larry was anxious 
to ten the world (the ITV-watching sec:Uon or it anyway) 



about 26th December, 1980, when Mr Warren wa worldng 11 a seeurtty poUce corporaL He alleges that a UFO landed at 
RAF Beatwaten, in Sufrolk, a wdl-lmown NATO IDstallatlon. The lnddeat ba already been so well-documented within 
tbe paaes of coUDtlesl UFO pubUcatloDS that lt ba in ltlelf become part of modem folklore. But Larry, wbo wa then 
aged just 19, provides sometblng of a personal bllight. 
'HIIIUII't!lb of All' F� penoiUW � bnlolw!ll ba tiJb bu::ldDJt. A sMI'dl JND1Y 1WI.f ordDINI out. 7luy DU:OIIIItlnd a 
tl"'llap/llr ob}M:t wltlclt tMrtM IMtta..,. llwiii iiiNIIIPJIMIHII.....,fltiiMly Ill ft'tMt oft/NIIt. WIMII tit• grt11111 ,.... jllllllly 
fOIIIId by tJ secotUI settrdi pt111y ftnll' lulun lllter, tlley 1JeJ1ne4 tlley luul Dllly been mlulngfor sixty lltbulta. I bealme 
llwolvetl 011 the tllll'd nlgllt. We wen t111ven out o11 a tnll:kto ajfe14wlterewe saw a perfect t:lrt* ofmbt 50JIIICI'OU IIIUia 
foot hlg/1. At tluiiiiiOIIII!III, IIIOVeiiiDil bet:llme slow li1UI I SIIW Olle lllmtllll sink to ltb ltnea, clll8p ltb lullul.f ltb fOI'ehelld 
llllll bunt llltD telln. , 
Larry fllrtber alleges tbat both video and movie footap of tbla pbellomeaon was bem& shot by USAF persoDDel 
tbroqhout tbe daraUon oftbe 'encollllter' 
'We mw a red llgllt Ill tile sky. Tllea, bl afltiM, tile mbt tlblqlpetlretlllllll 111 116 p/M:e stood 11 pyl'tlllllll-&/uqlell ob}«t 20ft 
ldgla 111Ul 3tljf IICI'DS& It MU 11 kbul ofiiiDtkl--of-pMrl co�Dar, llllll lfJIDII looUII stiYIIgllt Ill it tiN ,.,.  dluoltvtl. We 
b«::IIM � oftltree iUIII-ItiUifllll IHdllp j'/Dtltlllg tlbollt tJfoot oJTtlle grtllllld. 171q � 4ft tiiJl, with gltoG-Ilke j'tu:t!s, 
wen dreuediiiUIIullllll'tiU 1n1t luul110 legs. '  
Larry tbeD mabltaiDs he was later taken back to RAF Belltwaters., 'WeweretllkelllntoiiiUiergrolllllltll'eG, brtllllwtulletl 
IIIUIII't!tltedwltlt drup for 241unln. We were told, "keep ytiiU' 1111111111 slult. You lulvewltlleuedsomethbtg tlulll& diluljled. 
You ct111 be sllellcedwltlt blllleU lftaeeasiiiY, tllq tll'e WI"J'cllmp. " 
1Jiq I1Vtl to 1lllllre us so Cllllflued 111111 sCIII'ed Ill tJ J4-lt11117 dellrli!Jiag sa&loll tlullwe WOII/4 sollllllllke lluultlcs lfwe ever 
ded4etl ID tell tile truth. ' 
Seems he's sblce elected to tab tbe risks and to beD wttb tbe coDJeqUeDces. ... Maybe the tbreat of bUIIetl and accusaUoDS 
of lunacy don't carry the weight that they used to ••• Collllder Malcolm RobiDJon of tbe SPI's blgbly postttve review of 
Larry's book below ••• 

'LEFT AT EAST GATE' - THE BOOK 
REVIEW 

The first major sclentmc discovery by manldnd (so the history boob teD Ul) wa tbe wheeL Now comes tbe second most 
amazing discovery; tiW book' and the fads 1t contains. Thll Is such a rlveUn& read, that you'D ftnd 1t lmpoaible to put 
down. It surely must rank as the most Important and bdlueDtlal tome of the last forty years. 1bls is not an 
understatement. 1bls is a fact!!! 1bls book tells the story of tbe Infamous Reodlesbam Forest inc:ident. back in 1980 by 
one of the people wbo wu actually there. Not a friend of a friend, bat someone wbo wa touching dose to wbat eould 
pouibly be a m•ehlne that ortgbuated from aaotber world. 
To try and do a lhort review of tbla book would be well-algla tmpoatble. Tbe Rmdlelbam Fonlt a«atr la well known to 
aayoae with aa iaterwt In the paranormal, and tbe quedoa that bu ba111lted ufologlsti iDre tbe most penilteat of ghosts 
ever since Is tbat did a crub aad rmmlng repair of a UPO occur ID tbe forest nat to RAF Beatwaten? 
Wltnesles claim to have seen a strange 1lllkleatUied object rat above tbe gnu, tbm zoom in aad oat through tbe trees. 
SmaD beings wltb large, black cat-Db eyes who 'floated' and convened (telepatldcally) wltb American Air Force 
penonnel were also oblerved. 

(AIItne): '17Je Cl'lljl' reptWtetlly slglltellllt RDullalulm 011 tile nlgllt of26tlt December, 19itJ, by Lilny WGI'I'ell llllll otiJer 
UCIII'Ily 111e11 IIIUlAJI' Force ojpcen llttlleAmerll:tlltNA.TO bti.IL. 

Several of the wllaeua oftbe eveats tbat Digbt were later reportedly debriefed and shown dne ftlms of UFO's at various 
locatiODI tbroupout tbe world (md also on the sarfaee of the Moon). A COIDIIIallder Nlcllolson tben informed tbe men 
that wbat they had seen in tbe forest represeated tec:lmololf far superior to that of mankind, and that tbe American 
govel1lJIIe'llt had known about 1t for some Ume. 
Larry Warrea claimed be wu d.raged aad taba to aa anderp'oUDd bue at RAF Beatwaten where be malntaiDS that be 
saw simBar UFO'• aad convened ualng telepathy wHb oae of thole ublquttou Grey's who told him numerou tldngl, 
IDdadlng tbe revelaUon that they have buea bere on Earth, aad tbat tbey have been in utstence at least since World War 
n. 



.Rdlgllm WGS cretltetl for tile luululla l'lll%, ' he was told, a 
statement that really unnerved yoUJI& 19-year-old Larry. 
Ignoring the dire warnings tbat were ringing In his ears, he 
dedded to embark on a one-maD cnuade in order to 
educate tbe general pabUe about what had bappeaed. 

(A/love): TJuaii.�Ltzrry Wtii7'DIIIIUlPeUrRobbbupose 
for tJu CIUitD'tJ 011 tile etlge of � •• Scsu of a 
Brllllllt'• llttlllt "'fllllttJJI8 UFO � 

Tbe book tells tbe story of how Larry and later h1t 
co-author Peter Robblna, were faced with a monumental 
strap wttb authority to try and get to the bottom of the 
mystery. Not surprtstngl:y they were thwarted at every 
turn. Both men believed that tbelr phones were tapped, 
most Ukely by tbe NSA (N.Uonal Security Agency). 
Unmarked belleopten hovered over Larry's property 
ftiDdDg and taldDg photograpba of hll houte. During aD tbll 
Ume, Larry was reatvtng 'vtiiU by uaall beinp' who 
would eater bia apartmeat on oeeuiou and then 'cUuolve' 
The book then pleb up OD Coloael Charles Halt and h1t 
role in the inddent, be also apparently saw tbe 'bdngs' and 
made a IIYe audio tape as he and bls men pressed on 
through tbe woods In search of tbe mysterious object. A 
copy of tbls tape wu later sold by Dot Street and Brenda 
Butler (tbe ·British retearchen who studied tbll cue), to 
'THE NEWS OF THE WORLD', for £2,000. Indeed, 
Manchester lawyer and UFO researcher Harry Barr1s, 
also sold a copy of the Halt Tape for $2,000 to Nippon TV. 
Early BriUsh Javestlg.Uon or tbla cue in 1983 by Ian 
Mrzygold and Martin Shlpp, concluded that tbla matter 
did not require further tnveatlgaUonrr r  
Larry's battle to get at tbe truth beblad tlds lacreutngly 
bizarre set of drcumstanc:es makes up a goodly-sized 
porUon or tills book, and makes ror fasdnaUng reading. 
However, I wu amazed to learn tbat although Larry bad 
managed to photograph aa 'alien', albeit Inadvertently, on 
a hoBday snap, be failed to Include it witbln the text of this 
work... 
Larry wu apparently, none to enamoured with Jenny 
Handles, Dot Street and Brenda Butler's attempts at 
writing the deftnitive book on the subject. British readers 

will know this book as 'SKYalABH'.. Larry, In a less than 
complimentary reference, re-named tbelr book 
'SKYTRASil' due to certain statements made wltbln the 
page.. 
The book then goet OD to dllc1111, Of all tblnga, aD 
hollellt-to-goodDess Cloudbuatlng machine. He alleges that 
devices of tlds kind were found at RAF Bentwaters, and 

the authon are moved to speculate tbat a particularly large 
aoudbuster (stnlght out or a Kate Bush video/single) may 

bave acted u the catalyst for the tremendous damage 

caused to various parts of the forest and other areas or 

England duJ1n& the Great Storm of October, 1987. (So 

tlult's why Mlchael Fish was left with ea on his face after 

dlsmtutnc the prospect of a British harrlcme amtcUng 
Soutbem EDglalld). 
Bat for thll reviewer at 1eut, the most amazing chapter of 
all containl references to Larry and Peter's return to 
Raldlesham Forest back In 1988. No sooner have they 
arrived OD the scene when they start witDesatDg UFO'S all 

over again. A tnmsertpt or the events or tbe night they 

spead m the forest Is lncladed In the text, and lt makes for 
a very Intriguing read. Especlally when a 'wtlll of llgllt' 
mumtnatet the wood&, an aeeount that bean a strl1dng 
sbDUarity to a recent tnddent that IJ said to have occurred 
in Fife, Scotland ( cUI'I'elltly under tnvestlgaUon by the SPI) 
To add a human touch to Larry's eternal strap tor the 
truth, it's tragic to see tbe dl'ect it hu OD bla famlly le; tbe 

break up or bls IIW'I'Iage aad aa aUempted suicide bid. 
However, it Is encouraging tor us all, to learn that with the 
help of some good friends, he reallles that be simply must 
go on, for this Is sUU much to be done. •• 
The book concludes with aa expose of the role played by 
the NSA, and c•author Robblns does aa excellent job of 
acldevlng tbls, even though trying to get at tbe trutb was 
sownettmes like 'trylllg ID Jlgllt atllllkwltJJ a spUID'• lPd.. ' 
Bat waa tbla Incident all 10111e drug-Induced event? 
We know tbat after they were do-briefed, they could well 
have beea fed some ldnd of baUudnogenlc drug or some 
rorm or hypnosis could have been used. Drugs, hypnosis, or 
even a comblnaUon or tbe two could have been utilised 
durtng tldl d&-brtetlng, and might have led to the witnesses 
believing that tbey had seen a UFO and alien beings. 
The big queatlon of coune, would be wby? 
Peter tells ua that RAF Beatwaten and Woodbrid2t' 
secretly housed the largest stockpile or tacUcal batUefleld 
nudear weapons In the wbole of the NATO IDI'rasta uetare, 
and that RAF Greeabam Common, the site of many 
anti-nuclear demoDJtratlons In the �  1980's, was In ract, 
notblng more than a dlventon and cover. If sometblng 
untoward happened to the weapo111 stored· at Bentwaters, 
it's pretty dear the Americans would do everytldng In their 
power to keep it quiet. Therefore, a spot of UFO/ABen 
enuty seeaarto was introduced to cover up tbe truth. 
That's jlllt pure apeeulaUon on my part, however. 
nu. book la a giant and wW doubtlea be a belt seller. 
Once you read tbla, you will be left wttb tbe dlltlnct 
Impression tbat something of lmmente Importance 
occurred in those woods over those three fateful nights in 
December, 1980. Larry Warren and Peter Robbllll are to 
be congratulated ror producmg an extremely Important 
book. 
As Colonel Charles Halt says; 'TIIere tll'e IIIOI'e tltltJgs tlult 
went on In O.lltforat t1u1t nlglrl, t1u1n yoll 'U ever bow. ' 

WHAT ARE THE MOTIVES OF 

'THEABDUCfORS'?  
Assumln&, just for the sake of arpment, that there Is 
anything to this phenomenon other than False Memory 



Syndrome, Temporal Lobe Epilepsy, and sleep disorders 
(otherwise known as 'The Terror That Comes By Nipt), 
we may be wen advised to consider just what could be the 
motive behind these supposed abductions. 
Two ot the biggest IWIIel in tbe '.AIIell Abduction' believers 
corner decided to ftght it out in an attempt to aD8Wer that 
very question at the Jolm HIUlcoek HaD iD Boston, USA, 
last March. 

Budd Hopklnl and JobD Mack, (two mea wbo should need 
no IDtroducUon to anyone remotely JDterelted in the 
phenomenon) are apparently deeply divided iD tbetr belief 
ot motive. HopldDs seema comtneed tbat tbe 'A.lieDa' are 
essentially malign ID tbetr intent wltb thdr peadwlt tor 
prodding and probing 'Abductees' before playing untold 
havoc wttb tbetr memories. 

Wbllst on tbe podium, Hop.ldn's voice was said to have 
shaken 1D barely restrained fury when he set about 
describing how some 'Aliens' tell tbetr vtcUms that they are 
their real parents. 
'TIIeAllelu are extremely decqldve liiUI oper• lla 11 covt!l1 
mtiiiiiD', '  Hopldna said u the sound system crackled and 
walled. 'We CIIII 'ttrustwhilttheAUens aresaytng. ' 

Mack, however, claimed he has seen 'Abductees' who were 
entirely transformed (to use Whitley Strieber's phrase and 
subsequent book title), by tbe experience, who formed a 
splritual bond wttb the 'Beings' and who believed tbey 
were trying to help mmldnd adopt a more dv8lled attitude 
toward one aaotber. 
'W�'re 011 top of�olftdllbtg tlult a rich, wut, 111111 tllllt � 

don't nas llllmlt e::xbD In tltb country, ' Mack countered. 

Mack or course, ts the Pumzer-Prtze wiDDtDg biographer 
who astounded bls colleagues at Harvard University, wben 
be publlshed his best-seBer 'ABDUC110N: HUMAN 
ENCOUNTER WITHAL/ENS' 
Tbe book has been somewbat harangued for tile fact tbat it 
takes at face value tbe notion that human beiDp have been 
syltematieally abducted by extraterrestrials, and tbat 
through hypnotic regreuion (a notorioaaly 1IIU'ellable 
method of arriving at just about any level of truth) be can 
resurface the hidden memories ottbe 'Abdactee' from tbetr 
subcoDSdous. 
Wbllst Mack and Hopldns are not eDctly at opposite end 
or the Great Alien Abduction Debate, tbdr marked 
d.Urerence 1D style was apparent even as they sat on the 
stage. The whlte-haired Hopldns was beaming, atrable and 
relued. Mack on the other hand, was intense, acerbic, and 
a compulsive note-taker. 
Both readily agreed however, that many 'Abductees' or 
'Expertencers' report that 'Aliens' show tbeiD territying 
Image. of the Planet Earth being totany denstated by 
pollution, nuclear war, and a host of other man-made 
disasters. Another difference is that Mack believes these 



Jess..tlum.comfortlng vtsiODI could be repraeutatiODS of 
what bappeaed to tbe allell's own ravaaect home world. It 
may allo be a waJ'IIiDI sip tbat we had better tab better 
care of Motber Earth. or we may ftDd ounelva shartDg tbe 
sa���e rate. 
� .,.. ..... 4 ..,.,... 6/TIWt ttJ COIIflltllllbltl 
stmtetltiiJg IIINnlt u to OIII'Seba, ' Mac:k wu moved to 
cOIIIIIIalt. 
'JoJua a 1111 llletllbt, ' retorted BopldDI. �bdllcta:r lilY! 
ojlm lletwy smoken tiiUl If tk vlslolu are eco/oglall 
MII'IIIIIJS, "ttlqw" fliJial ,..,.... , 
Nevertbeleu, Mack firmly beUevel tbat 'aperleac:en' tbat 
he's penoaally treated have bee& IDiplred to become 
eDYirollaleatal adiYe. HopldDa .....-. tb.at 'allma' sbow 
.... maap. to .... h11111U readloDL '7Jiq .. � 
CIII'IMM 4IJDIIt ltlllltllll Mttltlolu 111111 bltDWr llfewllldt tltey 
dtm'tseemltl/unetlteltueba. · 
1be Inevitable Question ADd Aalwer Seslloa tbrew up 
some laterestlllg, If somewbat bizarre enquiries of tbe two 
mea. ODe· mau, ID tbe style of an old Deep South 
Bible-b .... , aJIIIOUIIeed that The Good Book urged ... all 
to fight the mt ......_ � you retUly for tlult1' be 
thaadered. 
Bopldml replied patty. '1 tldnk Jolua lllul I are retUiy ID dD 
tile bat we CGII. , 
A youag man ubd, a tad too eaprly, If tbe pair Jmew of 
aayoae who actually wanted to pt abducted by a11ea1. 
'Ya, said Hopldal, c:beerlully. 'BIIt Iw never b«<a llble to 

lllftlll6e IL , 
Aabd If alleaa, being tedlllotop:ally sapertor, were 
alrNdy among ua, Madt, a blt liilpatleatly s.ad it would be 
iDipo88tble to telL He badD't seea aay little bald-headed 
lllfJil with. big blaek eya I'UBDba& aroaad :ao.ton lately 
altboap, he coaceded, tbere baYe beea reports of allma 
dllpiiiDg tbemlelva ID bat and coat&. 
ADd OD tbat note, I tldDk lt'l belt we move OD to diKUII 
tbat otber champion of 'Allea Abdadloa Reality' Davld 
Jacob's. 
Tbe leamed hlltorlaa wbo .... allepdly aulyled tbe 
stortea of more tbaD 60 'abducteel', lull complied tbe 
followiD& ldeatlkit picture of tbe arcbetypal 'Grey' The 
delcriptiolla have aD been glvea UDder hypDOIU, aad Mr 
Jacob'• lllabl a bl& iuae or tile fad tbat DODe of tbe people 
lllvolved lmew each otber. They each zave tbelr 
repreaeatatiODI IDdepeadeatly. 
Tbe Grey 11 c:ollllllOIIIy said to be betweea three and a half 
to four aDd a half feet Ill bltpt, wltb a dllproporUoaately 
larp bead, ratber remtnlec:e!Jt of aa upalde-down pear. 
They are completely balrleu, aad have sldll that ll leatbery 
ID teDare. Tbere 11 Ollly tile .-•liNt protabenace for a 
DOte and the moveleu moat:laa are llplea. They 
cOIIIIIRIIIIeate uatag telepadly. Tile 111011t strtldDg re.tare 
however, are tbe eya, eaormoa1 (ID proportloa to tbe rat 
of tbe body) almoDCI-shaped aad aa black • tbe Dlpt from 
wldcll tbey are said to emerge. 1'bele twill oblldlaD pools 
never bllak or move la their socbts, but by startag 1ato 
tbem tbey seem to geaente aa lacredlble power to l'rlptea, 
to mesmerise, to dllarm. Greya are normally devoid of aay 
article of dotbJD&, bat tbeD tbey have DO trace of lfllltalla 
to conceal. Tbey are wdformly fraO looJdaL wltb spladly 
lllllbl tbat scarcely seem capable of perfol'llllllg evea tile 
moat radlmeatary of taai&:L They have three ftDgen wttb DO 
oppoaable thamb. 
Tile Greys are by rar the moat f'req�tly reported eat1ty 

clartDg tbele 'abdadloa• sceaartoa, bat or coane, there are 
otber spedea, allo said to be rapoDiible for tlda taldDg 
away wltboat coateat. There's tbe Nordla, tbe aatHbeall 
of tbe Grey's, tall, blonde, and almost God-lOre In 
appearance. Tbey seem to be predomlaately female. 

Tbere's even m lacredlbly bizarre accoaat of a woiiUID 
'abdactee' beta& ulred by ber captor wbetber tile alleD 
could try OD ber bJ&b-beeied slloea. 
ID a later arUc:Je pablllbed la tbe .....uoa.u.t Smaclay 
prea, HopldDa wu to go ftlrtber· wltla Ilia tbeortJba&-
:a. beltw• alleaa are abclacUDa people aa YOUDI cldldreD 
aad tbeD watcbblg tbml throagboat tbeO' llv• u aaey 
m.mtably become frleDdl aad/or lovers. Be tbiDb too t1u1t 
tbe systematic lddDappbag of ...,.UO. oftbe ....., family 
11 part of some COllide allm IIUIIterplaD. 
To bollter tldl belief, be dta an example from 1993, wbeD 
be latemewed a New llamptblre couple c:aDed Jack aad 
Sally, wbo met aad felt a ,... of 1n1taat recop1UoD. After 
tbey moved ID toaetber Jack albd her about a blrtluDarL 
Sally rePlied; 'WewlullllldJctiiiW!I'SIIIIt/Jeftll'e. , 
Daya later, Sally experteaad aaot11er t1u11back.. 'JIIdc, HW 
wrre lit 4...,...rotllll ,..,..,OIICil, .,... btJxa tllllll't1llltll 
tile .fiDtw� , 
Jack � 'I /aunv wlllll yt��� -re lllllcbl• abollt. Let's 

f,tlrget 11/Jollt 11. , 
But tbe couple could not simply forget. UDder sublequmt 
llypDoG8, they 'reealled' evea what tbe otber had loolred 
lib u a ddld aDd tbelr Jdc:b...,. for eMb otber - Pizza 
Faee aad Froot Loop. 
A fartber eumple coac:emed Jaudfer aad WIDiam wbo 
had met at a coafermc:e ID 1992 aad b8d begaD baYIDg 
1IMIIbadm of tbe1r IG1UII aatla oa board a UJI'O. 
However, tbey were botb married and llad cllllclnll of tbelr 
OWJI. 
BopldDI put forward the expJaaatloll that tbele, aad 
comdlea otber 'abdadees' have beea tampered wUb, 
altered, sllaped by some ldad of allea aperbDeatatloD aDd 
IDtenlt ID b1111UU1 geaeda, .....uty aad reprodadloa. He 
uld; 'Tiwlr ...... ,.,.,.,. -- ,_, lllbiiM4 ...... 
-a oftJNm, lit bat, ctlllftlu#l, llllllatliW'llt, .....,.., , 
9tll Mtll'dt, 1"7. BoaM, U&t. 'THE BOSTON 
HEBALD'IMtq, 1"7. 'DAILY MAIL '  3tltll Mlll'dJ, 1"7. 
'SUNDAY PEOPLE.' 

!Nat� !Niglttnuues 301' 0/J 
Ones: 

The Abduction Mytb.os Goes 
Into Overdrive 

With tbe SOda amdvenary or botb ICametb Amold's 
&J'OUDd-breaJda& tJII'O sl&btiDI and tile allepd saucer 
crab at Ronrell very madt la tbe ...., it wu hardly to be 
woadered at that the SUDday sappJemeatl would I1ID a 
whole welter of • Allell' dominated article&. Evea lea 
sarpriliDI waa tile prepoaderaace for abduction storiel, aa 
tbe followbltl ac:eolllltl bear ......... 
Joyce Boad was watcblac 'CORONAT.lON STREET' wbea 
- wu saddally lnterrapted by fHII*eed lllllgbbolln 
who told ber that a formatloa of stnage llgbU wen 
boYerblg OYer ber LIDcolalldre beme. 
For accoaataat's wife Joyce and ber uaree dallgbter Laan, 
Jayae aad SalaD lt wu aa evealal tbey are DOt Ukely to 
forget ID a hurry. Joyc:e tabl up tbe story; 'Notlllllg kfore 
or sbu:e lta lulll tJtb eJf«l 011 lltl!. llNI slulkbJg UU tJ la/' 
llllll l'm 1111t IIMIIIll;y tile sl1l'f ttJ pt1111e. I t1Jielllll tile }tolll 
tiDDr llllll .14111' 11. I slllll "� lt Is/ " llllll paliM lilY 
.. ...,. IMdc by tiN collllr. To MY 1M ,.,... llrri/W a 411 
� , 
Laan, tbea aged 14, wu quoted • saylllg: 'It lNI vay 
� a11nost as big a.r OlD' luHue., Junra1ng }lut 1111ove tile 



still* OJIJHISII& It war }lut II IIUUS ofrell llllll ort111ge Ug/ID 
IIIUlwar totiiJly sllmt. I felt ltwar wtltdlblg JU. ' 
Jayne, who was aged tl at tbe time of tbe lnddent, wu so 
overeome by fear that sbe tried to mab good her esape 
through the bathroom wtndow at tbe baek oftbe houae. 
AI the famBy ba8tlly gathered up the courage reqaired to 
flee the premlles and bead for tbdr nelgbboun' home 200 
yards away, tbe drcllng object seemed to accelerate. 
Flames bunt on the ground beDeatb as lt zoomed over tbe 
bortzon foDowed by what appeared to be a smaller craft. 
Almost Immediately ftgbter jets that bad been scrambled 
from RAF Fbmtngle streaked acroa tbe sky. 
Since tbe eoco.ter, all four wttDeues have aperieDced 
feelap of wbat bal been deKribed u a '6/IMlY JII'GDI«' 
wbl1lt sleepiag iD tblir beda ever liD£e tbe tnddeat wblcb 
took plaee iD 1979. 
Suaaa said; 'Oft mw OCCIIIIIDit I'K'WIU wltJa 11 .,.,  tDjllul I 
wa being stnlllg/ed. I rmtember bebtg ill pltdl dilrlcneA I 
war pbuletl dowft w1t11 llllllltlolull preulll'e 011 my lleck 
�to llllWe (an oR-reported feature of 'Night Terror's' 
aad of attacb by otberworldly folldortc entltlel llldl u tbe 
IKubal, tbe Night Hag and tbe formlea, croacbiDg horror 
that litl OD tbe cbelt Of tbe victim, paralyttDc tbaD 80 that 
tbey feel they are betDg slowly sdocated, wbkb may say a 
lot about tbe true origin of tbls md co1111tleu slmOar 
reports...) 'I dDII 't rmtember stnlggllllg or lu1w ID11g tile 
SDUIIIIoii iMted, but I certalllly dD realll afedbJg ofpeee 

ajlet'wtlrtb. , 
. 

Jayne added: 'Botla Mum IIIUl I felt sometiJbag Ill bell wltiJ 
1U. I wolll4 wake up bit by bit realbblg I wa pbuletl to tiJe 
bat It felt ID If so� WD"e plllyblg tlu plilluJ wltJa tJuJr 
jlllgers IIJI IIIIII tltnM my btHiy. Wllaa I tiWtl tD SC1W1111 my 
volceWOIIIIIII 'twtlrlc. ' 
Tbe mysterious pbeaommon bu haunted the girls rlgbt 
through Into adultbood and bu even affected tbelr 
husbands and children. 
Under hypnOIIa, Jayne's recollection of tbeir encounter 
sug&elted stron&Jy tbat tbe whole family bad been 
'abducted' Into tbe 'allea craft' before bein& retarDed 
safely to tbeU' home. 

*** On April 29tb, 1995, company boa Malcolm and hll 
wtre Samlatha were dJ'trinl ln  Soatbem France with tbetr 
baby daughter Ll7.lJe, whiD tbey were suddealy dazzled by 
the appearance of brtgbt Upts iD tbe sky. 
'lbey'd been attemptln& to Jlelotlate a winding mountain 
road In tblck roe and sbeetl or tee-cold ram near a place 
called .Annecy. Samlatha decided to take over tbe wbeel, 
and u tbey reacbed a sedloa of deserted motorway, at 
appromutdy 11:45 pm, tbe set of blazing lJ&btl shone 
throup tbe murky ztoom from out or nowhere. 
'Jt dlibJ 't 1llllke SDJU, 1 MafCOJm said later • 'J tlu1llpt /ltjlnt 
lt MU 1J IWII.:optD but I CDIIJiba 't � wlq lt sluNIJII 
luwe elgllt betlllu ofllgllt. We optmal tlu Sllll roo.(to U... 
ftw tiJe l'tltDr bllllla lnlt tltereMU IUitllblg. 1'11e11I tllollg/lt lt 
ntlgllt be a trlll1l. I kept looldngfor rtlllway lbJa b11t agtlbl 
tllere MD lll1lld1lg. 1 
The Jl&htl tben moved to a positton beblnd tbem and 
foDowed tbem up tbe motorway puiJin& otr wheaever tbey 
approacbed otber cars. 
Samantha was quoted u sayin&; ''.lk ollly tltbJg I've ner 
UDI WldcJI mirrors tJu 1IUit¥IIIDit oftlult tllblgMU IJSCGU 
frtmt 'STAR WARS', wlure 11 Sllllllljfgllter Ct111tG dowlt tD 
tJte surj'tlce oftJ plllnet. ' 
1be now Q"lgbtened couple raced after a convoy of 
arUc:ulated lorries and conUnued their journey at 60mpb 
between two Juuemauts. Later, they realised that their 
Journey or 40 miles across the mountains had taken more 
than three hours yet coDSUIDed almost no tuel. 

Even more mysttrytnc wu tile tact that both Sammtha and 
baby Llz:de were bJeedln& &om UDaplalned wounds to 
� �u and �  

· 

FoUowtng bypnotia, Samantba realled Images of bdng 
lnlide a large biKk cone. 
'Bill 0... Mr .,...,.. 011 tJu lllltoroiiU lllq lNIW 11111 trybttl tD 
� w, tiJq were saylllg goodbye. I don't tlllllk tiJey 

�met���� us 1111)' relll lulrm. lftlley Cllll � out two houn of 
0111' IIIDIIOry, tlley colllll just ID eatlly /ulve wiped IU Out 

� 
Tbe timing of tbelr story bal been verUied by recorda of 
tbeir credit cards Uled at spec:Uic U... atoaa � route. 

*** After a spectacular day out at tbe TaB Ships Parade ID 
Liverpool's Albert Dock (}ll8t aver tile MltD' frtnta tiJe 
Edllor's lltniM -ftu:tj'tlla), ID Auplt, 1992. That eveaJn& 
tbey were to eadure a nlgbt or 'aii.IDllde tenor' ID Janet 
waa raebd by ap--. Slae 18ter made tbe sort or 
seaaadonal d.tm that woald nJie tbe eyebrows of even 
VIDu Boaa...Sbe says she was rtqlellby an Allea. 
Jane auerts sbe wu takm to a 'Never Never Land' 
Stlmewllere, and then landed back In bed - not tbrowD but 
geatly put back. 
'I ,..,.. tllkDt IJMIY tUUl rmtember 11 slltiJII, � ,...... wltll 
lulp owll dllrlc eya. Wllat I looltMl bt1D tlulu qa I 
experletu:etlllu:redlble ltmgbag tD be bullle tltem, ,., him. 
7Jiey seemetl to colltllln tllewiUJie lllllvene IIIUII COIII41ulve 
lost mpdflll them, like bebtg� up byiJwtJIIIIelfkl 
work of 1111. He seemetl to pouas grellt bulwletlge - it MU 
a If he MU paulllg some of lt 011. Allotller 1111111 tD/4 1*: 
"We an gtlbJg to alter yoM bectlllse �� u not 
wtll'kblg � , 
Altllougb Jmet bad autrered problems trytDg to conatve a 
cbHd for DWI)' years, that ldgbt sbe fell pregmmt. 

** *One of tbe moat uncoDYbldng stone. it baa beea tbil 
writer's milfortane to eaeoaater CODCel'll8 Milt Barley's 
siDcere belief that A.l1eas have saved bls Ufe not once, but 
twice, and as such, have manldnd's well-bdDg at heart. 
Tbe 32-year-old tracker says: 'PmCOII'VIItt:elltllqmeiiiiiU 
no 1u1rm llllll t1u1t everytlllllg will be � Ill my 
lifetime. I 
Echobl& tbe c:urreat worrlel about w11at tbe uew 
MOiemdum may brinL tbe IDellqe Mlk received 
cODtabled blntl of great changea ahead. 'T'Iulse preptiiYIItD 
accqt will nolPe, tllose wiUJ an not will fllll 011 storry 
gnnuuL Coaldel' t1u rallll ofytllll' 111:t1111u befon ytlll 114 
Tlled«:Uloft uyows. ' 
Mr Barley, who bails from Teeutde, says tile ftnt time tbe 
ET's saved hll life wu wbeD be waa born t1aree weeks 
overdue, stan'ed of oxygaa. 
'De lltl4wlfe gtnte me up ftw dllul bllt I JIIIIW tJutollgla. I 
tllbllc 0.. '*'llln ltW'e IDoldltg tnW' 11W /Mftll"e I wa aw11 
btlm. My motlter slll4 she Juul 1111 0114 feelbtg of IJelllg 
wtlll:hellwhllesllewar prq1U111L ' 
Mlk claims be wu abducted by Alieni wbea he wu just 
10-years-old, playtn& footy at scbooL He wu bit In tbe face 
by tbe baD and lay down out or stpt on tbe 1fU1. He 
became aware of a brtpt llpt; tbea darbess and a 
leiiUUon offloatlq. 
'W1IM I opeiU!Il my eyes, tltere MU 1J lllrge brlgllt llght 
llbtn¥ me 111111 f0111" slllllll Jlgu7a lf¥tll'lllg wlult IDoluNI IIU  
lftMIIa ' cowltl (shades of our opening 'KILLER MONKS' 
artlcle. •• I wonder tr they at some poblt told Mic to 
}lllnpttt) 
Only able to move b1s eyes, Mlk saw a pen-sized object 
sUcking out or his side. 
'One jlgure dllbbed my forellt!llll wltJI something that 11111/U 
� lose  coJUcloJUne&& Wlle.ni csme tD I wa 011 Oujlel4. I 



MU 1eJI with a SCIII' in my s#M wldcll lul.t never bem 
explained. I believe I was given an lmplllnt so they Cllll 
1ltOIIJIDr my pllyslctll stJIIe. I 
The second Ume they saved hia ute wu wbeD hia truek 
crashed early in 1997. 
1I ptJUed 11 siJp l'tltlll lllltl ll W1lce Ul/4 wte: "Tum oJTIItnfl, " 
but I 1cq1t right on golllg. Secotub bej'ort! tile siJIIUII the 
voice said; "It's too IJite IIOW. " The CI'IUII W4f terrtble IIIUII 
had multiple llljllriD. W11en l  Cllllle roiUUI, the ptlrtllllelllcs 
were astonbhed bectzlue they were coiiVIIIud tlult I had 
died. , 
R.ecstly Milt wu reuaited wttb tbe Aliena who abducted 
him when be wu 10 years old. 
'I ttnu:hal 11 felftllle, tile letuler. Her body fell cooler 1111111 
thtdof11IIIUIUDI1S. '  
Mlk, tbe name Aliena advtsed blm to use lnltead or 
Mlcbael, says: 'I thJnlc my role b to be a ln1dge, to prqHII'e 
tile way. I have retldlell the stllge wltere I doll 1t Clll'e wlult 
people say. They Cllll }lulge for tltelluelves. ' 
Just as well, really. 

••• Brtdgtt Kelly 1.1 an equally obteulve indlvtdual who 
saya, a tad too derenatvely; '1 doll 1t Clll'e wltedler aJIYOIIe 
believes my nary. I lclu1w whtd IIIIJ1JH!IIed, 111111 though I 
lulve no ldell why 11/ulppenell to me, I be/Jeve 11 11Uide  me a 

stronger person. , 
Bridglt and her husband were retuming to tbelr home in 
Shrewsbury, Shropshire, from an evening out. Suddenly, 
tbey saw what tbey oripwJy took to be an ordinary 
sbooUn& star traversjq the heavens or an Aupst night 

sky. 
'TIIDa lW!! saw tt W4111 't fllllblg IIIUl wa more JJU a brlgiU 
btllL After a few mlllllta, illulrtlal tO'Wtll'tb the grmuulllllll 
we ftUly expected tt to crtUII. But 11 stopped 111111 lltwered Ill 
.front of WL We were not aft'tlld. It was a glbltelllllg, 
meiJIJJlc, 30JISIIIICI!r-&lulped SJHU%CI'IIJI. A brlglltwlllte llght 
was fl/l.fhlllg 011 the top and to one side at the .frtmt, tlu!n 
MU a /Jgltled wllulow. The � tiling I remember we were 
stlllullng omlde our front door and I /ulll tlltr strtuJge 
fulbag that wltoever MU 011 the crtJjl W4f sqlllg goodbye. 
TU fulbtg of aiUbla• wa mwrwlulmblg a it SWIIII6 
IHu:lcwtlrtb tiiUl toolc oJT tDwtlrtb the 1'tJOjlop&. I sat up 
Jlllrlng out ofthewlndow all night, hoplllg ltwOIIIII retum. ' 
Brtdgtt's husband dldD't want to even talk about tbelr 
experteaee, so after conftdlng only ID their tnunedJate 
family, they uever tboagbt to meadon tt agabl. Tbey eYeD 
kept quiet when a curtoua circle or dead sldD appeared on 
Brtdglt's stomach a ct.y after tbe stgbtlng. 
'Biu:lc In 1967, ytJII dllln 't tiiJk abtnlt t/1111 lcbul oftlllllg Ill 
ClUe people t11011gllt you were 1111111, 'says Brtdgtt, aged Sl. 
After her husband's death m 1992, sbe sutrered a ftashback 
from that strange night and decided to Jnvesdgate fu.rtber. 
Bridglt contacted BUFORA, and just one session of 
self-hypnosis convinced ber she bad not only met 'Alien 
bdnp' but that tbey bad performed some JdDd of 
operaUon on ber whlllt Bile was aboard their craft. 
'UIIIID ltyp1U1SI6I drew a tiiJl, nuucuhrr sllm 1111111 Ill a grey 

}lllrtp-MIII 'Witll redllbll goiiiDI luJJr IIIUl wrtJte ,. llllllle: 
Aplorljf. He MU stlllulbag Id 1111 butnultent ptlllel wltll a 
cllpboartl iiiUII ret:llll him telllllg me IJU 1111111e. I could see 
faces lll'OIIIIIl me wlllle sometlllllg wa.r bebag done to my 
stoltllldl. There wa.r no ptd1l -}lut faces with illrge eya -
ortlbulry people, IIOt /JIIJe green lftell. I 
And even after tbirty yean have elapled, Bridgtt sUO 
yearns to repeat the experience. 
'TIIere 18 110 doubt Ill my 1llbul that tltere 18 a f1D' 1110re 
advtmcetl rtU¥ /Jvbtg Ill lllltltlter gtlltlxy. I doll 't tlllll/c my 

sJIIIC«<YYII will vlsll me agtlln. Bllt If tllere wa.r a remote 
clulllce for me to gowitll tllem, I'd be oJTUU a shot///' 

... And finally, for this section, we come run clrde. 
Consider if you wm, tbe case of Debbie Jordan-Kauble, 
who it is said. sUII shudders at the memory of 'losin&' 
o .. and-a-halt hours of ber ure. She also recalll feeling as 
though sbe wu about to die. 
It began one night in JUDe wbea Debbie set out to see her 
friends. En route, she saw a strange Ught near the 
swtmmmg pool in her garden. 
An1viDg at her trteod's home address, she rang home to 
check that her mum was okay. 'Site slllil she wa.r jlne at 

jfnt. But t11en she pltoned INick llllll slll4; "1 WIUit yDil to 
come home rlgiU IIOW. " Site wa.r INully frlglltelled, but site 
reftuell to tdlmewlty1 
Debbie, who lives m Kokomo in tbe US state or Indiana, 
legged tt home, p-abbed ber dad's shotgun, and went to 
illveatlgate. 'I tlunlgiU at jfnt 11 MU lni7Wlan. ' She found 
her dog cowering terrUied by the pooL 

Thea sbe began to aeareh tbe garage. �' 11 
setUlltltnt CIDIIe tWel' me a lfmy body lWII o11jlre. It lWII 
like sumebotly MU jfrlng 1J blowtort:ll 011 me. 1 thllllgllt; 
"I've got to get ollt of here. rm golllg to die. "At I re/IChell 

for the gartJge door, 1 wa.r lilt 011 the ciJat by 1J llgltt so 
llllelue t1u1t my wltole body vllll'llletL I droppetl the g1111 and 
tllouglat; "Olt God, rm delul. " I  collllllulrdly 1110ve. 1llen 
SDIIII!OIIe beJtbul me pllllal dowll 011 my sltollliiD, �luwlllg 
stimetldllg Ill my etll'. It fell JJU a retUly llot � I coll/4 
lletzr stmtetnte saylllg lt lWII IUIJ'DI'tiUulte tluJt I 111111 to feel 
]Hiln. Tllen I was llJied about 10 feet onto tile patio where I 
SIIW IJ dllr/c greet� egg-&llllpell tlllllg aiJout 10 or 1� feet IIIIJ, 
bobbbag abollt. There wa.r also a biiJl ofllgiU about the size 
of a bll!llrelbllll. at abollt the level of my hetul (Debbie, we 
are told, is Sft JJn). 'AIIIl there were six lltlle people wltJJ blg 
lletub. Tllq mowd blto tile llgltt tiiUl � TIIDa I 
doll't 1WitDIIIJer IIIIJ'IIdltg except SDIItetJIIe saylllg; "It's 
"""· ,  



She recalls only about 15 minutes of what appean to be an 
hour-and-a-halt time span of that nlpt In 1987. Durtn& 
that Ume. her mother was In a stupor and later she couldll't 
recall why sbe'd even rung In the ftnt place (lftiiYbe Agmt 
Kay,from 'MEN IN BLA.CK luuljllwlllu �bag 
gllllg« tlllu!r1). 
The next moi'Dillg Debble's eyes were swoDm shut md her 
race wu red. A doctor told ber she had conjundlvltls and 
asked her If sbe had looked Into tbe arc of a welder's torch 
because her cornea had been burnt. 
'1 devdDpetl llllergla II1Ul my lullr fell olll. I /uul rtultes, 
boweltroub� lllllllllllnegu/llr 1w1r1be11t. My dog dletl ajler 
llllher lullr lllllll«ttlfell ollt IIW!I' t1u co��ne ofllmolltJL ' 
Debble decided to contaet tbe ublqalto111 Mr Budd 
Hopldna, wbo nbleqaeatly eDIIIined her. He arrmged for 
ber to be tested for eplleply or bnln tumoan, and be 
apparently also ordered psychological tests to be carried 
out. 
'They slllll I WIISII 't crazy or 1llllklllg 11 up. Bllllllllbo spoke 
to my ndghboun. Two slll4 their hoiUes shook on t1u11 
lllgltt, tJudl' pea watt Cl'trzy tlllll cJocJa stopptul. lt IIUUt lun¥ 
11«11 COIIIIJd MtiJ 80flldldllg qllillt extl'tltlrdblll , 
From 'MAIL ON SUNDAY MAGAZINE'I'SUNDAY 
PEOPLE MAGAZINE' J����e 1997. 

THE ALIEN ABDUCTION 
COUNSELLOR 

Ertc Morris has elected to become a self-appointed 
coUDJellor for all those people out tbere who claim, for one 
reason or another, to have been taken away by ET'S. 
'1 receive doUIU of Clllb IIIUi letlen from peop� wlto luJVe 
bu:xplkllble ml.ubag ho11n or say they lulve been llbdllcted 
by llllelu, '  says Mr Morris, tbe 43-year-old who 11111.1 the 
graadly titled 'BrttUh UFO StucBa Centre' from lda home 
In Wlnlf'o.-.L Sueh wu the demand for help from a pabUe 
Increasingly disconcerted by tbe phmomenon, wluateTer Its 
real origins. We're pleased to bear that he sides away from 
employing hypnosis, whleb, be rightly claims, can be 
extremely dangerous If performed by a novice. Eric 
champions the safer method of reluatlon tecbnlques to 
achieve rearesston. 1be results though, have been equally 
bizarre... 

·- . -
(ABOVE: Tltae lnuJga 11re slll4 to be 'stnlllge 
llleroglypltb' dl'tlwn by soiiii!One who 111ter cltllmell tllq 
were aiJdu.cled by �  

One 64-year-old woman from Essex believes she was 
abducted by a blue, reptile-like alien (a so-caDed Reptoid), 
who bad the decency to teach her a strange langua&e called 
Semtll. Eric has obtained tapes of the vowel-like sounds 

and has taken tbem round various colleges, but so far, no 
one has been able to Identify them. 
Anotber teeaapr encountered a mysterious aerial object 
wbllst cydlng home. He called bls motber, two houn later, 
shaking wttb fear unable to put Into word& what bad 
happeaed to him. The boy wu later foaad to have an 
unusual lamp on his knee, wbleh Erie believes hu been 
Implanted, (altboagb, one assumes, he could jut as easily 
have gottm tbe lump faDing offbll bib?). 
Erte, wbo served lS yean ID tbe Royal Navy and haa 
coUDJelled Falldands veterans, said; 'To peop� who tiJblk 
Pm 11 1J111c1De, I 'WOII/4 sq "Fine, but ctnne lllong to 011e of 
OIU'meetlnp, llllllhepwlult's bebagsllld. ' 
l!Jtla Februllry, 1997. Wllufonl, Clu!SIIIrt!. UYERPOOL 
DAILY POST. '  

OBSESSED 'SAUCERMAN' 

KILLS IDMSELF 
Electrldan Davtd Downing wu so taken with tbe subject of 
UFO's, that he elected to Ume bls saidde to coindde with 
tbe partial edlple of the sun, bellering (not unlike tbe 
memben of the 'IlEA VEN'S - GATE' cult, wttb their 
interpretation of tbe appearance of tbe Comet Halo-Bopp) 
lt to be a sign... 
In tbe days leadJn& up to 1111 death, he wu said to have 
walked around both Inside and outside bls house stark 
naked. Just before taldng bls own lite, he'd be!d his wile 
Dorothy's hand and whispered; '1 don 'tWIIIIt to do till&. ' 
Davtd, a father-of-three, qecl 47, wu round dead by his 
wile at their home In Win Gardells, Mlcldlewood, Sheftleld. 
His naked body wu fotmd beaeatb a stairwell on October 
14th, 1996. 
He had wrapped a bare eledrtcal cable around bls left 
wrtJt md right anlde md plagged blmlelf Into tbe mainL 
Family r.rtend Wendy Bootb told a Sbeftleld Inquest Into 
Davtd's death that he was 'completely 1UJI'IIIIIllllltll two or 
tlueewuk.r before ha delliiL ' 
It seems be became interated In urology after be'd sighted 
a straqe object in the sky some yean qo. Mn Booth wu 
moved to add: '1 stJW him some dilys before he dletl llllll he 
MD slullcbtg 111111 lto/4bag ltl.r lu!luL Hl1l tiiDagltU were 
ebewiiD'& 111 t1u lullue tllen 11we (omlgod, jeepen 
creepers) fOIUt«<t boob 011 UFO':r tiiUIA.IIDU, altmgwltll 
clltll'tl IIIIII IIUIJIS drtlwn by DIIVI4 about the Sllll 111111 the 
sllln. 
� ptll1ltll ec�Jpse oftlu s1111 tluJt � W4t 11 sip to 

ldm. Hl6 belun1IDur wa so blz.llrr& Tile booa aJUl JIIIPDif 
1111Jc ofpatltJF lllto t1u lljfei-/Jf'e If tile s1111 tJtrllra tile botly 
at a ptll1k:IIJIIr tmgle. '1'llen were drawings of a 1t111J1 Ill 
ShejJiel4 tiiUI ctllculllllou clulrtbag tile l'dlllloulltp oftlte 
Sllll to t/u body IIJiel' 111.J daJtiL ' 
AalstaDt Coroner Dr Robert Forest said; 'Hb body MU 
follllllln 11 ptll'tlcu/lll' spot ba l'dlltlo11 to otlu:r objecU ill the 
llollx 
1'1le IJotq .,.., p/lleetl ba tlull po6ltJDit to tldllne 11 CD1IIIII 

t!Jf'ect. I #ul11e 110dmlbt tlultMr Dtlwtlbag latew lteMU golllg 
to klllllbludj: •• , 
lstMIII'CII, 1,,7. MIIIIIIDwJoti,SIIe.8le/IL 'TORlC3HIRE 
POST. '  

PLEA FOR GOVERNMENT 
HEARING ON UFOS 

On April 14th th1s year, In Washington D.C., a meeUng 
was held behind closed doon to attempt to secure a 
congressional hearing to establlsh the truth about the UFO 
phenomenon. 



Dr. Steven M. Greer, Director or The Centre For The 
Study or Extraterrestrial lnteiH&ence, alon& wttb former 
NASA astronaut, Edzar Mlkbell, organised the 
Impromptu conference and began by spouting out that '90 
pn eDit of wltllt J¥01'� an expos ell to 011 tllb s•b.J«t u 
l'llbbl!lla, COIIfllll* IIIUl lll*r � ,  
ID a series of conftdentlal brteftngs held beblnd closed 
doon, congressional omclals were Informed that tbelr 
assessment of extraterrestrial actlviUea, although widely 
disputed, requires urgent federal attenUon (pause to ensure 
suitably dramatic efl'ect)...For tbe good or manldnd. 
Greer, Mltcbell and a panel or aOeged wttneues contend 
tbat not one, but several alien dvillsatloDJ - worldq 
together from bues wttbba the Solar System and possibly 
from temporary outposts beDeath tbe aurface or tbe Earth's 
vut oeeaDL They mamtam too, that tbele alien race. 
regularly visit our planet and more tbu prepared, after 
coUDtlesa years of avoiding tbe t.ssue, to make that tiDal, 
trrefatable contact. 

AD that staDda between sacb a momeatoas lntergalacUc 
event (for we hUIIWII at least. For the ET's lt might be an 
eipertence that can1el wttb lt all tbe charm of a biologist 
studying anew species or sea slug), Is h1111Wl clvOiaatlon 
reachln& out wHb a new forelp diplomacy. 
'Wiu.lt luu beeiJ llu:lcbJg 18 IIIJ IIJil11'0Jirlll reqonu fro1ll 

pllutet Elll'tll, ' reckona Greer, an emerpncy room 
pbyslclan from Alhev8le, Nortb Carolllla, who has speat 
'several' yean detel'lldllblg wbetber or not UFO's are reaL 
'Look at olll' rapotue so fllr: l'ldlcllle by tile metllll, iiDIIII/8 
by Olll' o.Dfclill.r II1Ul ft'equent sllootbag by olll' mlllltlry 
IDSS.r. I 

· Tbe lfOup's p111b for llearlnp IDto allm matters aad tbe 
government's role In tbe plleDoDieaoa coma amid, yet 
aaotber sd-ft, llledla-bllplre eraze, wltb ....... lib 
INDEPENDENCE DAY, MARS ..47T..4CD, THE 
ARRIYAL, CONTACT, THEX-FILESMOYIE md MEN  
IN BLA.CK - to name bat a few, ftoodlllg tbe dDaDa 
screens the world over. To say notldu.g of tbe plethora of 
TV doeumeatarles and printed publkatloDJ deaJin& wltb 
tbe subject. ADd aD tlds, despite tbe aegatlve fallout from 
tbe 'HEAVEN'S GATE' trapdy and tbe resur&ence of 
cult-related adlvtty. 
AmoJII tbe teldmoay tbat Greer's group pl'elflllted wu 
that or former military pUou � radar operaton md 
radio eagtaeen who told tale8 of dOle eacounten with 
decidedly anomalou craft. ODe purported IDddellt wu 
said to have IDYolved a UFO hovering over a cluster of 
B-Sl bomben oae Dlght ID 1969 at Lortng Air Force Base, 
nortbem Mame. The group also put forward several 
hundred pazes or UFO reports aad related documents, 

most of them obtamed from governmeat agencies UDder the 
Freedom OflnformaUoa Act. 
Air Force Secretary Harold Brown told tbe House panel ID 
1996 that tbere was no evidence ofvtsiton from space. Nor 
il there any aew mdeau to dlange that view now, 
aceordblg to NASA omdala and several KieDUat8 ltadyblg 
the poulbiUty of ET life. 
Ed Wetler, chief sdentlst for NASA's Bubble Space 
Telescope, md Director of tbe agency's Origins 
InvesUgaUoa 01 Lite In The Untvene, said astroaomers 
Jmow there are huad.reds of bUUoas of galules, each with 
huadredl of bllllo111 of stan. 
'In my penOIUil oplnlo11, tile odds tlult somewltere Ill tile 
lllllverse there 18 life tlult 18 at letut  a llltelllgmt a us lll'e 
100 per Cl!llt, ' Wetler was quoted as saying. 'BMtllulvea't 
S«�t 4111Y lulrtl et1ldMu:e tiiiJt � llfe or 
�ltlllllbll«lll& , 
Otndals at SETI were quick to agree. After yean of 
research, tbe Calltonda proJect bas . ytelded no nrm 
evidence to support the Idea that we have been coatacted 
by m alien race. 
Predictably equally dllmlulve, were the US Air Force. A 
Peatagoa spokesman by the name of Kemaeth Bacon 
tnmdled the same old llDe that the USAF had investigated 
12,618 reports of UFOs between 1947 and 1969 and fouad 
no IDdlcaUoa that they were 'extraterrestrial veblcles.' 
Well, they would say that, wouldn't tbey? 
BKoa also dlsDdued loag-staDdlng auerdoDI made by 
Greer's P'Oup and couatless otben that tbe US 
Government conUDues to hold wreckage of an alien 
spacecraft and the bodlel of Its occupants retrieve by the 
military, perhaps as early u 1947. (They were sbDpJy 
cruh test dnmmw, doDtcha lmow...Er, or wu that debris 
from Operatloa Mogui...No, no wait, I've got it. It wu a 
weather balloon. No a genuine llyiDg dllc..Oh, pleue 
yoanelveeU!). 
At tbe White Houae, where Pratdellt CliDton ha receutly 
requested $1 biDioa over Jive yean to ftmd tbe NASA 
Orlgbls search, there hu been no formal respoase to a 
written request by Greer's group to convene hearlags on 
tbe uoup's aaerUoDL Cllntoa's spolreunan Mlcbael D. 
McCurry, dtiDg tbe Pentagoa ftndblp, said there would be 
no pUib for collp'ellioDal bearinp. 
'Tile W1Uie HOIIU 18 ]11UIIIng 1J lot oftldnp 011 Cotlgreu, ' 
he said. 'BIIt tlult l.t not one oftllem. ' 
No oae ID zovemmeat lt seems, · il prepared to WOIIDgly 
support Greer's campatp...Now wily doesn't tbat surprtse 
u? 

Nazi's Scare Away The 
Arrival Of The Aliens 

A spaceuaft pOoted by ftlgltlve alleal from aaotber galaxy 
wu appareatly due to laad ID Erica aad Woltaaag 
Recbr't back prdeD last AprtL..Bat predktably, tbey 
failed to sbow. 
The couple had arranged a party to celebrate tbetr arrival 
In Selfbelmendort, aear GoerUtz, In Germany, and duly 
IDYited tbe whole vUiage. According to tbe gullible couple 
tbe alleos' plmet was tbreatened by an Impending 
ecological disaster and were seeldDg asylum. WheD they 
didn't turn up, Erica was quick oft' the mark to come up 
wttb a corker of an excuse: They had retased to land 
because lmpatlellt neo-Nazl &ate-crasbers had bepD 
shoutiDg 'A.llelu go lrome. Gemtilny for tile Gemuuu, '  
before settblg about smuhlag up the couple's home. 
15111 April, 1997. Std.fet'U�D'Sdlnf', Gemumy. 'D..4ILY 
EXPRESS. ' 



Chasing The 
Unknown Part 2 
Strange Davs In Cbe 

Animal Ring�om 
Tails Of The Unexpected 

When RSPCA inspectors c:llled at the Oat of a woman in 
her forties, they were confronted with the sight of over 70 
cats gathered in the hallway. 

The woman tenant had posted her keys to a cattery sayin� 
that she was planning on moving. 
RSPCA omcer Nigel Sbelton was quoted as saying: '� 
smellwa terrlbk ' 
Luckily for the abandoned cats, based at the Rat in Bow, 
East London, new homes were being sought for each and 
everyone of them. 
6th June, 1997. Bow, EastLotuJon. 'DAILY MANC ' 

(;�@00 {;ijl@§fi@uu§ @fiuulh 
!A @Outl(f) 

A story so unbeHevable you'd swear tt'd been snipped from 
the pages of 'The Nattolllll EnqUirer' or 'The Sundlly 
Sport, ' actually appeared in several (sUghtly) more 
reputable newspapers ••• 
A Japanese ftshiJl& cutter sailln� off the coast of Sakhalln 
Island in the Russian far east, was suddenly struck 
amidships by a herd of cows falling from the sky! 
One of the shocked fishermen claimed: 'One molftDit Wf! 
hadn't a care in the world. The next we were being bombed 
by these cows. An aninuJl hit our ship and went straight 
through the decJc and the hull and capsized us. '  
omctaJs were understandably sceptical of the fishermen's 
story. They assumed at first that the whole thing wu 
merely some outrageous tale, dreamed up as part of some 
elaborate insurance fiddle. 
However, investigators later discovered that a Russian 
army plane bad been over11ying the uea at the time, and it 
emerged that a platoon or soldiers, desperately short or 
cash bad commandeered a large transporter to enable them 
to rustle up a herd of cows. Unfortunately for them, the 
scheme bac.ldlred when they found that the stolen cattle 
were unaccustomed to air traveL The animals became 
extremely a2ftated and the suddenly frightened soldiers 
realised that they might pretty soon have a stampede on 
their hands. Paniddng, they opened the rear door and sent 
the poor cowa plunging to their deaths lO,OOOft below. 
30tiiA.prll, 1991. SlllcJullbt,lbusill. 'D.AILYSLUR. ' 

Py hton -l n.-The-Pott:y 
Loretta VanDyne, 20, wm doubtless never forget to leave 
the Ud down on the tollet again after she found a 3-foot 
python glaring up at her from out of the depths. 
She encountered the snake as she was running bath water 
for ber children, Junior, l, and Leeann, 1. Both kida kept 
on saying 'M1111111, 1IUUIUI, 1ft1U1U1, IIIUl were /ooldng up at 
me, 'Lort:tkl said later. 'They knew something wtU there, 
but dldn 't /cnowwhat lt was. ' 
Perturbed, but not really knowing what to expect, she 
walked cautiously over to the bowl and peered in. 
She nearly fainted with shock when she saw what it was the 
ldds were so trtptened of. 
'1 /oolwl ill there, IIIUI 1t Joolwl up at me IIIUI my fb"st 
tlwugllt Wtl.f to gd 01.� Jdlb out oftll.ere. ' 
She then called on her mother, Betty Ruby, who lived 
downstairs. Betty proffered the advice that they try and 
ftusb the snake away, but Loretta considered that would be 
too dangerous a prospect. Instead she called tbe poHce, and 
omcer Antbony Spencer duly arrived In Ume to capture the 
python wttbout too mudl trouble. 
The questions that remain are where did the snake come 
f'rom and how did it get inside Loretta's toilet bowl? 
Merrll Tawse, a naturalist at Gorman Nature Centre, 
beHeves that the snake could have been there for some 
Ume. 'They CIUI go a year without eating. But more Ukely it 
CIUM in through the walb. They cma get though a miniiU 
opmillg. PytJunu are popular with pet lovers. But 



sometimes people tire of them IIIUl thoughtlessly jlllsll them 
down the toilet. , 
(Much the same hu been said, of coune, about pet 
crocodiles and alligators, thereby instigating a whole bunch 
of modem urban folk tales about giant reptiles thriving in 
the dank darkness of the dty sewers and storm drains. •• ) 
Lorett2 meanwhlle, graterutly thanked the authoriUes and 
Imparted this advice as they ten; �lways keep tile toilet 
seat down and loo/c In the toilet before you use lt. ' 
18th Felmulry, 1997. Mllll&fleld, Oldo. COLUMBUS 
DISPATCH. '  

A Real Bug-A-Lugs 
Dave Burton awoke to a terrible crackllng noise and a 
spllttln� headache after a Flame-Shouldered Moth crawled 
into his ear whilst he slept. 
Dave said tbe sound wu like 'st����e��M SC1'IIIICIIblg up a 
gitmt biJg of crl8JM bultk my ltetlll. I wa lulvbtg SJH1811U. 
Then tile bualng stllrted. It was horrendous. ' 
He was afraid he was having a brain haemorrhage and 
dashed to his local hospital from his home In Hatfteld 
Peverei, EsseL 
He had to watt a turther four houn In the casualty 
department of Chelmsford's BroomAeld Hospital whtle the 
trapped moth struggled to get free. 
EventuaDy, a nurse deemed it wise to peer down his 
lugbole and In doing so, exdalmed; 'There's an buect ln 
there. ' 
The resourcefal nurse poured water into his ear and the 
moth with a wingspan the size of a two-pence piece 
dropped out sUII altve. 
'Tile soiUUlofthe mothf/llpplng Its wings Inside my eiii'WIU 
drlvlng nu nuul, ' Dave said after tbe Impromptu operaUon 
to remove the inlect. 'ltwtU everybody's worst lllglltmiD'e­
htwlng solltdltbtg bulb your ltelllllllldnot latowbtg wlult. 
Wllm I letlrned lt was a moth, I was terrljled lt might have 
11114 eggs or e111en away JH111 of my brain like In a horror 
movie. I've llelll'd of people getting a f/l!ll ln their elll' but a 
mot1t MD sometlllng else. ' 
9tJJJilly, 1997. HatjleJJIPeverel,Essa. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

A Right Trio OF 
Out-OF-Place AnbH,ah 

In Wren, Alabama, USA, reUred trucker Tom Hutton 
bagzed a seven pound, tailess Capybara, the world's 
largest rodent. Trouble was, no one had any Idea how the 
creature got Into the lake on his property, since it's usually 
round only on the banks or South American rivers. 
BrdAprll, 1997. Wrm,A.lllbtlmll, USA. 'USA TODA Y. '  

*** Shocked medwltc Mike Vlckery opened the boDDet of 
a Ford Caprl to service the car In Poole, Dorset, only to 
ftnd tbe reason for tbe spell of car trouble wu plainly 
obviou. • .It wu a family of miee nesting merrily In tbe air 
mter. 
221Ul, May, 199'1. Poole, Dorset. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

*** And even more anomalous was the cue of a strange 
find in tbe front garden of a Kdso, Washington, USA, 
resident. A two foot long Sturgeon was discovered 
nopplng around on the lawn. Rain had formed a puddle 
there, and the ponce theorised that some angler, sldl'erlng 
from a guilt trtp after illegally catching the Dsh, had 
dumped lt there. 
The sturgeon was sUII altve and was later released Into the 
nearby Cowlitz River. 
14th March, 199'1. Kelso, Washington, USA. 'THE 
CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR ' 

INCREDIBLE JOURNEYS 
In two separate incidents, cats named Sooty and Ninja, 
displayed remarkable devotion to . their owners by 
traveiUng astonishing distances to be reunited. •• 
Starting with Sooty, she managed to walk 90 mlles across 
Wales, including the Severn Bridge, just to reach her old 
home In Swansea. 
Succumbing to a bout of homesickness, the cat had 
disappeared from Jenny Mountford-Davles's new house In 
Bristol, and bad made Its way through town and 
countryside to reach Its former address. 
17thA.prll, 1997. Swllll&t!IJ, Wala. DAILYMANC ' 

*** And as for Nlnja, he managed to trek 845 miles across 
burning desert. plains, rivers and deep forests to return to 
his old house In after his owners moved from Utah to 
Seattle ill tbe u.s. 
9tlt Jwut, 199'1. Setlt�U, USA. 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

ANIMALS TO TH� 
RESCUE 

Four dogs that mana�ed to rouse their master to alert htm 
of a ftre, sadly died In tbe blaze. 
After succeufuJly awakenillg Harry Gray, he went to 
phone the emergency services, but heavy smoke prevented 
him from going upstairs to save the brave dogs. 
He was so moved by their courageousness that he later 
said, 'I wish ltwas meandnotthem. ' 
26thNovember,199'1. Pt!1111SYtvanlll, USA. 'Cl.SA. TODAY. ' 

• • •  Dolphins saved the Ufe of a swbmner who choked after 
swallowing sea water whllst snorkelllng. 
F1ve of tbe hlgb.ly inteiUgent creatures managed to nudge 
Dorts Svornic, 28, to the surface and let her rest on them as 
they guided her back to the shore In Durban, South Africa. 
23rdA.prll, 1997. Dlll'bllnSollthA}Hcll. 'DAILYMANC ' 

••• A wtldly quaddng Mallard jumped out In front of a 
movtn� poltce car, and after the car pulled over, the female 
Mallard led the omcers over to a nearby storm drain 
where ntne baby ducks were trapped. 
'It W41 gobag benerlc,, said omeer Chrtstopher MeMulllD 
oftbe suburban Pbiladelphla force. 
The duck confronted MeMullen's cruiser on a quiet access 
road. The omcer tnitlally tried to drive around the 
distressed bird, but it kept walking around In clrdes trying 
to block the veblde. 
Exasperated, McMullln got out of the car and heard the 
sound of cheeping baby ducks oft' too his left. 
With th mother dudt quaking away in the background, 
MeMullln and two other offtc:en pried oft' the storm grate 
and managed to reunite the family. 
IIth May, 199'1. 'Belulllem, PIIJJIIIlelpllltl, UM. 'STLOCDS 
POST &DISPATCH. '  

The Dog Who Di�d Of A 
Broken Heart 

One of the most moving antmal stories I've yet come across 
concerns tbe unltkely relaUonshlp between Ducky the pony 
and K.C. the Alredale Terrier ••• 
They'd been Inseparable for seven years, unUI In late June 
tlds year, Ducky, the 29-year-old Palomino and a former 
lead pony at Belmont Park Race Track, became Incurably 
lll and sadly had to be put to sleep. 
K.C. unable to find her friend during a nigb�long search, 
returned to the empty stall, returning in all-too apparent 
mourning. · 



About 3am tbe next day, a uoom round seven-year-old 
K.C., alone ln Ducky's staii. •• It seemed she had died or a 
broken beut. 
Even more tragic, wu tbe revelation . that although K.C. 
quite obViously thought the world of Ducky, the pony, quite 
frankly, couldn't gtve much of a damn about the dog. 
'Nn'tt1111e1Ds, they renudned Inseparable,' said WUJlam 
'Red' Terrm, a horse trainer and the anlmal's owner. 
'K. C slept by tile stalL Nobody could ever get netU tile 

pony. When Bllclcy jlnt got slclc, a m tretlted him, but tile 
pony }list got worse. .A1 tile Vet's suggestion, tile horse wtu 
put to slup. 
&fore tile pony could be lsl away, tile dog Wtu tllkell to a 
btlclc room, loclu!d bt and fed. After site Wtu let out site 
flipped out, vbltlng every stlllllooldngfor the pony. 
It WtU a l'nJ' story. We were llllllllllched to IJotiJ ofthem. ' 
6t11JIIly, 1997. Elmont, New Yorlc, USA.. 'SAGINA.W 
NEWS. '  

ALIEN ANIMALS 
Tb� T �tttt'-'tt Of Tb� 

W'-'lf W'-'man 

Pam recounted ln a national tabloid bow, ID tbe 
gtn-aoaked aftermath of a few drlnka with her uew friend 
AHee, she came 'face to fau wltll pure eviL ' 
I'D let Pam take up the story as she told it to the magazine 
herself. •• 
'We'd met on aJUglltretllmliJg.fromiJolldlly. We luul a lot 
In common, evt'll OIU ex-llll.siHuuJ.r hllll the Sllltle IUIIIII!S. 
Wllm we got btlclc to BrltDln, we 1cept ill touclt, and one 
dlly, I foiUUl I luld IJIJ Interview netU tile vlllllge where she 
lived ill Y orlaldre.. 
I wtu about to ring her wllm site tJCtiUJJly telepltolled me to 
SUillli!St I visU Iter and stav tile nlslht 

She lived ill a 400-year-old house. After dinner, we settled 
down w1t11 OIU tlrlnla ill the front room. It seemed colder 
th1111 tile rest oftlte house lllldAIU¥ saJd tile plluiU in that 
roomabwzysdletl. 
Suddenly, the kunps dimmed. Then came the most horrlflc 
moment of my 1Jft. Imtelld of A/lee silting there, I was ftla 
to face with a wolf-UU creature. Its eyes tunredfrom red to 
yellow and it hllllfoul brealh. I WtU too terrljled to scretUII. 
It loomed over me, thm said ill a tllrollty voiu; "You 're 110t 
getting out IIIJve. " 

· I tried to strugg"' but t1tb belut lleld me down. I 1IUIIUiged 
to wrencll mysel;( awGY IIIUl stllggered to tile door, but I 
MUll 't able to opne it. A.s I tllmed IHiclc to face my altllcker, 
1t collllpsed to the poor- and crouching there butelul ofthe 
belut, wtu Allce, who stllrted sobbing. She asld she's been 

"tl'tlllsfonned" twice before. 
I wa.t In a total diu:e. It seems lncredlble, but I just 1tllliU 

my way to bed. 
Tile next ntomlng I thought I'd dntmtt tt. But tllm I 
1JOtlcetl tllree IIUII'Ia on my necJc when tile Cl'elltlu'e had 
.lld4me. 
Allce and I only spo/ce briefly, but site told me she fell a 
luuldretl yetii'S o/4. 
AJID'wlll'tb, I spou to ptll'tiiiOI'IIUexperU who tUid If AJJc,e 
llad beelt depressed, lt woulil havre been possible for t11t 
entity to tllke over Iter body. 
It seems too ollllluullsh tJ1Ul b/zlliTe for words, but I'm 
convinced 1t retllly 1114 happen. I've 110t been able to bring 
myse/fto spellktoAllce agllin. 
And · every l5tll April, tile anniversary of tile dtlle it 
happeiiSI, I go cold at the thought of tllat striJIJge 
eiiC/JIIIII6. 
J����e, 1997. 'BELLA..MAGAZINE' 

�� ll�vil !log 
ef llartmoor 

To compliment tbe story printed above, and to perhaps 
lend some degree of bellvabUty to a seemingly preposterous 
account of an lmpouible creature, couider If you will the 
foUowing tale from our ftles which wu said to have 
occured back In 1982. 
One Sprin& even�n&, not lonc after full dark had 
descended, Dartmoor farmer, Maurice Knowles, 
encountered what he lnitlally tboupt was a 'large blllck 
dog' while searching for a ewe just about to lamb oD his 
land aear Lydford. 
AI be approached the udmal however, be could dearly see 
tbat it wu Dot a dog at all, and was ID.Itead confronted 
wttb something out of a ntgtrtmare. • .A three foot tall 
abomtnatton wttb a Jonc race, ears turned forward and a 

pJ&-IIke snout. 
What puzzled tbe farmer, even more than tbe terrfylng 
nature or Its appearance was tbe fact that although be 
shone his torch tun OD it, the creature took DO noUce and 
simply continued snumtng the ground. 
It was only when the beast looked up that Maurtce realised 
why it had paled blm no beed. •• lt had no eyes. Only a black 
Une where tbe eyes should have been. 
The creature, a hideous comblnaUon or pfl, do& and yo11111 
horse, eventually loped across the field unUi lost to sight. 
Mr Knowles was later convinced that the thin& be later 
(not surprlsnEIJ) referred to as 'The Devil', couldn't see 
him but had caught his scent and ran oft 
Raearhc:er Bob Boyd, who visited tbe farm after the 
alleged sighting, found a footprint and scratches OD a wall 
where the animal ran away. 



Qlfte 'WUd sPuma 
Of CEast 'Wittel'in9 

A prime eDIDple of the capridousness of the power thAt 
seems to lie behJnd all aspects of strange phenomena made 
itself apparent once more in early April this year. 
East Wtttering, In Sussex, was the site or an alleged black 
puma sighting wblcb resulted In the deployment or an 
armed response unit totalling ten omcers, who set out to 
hunt down the beast. 
Robb Young, 53, bad Initially raised the alarm after be saw 
what be took to be an ADen Big Cat when he was working 
at the village pub, 'The Thatched Tavern.' 
'1 sGW a piUIUJ, no doubt about it. It was on tile edge of tile 

jld4 towlll'ds tile edge of the copse, just strolJJag along. It 
looUd tU if it .,.,. just beblg IJJzy and m}oyblg tile wGrm 
wetlllter. 
I wtU about 2$0 yartb away from tt, but to me lt loo/ced 
about three feet high. I came 17UU1lng Into the pub and 
tulced V anybody Juul a plllr of IJinocuJIIn but nobody Juul 
tJum. Thm I saw a 1IUIII tllldng a lllrg� Col& dog for a 
WGlk. I COmplll'ed the stu ofthe two and tills Ctlt was lllrger 
thaft the dog. 
I wtu quite IIIIUIUlL I have sem all these things about the 
Beast Of Bodmln in the papers and on the news but this 
was the retll thing. I was worrlell for tile IIUIIJ with tile dog 
so I drove roiiiUl to Wlll'll him off. 
We tltm phoned for tile police /Jecmue there Is an old folk's 
llome llelll'by IIIUJI war wOI'I'II«ltlboutlt being on tile loos� 
The RSPCA sped to the scene along with the armed 
omcers, and after a tense 90-mtnute search or the on�acre 
Hllton Park copse, the alert was suddeuly canceDed when 
the searchers round what they took to be the culprtt. • .An 
ordinary domesUc black cat that was pretty angry at being 
treated rather harshly, but could hardly be described as 
wild. 
Serpant Bm Bryant or the Sussex poUce was quoted as 
saying: 'l tuSunae tJuzt the person 111111 spottell lt nuut have 
bem a long way from it. Tile tll7llal rapoiU� w:Jdc� wa.r 
brougllt tt, }lut ill ct���e, but tJu III7IIMl o� wer� not 
deployed.. I think tll� pt!rSOtl wllo ¥Jotted lt IIIIUt be a bit 
embarrased. Nutlt b better to be saft t/um surry. ' 
Robb Young was unimpressed by the revelation that the 
thing he'd seen was an ordinary cat. •• 
'TIIq may say IIOW tJuJt lt W4l a 1I017Itlll Ctlt but I �  no 
doubt tlult 1t Is still out tltere. ' 
lOth April, 1991. Eat Wltterblg, Sussex. 'DAILY 
EXPRESS. 

And The Latest On ·rhe 
Black Beast Of Essex• 

1be corpse or a Labrador round left In a pool or blood, was 
suspected or being a vicUm or the so-called 'Black Beast or 
EsseL 
A vet apparently �onftrmed that Ita horrHlc Injuries could 
have been caused by a &fant wild cat. The dog, 
llv�year-old Jenuna, bad its stomach slashed and one le& 
was bitten down to the bone. 
'Mmry oftiJe ill}llrles were CIIU!Ied by lllrg� fangs, ' claimed 
vet Helena Rymuzew1ka, who BpeDt three boun 
attempting to stitch tbe terrible wounds. 'Ther� wee te11n 
Ill IM dog's jlesh that could have been CIIIUed by 
rarpr-slulrp teeth. 
We recently trt!llted a domestic Clltwhlcll had been slmlliirly 
savaged. It& hip bone was brolcen by a sbtgle bite. ' 

Jemma's owner, farmer Davtd Cleal, of White Notley, near 
Braintree, Essex, was In agreement. 
'Tile dog wa.r bJ a terrible stalL The ft���g marks led us to 
beJkve tiJilt some sort of ltuge Cllt wa.r respoiUlble. Several 
people have saldtlley have seen one bJ tile aretJ recently. ' 
There have Indeed been periodic stghtings or a black cat 
the siZe or a puma roamtng across Essex, and ponce have 
received a string of calls from people who claim to have 
spotted the 'Beast.' 
The Cleat's neighbour. Hazel Ward, Is one such person. 
'I've seen a blade anJnui/. • .Dejlnetly a blg Cllt l'lllllllng lnto  
the woodt. , 

1st Jwu, 1991. Brtl.lllb'� .Esst!X. 'NEWS OF THE 
WORLD. ' 

2/01'1'01' Of 7lte r])eep 
South African vtuagers In a remote rural backwater are 
said to be llvtng In abject terror or a man-eaUng 
river-monster said to have �baracterlstlcs or both a Dsb 
and a horse. 
Ezra Slgwella, agriculture minister In the Eutem Cape 
region, told an astonlahed legislature that the beast bad 
gorged Itself upon at least seven victims In the Umztmhlava 
River, situated to the north or the former Tnmskd black 
homeland. 

He promised to dispatch omdals In a bid to bunt down the 
creature. His remarks drew a predictable amount or scorn 
from the assembled lawmakers, amid sUghtly more serious 
calls or "MIIIIIIJimbo" - a  reference to a beast from Xhosa 
tribal mytholo£Y, that Is said to live in riven and, if caught, 
provide ueat wealth. 
11111 May, 1997. Umr.bnlllllva Rlver, Soutll A.jHcll. 
'COLUMBUS DISPATCH. ' 

Hot On The Trail Of 
China's  Bigfoot 

Researchers hunUna for the elusive, detlnltive proof for the 
existence or the Cblnele BHM (BI& Hairy Monster), may 
have round footprints of the legendary creature. 
Hundreds of very large print. retembllng thole of a man 
have been reportedly Hell In the forata of the mountalnoua 
ShennongJia National Park in central Hubel Province. 
Wang Fangcben, bead of the Collllldttee �or Research On 
Strange And Rare Creatures said; 'We lulve IIUUle 
]1l'dJmbulry COIICiuslotu t1u1t they were left by two lllllmllls 
walldng bJ two legs. The biggest footprint Is 15 llu:lles long, 
quite lill'ger titan a 1IUIII 's, IIIUl dljJ'ert!lltjtom tile footprints 
of any other ldmtl/fedlllllnulls. ' 
The creature wu believed to weigh about .uolbL 'Prtlgras 
towllrd IUU'aveiJJIJg tJu mystery oftlle Wlllbluln would be of 
gretltsclentlflclmporttmce, 'Fangchen conduded. 
2$th J1111e, 1991. ShennongjliJ Natlolllll Parlc, central 
HubelPruvlnce. 'DAILYMAIL ' 



l1/Jeirll .Seienee 
The Frog That Won't Fall To 

Earth 
Anyone even remotely acquainted with Fortean phenomena 
will be more than famillar with mysterious showers or live 
Frogs falling from the sky - The works or the late, great 
Charles Fort are ftlled with such accounts and whilst such a 
phenomenon it indeed truly wondrous, even more bizarre 

is the report in 'THE NEW SCIENTIST' that features the 
incredible photograph of a frog that openly delles grmty. 
Using a magneUc field, scientists at the University or 
NotUngham along with their colleagues at the University or 
Ntjmegen In Holland, have apparently caused a frog, 
nick-named Yurt, to hang suspended In mid-air. 

The process works because giant magnetic fields sUghtly 
distort the orbits or the electrons contained witbin the 
amphibian's atoms. The resulting electric current generates 

a magnetic fteld In the opposite dlrecUon to that of the 
mapet. A field of 16 Teslas created as attractive force so 
strong that it could make the frog Doat. •• .At least unUI it 
made good it's escape. The same team were also 
responsible for tbe levitaUon or plants, grushoppen and 
ftsb.. 
And before you ask, yes, efl'orts are already underway 
towards finding a pracUcal use for the new discovery. 
'If you have a 1IUJg1let tlult u big enough, you could levitllte 
a 1uutuua, ' says Peter Main, one of the researchers. He also 
answered another quesUon almost before it was 
uttered. •• 'Tile frog dld not sum to suffer any IJJ,..efjects. It 
wmt baclc to tu fdlow frogs looldllgpnfectly ltiiJIPY. ' 
23rd May, 1991. Nottlnglulm, EngiJznd/NI}megm, Holklnd. 
'NEW SCIENTIST. ' 

Attack Of The Cell From 
Hell 

Scientists in the USA have discovered a deadly bacteria 
that preys on fish and humans. 
MllUona if tlth in North Carolina's marshlands have been 
found dead with open sores apparently caUied by the 
micro-organism dubbed 'The Cell From Hell'. It said to 
feed on the blood of its victims, be they animal or 
otherwise. 
F1shermen, divers and other people whose lot It ls to 
submerge underwater to make a living have often found 
sores on their bodies and felt faint or sutrered memory loss 
after coming into contact with water fouled by dead llsh. 

The or1anism ldlllnl the ftsh, known as pjlesterill, could 
eat a piranh2 for breakfast. Biologists say the tiny 
organisms secrete a to:Dn that ests holes in � then slowly 
paralyses their muscles and suffocates them. 
North Carolina State University researcher Joanne 
Burkbolder, who helped discover the creature in 1990, is 
convinced the toxins made her and nine other researchers 
sick after laboratory tests In 1993. 
State health omci3Is insist however, that although they are 
sUll collating evidence, there is no concrete proof of the bug 
ever attacking humans •••• Well, they would, wouldn't they! 
Pjlesterlll, a one-ceDed Oflanism, has probably existed for 
milltons or years, but Burkholder's research indicates that 
it prouterates and takes on a lethal form when exposed to 
high levels of nitrogen and phosphorous - by-products of 
human and animal waste. . 
She believes tbe bug origtnally became a big problem in 
North Carolina waters as the state's pig fanning industry 
soared over the past decade. It has since ·been round as far 
north as Delaware and as far south as the Gulf or MeDco, 
and it can live In fresh or salt water. 
Cheery news for swimmers in the area, and I don't think! 
18th A.prll, 1991. North Cllrolbul, USA. •• .And 
aptWidlttg. .. 'THE EXPRESS. , 

ttte Cractc IB ttte WOrld 
In Ozark, Missouri, (Site of more New World Order 
conspiracy theories than a whole ser/a of 'THE X-Fll..ES' 
- See ellewhere tbil iuue)) late last year, a mysterious 
crack in the ground was discovered about three miles north 
of this southwestern Missouri community. 
On 10th October, 1996, construction workers widening a 
bridge on Chrtstlan County NN came across a 1�0-foot 
long crack In the earth.. It certainly hadn't been there the 
day before. 
The fissure, as wide as four inches in some places, ran 
under the bridge and in and out or Farmer's Creek, a 
riverbed that is dry nearly all year round. 
Four days later, the workers noUced that the bridge's 
north approach slab - a 20-foot-wide chunk of concrete 
about two-feet -thick-had somehow tilted. 
The result was a two-inch bump where the road meets the 
bridge, and a dip and a crack in the road about nine-feet 
from the bridge. 
'I've been III'OUIUI a long time, and I've never sun the 
groutUI IIUJVe /JU this III'Ountl a coMtnu:tlon site, ' claimed 
.Joe Warren, who has worked the roads for nigh on 2S 
yean. 'It's 11 str1111ge sltulltlo& It's dejl1aiUly 1111 oddbtllL ' 
It sounds like the beginning or one of those classic, black 
and white Scl-Fl B-movies of the 1�'s to me. •• 
27th October, 1997. Or.arlc, Mls:rourt, USA. 'ST. LOUIS 

POST-DISPATCH. ' 

Zapped By Meteorite's  
A meteorite travelllng at 1,000 mph smashed into a car 
parked in the centre of a French town m mid-ApriL 
Residents sleeping in a nearby block of Bats at Chambery, 
In the midst of the French Alps, were shaken from their 
sleep by the sound of 'a dmfming explosion and dllullng 
whtu /Jght, ' as  the 31b molten rock crashed into the car and 
set it ablaze. 

· The Renault Clto's horrtned owner, a 54-year-old woman, 
called the poUce because her first thought was that 
someone bad placed a bomb beneath her vehicle. 'WIIen I 
lte��rd ltwas a rock from outer sptu:e I fell much better, ' she 
was quoted as saying. I'm not surprised. She has since put 
In an insurance claim based on an 'act of God' clause. 
14th � 1997. Chambrey, French Alps. 'DAILY 
EXPRESS. ' 



••• And over in Beaumont, Texas, USA. a heavenly visitor 
arrived unannounced at the home of the Reverend Howard 
Cameron...A marble-sized rod[ slammed through the roof 
u be wu shaving on the morning of 2nd May. 
Cameron was shocked by the sound of the meteorite 
punching a hole clean through the ceiling of his bedroom 
closet and embedded Itself In a wall. 
� tile time I tllougllt 1t wa a plllnl explosion, ' realled 
Cameron. It took several days and the intervenUon of a 
&eology professor trom Lamar University to ftnd out what 
euet1y had crashed Into bls house that morning. 
His wtre, Marilyn, and 7-year-old daupter, Caitlyn, both 

said the noise woke them up. Mr Cameron turned on the 
radio expecting there to be news of some kind of dluster in 
the area, but there wu nothing. He'd forgotten all about lt 
by the Ume the next day came roiDng around, and lt was 
only wbeD he was m the process of cleaning his gatten that 
be came across a half-doDar-stzed hole In tbe roof. 
'It WIU tU neaJly cut a If somebody luul 1Ued a ]llliiCh, '  be 
said. Looking around Inside, he found a hole In the celllng 
of his bedroom closet. 
Although something like 3,000 meteorites strike the Earth 
tJVery day, only a few thouaand have ever been found, and 
only a mere handtal have been �ally oblerved as they 
ren. 
Jlm Jordan, the aroremenUoned geology expert, arrived on 
the scene and found fragments or the rock embedded tn the 
closet walL 
'The meteorite had t111cen a right-hand tum, ' Mr Cameron 
said. 'ltluul ended up behind some pictun albums. ' 
Nothin& inside the closet was dama&ed. If the rock had not 
turned, lt might have landed near his wife who was sleeping 
oearby. Cameron tbinkl, not surprisingly perhaps, that m 
Angel defleeted the meteor's path. 
13111 May, 1997. Bemuttont, Tt!X1111, USA. 'COLOMBUS 

DISPATCH. ' 

Smurf Dolls Banned 
For Swearing 

Hot on the heels of the 'Cabbage Patch Doll's' that were 
withdrawn because they showed a pendwrt for ripping out 
chlldren's hair, comes the following account from 
Brantrord, Ontario, Canada, of a Wai-Mart store being 
forced to withdraw their range of 'Smurf DoUs' because 
tbey succumbed to a bout of foul language. .. 
Deborab Otbom of Seotland, Ontario, bought a 'Berry 
Luvtn' Baby Smurf' u a Chrlstmaa gUt for her 
two-and-a-half year old granddaughter, Amber. The famfty 
later claimed that following a squeeze of the doll's hand, 
the smurr giggles and utters a garbled sentence that sounds 
an awful lot like an obscelllty. 
'My poor grandchll4 luu been plllllshed for saying tlu:se 
wortb and she got lt from thl.r stupid doU. ' complained 
Osbom. The Wai-Mart store wbich sold tbe otreastve doll, 
removed six rem•tntng boxes from ita shelves and sent one 
to bead omce to undergo testing. 
The Smurf's doll face la suppoted to change colour and say 
12 different things, according to the manufaetaren, lnrin 
Toys. Osbom, however, said Amber's doll bad only one, 
decidedly uncouth expression, and it most certainly WfD'II 't 
'I run on hugsm• 
7th JatJiliii'Y, 1997. Brlllll.ford, Ontario, CIIIUIIl& 
'KA.LAMAZOO GAZE7TE. ,  

MEDICALANOMALIES 
A giant baby boy weighing 19.8lb, with the body of an 
18-montb-old toddler, has reportedly been bom In China. 

Alter some unsurprisln2 problems surroundln2 the actual 
bl.rtb, both mother and 'chlld' were said to be doing ftne 
following a Caesarean operaUon. 
Docton In Henan Province described the baby as 27.6 
Inches tall but otberwlae completely norinal. 
'He's not only huge, lie lla 11 gigtmtlc appetite to lftlltcll, ' a 
doctor Informed the 'CHINA DAILY' newspaper. 'He 
consiUIIeS vast amollllb of mliJc IIIUI Ills mot/u!t' JI1UI.r lt 
dljJicuJJto keep ,PWitlt the denuuuL ' 
lOth April, 1997. He111111 PrtJVIna, Chbul. 'DAILY 
EXPRESS. ' 

A..rclra-cdlogical oW'issi17e s 
Thousands of stone toots discovered ID Etblopla, appear to 
be the oldest obJects yet found that were actually created 
by our human ancestors. 
AccorcUng to a report In the respected Journal 'NA.1VRE� 
the ftst-stze stone tools, wbich may well have been uUIIsed 
u a means of uacldn& shells or for cuttln& Oesh, are dated 
at 2.S milllon years old, a staggering quarter of a millton 
years older than the previous record for such tools. 
Paleoantbropologlst Sllesbi Semaw, Rutgers Untventty, 
says the tools show 'SIII"pp1.flngly sophlstlcllted control of 
stone }ttll:tlue mec1uJn1cs,' equal to that seen in tooll made 
as much as a million years later. They are almost ldenUul 
to those found In the Olduvat Goree In Tanzania dated at 
1. 7 mtlllon to 1.8 million years old. 
The nearly 3,000 stone tooll were loeated between 1992-94 
In the Gona region of Ethiopia, which is widely considered 
to be one of the most productive areas for ftndtng traces of 
the earliest human evolution. 
The tools are mostly made up or circular stones used for 
smashing obJects and stone flakes, wblch were presumably 
used for cutUng. The sdenUsts are left with the premise 
that humans evolved a lot earner than had ftrst been 
supposed. 
However, no fossils were found at the site to reinforce the 
belief that man really did emeree much sooner, and lt 
leaves tbe identity of the toolmaken In some doubt. 
J3rtlJIIIIIIIII'Y, 1997. Etlalopiii,Afrlcll. 'Us..t TODA.Y. ' 

And Ape-Lice Cna111n1 Mly Have 
lalmed 1111 Ear1ll Macll Elder 

Fossils discovered during expeditions launched iD the 
1960's and more recently in 1994, are believed to have 
belonged to a farle, ape-like creature that .may just be the 
oldest known relative of humans. .. 
The foulls from Uganda, are dated at least 20.6 millton 
yean ago. They belonged to a one hundred pound creature 
that could stand upright and swing from trees, says Laura 
MacLatchy from the state University · of New York at 
Stony Brook. 
'Tile fllulb show fttltllla of tile s/uml4er IIIUl vertelmll 
colllmn t1u11 are stgniJictlntly stmllllr to tlune ofllvlng apes 
111Ulluutuln8, 'she says, conlldent1ally. 
The precise date pushes back the appearance of an 
simian-Jib being by at least S million years. 
Contemporaries 20 milllon years aco were more monkey 
like, walked on aD fours and were unable to swing and 
compete for food In the aame way. 
'Tllu Is tile elll'llat eviiiDu:le for a stgniJictlntly IIJ»--lU 
body pkm Ill tile prlmllte fossil record, '  says Daniel Gebo, 
lead author of the report that appeared In a recent Issue of 
'SCIENCE. 'Tbe fossils, discovered tn the 1960's, consisted 
of facial bones, teeth and vertebrae. The facial bones and 
teeth were prlmiUve like others from the period, but the 
vertebrae resemble those of modem apes. On return 
expeditions In 1994-95, the team found shoulder bones and 
two partial remun with modem features. 



The proposed new 2enus and species name for tbe elder 
relative is MoroltlpltJiecu3 bbJUJpL Moroto is the site in 
Uganda wbere tbe fouils were found and W. Bishop is tbe 
name of the sdenttat who inttially dllcovered the fossils. 
'AU otlter fot71U oflto11tbtouu latown from 20 mliJJo11 years 
ago are much more generalised ln their body proportloru 
and doll 't show the spedjlc adilptlltlom that the apes have. 
These are certlllnly the o/Jiest fossils that show 
charllderlstla that resemble those of llvlng apes and 
luunalu. ' 
18thAprll, 1991. Ugiiiiiiii,Afr/cll. 'USA TODAY. ' 

7J.21. COIIUIJttation Camps fJJeing Set 
7Jp ::ha 7k fJJack.ooJs Of �  
The rumour-mtns or the Ozarks, Missouri, bave been 
busily churning out a whole series or conspiracy theories at 
such a speed you'd almost think it was going out or fashion 
(In the increuJn&ly paranoid late 1990's? Fat chance). 
Fuelled by ooe Wllllam F. Jud, tbe theory that the United 
NaUons haa designated hundreds of what it ca1Ja 
'Biospberes' around tbe world, some In the United States. 
These are .said to be enVIronmentally Important areas 
because they baven't yet been extensively developed or 
farmed. 
This part or the theory at least, is undeniably true. 
The U.N. did set up a Man In The Biosphere Prouamme 
back in 1970, and since then, 337 biosphere reserves have 
been established in 85 countries. The United States has 47 
of thele, many of them national parkl and other areas 
where an ecosystem la still largely intact. The idea is to 
help residents manage an entire ecosystem so that an tts 
inhabitants - plants, animals and people - survive Into the 
futUre. 
What is a good deal more debatable is Jud's assertion that 
the ulUmate goal of the biosphere movement is to forcibly 
move people otr SO per cent of the land In the U.S. and 
return it to the wilderness with all humans banned. Roads 
wlll be tom up, power Unes downed, brid&es and dams 
destroyed, mines dosed, wells plugged, pipelines removed, 
towns burned and the ubes buried. 
When you got right down to it, it would amount to m 
all-out lllvulon by the U.N. 
Environmental laws would be eaforced so strictly that 
people will have no choice but to leave. For those who 
continue to refUse, U.N. troops currently being trained In 
tbe U.S. will force tbe strapn Into concentration camps 
situated on the very fringes or tbe major dtles. Tbele 
troops will be guided in tbeir movements during tbe 
invuion by secret codea stamped into tbe back of road 

stgna. 
Jud and hll compatriots have not been prepared to sit Idly 
by wbUst this ftendlsh plot was In the process of being 
hatched. Alter stumbling upon news of tts tncepUon, they 
have Issued self-produced lea8ets proclaiming the planned 
Invasion to car wlndshlelds, in which tbey warn the people 
that they had best enjoy their freedom now, because the 
whole J'ellon of tbe <narks was soon to be declared 
oft'-llmlts to humans. Only wildlife would be permitted to 
remain. 

. 

Whlllt the threat may be bued more on paranoia than any 
degree of hard fact, tbe fean or Jud and hll 
not-so-merry-mea (and women) are real enough and have 
subsequently created a climate of distrust in Southern 
Missouri. Mmtla members have begun showing up at local 
meeUngs, as bas racist and anti-SemtUc Uterature. 
Proponents of the take-over theory ctte as 'proof' articles 
from magazines backed by the mlnlng, ranching and timber 
Industries or private properties rights groups like 'People 
For The West.' And of course, the Internet hu become a 
source for somewhat dubious information to be imparted 

to anyone equipped wltb a computer modem. Most sceptics 
believe that tbe so-ealled plot is a symptom of the end of 
the Cold War, and the fad that there no longer exists a 
common enemy on which to focus ones petty hatreds. 
Jud and his foUowen held a meeting at West Plains High 
School, during which they voiced tbelr fears that United 
Nations troops were already training for the invasion In 
camps based around the Dakotas, that !5,000 reUred Hong 
Kong poUcemen have been hired to do the 'dirty work' the 
U.S. army will retrain from taking part In, and that 'those 
diJnul · biJu:Jc heJJcopten are U.N. troops 011 practice 
� ,  
400 people turned up for the meeting, a reflection on just 
how seriously local resident. view the threat of a �ver. 
Jud maintaina that they have good reuon to be afraid. 
'Tite U.N. will brblg Ill tile E11111111gered Specta Act iUUI 

jllul some /lttJe bug 011 your /mm. And the ulllnulte goal I& 
to depopU/Ille completely jO percent ofthe UllltedSIIIID for 
wllllemess area. Anotller Jj per cent will be a bu.8er :,one, 
wllere people will have the /evelof.freedom you 'djlndba the 

� c:JIIIIeu COIIUitlllle. , 
A multitude or federal and state agencies - including the 
U.S. Forest Service, National Park Service and Missouri 
Department or Conservation - are In on the conspiracy, 
according to Jud. 'StiiJTUU this Is so far out that I Cllll 't sit 
here and 1IUIIce lt up. ' 

He beUeves that the Immediate threat of the Ozarks 
Invasion was only averted due to the intervention or uoups 
like 'People For The West,' soon after they uncovered 
evidence oftbe plot. 
'It CIIIIN wltltbt lW!I!D of /uJppellillg in Al'lum&a, but � 
Ctlllght 11 iUUI &hut 11 down. , 
The suspected agencies and groups are of course, equally 
adamant that this conspiracy theory is just utter nonsense. 
As with all things, only Ume wm tell who's right, I guess. 
6-9th April, 1991. Ovzrks, Mlssollrl, USA.. ST 
LOUIS-POST & DISPATCH. 

�te�oid Chasing CJhe 
CEartft 

An asteroid Skm wide has been sighted by astronomen, 
shadowln& the Earth's orbit around tbe Sun. and Is due to 
crou tbe Earth's path in 2, 750 years Ume. 
There Is believed to be little chance of a coUision however. 
'Eiperts' at York Untvenity In Ontario, Canada, bave 
chrtstened the lump of rock with the tmaginaUve name; 
3753. They assert that tbe asteroid moves In a spiraUing 
lddney bean shape circle and 2ets closest to our planet 
every 38S years. It last neared the Earth 100 years ago. 
Even tben it Is sUU 40 Umes tbe distance between tbe Earth 
and tbe Moon, and is more likely to smack Into Venus, In 
8,000 yean time than make a crash landing here. 
12111 JWN, 1997. 'DAILYMA.NC ' 

�tlttJ �t�ael 3a ZJe 
etlll Cf �Je MtJJt 

In Caldwell, Idaho, USA, area doctors bave been forced to 
call upon state and federal health 'experts' to help solve the 
mysterious deaths or seven County Canyon residents who 
bave died In their sleep over a ftve month period. 
'Tito�wer� some IIIUitiiUIJ.jlndbtp Ill th� CJUes tJultsu1J11est 
tltey mlgllt be tU!d togetlter,' said Mercy Medical Centre 
pathologist Thomas DonndeUnger ••• Typically frustrating in 
matters of this kind, be refused point blank to elaborate. •• 
6th Febnuuy, 1997. Idllho, USA. 'USA TOD.A Y. '  



When Fate 
Turns Its Back 

Police In ·sticlc-llp• Farce 
Police omcer Magnus Vlllskar, 29, managed to make a 
complete and utter pills of an arrest tn Helstnkl, Finland, 
recently. 
He was chasing after a pair of mug&ers and had cornered 
them in an alleyway when they started shooting. ' I 
returned jlre and then dJved behind a reftue conJIIJner, 
p�BIIing my f��ee against tJu suu so tllllt tllq collldn 't su 
,.. , ' 

A good idea, you might tbink. •• Except unfortunately for 
Magnus, in the sub-zero temperatures his bare forehead 
stuck fast to the Icy metal, rendering btm completely 
immoblle. At first he tried to blutr it out, shouting out that 
tired old classic of a million gangster B-movies; 'I've got 
you covered, ' and firing his gun into the air. 
Eventually however, the mug&en discovered b1s 
predicament and after removing his trousen and 
underpants, made good their escape. 
Magnus was left to muse over the bungle and stgb wttb 
pbllosopblcal sadness ••• 'It wollldn 't have bun so IHut, 
except kutweek I got my penis studc to a 111mp post. ' 
Don't ask. •• 
J1stMay, 1997. Helslnld, Flnlllnd. 'THEBIGISSUE. '  

*** Talldng or people getUng parts or their anatomy stuck 
in places where they really shouldn't, drunken Guntber 
Antbrobus tried to pee throup the letter box or a deserted 
house in Bavaria. 

Unfortunately, he got his penis studc, and wu trapped 
overnight unUI a passing postman came to his rescue. 
4tJIMay, 1997. Bllvarltl, Gemumy. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

Unlucky In Crime 
When Patriek Manning showed up for jury duty at a 
Tulu, Okbhoma, courtroom, a routiDe check revealed that 
he wu in fact, bimlell a wanted man. 
He was immediately arrested for a murder that took place 
back in 1987 during the robbery of a drugstore. 
23rd March, 1997. Tu/sa, OlclllhoiiUl, USA. 'BOSTON 
SUNDAY HERALD. ' 

*** A would-be hero by the name of Paul Emenon, was bit 
with a bottle by the shoplifter he tried to prevent stealin& 
from a San Jose store. 
The manager's dog then bit his ankles and ftnally, another 
shopper mistook him for a thief and hit blm with her 
handbag. 
One wonden why the beD be bothered. 
6tl1Aprll, 1991. 81111Jose, USA.. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 
* "' *  Burglar Wayne Ferrts aeddentally crashed through 
the ceiling of a California shop be was In the process of 
stealing from •• .And promptly choked to death on the torch 
be was carrying In his mouth. 
13tJIAprll, 1997. Callfomill, USA. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

*** An incredibly unlucky thiers false leg feD off as be 
attempted to make a getaway on a bicycle after grabbing a 
woman's lwldba& ln Viareufo, Plsa. He fell flat on his face 
onto the pavement and was later arrested. 
26thAprll, 1997. Vim'eggio,Plsa,ItiJLy. 'DAILY EXPRESS. ' 

••• Thierry Pennard bit his head on a beam at the house be 
bad illegally entered in Marseille. 

He was later found unconscious by the owners; who 
promptly called the police. 
11t11May, 1991. ManDJJD, FriiiiCL. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

*** Porky bank robber Yuklo Ozawa was easily 
apprehended by Tokyo police after the braces on his 
trousers snapped, sending him sprawling on the footpath 
along which he wu trying to eaeape. 
18t11May, 1997. Tolcyo, Japan. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

••• German bank manager Lutber Spracb, 53, of 
Stuttgart, unwisely Informed cashier Bans Bumllch 
(unfortunate name, but there you go) that 'the day you get 
promotion u the dlly I stick a plnellpple up my anel' 
Mr Bumlich took Lutber at his word, and came to work 
the ronowtng day with armed with a shotgun and a 
vidous-looking pineapple. He commanded the cowering 
Mr Sprach to shove the piece of fruit up where the sun 
don't shine, or else he'd happily blow his head oft 
'Itwa a lluge pbuspple, ' recalled one witness. 'It IJtul wry 

pric/cly slda. It IIIIIM you wblce }IUt to look at 1t. ' 
Despite a host of determined efforts, and some sterling 
assistance from the deputy manager, the by now, very 
red-faced Mr Sprach was unable to make much of a 
headway with the pineapple. Eventually, his tormentor 
grew bored of his puny eJI'orts and Bed into the street. Mr 
Bumllch wu later bundled to the ground by passers-by. 
Maintaining an admirable se111e or humour, Luther wu 
quoted u saying; 'Tile next tbJte I ue a frlllt 1'N!!IIzpllor, I'U 
clloose st1llldltlllg s11111ll...Lllre a bilberry. ' 
21st May, 1991. Stuttgart, Gemuzny. 'THE BIG ISSUE. ' 

• • •  Hetnz Kramer robbed a bank in Radstad, Austria, 
wearing a wetsuit, and then dived into the nearby river. 
Unlucldly for him, be was easily caught when the chasing 
police simply fonowed the trail of air bubbles. 
25thMay, 1997. Rlldstllll,Austrla. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 

*** Robber Jack Austin decided to wear a motorcycle 
helmet to disguise his features when he raided a restaurant 
In Jackson, Alabama, USA. 
He was soon nabbed however when diners spotted bls 
name painted OD the back of his headgear. 
1stJIUU, 1997. Alobanul, USA. 'SUNDAYPEOPLE. ' 

•••Burglar Boris Sudlmir couldn't resist having a tinkle on 
the piano tn the luxury nat he'd broken tnto tn Tula, 
Russia. Not surprtstn&ly, the otr-key racket attracted the 
attenUon or the neighbours who called the police, who 
caught him red-handed. 
13tJI J� 1997. Tuls,.Riusl& 'DAILY SLUR. ' 

Thief Jetrrey McLeod was caught after be robbed a petrol 
station in Tampa Flortda. •• He ran out of fuel as he tried to 
speed off Into the nipt. 
6th Jllly, 1997. TIIIIIJIII, Florid& 'NEWS OF THE 
WORLD. ' 

*** Mlguel Antonias hit upon the novel idea of wearing a 
condom over his face wben holding up a bank in Maturtn, 
Venezuela. 
He maybe bad Ume to reflect it wasn't such a great concept 
after all however, when be found be was 

'
unable to get the 

condom otr and subsequently died of suffocation. 
17tll July, 1991. Mlltllrla, Y� 'SUNDAY 
PEOPLE. ' 

*** And llnally, New Yorker Mike 0' DonneD simply 
ronowed his nose to track down a burglar. 
The crook had farted wblle hiding and such was the 
pungency of the odour, Mike easily traced the smell to a 
cupboard. 
3rdAIIgust, 1991. New York, USA.. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE. ' 



CExchanoe £X.ao 
�-views 

The Goblin Universe # 5 
From the team that brougbt you the ever-exceUent 
'ANIMALS AND MEN', Jonatban Downes brings us 
another equaDy fascinating publication. 
The latest issue features on 1997's latest batch of 
Crop Circles, Communication Wltb UFO's, The 
Haunting Of Glamis Casde, Psychic Detectives, 
Animal Mutilations, and a typically oudandish 
article from Tony 'Doe' Shiels on 'Sea Heads.' 
AD tbls, plus lots of news cDppings from around the 

world, makes 'THE GOBLIN UNIVERSE' a 
compulsive read. 
Availllbk from; 15, Holne Court, Exwlclc, Exeter, 

Devon, UK. £8 for four issues. 

Cover Up # 7 
David Colman's intriguing publication continues to 
(in the words of Harry Hill) 'dazde and excite.' 
1be latest edition includes Alien Big Cats in West 
Lothian, UFO investigator Bob Oechlar's resignation 
form active study in the field, The New World Order 
Conspiracy, Local (Scottish) UFO reports. a selection 
of news clippings, and a report on the SPI's victory 
in the recent 'We The Jury' UFO TV debate. 
Highly recommended. 
Avallable from; Davld Colmlln, 49, LJmejleld 

Crescent, Batltgate, West Lothian, Scotlllnd. EH 48 
1RF. Sample Issue £1:25 

Wirral Paranormal 
lavestigations Monthly 

Magazine #18 
My tlrst encounter with this splendid pubUcatlon, 
which is something of a surprise, seeing as how it's 
just about the only other local-ish paranormal 
magazine on the market, but better late than never 
as the saying goes- The latest issue carries articles 
on tbe Amityville Horror, Electronic Voice 
Phenomena; the 1994 USAF report on the infamous 
KosweU Incident, and a selection of poetry, news 
clippings. and a interesting piece by Wally Dames on 
Warrington sightings of the eternally elusive 
Spring-Heeled Jack. 
The mag is actually the mouthpiece of the Wirral 

Paranormal Investigations group. We hope to feature 
more on this extremely wortbwbile organisation in 
subsequent issues. 
Avallable from; Ml1ce McManus, 21, VIctoria Rd, 
E/Jesmere Purt, Cheshire, L65 BBU. Sample Issue; £1. 

HaDDted Seotl1111d #7 
One of my favourite Fortean publications, featuring 
as it does, a whole welter of strange phenomena, 
much of it original. The latest issue is no exception 
and includes pieces on Faerie Crosses, The Final 

R.oman Empire, The Disappearing Lighthouse 
Keepers Of The Flannan Isles, the latest reports from 
Locb Ness (including a fascinating anomalous sonar 
reading from Loch Lochy) and a tantalising snippet 
about a man who was let off with a speeding fme 
because he claimed he'd been terrified by a large 
black and wbite unidenUfted animal, that ran out of 
the road in front of him. 
There's lots more besides; and I really cm't 
recommend this magazine higbly enough to anyone 
who's even remotely interested in examples of tbe 
magic that surrounds everyday life. 
Available from; Mark Fraser, 35, South Dean Road, 

Kllnuzrnoclc, KA3 7RD. Ayrshire, Scotland. £12 for 6 
issues 

ABDUCTION WATCH # I  
At last, a publication that takes a sceptical, 
intelligent look at the alien abduction mytbos in all 
its myriad forms. 
Kevin McClure (former editor of the equally erudite, 
but now sadly defunct magazine, 'PROMISES AND 
DISAPPOINTMENTS, ,, has produced a higbly 
literate and informative newsletter that I sincerely 
hope will prove to be the perfect antidote to the 
current rash of increasingly wild claims made by 
people who should really know better concerning the 
phenomenon, whatever its true points of origin. 
'More Scu/ly than Mulder - More anger than sorrow' 
runs the headline on page one. And more power to 
you, Kevin. 
Essential reading for sceptics and believers alike. 
Available from: 3, Claremont Grove, Leeds, LS3 1AX. 

Subs: £5 for jive Issues. 

The Fortean Times# I 02 
As consistently excellent as ever. The Oagsbip of 
Fortem reporting and investigation sails on 
llllrivalled and unchallenged into its second century 
(and doubtless, millennium catastrophes permitting, 
way beyond). 
The latest issue at the time of going to· press included 
major articles on Identifying F1ying Objects, The 
Essential Guide To Lake Monsten, Vaticm Roulette, 
The Devil In Lewis, the ever-intruiging Forum, and 
Strange Days weird news round-up. 
Absolutely indispensable!!! 
Available from: Freepost, Bristol, BS21 OBR 12 
issues £30. Samplelssue £2:50 

Magonia 
The latest issue was, in this humble reviewen 
opinion, the best yet, featuring as it did an absolutely 
fascinating article on Contemporary Conspiracy 
'lbeorles-Unfortunately, one of my friends read it 
and lent it out to some unknown somebody, and I 
haven't had it back to review properly...Ah well. 
Suffice to say, you should nutle up the cash and send 
for a copy today to John Dee Cottage, 5, James 
Terrace, Mortlake Churchyard, London SW14 8HB. 
Subs: £5forfour us.ues. 

�-



INSTRUMENTS OF THE IMPOSSIBLE 
CIA ANNOUNCES 'SPY PLANES' BEHIND 

UFO PHENOMENA. 
A recent report tn the pages or the dally press went almost unnoticed by the general public, reaturtng as tt dtd, a rather 
lame and reluctant admission that more than halt of the UFO sighttngs recorded in the 1950's and 60's could be explained 
away as U.S. secret military aircraft. 
According to the accounts coming out or America, the dlsc-Uke objects sighted in such large numbers throughout those 
two decades, were spy planes flying top-secret reconnaissance missions from bases in Nevada and California at the very 
beipt oftbe Cold War. 
The aircraft, the Lockheed U-2 and the Loc:kheed SR-71 Blackbird, flew at extremely high alltitudes - the latter capable or 
more than 2,000 mph at up to 85,000ft. Little wonder, the military say somewhat condescendingly, that the ordinary man 

in the street mistook the unconventional aircraft for somethin& even more exotic. 

DupHdty bad been necessary, the CIA reasoned, in the interests or natlorual security. 
The Air Force had made misleading and deceptive statements in order to aHay. fears and to protect an extraordinarily 
sensitive project. So the pubHc were fobbed otr with those infamous, half-hearted explanations or the sightlngs ••• Weather 
balloons, atmospheric phenomena, swamp eas and the like. 
The optimists in the CIA hoped that this (ahem) sHghtly belated admission in documents initiaHy pubHshed on the t.. 
Internet, would serve to dispel the rumoun or extraterrestrial craft visiting this planet, and go some way towards 
diacrediting the 'UFO-nuta' who have been a coDJtant source of embarrassment to the Air Force, and just about everyone 
else in authority. 

· 
The realists amongst them realised however, that far from deftuing the issue, it has only added to the web of Intrigue. 
The question that will now be asked Is as pertinent as it is obvious •••• Why, after so many years of fooling the public, 
should anyone gtve an ounce of credence to anytlllng the CIA says now? 
And hot on the heels or that one, we can ask this, why has the CIA decided to suddenly come _clean about a subject 1n 
which it had always previously denied any involvement whatsoever? 
We'll have a good deal more on this amazing about face in our next issue, due out Halloween, 1997. 

Next Issue: A FOAF Tale For Halloween, The - Yeti - Proof At Last? 
Ghosts And Devils Over Merseyside, Crop - Circles, What Do Aliens Look 
Like? Near Death Experiences, Trips To Hell And Back, And Lots More! ! !  

•I . 


