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GHOSTS AND DEVILS

OVER MERSEYSIDE
A Warning To The Curious

Every town, in every county, it seems, has somewhere within its environs, both natural and artificial, a whole host of
what, for want of a better term, we call 'Haunted Places. '

It's like a national law or something, and although it's a pretty safe bet you'll never find reference to this tenet in any of
the worn, leather-bound volumes of statutes that line the shelves of the Civic Centre Library, that doesn't diminish its
power or make it any less 'legally binding' than say, the laws which govern the motor-way speed limit, or the age of sexual
consent.

Put simply, it's much the same edict that decrees that every town, in every county must have its fair share of places where,
whatever the season, the air is filled with gusts of carefree laughter and the celebration of a relationship's early days.
Places where people gather to share the latest gossip, plan the next gang fight, or arrange to meet the date of their
dreams, and where the older generation congregate to remember the Fallen of Two World Wars.

Places where, if the need arises, you can hide, forget your troubles awhile and lie flat on your back, gazing into a sky so
unnaturally blue it looks about ready to shatter into a million pieces...Or where the rich, salty smell of the ocean can flll
you with a strange kind of longing and a vague, bittersweet nostalgia.

That these places exist is inarguable. And so too, by the same token, are their undeniably places that refelct the other side
of the same endlessly spinning coin...Places where it's considered unwise to walk alone after dark.

You usually find them (and perhaps sometimes f&ey find you) situated at the furthest, least populated outskirts of the city,
the cheesy depths of the ghetto, or the neglected corner of some farmer's field...

But on occasion, they are so disconcertingly close, you can feel their presence, like the chill breath of a cruel, January

wind, raising the hairs at the nape of your neck.

Places where the starlit gloom seems alive with gibbering shadows.
Places to ride by on the way to somewhere bright..

Godforsaken places.

Haurnied placex....
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One

The fair county of Merseyside, where I was born and raised, although justifiably more famous for its achingly
pictureseque river front, its football teams, and the time-enduring tunes of 'Four Lads Who Shook The World,’ has
nontheless as rich a vein of ghostly lore as just about anywhere else in these spirit-infested Isles...

The briefest of glances through the pages of any work dealing with local folk tales, superstitions and legends, will reveal
literally hundreds of stories concerning such phenomena.

I remember when I was still at school, I devoured such tales at such a prodigious rate it often seemed my head would
literally burst with what 'FZAL,’ the super-computer in ‘2001, would doubtless term 'Sensory Overload.'

I was entirely captivated (not to say, deliciously frightened) by the subject of ghosts from a very early age. I can recall
with near perfect clarity my uncontained excitement at being given a copy of Guy Underwood's '‘GAZETTER OF
BRITRH GHOSTS,’ as a special reward for obtaining a good school report during my fourth and final year at Church
Drive Junior, hiding behind the sofa midway through the screening of the BBC's terrifying adaptation of the M.R. James
classic; ‘4 WARNING TO THE CURIOUS,’ and listening with wide-eyed wonder when on long winter evenings, my
father spun spooky, fireside stories that he often boasted would 'likely scarethe halo off an angel!!!’

I recall too, spending countless weekends huddled in the tree-house my dad had built at the bottom of our garden,
compiling lists of 'must visit' reputedly haunted venues, along with several like-minded childhood friends (including the
former assistant editor of this humble magazine), whilt a Sunday rain, light and oddly comforting, pattered on the plastic
roof.

It is one of my very deepost regrets that we never got to visit any of the places contained on these constantly up-dated lists
as children. Although I want you to understand that this was never due to any lack of enthusiasm on our part. Nor were
we too afraid to make the pilgrimage (with the possible exception of Ian Crossley - a first-rate coward, who the six regular
members of the 'New Ferry Ghost Club,' had christened 'Bus,’ due to the fact that he was exceptionally large for his age.
Big and fat, not to put too flne a point on it, and be looked quite capable of carrying roughly the same number of
passengers upon his considerable girth as an MPTE double-decker!!!)

I guess the truth of the matter is that back then, we simply believed every decrepit, deserted -looking building we set eyes
upon was very likely crawling with forlorn, eternally wandering spirits or hideous spectres with burning eyes and flat
faces....

So what was the point in traipsing up and down the county (or beyond) when in the street where most of us lived, there
were at least two such houses just waiting to be discovered?

One of these 'Gateways To The Other Side’ (as we liked to think of them) stood at the bottom end of Woodhead Road, and
came complete with a set of cracked, grime-encrusted windows through which, it was said, a toothless old crone could
sometimes be seen gazing out at the world from the comfort of a rickety rocking chair.

The other, just around the corner from my house on Bolton Road East, was even more ill-favoured. It certainly looked
the part. Its whole facade seemed to have decayed, gone bad from withfn, like an apple that's rotten to the core. It was
hard to shake the notion that anyone had set foot in the place in decades.

The fact is though, that only a few months before it began to fall into its then current state of terminal decline, it had been
home to an elderty couple by the name of Murphy. Mr John Murphy, a carpenter by trade, was held in high regard by
just about every kid in the district, mainly because he loved making beautiful, hand-crafted wooden toys whivh he gave
away to all and sundry, usually at Christinas, or upon the occassion of some kid's birthday, but more often than not, he'd
hand them out for the simple reward of seeing a child's face flushed with pure delight. ’
When his wife, upon whom he doted with an affection that bordered on worshipfulness, passed away whilst an in-patient
at Clatterbridge Hospital however, his whole personality underwent the most dramatic of changes. He became something
of a recluse, he stopped making toys, and I remember, (being far too young to understand or appreciate the profound
sense of heart-breaking grief that follows in the wake of a loved one) asking my parents why kindly old Mr Murphy
hadn't returned my wave whilst I waswalking home from school that afternoon. My dad had looked at me thoughtfully for
a moment, as if trying to decide how best I could conceive of death's awful inevitability, and after bidding me put down
my satchel and my homework assignment, he'd taken me out into the back garden and said in an uncharacteristically soft
voice; 'You know Mr Murphy's wife died a few months back, don't you, Lee? He loved her very, very much. She meant
the world to him. And now she's no longer here, he misses her terribly. You're wondering why he didn't wave back? I
think maybe the truth is he didn't even see you. Her passing has left him empty...and I'm afraid the light's gone out in his
eyes, son.'

He asked me if I knew what he meant, and I told him that I did but only because I was sure that's what he wanted to hear.
I've always regarded my father as being a highly articulate man, but as far as my understanding the extent of Mr
Marphy's grief and how it had transformed him into a veritable zombie....He might as well have attempted to explain the
mechanics of the Word Processor I'm writing this on to some newly discovered tribe deep in the Amazonian Rainforest.
But if my comprehension of true sorrow and heartache remained beyond the pale of a twelve-year-old mind then you can
well imagine how I feit when I beard, just a few days later, that 'kindly old Mr Murphy' had placed a photograph of his
dear departed wife in the centre of the dining room table, climbed onto one of his intricately carved, hand-made chairs,
tied a length of good strong rope into a noose, slipped it around his slender, frail neck, and kicked out the chair from
under him.

He wasn't found until a week or so later when his neighbour's became aware of a terrible stink, like rotting fish,
emanating from the house next door...

Nobody told me any of this, of course. I only gleaned the ghoulish details when I had to go to the toilet in the middle of the
night, and I overheard my parents discussing the tragedy in the supposed secrecy of their darkened bedroom. It sounds
awfully callous when I think about it now, but I could hardly wait to tell my friends what I'd learned the next day. You
have to realise I was young kid, who numbered amongst his main ambitions (along with playing for Liverpool F.C and
'copping off" with Jo Grant from 'DR WHO'), the opportunity to come face to face with a genuine ghost. Surely, I
thought, with Mr Murphy having killed himseif in such a melodramatic fashion, his former premises would now be home
to his unauiet spirit. so this was a maior. red-hot news headline....



And sure enough, following its 'broadcast,’ the New Ferry Ghost Club (which at that time comprised my brother Grant,
Philly Bennett, Stevie Gee, Michael Cartwright and the aforementioned 'Bus'), spent the very next weekend, at the height
of the summer holidays, assembled outside the empty Murphy residence, daring each other to be the first to go inside.

In the end, we all went in together.

But only after we'd each armed ourselves with all the 'necessary Ghost Hunting Caboodle,’ which amounted to a set of
white candles my mum had bought at the height of the electricity worker's strike, and the resultant series of black-outs. A
silver plated crucifix, Philly Bennett had had borrowed from his sister's dressing table. A packet of sait (which my
'FAMOUS MONSTERS OF FILMIAND: EXORCIST SPECIAL!" reliably informed me was a sure-fire protection
against all kinds of evil spirits), and a primitive cassette recorder in case the opportunity arose for us to tape a 'message
from the other side.'

The front door of the house was locked and of the windows were entirely boarded up, but refusing to be deterred, and

kidding ourselves that we were a bunch of budding Professor Van Helsing's, we walked in single flle around to the rear of

the building. The garden was wildly overgrown with high, rank smelling leaves, all but obsuring any obvious point of

entry, and I remember it was stiflingly hot. The sweat of high noon was rolling off me in waves as we made our way
through a jungle of choked and twisted vegetation where crickets creaked unconcernedly. I think it was Mikey who finally

located the half-open window, (presumably overlooked by the estate agents who had not yet placed the house back on the
market), and its discovery sparked an immediate mad dash scramble to be the first to 'step across the threshold.'

So wrapped up were we in accomplishing our Great Mission, the idea that there was anything even remotely illegal about
us gaining entry in this manner, never once sprang to mind. It was only later that evening, tucking into a box of
'Smartles,’ as I watched my favourite TV cop show; 'STARSKY AND HUTCH,' hot on the trail of the bad guys, that I'd
felt a sudden lurching in the pit of my stomach and had nearly choked on one of the sugar-coated sweets. The realisation
had belatedly dawned that, if we'd been caught in the Murphy house by an adult, we might well have been reported to
the police.We could then have been arrested and charged with burglary, and whisked off to court before you could say;
'You're nicked, son.' I'd found myself struck with a disconcertingly vivid image of each of us being locked up in a row of
solitary confinement cells, miles from home, for years without end, llkke Stewart Granger in 'THE PRISONER OF

ZENDA.'

Come to think of it, the bathroom into which we'd climbed on that long-ago summer afternoon, in many ways resembled
my childhood conception of a prison cell. The floor was caked in filth and the air hung heavy with a vast array of
nose-wrinkling odours, the most readily Identiflable of which were mildew, dry-rot, and age-old human sweat. A pile of
dead leaves that looked as though they'd lain there since the previous autumn, were heaped beneath the chipped and

cracked porcellan sink, the bath was crawling with fat, hairy spiders, and adjacent to the toilet bowl, a cloud of

bluebottles swarmed busily above the mutilated corpse of small furry mammal, possibly a rat, though none of us were too
keen to investigate further.

We had gotten out of there pretty quick, wrenching at the door that opened onto to a tiny porch and the bare, empty
kitchen beyond. We had no business with these rooms, and we scarcely afforded them a second glance. The oppressive
silence of the house was broken only by the sound of our footsteps echoing hollowly on the uncarpeted wooden

floorboards. On we strode, towards what we assumed would be the lounge...The room where John Murphy had killed
himself barety two weeks earlier...

The door to our objective was standing slightly ajar, and Philly was the first to reach it. He pointedly ignored 'Bus's’

pleas that maybe this whole thing wasn't such a.fre®t idea after all, and fnstead faweured us with what he Hked to call his
"Philiy-sophical smile.’ N '
There was no going back now, that smile said.

And before any of us could open our mouths to argue differnetly, he'd turned to raise his hands to push it all the way

open.

I remember feeling a perverse stab of disappointment when it failed to creak on its rusted hinges the way doors always
did in those countless 'HOUSE ON HAUNTED HILL'type horror movies. And this seuse of anti-climax grew the second

we stepped, somewhat fearfully, into the lounge.

I'm not at all surewhAar we were expecting to find exactly.

But it turned out, we sure as hell didn't need any of the 'Ghost Hunting Caboodle' we'd brought with us. We didn't even

need to light the candles. There were gaps in the boards that shuttered the windows, allowinng numerous slabs of sunlight
to pierce the sad, dusty corners. The room had been stripped clean of everything. All of its furniture (including that

'intricately carved, hand-made chair' which Mr Murphy had used to launch himself, spinning and kicking into the next

life) had been removed.

There was nothing to see, and still less to feel

There were no inexplicable 'cold spots.’

No pervasive atmosphere of sorrow and regret.

No whispering suggestion of a ghostly presence.

Nothing...

Except...

Except for the dusty collection of papers stacked haphazardly upon the front window stll.

Upon closer inspection we found that these papers were actually letters, all of them without envelopes. All of them written
in the same delicate, sloping hand. And all of them addressed to the same person...The late Mrs Jean Murphy.

Ordinarily, the contents of an old man's scribblings to his beloved wouldn't have interested me in the slightest, but partly
out of frustration at having had our hopes of acquiring any evidence of the paranormal dashed, and partly out of a kind of

morbid curiousity, I grabbed a fistful and began to read the first few lines.

It was the ever-observant Mikey Cartwright who first recognised the significance of the dates at the head of each letter.
I'd assumed John Murphy had written to his wife whilst she was ill in hospital and had then, for some reason, decided
against sending them. But what Mikey had noticed almost immediately, was that the earliest of the notes was dated April
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17th, 1976, and they went right on through to mid-June of the same year. This was indeed rather strange, because you
see, his wife had passed away the previous March!!!

'The old man must have lost his marbles, when he lost his missus,' Steve had muttered, shaking his head in bewilderment.
'He was still penning letters to her three months after she'd popped her clogs!'

These wordshad barely fallen from his lips before we, each of us, heard the thud of an umistakably heavy object strking
the floor directly above our heads.

It could have been anything.

A precariously placed bedside lamp that had been teetering on the brink for God knew how long. A picture frame that
hadn't been affixed to the wall correctly. A shelf laden with thick, hard-backed novels that had finally collapsed unde their
combined weight...

ANYTHING.

But the fact is, those twin bedfellows; The Completely Sane and the Entirely Rational are notoriousty difficult to grasp a
tight hold of in such a nerve-jangling situation. Fear of the dark, the pools of shadow in a sunlit room, the cubby-hole
under the stairs, or the crooked lanethat leads through the centre of the wildwood, are fears that are every bit as
innocuous as they are irrational, but that doesn't make them any less terrifying to their percipient if the mood is right.
And at that precise moment in time, it's my opinion you'd have been hard pressed to find amywhere this side of Castle
Dracula, where the mood was more suited to the immediate abandonment of the sane and rational in favour of boarding
the not-so-good ship ‘TOTALAND UTTERPANIC.'

Almost as one, we turned and raced for the exit, and it seemed that no matter how fast we tried to run, we moved in
dream time slow motion just the same. The sensation was doubtless illusory, although it may have had something to do
with the fact that 'Bus’' was, predictably, at the head of the fleeing rabble, whilst your's truly was caught bringing up the
rear. Either way, an eternity passed before we reached the bathroom window and could set about making good our
escape.

Being last in line, in a purportedly haunted house, was not an experience I'd choose to repeat any time soon. I was quite
Iiterally jumping up and down in frustration as I watched my friends take their turn to hurl themselves out into the
weed-infested garden below, and when there was only Stevie Gee left in front of me, I had to grit my teeth to keep from
losing control completely and shoving him headfirst out onto the tangled mass of knee-high grass that passed for a lawn.

It was just as I was about to climb onto the edge of the none-too-safe-looking sink that , that I heard the strange sounds
coming from somewhere behind me...

I hesitated for a second, curiosity once more overcoming my fear, and struggled to identify its source. It wasn't anything
like the crash we'd heard a few moments earlier. Rather it was a warm, lullaby sound. A gentle creaking that brought to
mind images of a grandfather's favourite rocking chair or a wooden sailing ship adrift on calm waters...

Or a length of 'good strong rope,' hung from a rafter, suspending a literal dead weight...

This last thought, coupled with the fact that the noises appeared to be coming from the direction of the living room, got
me moving faster than I'd ever moved in my life, and I all but dived through the bathroom window, hit the 'lawn’
running, and didn't slow down until I'd reached the blessed sanctuary of the 'Ghost Club Headquarters' at the bottom of

my own back garden.
“Chree

I was soon joined by the other members, all of whom were quite naturally anxious to know what had happened to have me
racing past them down the street like all the devils of Hell were at my heels. And the strange thing is, I really wanfed to
share with them that which I thought I'd heard back there in that damned house, but something prevented me from doing
so. Perhaps my reluctange to relate my le¥perience' was born of uncertainty as to justﬁﬁ_t.l"liad heard. . .

The sun shone in peerless blue skies for the remainder of that afternoon, and if there is any greater dispeller of even the
darkest of fears then I've yet to see it. Pretty soon, I'd succeeded in convincing myself that I must have imagined those
noises. Or maybe, given the rather panicky circumstances, I'd mistaken the perfectly ordinary for the supernatural.

Yeah. Those explanations had begun to make perfect sense viewed in the long green light of a July afternoon, when all
seemed right with the world and everything was in its place. And so I told my friends that I'd just gotten a trifle spooked
at having been 'the last man out,’ and that was all there was to it.

I'm not sure whether they truly belleved me or not, but no one actually spoke up to say that they never, so I guess I must
have come across as being fairly convincing. Thinking about it now though, I'm not at all sure Mikey Cartwright was
taken in. As I said a little earlier, he saw a lot of things other people wouldn't have picked up on with a pair of
super-powerful fleld glasses. He seemed to be blessed with an uncanny intuition. He could see right through people like
Ray Milland in 'THE MAN WITH X-RAY EYES.' He could suss out a llar or a phoney within mere seconds of them
uttering their first sentence.

He could also see that I was still clutching the pile of letters I'd grabbed from the Murphy's lounge...The ones the old man
had composed to his dead wife...Like the vain prayer of an agonised heart.

'You'd best take them back, Lee.' Mikey had warned, his voice low and ominous. 'You know what will happen tonight, if
you don't?"

And oh yes, I'd known very well what he was referring to.

It one of those peculiar beliefs, exclusive to the lore of children. Like smelling dandelions makes you wet the bed, tread on
an ant and it's sure to rain, stare into a mirror and repeat the Lord's Prayer backwards, and the Devil will appear
grinning, over your left shoulder.

Or, steal the property of the dead and you will be visited in the wee small hours before dawn by the angry spirit you've
offended.

I was aware of the risks, but my friends would have had to have dragged me kicking and screaming to get me to go back
into that house, just then.

‘Thanks for the warning, but I think I'll take my chances,' I said, lowering my eyes to avoid the doubtful stares of my
friends. 'I'll put them back tomorrow. I'm too hot to care, right now'

'Well, it's your funeral,’ Mikey whispered softly, as if speaking to himself. And that was the last word on the subject.



Four

We whiled away the rest of the afternoon engaged in the type of pursuits enjoyed by most other kids our age, and the
subjects of ghosts and haunted houses were banished to the furthest corners of our minds.

‘When the time (nally came around for my friends to head for their respective homes, however, and the twilight brought
with it the promise of coolness and the certain threat of night, I called Philly to one side and asked him if he could loan me
his sister's silver crucifix. He readily agreed and when I hit the sack that night, I placed the cross beneath my pillow and
offered up a prayer for God's protection.

And the combination seemed to work just filne, because, contrary to expectation, I slept like the proverbial log.

Untlil the 'wee hours before dawn,' that is...

Then it was that I experienced what I can only describe as a 'waking dream' (though perhaps 'waking nightmare' would
be a damn sight nearer the mark).

It began with a pristine white clipper ship sailing into some South Sea harbour, and a sailor with a grizzied,
weather-beaten face, smoking a pipe as he rocked slowly back and forth in his chair...

And then the scene suddenly dissolved, switching back to my bedroom, where the air was filled with the sleepy/dreaded
sound of a soft and gentle creaking, and the scent of something just past ripe.

I had my face to the wall, and for a single endless moment I refused to turn around to see the thing that I knew was
waiting for me in the black. But even as I strove to ignore the presence, I found myself craning my neck to gaze upon its
countenance.

And, sure enough, hanging from a thick length of twisted rope was the body of John Murphy, his head down, as though
he were staring at the floor beneath his feet. I had time to study the way the moonlight shone uon his baiding pate,
{llaminating it like one of my ‘Aurora’ Glow-In-The-Dark Model Monster Kits, before he suddenly raised his head to
mine, grinned mirthlessly, and opened his eyes...

His features were hideously bloated. There were flecks of white foam on his wormy lips, and live things crawled in what
remained of his hair. As I watched in horrid fascination, a maggot, the size of a small mouse emerged from his right
nostril and dropped to the floor with an audible plop...

And when be spoke, as I knew he eventually must, it was with a voice that brought to mind images of a tomb door,
swinging shut forever on gritty rusted hinges, or the sound of those dead leaves, piled beneath the sink in the Murphy's
bathroom, blowing free across an empty playground.

He pointed a bony finger in my direction and croaked menancingly; ‘Give me back what's mine!!! Give me back what's
mine!!! Give me back what's mine!!!l...." over and over, gradually slowing down like one of those old gramaphone
records....Until it stopped completety. And then his tongue lolled out, impossibly long and covered with sores. He ran it
over his stubbly chin, and began somehow, to move towards me...

Ice scttied deep in my throat, and I woke up screaming, drenched in a pool of sweat...

And slept with the light on till dawn.

The terrifying power of that nighhare had me leaping out of bed to a chorus of bird song, and after I'd thrown on my
Jeans and T-shirt, I ran round to the Murphy's house, sneaked up fearfully to the bathroom window, and chucked in the
notes (I'd earlier tied them together with a piece of red ribbon). I never dared peek in to see where they'd landed.

And I pever set foot on the property ever again.

Five

1

In the dxys and weeks that followed, my friends noticed a profound change in my attitude towards ghostly phenomena.
For the space of several months, I was never able to view the subject with quite the same degree of, well_inaacence is 1
guess, the word I'm looking for. I still retained an interest. But it's true to say, I confined my 'investigations' to simply
reading about phantoms and such in books and magazine articles. I never told any of my mates the reason for this sudden
change of attitude. They never knew that I'd been s0 badly frightened by that awful dream of John Murphy's vengeful
spirit, I simply couldn't face ever setting foot inside any other reputedly haunted house.

I didn't even tell them that I'd Aad the damn dream...It was something that I'd kept very much locked away like some
dirty secret hidden in the darkest depths of the wine cellar..

I've never spoken of it...

Until now.

And whynow? you may well ask.

The reasons are as numberless as the stars at night, but I think I'll settle for the one that is perhaps the most simple and
" readily explainable. Although, that doesn't make it any less relevant in my eyes.

Its namely this: 'The New Ferry Ghostclub' disbanded within a mere fortnight of {ts members leaving Church Drive and
moving on to different secondary and grammar schools. Depsite the pledges of undying allegiance and promises to always
stay in touch, we predictably wound up going our seperate ways. Further evidence, If it were needed, that even the very
best of childhood friends can all-too quickly lose sight of the magic times they spent together, it remeberance fades with
cach passing dsy, until it becomes nothing more or less than an attic memory.

Perhaps. this drifting apart was the direct resutt of my sudden loss of enthusiasm and stubborn refusal to become involved
in further 'fleld trips,’ and if that is indeed so, then I can't help but feel a stab of sadness and regret that I simply sat by
and allowed such a thing to happen.

The irony is, over the space of the next decade or so, long after the sickening fear had subsided, my interest (some would
say; obsession) with all things ghostly was rekindled anew, so that it was stronger than ever before. I spent a good deal of
my spare time in the Civic Centre Library, studying and making copious notes on all manner of local weirdness. I
uncovered a whole pile of little-known works containing whole chapters of largely forgotten folklore, pored through




stacks of pamphlets and magazines, and searched through countless reels of old newspaper clippings preserved on
microfiim until my eyes felt like they were on stalks.

It was almost as though I were doing a penance. Trying in vain to make up for the wrongs committed in a time to which I
could never hope to return.

It seems to me now, that the very least I can do is attempt to chronicle the information I gleaned during those endless days
as I made the typically awkward journey from boyhood to (so-called) aduilthood.

The following series of articles, contained here and in subsequent issues, are therefore intended as a fitting tribute to the
former members of 'The New Ferry Ghost Club.’

Wherever they may be....

Lee Walker, New Ferry, Merseyside. March 24th, 1998

'Never An Absolution' - The Legend Of
Birkenhead Priory

Perhaps it should come as no great surprise to learn that the recently restored ruins of Birkenhead Priory, one of the
oldest Monastic buildings in the whole of Britain, (erected circa 1150 A.D.) is reputedly haunted by a whole bunch of
ghosts.

Local legend maintains that during the time of King Henry VIII's infamous (not to say, ruthless) Dissolution, the Abbots
had decreed that all of the treasures of the Priory should be safely hidden away in a network of caves and tunneils that
were said to exist beneath the imposing ediflce. These underground chambers, a labyrinth-like construction, were reputed
o run far below the surface of acres of green flelds and woodland, themselves long since buried by the sadly redundant
'Carnmell Laird Ship Yard.'

The untold riches, including much gold and silver, were duly stashed away for safekeeping, out of sight, out of mind, but
unfortunately, several-of the monks fell victim to one of mankind's oldest vices...Avarice.

Whilst they were meant to be guarding the hoards of treasure from King Henry's equally greedy henchmen, they set
about instead attempting to line their own cassocks with as much booty as they could possibly carry. Divine Retribution
was close at hand, however, and no sooner had they laid their thieving hands upon the treasure, than a large slab of rock,
which had previously stood for years beyond counting as a natural supporting central pillar, suddenly collapsed, with
catastrophic consequences for the men caught in the tunneis.

They were all killed, either instantly by the resultant cave-in, or else with agonizing slowness due to starvation or lack of

oxygen.

(Above): Thespartan ruins of the Priory's Cloisters, the monks' former sleeping quarters, andthe setting for many a merry
meal fortheweary traveller who wouldhave once been made more than welcome by the Brotherhood.

No trace of either the tunnels, caves, or fabulous riches have ever been uncovered, but the legend endures, not least
because the spirits of the eternally damned monks are aid to still wander the grounds of the Priory, most frequently on the
anniversary of the underground disaster..Seeking in vain an Absolution for their sins..

There have been several recent sightings of the ghostly, black-clad figures, heads bowed, cowls obscuring their features.
The 'Ghostly Monk' Is, of course, Is an oft-reported motif in encounters with supernatural beings. They appear to be
every bit as popular as the 'Brown, Grey or White Lady,’' 'The Vanishing Hitchhiker' (who we'll be meeting up with
pretty soon in the course of this article) or the 'Hideous Crone.'

The famous hauntings of Borley, Ponterfract, Beachy Head, and countless others, feature similar-looking phantoms, and
in fact. a previous issue of this very magazine dealt with the manifestations of 'Holy Ghosts' at various locations across
Britain, ('DON #9), and how they frequently appeared standing at the end of the percipient's bed, etched against the inky
blackness by the baleful beams of a demon moon...



The Haunting Of '"Mockbeggar Hall'

The above title refers to the 're-christening’ of the once majestic Leasowe Castle, following its fall from grace sometime
inthe 17th Century. It was originally built in 1593 for the Earl of Derby, smack in the middle of Leasowe, on the Wirral
Peninsula but over a period of years was somehow allowed to crumble into an abject state of disrepair and a consequent
sullying of its reputation.

It was used for various purposes, including private residence, a hostel for shipwrecked sailors, and, ulitmately, its current
function; namely, that of a hotel.

The stories of its being haunted originated with its tenure as a public hotel, with various frightened guests reporting to the
staff that they had encountered the presence of at least two ghosts.

One particular visitant told of how he had awoken in the middle of the night to see a forlorn-looking man and boy stood
at the foot of his bed, despite the fact that he had booked in alone, and the guest-room door was locked. Several other
guests also complained that they had heard strange, inexplicable noises, including the unmistakable sound of footsteps
ascending the stairs behind them, even though there was never anybody there when the witness turned around to look.

(Above): Leasowe Caslle, as it appears 1oday. Once a true Castle, in every sense of the word, it has changed hands on
numerous occasions, and numbers amongst its inhabitants, a couple of dolorous spirits, doomed to linger in the room
wherethey met their deaths many years earlier.

The once-thriving hotel suffered another flnancial set back (though whether the resident ghosts could be blamed for the
sudden downturn in fortune is not recorded), and the place was forced to close down. The building's chequered history
underwent a further change when it was bought up by the 'Railwaymen's Convalescent Home. For a while, all was quiet.
Certainly, there were no fresh reports of anything remotely unusual emanating from the Hail.

At the time of writing, the building has once more transformed itself into a grandiose hotel, and if the accounts of ghostly
phenomena have been rather in short supply of late, there has sprung up a legend that may have some relevance as to the
origin of the two sorrowful-looking spirits described earlier.

Local folklore dictates that some time in the dim and distant past, Leasowe Castle was at the centre of a bitter family feud.
A father and son were taken prisoner as leaders of one side of the feud, and were subsequently locked up in one of the
Castle's many rooms (perhaps the very one that the terrified guest awoke in to be confronted with their spirits). The twin
Medieval delights of hellish torture and, (assuming they survived that), a lifetime's imprisonment, were their only
prospects and so, the father, rather than subject themselves to such horrors, killed first his son, and then himself by
smashing his head repeatedly against the stone walls until his brains were exposed. (I can think of easier ways - Ed.

Their spirits are said to walk the rooms of the former Castle, ever since.

A Nightmare On Seel Street

An old printer's in one of the little side 'jJigger's' in Liverpool City Centre has, allegedly been the location for several
brushes with 'other-worldly' phenomena, according to various members of staff at 'SWIFTPRINT.'

As long as ago as 1979, a man named Jeflf Moores, was pottering about the works kitchen in the company of a colleague.
Their conversation turned from the usual subjects of footy and girls and nights out on the ale (although not necessarily in
that order) to a general discussion about the age and history of the building. Jeff was informed by the other man, who had
been employed by the firm 18 months earlier, that the current building was erected about 120 years ago. In the city's
great seafaring past, the place had been used a sail-making factory.

Jeff casually stared out of the window as his friend chatted away merrily, and as he did so, he allowed his gaze to wander
around where there was once a sort of courtyard. He at once noticed the rather obvious signs of alteration to the original
structure. He could clearly see the hoists that once used to feed materials to each of the buildings four floors. Windows
had since replaced these hoists and an elevator had been installed.

It was when reference was made to the lift, that the unnamed colleague told JefT about the ghost that haunted the site.



'I laughed myself silly at first,’ JefT later conflded to Stevie Gee (erstwhile member of both 'The New Ferry Gaost Club’
and the team behind this magazine). 'But then I listened as he explained that somebody had died on the premises, either
by falling down the lift shaft, or by hanging themselves in it.'

At the time, JeiT worked right on the top floor, and his duties were such that he very often had cause to slave away long
after the rest of the staff had traipsed off home. Sometimes, he would still be on site as late as way past midnight. He was
at pains to point out however, that working the late shift never heid any fears for him. He pretty soon forgot ail about his
workanate's story, and he was not one to spook easily, anyway.

That is, until one particular night, when his whole concept of what passes for reality, was weil and truly shaken to its
core...He heard the by now, familiar sound of his colleague slamming the front door of the printer's firmly shut, and the
hollow sound echoed through the now totally empty building. Though he didn't beileve in ghosts, he readily conceded that
being left alone in the old, dark factory, performed wonders for the blacker side of human imagination. On this particular
occasion, though without any obvious source of suspicion, it became impossible to shake the feeling that he was being
watched by some invisible presence. As the minutes ticked by, he grew more and more nervous, untll evemtuaily, he
reached the point were he could no longer ignore the insistent voice in his mind that bade him to "Sod this for a lark. Why
don'tyou just head for home?'

Decision made, he rose to his feet and began shutting down the printing machines. As he pulled the plug on the very last
one, he was startied by the sound of the lift moving down to the third floor, and a dreamy terror floated into the dark
hollows of his body. He knew that the factory was empty. He'd distinctly heard his friend leave over an hour and a haif
earlier. That was the only entrance and he couldn't have missed the noise of that door re-opening, even if his colleague
had returned for some unkown purpose. The hinges on the door hadn't been oiled in God alone knew how long, and as a
result they screeched like a thousand jagged fingernails grating down the srface of a blackboard.

And hot on the heels of that realisation came another, equaily unnattractive; the lift was one of those quaint old-fashioned
ones that in order to get it moving, you have to keep your finger on the push-button inscribed with the floor number that
you require. Take your finger off, and the iift stops...Simpie as that!

When the lift juddered to a hait on the top floor , Jeff forgot all of his earlier scepticism and tarned and ran, taking the
stairs two or three at a time as he legged it out of the building. He didn't stop to look back, once.
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(Above): 'Swiftprint' on Seel Street in Liverpool City Centre: the haunt of a suicide...Or something tnfinitely worse???

The following day, he mentioned the incident, (which had by now taken on something of a dream-like, fairytale quality) to
his workmate, and was told that various other unexplained incidents had beea occurring on the premises with increasing
regularity. For example, the in-house phones had frequently been engaged - the lines jammed with white noise - when
their was evidently nobody else on site, and there had been reports of ‘ceriatn smells’ permeating the air in the printer's
dark room. These odours were variously described as being either sweet, like a woman's perfame, or eise bad, like rotting
flesh. In one incident, a fellow worker had (nhaled the perfumne aroma and promptly wheeled round, fully expecting to find
a female standing there...But there had been no one. Shrugging his shoulders, he went back to his the piece he was
working on and found that written on the previously blank sheet of paper were the words; ‘'HELPME. '

Other reported disturbances included weird electrical problems, for instance, the switchboards flashing on and off for no
apparent reason, and the factory lights flickering intermitteatly.

By far the most terrifying testimony to emrge thus far however, is undoubtedly that proffered by Paul Ward, who works
in the building's 'Creative Services Section.’

According to him, at around 7pm one evening, he was working with a friend in the studio, and was about to accompany
him into to the dark room to develop some photographs, when Paul's attention was drawn to a a sudden movment which
he just caught sight of out of the corner of his eye. Alarmed, he turned to face it full on, and was scared out of his wits by
the distinct outline of a smail figure, crouching in the far corner of the studio. The face was obscured in silhouette, but he
could just make out the glinting teeth of a leering, dwarf-like entity...It stared malevolently at him from across the room,
and badly frightened, Paul glanced at his coileague, anxious for confirmation of what he was seeing. By the time Paul had
gotten his attention and looked back to point out the hideous flgure, it had disappeared from sight...



Bidston Hill - Birkenhead's
Window Area

Bidston Hill, overicoking the predominantly flat Wirral Peninsula, affords a panoramic view of the diverse mixture of
green countryvide and urban city-scape; the derelict dockyards and the heart of Liverpool's industrial heartiand, the
distant Weish mountains and the endlessly shifting seas...

That the hill is ancient, and steeped in history, Is irrefutable.

Neolithic Man has left his mark in the shape of various Prehistoric carvings and etchings on the damp, sandstone, all but
concealed these days, by overhanging trees and bushes, but in common with other purported 'Window Areas,’ the place
was (is?) venerated and regarded as being sacred by the worshippers of Pagan deities.

Whean I visited the site on a dull Winter's afternoon, it was impossible not to be struck by the ominous atmosphere that
hangs about the place llkke a dark, all-pervasive shroud..It was difficult too, to shake the feeling that you were being
watched by something that preferred to remain unseen, hidden from view...

It's certainly not hard to see why Bidston Hill has acquired such a sinister reputation over the passage of the years.
Especially amongst the local people, who on wild, windwsept nights, whisper in hushed tones, tales of phantoms and
Witchcratft...

Although the majority of reported phenomena is UFO-related, it could be said that there are sufficient ghostly occurences
to warrant its inclusion in this article.

An astronomer on Bidston Hill reportedly encountered strange, inexplicable slivers of light that lluminated the sky and
surrounding trees, and reportedly had a diverse affect upon the delicate instruments within the hill's resident obesrvatory,
by causing them to vibrate.

(ABOVE): The Bidston Hill Observalory. Sttuated at the very summil of the hill, it is afforded a unrtvalled view of the
Heavens and its vast canopy of stars. The bullding is just a part of a research complex that wouldn't look out of place on
the sct of an episode of either ' DR WHO' or 'QUATERMASS '

Lest you still be of the opinion that I've made something of a departure away from Merseyside's ghosts and apparitions,
just let me quickly add that coincidental with the appearance of the anomalous lights, the unnamed astronomer also told
of how he'd frequently heard unusual sounds in the air all around him. He described these noises as being like 'low
murmurs.' He further stated that he noticed mirage effects on the plain between the windmill (which along with the
observatory, dominates the hiliside) and the research site. 'They caused the air to be teeming with ghostly shapes
superimposed on the slopes of the hill and appearing like thousands of glow-worms.'

The witness suggested that the phenomena might well have some sort of electrical origin, due to the fact that throughout
the experiences; 'It was as though some electric current, throbbing, palpitating, were at play.'

Jenny Randles, in her excellent book; 'MYSTERIES OF THE MERSEY VALLEY,' makes reference to 'a curious
Guardian that seerns (o have stood by the hill as if nocturnally protecting the M53, and the housing esiales around Upton. '
To llustrate this curious supposition, she recounts how, on 1st May, 1980, Gareth Hughes was travelling home in the
early hours of the morning when the normally busy motorway was exceptionally quiet. He was driving towards the bridge
that leads across to the railway station on the opposite side of the carriageway. He had a clear view of Bidston Hill over to
his right, and as he passed Junction 3, his attention was suddenly drawn to ‘adark, foreboding object.’ silhouetted against
the contours of the hill, in a position south of the research complex. He was astounded at its incredible size and the fact
that it seemed to sit astride the closed down railway station. As he passed under the bridge, he wound down his window to
afford himself a better look at the object, and reduced his speed to little more than a crawL He was able to see that the
object was, to all intents and purposes, studying him with an equai degree of intensity!!!



The black mass (no pun intended), was hanging so low in the sky that it all but obscured the stars in the heavens. It was
reminiscent of ‘two artillery shells placed side by side, bus angled downwards so thal the front part pointed into the ground
_ andthe curved ends pointed skyward. The overall effect was not unlike a glant pair of btnoculary trained onto the
motorway. Fromthe front, two beams of light, like headlamps, were shiningtowards the earth. They were strong, but
cut-off sharply in mid-atr beforereaching the hillside. Tywo small pink or red flames were also visible at the back of the
mbes, flickering slightly into the sky. ’

There was no sign of any other traffic on the road. He decided it would be a good idea to acquire other witnesses to this
unbellevable sight, and so drove to his mother's house as quickly as he possibly could. Although she lived less than five
minutes drive away, the object, whatever it was, had disappeared by the time he and his mother returned to the location.
Similar objects have been sighted both before and since this report was made public...

Most notably, on December 27th, 1985, when Nicola and Jack Limb were returning to Wallasey, on the same stretch of
the MS3 as Gareth Hughes, flve years earlier. Again, both witnesses expressed great surprise at the total lack of other
traffic on this normally hectic stretch of road. They suddenly noticed a ‘triangile of lights, with two bright white ones at the
Jront and a blob of red at the rear and top.’

It was hovering over the same railway line as in the previous account, directly at the foot of Bidston Hill. The object was
ominously silent. They kept it in view until they passed Junction 2.The object was still hovering beneath the hill when they
lost sight of it as the motorway curved to the west...

And finafly, (for now, at least), 'Spud,’ a taxi-driver friend of the Editor, penned a rather lengthy letter to 'DON,’
concerning an unnerving experience he had whilst travelling along Boundary Road (a fairly busy lane that rubs directty
alongside Bidston HilL

According to Spud's letter, he was returning home on foot, on a freezing cold winter's evening, together with one his
friends. There'd been a fairty heavy snowfall earlier that day, and they were both understandably eager to be indoors.
They walked along the road as quickly as the conditions would allow, and both remarked upon the unusual absence of
streelighting. However, there was a full moon, so it wasn't so dark that they couldn't make out where they were headed.
As they approached Taylor's Wood, just offto thelr left, with the sadly obsolete Flaybrick Cemetery on thelr right, Spud
was fllled with a sudden feeling of unutterable dread, and was about to suggest that they should turn back and take
another route, when his friend shouted 'What's that?'

He followed his companions pointing finger and distinctly saw a pair of glowing red eyes 'that shone like bright rubies in
the pale moonlight,' peering at them from out of the wood. At that precise instant, the air was fllled with a terrifying
growling noise, and the bushes on the other side of the road began rustling violently. The 'glowing eyes' suddealy
appeared to be much clearer and at a greater beight than before, as though whatever was crouching in the trees had
raised itself on its haunches...and was slowly crawling in their direction...

The cabbie decided something indescribably evil was fast approaching and began beating a hasty retreat. His friend, who
had seemingly been inteut on investigating farther, followed reluctantly in his wake.

As they walked, they both recalled a fire-side horror story some mutual friend had once told them over a few beers. A
story about a Demon that was rumoured to haunt the area around Bidston Hill: a cresture that was said to be half
human/half animal, with cloven hoofs, horns on either side of its head and glowing red eyes...They had understandably
scofTed at the tale...Who in their right mind, and in this day and age, wouldn't???

As they tried to resist the temptation not to break into a panic-stricken run on a bone-chilling night in the dead heart of
winter however, that ‘cragy oldrumour-monger’s’ solemn words carried a weight that could crush even the most valiant
of spirits, as easily as an autumn leaf grabbed in a pair of rough, uncaring hands.

And when they heard the sound of twigs and branches snapping in the dark wood right beside them...And a low, guttral
growling, edging closer, ever closer...You better believe they did take to their toes!!!

They ran, slipping and sliding through the recently-fallen snow.

They ran and didn't once look back.

They ran as if their very souls depended on it.

And hell, who knows, perhaps after all is said and done, that's not so very far from the truth.

Dibbinsdale's Phantom
Hitch-Hiker

A lonely stretch of road that runs between the middle-class suburbs of Spital and Bromborough, has long been attributed
with the ceputation of being haunted by the ghost of a young woman, most commonly described as being dreszed in the
garb of a nun.

According to local legend, the spirit is that of a girl who had set out from nearby Poulton Hall, to make her way to the
nunnery. She never arrived there however, becanse she was raped and then murdered by an unknown assaflant as she
crossed Dibbinsdale Bridge.

Over the years, the bridge has become synonymous with the appearance (and rapid disappewrance) of a Vanishing
Hitch-Hiker, which may, or may not, be coanected with the sightings of the aforementioned nun.
Several people have reported encountering the ghostly entity as they drove towards the bridge that fords the Dibbinsdale

Brook. The author spoke to another of those highly-reliable taxi-drivers who, after requesting anonymity, related how
he'd been travelling through the area, after dropping off a fare in Bromborough, during the early hours of the morning. It
had been raining heavily, and as the lane is devoid of streetlighting, he was driving very carefully and at a reduced speed.
Just as he was approaching the bridge he saw, illuminated in the glare of the headlamps, the figure of a woman, clad
entirely in a black, hooded cloak, standing at the edge of the road. She had her head bowed, as though she were seeking to
protect herself from the relentlessly driving rain. The cabbie took pity on her, caught out there in such Godawful weather,
and he pulled up alongside the bedraggied woman, wound down his window and offered her a lift. Her head remained



bowed, and she made no reply, so the driver repeated his offer on a couple more occaisions...Still the woman didn't give
the slightest indication that she was even aware of his existence, and he'd just about decided that she was either stone
deaf, simple-minded, or both, when the cowled figure raised its head, smiled sadly at him, and then promptly vanished!
Tlhe cabbie stared for a second in frank disbelief...And then he put his foot down, suddenly anxious to be away from the
place.

He conflded to me that there is no way he would take that route into Spital ever again...Not for all the ttps in the world.
And his is not the only such account on record. In 1970, there were two very similar incidemts, both involving people

unwittingly offering a lone woman, dressed in black, a lift, only to have the ‘person’ disappear from sight in a spift
second...
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(Above): The winding, twisting road that runs through the tiny village of Dibbinsdale, is the repusted haunt of a phantom
nunand/or a 'Vanishing Hitch-Hiker.'

Whatever the truth of the tales, the place is undeniably spooky. The trees that surround the lane on all sides, stand ke
sientsentinels; The Eternal Walchers... They per ceive the comings and goings of man, the constant ebb and flow of traffic,
andtherich, woodland wildlife.

Andwho knows, perhapssomething else...

Something from beyond the realms of sdeonific acceplance ..
Something that craves human companionship, buswhich is doomed by its very nature, to forever walk alone.

The Frankby Phantom

According to reports humming down the wires from local Merseyside newspaper; 'THE WIRRAL NEWS,' a secluded
area of Frankby, known as The Nook, has recently attracted an outbreak of paranormal phenomena.

The initial account was included in the December 17th, 1997, edition of the paper, and concerned a milkman by the name
of John Hollywood. He was carrying out his delivery round at 5 in the morning, a good hour and a half or so before
sunrise at that time of year. As he turned into The Nook itseif, the headlights of his milkfloat illuminated the darkened
lane, and something else... something out of a nightmare.

John, who hails from Moreton, slammed on the brakes as he came face to face with an entity that he described as being;
‘six or seven feet tall It looked like the Abominable Snowman. '

Unable at first to believe his eyes, he hesitated for a moment to gaze at the 'strange white figure’ as it ran pell mell
towards him. Then fear slithered into his skin and he hurriedly reversed and shot back the way he'd come, as fast as he
possibly could: T just put my foot down. The botiles were jangling I was going so fast.’

John, who'd been so terrified by the incident that he actually feit his hair stand on end, has since refused to continue his
round In the area during the hours of darkness.

The brief article concluded with a plea for further information regarding amy similar encounters and a tantallsing
reference to the locale's eerie reputation.... 'He's not the first to report a Frankby Phaniom; the area is anclent and is
reputedto bea hotbed for sightings of strange phenomena.’

We were further intruiged when, a month later (14th January, 1998), the same paper arranged for a psychic to visit the
location to see If she could tap into the atmosphere and sense any ghostly presence responsible for the haunting of The
Nook. Maureen Platt, from Tranmere, descibed how she ‘grew queasy’ as she reached the bottom of the lane. ‘My stomach
began churning. I sensedthat the lane had been the scene of a brutal murder.’

Typicaily, (not to say frustratingly), she couldn't be any more specific, except to say that she believed that a man may
have been killed as a direct result of a lover's tiff some 120-150 years previously.

Just to add to the aura of mystery, the latest article also made mention of a a Hoylake resident named Albert Spencer,
who claimed that his father had seen the Phantom on several occasions during the 1930's. Albert was quoted as saying;



'He often spoke of a white figure sitting on the fence by
Frankby Stilex. I recall on one occasion my father being a
little shaken when the figure disappeared in a flash, and
this lessened his visits 1o Frankby Stiles.’

There was speculation too, that the 'spirit’ may have a
'female companion.’

The Nook's 'Half-Inn House' has gained a local notoriety
for being haunted by the ghost of a ‘lady in crinoline
walking through the rooms carying a goldfsh bowl’
although the present owners were quick to point out that
they have lived there for nigh on 30 years, and they have
never seen anything remotely unsual.

The house, originaily built in 1675, certainly has an ancieat
history (something of a prerequisite for reputedly haanted
houses) and was once on the main road linking Monks
Ferry with Hoylake. It was known as 'The Lincoln Inn'
back then, and was utilised as a stop-off point for changing
horses.

On 28th January however, came news that a local farmer
had put forward a rational, if somewhat prosaic
explanation for the mysterious apparition...Namely, a pure
white Charolais cow!!!

Clyde Beck, of Well House Farm proffered the theory after
hearing of John Hollywoods' ghostly' encounter, and
remembered that on the morning In question, one of his
cows, Bess, had managed to escape from its shed and had
wandered in a very confused state down that very same
lane of The Nook.

Clyde was quoted as saying; 'Bess had calfed the night
before and so we kept her in the shed. She must have
wanled to join the rest of the herd because she broke apen
the shed door, opened the g ate and went off down the lane.
"She must have remembered her calf and come charging
back up, which would have been when the milfonan saw
her.'

Sounds perfectty feasible to us...But that didn't stop several
more Witnesses braving ridicule to register their encounters
with what they, at least, regarded as the real 'Frankby
Phantom.'

A couple from Greasby were keen to make people aware
that they believed they had seased the presence long before
the current news story broke and made the local press.

The incident occurred sometime around 3am, when Gill
Westerman and her boyfriend - a policeman, who not
surprisingly, given his profession, requested anomymity,
were walking home after a night out when they elected, for
some unknown reason, to take a detour down The Nook.
Gl takes up the story; 'When we gotto the bottom I began
gasping for breath. I felt absolutely gutted It doubled me
over and I burstoult crying.

‘Itwas an averwhelmingly sad f eeling.

Her boyfriend, who has been in the force for over 13 years,
was equally affected by the strange feeling of melancholy,
and also sensed an invisible presence.

Gill was further quoted as saying; I went back one
morning and it was even more powaful I couldn't walk
away. I had to stand still until if let go.’

'THE WIRRAL NEWS' were quick to point out that Gill
had described to them the location where she claimed to
have had the experience, and it turned out to be the exact
same spot where Maureen - their voluntary psychic -had
reported feeling an-all pervastve feeling of deep sorrow.
And Glill could have had no way of knowing the precise
position of Maureen's psychic impression, as the paper did
not release those particular details.

Coincidence? Lucky guess? Maybe, but it certainly makes
you wonder...

And finaily, (for now at least), there was a letter in the 18th
Febraury, 1998, issue of the very same paper which
purported to be from a local reader by the name of Mrs
Elisabeth Bamber from Prenton in Tranmere. The

decidedly brief missive contained precious few details, but
did make reference to a possible encounter with the
mysterious entity...Whether anthropomorphic denizen of
the spirit world or constantly wandering cow.

Elisabeth states that late one mid-winter's afternoon, she'd
been to Frankby Cemetery to visit a friends graveside.
Having paid her respects, she turned to follow the path
down to the main gate, and suddenly came face to face with
‘a white floating figure.’ Not surprisingly, she was not too
keen to hang around and investigate further. Instead, she
elected, in her own words to 'beaf a hasty retreat and
huerriedly make my way back to the bus stop and home. '
We'll bring you more on this developing story when and
as we get ft...

17th December, 1997 - 18th Febraury, 1998. Frankby,
Merseyside 'THE WIRRAL NEWS'

GHOSTS AND DEVILS
Ovsn “ELSEWHERE...

Evil Spirits In
The Kings Arms

The above-named pub, smack in the middle of the Lake
District, seemed like the idyllic location for Peter and Dawn
McCulloch to set up a profitable business...but within days,
they had begun to regert ever having set foot in the place.
One morning, Dawn, 39, walked into the kitchen to
discover a 12-inch, lethal -looking knife firmly embedded
into the wall.

That was bad enough, what was worse were the
phenomena that followed. Taps kept turning themselves on
of their own accord, causing water to first overflow, and
then cascade all over the pub floor. Ovens kept switching
on and off despite the fact that they were very often not
plugged in. The couple were soon at their wits end, and
decided to take a short holiday in Italy, hoping that a break
might give them some much-needed breathing space. After
they returned however, they awoke one night to hear the
sound of the presents they'd brought back for their family
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In the ensuing weeks beer glasses began spontaneously
exploding on an almeost daily basis, and a barman was left
. in a state of panic when a pair of heavy cellar doors
slammed shut behind him, leaving him trapped.

Peter decided to research the history of the place and
discovered that the pub in Egremont had once been an
18th century death row for prisoners waiting to be hanged.
What has since been regarded as the most sinister event of
all occured after Dawn took to wearing a Celtic cross to
ward off the evil spirits that she believed were infesting the
place... '

Apparently, she still bears the imprint of its shape after the
cross somehow began burming into her skin. Equally
bizarre was the discovery of an imprint of the cross
marked in sait down in that dreaded cellar.

"It was the most frightening thing of the lot,' Peter was
later quoted as saying. 'The chain became so hot around
her neck it was unbearable. When our cleancr 100k it off
She could barely hold i1.

‘Then the cellorman went downstatrs to find a beer pump
overflowing - and alongside i1, drawn in salt was a kite
shape with a cross in it. It was identical to the chain - and
there is no salt (normally regarded as a_protection against
all things evil, due to Its preservative properties - Ed) ever
keptin the cellar because of the beer.

'We can't explain any of these things. Many of our
customers wonder how we stay here - but it's funny what
you can learn to live with.

'I've chatted to the last landlord and nothing happened to
him, so it must be us they've got it in for. '

Not that the resident spirits are ensirely given over to
malicious behaviour...In common with the age-old folktales
of mischetvious Brownies, Elves and other household
sprites, the 'Kings Arms' entity has on occasion done the
couple a good turn...Pints of beer have been knmown to
mysteriously appear upon the top of Peter's computer
when he's been engaged in doing the stock checks,

A lakeland historian, Gerry Arbon, was asked for his
opinion as to the origin of the hauntings, and had this to
say; 'The pub dates back to the 18th century when it was
the local court house before being turned into a pub. The
stone cellars were holding cells for prisoners waiting to
come 1o the bench jor offences ranging from murder (o
petty pilfering.

'‘Some of these undoubtedly were hanged - and it may be
that their spirit has been recently disturbed

'That would explain some of the unpleasant things which
have happenedto the new tenans. '
3rd August, 1997. LakeDistrict 'SUNDAYMANC.'

The Gambling Spirit

The 'Plume And Feather's public house at Weedon,
Nothhamptonshire, seems to have been plagued by the
restless ghost of a gambling-addict, who isn't about to let
anything as trivial and inconsequential as death get in the
way of his habit...

Regulars at the pub believe the phantom is a certain
George Wallis, a well-known gambler with an eye for the
ladies, who died nearly 80 years ago. Alterations to the
design of the place seem to have disturbed the previously
quiet, relaxed atmosphere, and has inspired spirit
manifestations of the type witnessed imitally by cleamer
Jackie Cook-Walker (mo relation-Ed). She described
hearing a the sound of the fruit machines paying out a big
win and actually saw the reels spin - even though there was
no hard cash crashing into the trough.

Later that same evening, she was confronted by an
apparition standing near to the machine:

'He was playing the fruil machine and there was a shadow
over it. I was out like ashot, it was terrifying.’

The pub's landlord; Paul, a real regular (ahem) master ot
wit, was quoted as saying; 'We had no problems unfll we
started knocking walls down. From that point we noticed
lots of inexplicable happenings.

‘He ("George The Ghost') does seem t0 be a bit addicted and
it may be time to call in 'G host Gamblers Anonymous’ The
spook was also being blamed by Paul for interference with
the pub's lighting...

'When I flick a switch the light will either refuse to come on
or fUcker of}."’

2nd November, 1997. Weedon, Northants 'THE SUNDAY
PEOPLE.’

Local(Ghost)Girl
In The Photograph

Twelve-year-old Daniel Geraghty, was returning home
from a fishing trip near Slikstone Common, Barnsley, when
he saw coming towrds him, a little girl dressed in 'old
Jashioned clothes, surrounded in mist '

Aside from the mysterious 'mist' one might be forgiven for
thinking that there was nothing too strange about that, but
the fact that the 'little girl' then unnaccountably vanished
right before his eyes, takes the incident well into the

realms__ or_ gho!

ogomemcs

: Geraghty's skeich of the glwslg-; sighted by
hisson, Daniel, in a quiel lane near Silkstone Common.
Daniel's father, Ken, 48, was, it seems, not your usual
sceptical parent, and when his son Informed him of the
encounter, he was so Intruiged that he drew up a detalled
sketch of the 'ghost’ based on Daniel's description.

He then decided to embark upon a one-man crusade to
uncover its identity by delving into archived records, all to
no avail. Until, that is, he instigated the publication of his
son's account and the attendant sketch in the local paper.

A few days later, he was contacted by 68-year-old Jean
Maloney, who claims she recognised the drawing as



bearing an uncanny likeness to Emily Whitely, Jeans's
auntie who had died near Champney Hill Farm, aged 11,
back in 1908. Emily was killed when a shotgun accidentally
went off as it was in the process of being cleaned.

To add weight to her contention that the spirit was indeed
that of Emily, Mrs Maloney produced a faded photograph
of the girl and allowed Daniel to view it firsthand.

'Thal’s the girl I saw,’ he was reported as saying the
moment he laid eyes on the picture.

According to Daniel's detailed description, the girl had
been wearing a black choker, white lace gloves, and a
knee-length red velvet dress. She was said to have been
carrying a stick or a broom.

The old family photograph showed a girl wearing similar
clothes - including matching choker...The one appreciable
difference was the hairstyle - shorter with a fringe in the
photograph and parted down the middle whilst the girl in
the sketch appears to have ringlets. Jean Maloney had an
explanation for this apparent discrepancy however, she
claims that the picture was taken three years before
Emily's death.

She said; 'The lane where the boy spotted her is the place
where Emily used to play as a child I have always been
sceptical about ghosts but I am convinced it was my aunt’
Daniel's father, who as we have already seen, Is
considerably less-than sceptical, was planning, at the time
of going to press, to have the lane blessed by a priest.

12th November, 1997. Sibstone Comunon, Barnsley.
‘DAILY MAIL.'

Witcbheraft And
Demonology 3n
The World Today

-

A Spell Of
Ritual Sacrifice

The World often stands aghast at the actions of certain
individuals who, even in the midst of late 20th century
society, resort to the most ancient of rituals to procure
impossible wealth, good fourtune or conquest over death
One such person was a Witchcraft-practising grocery clerk
in Ventura, California. Diana Huan, 36, was convicted of
first-degree murder and kidnapping after she killed her
lover's wife in a bizarre human sacrifice ritual. She later
claimed that she performed the ceremony as a special
birthday gift for her boyfriend.

27th Seplonber, 1997. Ventura, California 'LIVERPOOL
ECHO.'

*%22And an unnamed man in India, decicded last November
(1997), to hack offhis own son's head before offering it to a
Hindu Goddess in the belief that a human scarifice would
earn him divine favours...

5Sth November, 1998. India. 'LIVERPOOLECHO'

Of Hexes And

From Miami, Florida, comes news that a funeral home vigil
was interrupted by a group of men who began performing
Santeria rituals, threw the dead man's relatives out, and
subsequently inspired a shootout with police.

The drama began when three women were holding a vigil
at the Rivero Funeral Home in Miami, when about ten
strangers suddenly burst in just before dawn.

'These men started performingSanteria acts on the body of
the deceased,’ police Lt. Bill Schwartz was quoted as
saying. 'They put some ash in the form of a cross on his
Jorehend_then they ordered the family membery out’
Followers of Santeria practice a form of Afro-Caribbean
religion that melds Roman Catholic Saints and rituals with
animal sacrifices, hexes and blessings.

The men may have been drinking, Schwartz said later, but
he didn't know if they were mistaken about the identity of
the deceased man, a Philadeiphia resident whose body had
been brought to Miami for burial.

4th October, 1997. Miami, Florida, USA. ' ST LOUIS
POST-DISPATCH.'

*%% A jury in Los Angeles, USA, convicted Jae Whoa
Chung, 44, and missionary Sung Soo Choi, 42, of
involuntary mansiaughter for pummeling Chung's wife to
death during an exorcism in July, 1996.

17th April, 1997. Los Angeles, USA. 'USA TODAY’

**%* And staying in America, Thomas Passmore, who
sawed off his own hand in the belief that it was possessed
by an evil spirit, lost his lawsuit against the doctor who
obeyed his request not to resttach the hand in the
emergency room...

Jurors deliberated for half an hour. before rejecting all the
claims in Passmore's $3 million lawsuit against Tad Grenga
at Norfolk General Hospital in Virginia.

11th Septemeber, 1997. Virginia, USA. 'USA TODAY.’

**% And in Budapest, The Alliance Of Hungarian Witches
has been forced to go on trial to refute charges of not
paying taxes on proceeds from its services. The group,



which numbers approximately 8,300 in its membership,
registered as a religious denomination in 1992.

26th November, 1997. Budapest, Hungary. 'LIVFERPOOL
ECHO.’

*%* Meanwhile, villagers in South China, were resorting to
digging up women relatives and storing the bodies in a bid
to prevent would-be snatchers from selling them as 'Ghoxt
Brides '

According to reports coming out of the area, corpses are
coustantly being secretly 'wed' to men who die bachelors -
a dishonourable fate in the traditions of that region.

7tk January, 1998. South China. 'DAILYSLUR.’

*#% And in Zaire, police have taken a duck (yes, that's
right, a duck) into custody and charged it with sorcery.
The bird was apparcently arrested for its role in the
mysterious shattering of a minibus windshield. Passengers
called the boys in blue, insisting that the duck was evil.
March, 1998. Zatre, Africa ' FAM MAGAZINE

Fears Of A New
British Witch Hunt

Seven Years ago, an inquiry imto the so—called Satanic
Ritual Abuse of children proved beyond the doubting of all
but the most credulous, that there was no hard evidence
whatsoever to substantiate the claims of obsessed care
workers.

The whole scare was found to be nothing more than a
dangerous, paranoid fantasy, that tragically, split asunder
previously close.families and sowed seeds of suspicion and
mistrust where once there had beea harmonic innocence.
Never again would this sorry state of affairs be allowed to
rear its ugly head in the midst of a civilised soclety.

Or so it seemed.

'THE MAIL ONSUNDAY’ however, has reccatly clatmed
that the once-abandoned Witch Hunt may be soon be well
and truly back on again, with all the misery and heartache
that such a scourging of family life will inevitably bring.
The February 1st article claims it has uncovered ‘domning
new evidence thai soclal workers are once more being urged
1o take seriously the myth thal Satanic Abuse is widespread
inBritain. '

It cites various worrying examples that have contributed to
the paper's concerns that the dreaded spectre may be
about to stalk the lives of the blameless, including;
*'Dangerous, cranky bellef3 originating in the United Stales
- and dismissed by two eminent judges who investigaled
child sex abuse in Rochdale and Orkney - are aiready
guining graund again

*Tratnee care workers at university are being encouraged
to study the theories (of Satanic Ritual Abuse), alongwith a
book thatsparked off the Satanic Abusescares.

*Sordid tales of Devil worship and children being subjected
1o almost unimagtnable soual lorment are discussed
regularly at conferences all over the country.

* Training videos for rape counsellors feature a former
social worker who led a team severely criticised for creating
a false impression that Salanic Abusewas rife.

The articie makes mention of Virginia Bottemicy's (Health
Secretary at the time of the original scare back in 1991),
apparent horror at the prospect of a return to those dark,
suspicion-riddled days:

'It is a form of abuse in itself when social workers invent
their own fantaises and pursue their own obsessions to the
detriment of children. It's a social worker's job to proteci a
child's interests.’

Even more worrying, for the Editor of this magazine at
least, is the 'revelation' that our verv own Liverpool

University is said to be at the heart of serious allegations
concerning the resurgence of the Satanic Abuse
phenomenon.

The article predicted that by the beginning of March this
year, a team of women researchers were expeacted to
deliver tho results of an cxtraordianry survey in which
questionaires were sent out to 100,000 addresses at
random.

Somewere postedihrough letier baxes... others merely came
with the local newspaper. And one question in particular
was (o horrify some of the recepients in the Sefion area of
the clty. It asked baldly; "Would you describe the sexual
abuse you expyiencedas a child as ritualixtic sexual abuse

(Saanim, Occub Retigios Cul)?

The paper states that it made contact with the head
researcher; Jane Groves, who was said to be ‘blase abour
the survey..and admined that she had no evidence of
Satanic Abuse

She merely statedthat "ittends (o be more mainstream than
peoplethink." She had heard "whispers,' and viciims had
1o be protected

This is distarbing enough. What is perhaps even more
galling is the news that the trainee social workers at the
university have been asked to study manuais highlighting
Satanic Abuse. And these 'do-it-yourself' guides are
frighteningly stmilar to those already dismissed as being
irrelevant during the notorious Rochdale and Orkney cases
in 1991.

Students on the social world diploma course have been
using a book written in 1995 by lecturer Guy Mitchell to
identify symptoms of Ritunal Abuse.

And, wouldn't you just know fit, the (ahem) eminent Mr
Mitchell has urged his students to anatyse the infamous ol’
potboiler ‘"MICHFIIE REMEMRBERS' (Sphere), written

by Micheile Smith and Lawrence Pazder M.D.



Despite being discredited here in the U.K., the book was
Instrumeatal in sparking the first wave of Witch Hunts in
'91, and, if Mr Mitchell has his way, may well do so again.
The reputed growth of Satanic Abuse has recently been
discussed at a conference that took place at Warwick
University, and was organised by the Ritual Abuse
Information Network and Support, a secretive group that
vets members and professionals before they attend.

The national press were therefore banned from attending,
but our admirably persistent 'MAIL' succeeded In
uncovering the fact that nearly every speaker and every
workshop featured Satanic Abuse.

Of even greater concern is the disconcerting news that at a
mereting in Westminster Central Hall in London, during
May, 1997, three of the eight speakers talked openly of
Ritunal Abuse - including some who had been flercely
criticised over their views on the subject.

They included Judith Dawson-Jones, who led the social
worker's team imvestigating alleged child abuse in
Nottinghamshire in 1989. The team was castigated for
turning a case that involved muitiple incest into something
even worse.../4 Demonic Salanic frenzy that involved
ritualistic miordey.’

Not surprsingly, you may feel, a subsequent inquiry failed
to find any evidence that the story had any basis in reality.
Instead, they concluded that the allegation had been
created by a combination of poor interview techniques by
both social workers and parents.

Ms Dawson-Jones remains steadfast in her belief that there
was indeed Satanic Abuse existent In the Nottinghamshire
case, and continues to insist that her work was
"plonecring” and is now a child consultant. She's even
produced her own training video for would-be counsellors
and social workers investigating SRA cases.

And, according to the article, the bellevers are also moving
into mainstrewn jobs where they can Influence young
professionals.

Maureen Davies, an Evangelical Christian seen as a prime
mover in spreading the disturbing theories, now lectures in
North Wales.

And a British Psychological Sociay report showed recently
that 13 per cent of 800 psychologists w ko answered asurvey
had wor ked with clients who clabrmed they were victims of
Saanic Ritual Abuse' - andthey actually believed them.
The paper winds up its thought-provoking, not to say
intensely disquieting report by calling on Jean La Fomtaine,
emeritus professor of anthropology at the London School
of Economics - whose book exposing the Satanic Abuse
myth is to be published in the near future - was quoted as
saying that no investigation in Britatn, or indeed abroad,
had uncovered any evidence of it. ’

‘The kind of manuals used at Liverpool University refer to
Satanic Abuse as though it was established beyond doubt’
In common with the bane of abductees, Kevin McClure,
she has very little confldence in ‘reaneral momnory
teaxhniques’ and hypnotherapy used on victims to help
remember 'Abuse.’

‘Something has to be done or there will be new Witch
Hunis, devestating innocent people and children. '
1stFebraury, 1998. General '"MAIL ONSUNDAY’

Plague Of The

Zombies

According to reports coming out of Haitl - the self-styled
hotbed of Voodoo - accounts of the soulless undead Zombie
may not merely be the stuff of legend and George A.
Romero horror movies.

The explanation being proferred has more to do with
victims of mental illness and/or brain damage rather than
some arcane Voodoo ceremony, however. After studying
case histories, visiting Voodoo temples and actively
speaking to two local practicioners, Professor Roland
Littiewood, from the Departmment of Anthropology and
Psychiatry at University College in London, together with
local ‘expert’ Dr Chavannes Douyon, from the Polyclinique
Medicia in Port-au-Prince, have put forward the theory
that these 'Zombies' are little more than cataleptic mental
defectives, to be pitied rather than feared.

They cite, by way of an example, the case of one
30-year-old 'Zombie,’ a woman who had apparently died
and was later found wandering near to her home village
three years later. After being studied by medical
authoritles, it was concluded that she was suffering from
catatonic schizophrenia which remdered her mute and
immobfle.

Another example concerned a 26-year-old man who also
turned up after being buried In a family tomb. He too was
suffering from brain damage and epllepsy whilst another
woman who had 'died’ following a fever had a severe
learning disability.

The researchers proclaimed their findings in the highly
respected medical journal; ‘LANCET: 'People with a

cloonic schizophrenic illness, brain damage, or learning
disabillty are not uncommonly met when wandering in
Haitl, and they would likely to be identified as lacking
wolition and memory - characteristics ofa Zombie.'

17th October, 1997. Haitl 'DAILY MAIL'

Religions Pherumena

'I Believe In Miracles...’
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The popular press have recently featured several accounts
of apparent 'Miraculous Cures' amongst their daily diet of
sex, scandal, political point-scoring, and character
assassination...

Here are just three examples.

A paralysed British woman, unnamed in the accounts we
came across, had to be physically carried into the shrine of
St Mary Gorettl, south of Rome, but was able to discard
her crutches and walk unaided after just an hour's ardent
prayer.



The 50-year-old woman's cure was witnessed by other
members of her party who had embarked upon the
pilgrimage to Italy from a Catholic church in London.
Bishop Domeaico Pecile, 7S, who has been appointed as
chief investigator of the case, was quoted as saying; 'The
Juct that a woman who was apparently paralysed could
walk afier praying at the sArine is absolutely true. But we
aretrying to assess whether it was indeed a miracle

'The woman prayed at (ke spot where Mary Gorati, 11, was
Jatally siabbed in 1902. The girl forgave her killer as she
lay dying She sat where the child was martyred She
suddenly arvose, lefl her crudches, and moved towards
overyonesaying, "'I can walk! I can walk"

22nd Ocober, 1997. Shrine Of St Gorettl, Italy.'DAILY
EXPRESS’

*¢* And just a month or so later, a devout Catholic by the
name of Pat English, was clatming her cancer had been
cured after twice visiting the holy shrine at Louardes.
She had been diagnosed as having no more than three
months to live, but decided to make a last gasp pilgrimage
to Lourdes, aasuming she had nothing to lose. She bathed
in the shrine's famous grotto, alleged to have been blessed
with incredible healing powers, and brought back several
vials of Holy Water to drink each day as she edged closer
to desath,
Amazingly, just wocks after rcturuing from ber second
visit, Pat found that she was cared. You may not be too
surprised to discover that, as a resuit, she is now a firm
believer in miracles; 'Visiting Lourdes was a last wild hope.
Now God has granted me the miracle of seeing my first
grandchild My fuith kept me gotng. I was never frightened
of death and didn't even cry when I was told that I was
going lo die. But when docors said the cancer had
disappeared, ] weptfor the rest of the day. '
Pat's remarkable story begins twelve months eartier when
she suffered a malighamt tumour in ber right breast. The
breat was subasqucdy removed at Newcastle General
Hospital. But by April of that year, the cancer spread to
lymph sodes in her right arm. -
Two months further down the lime, despite Intense
» the dreaded Big C was fervently attacking

ber liver. Pat was toid the terrible news that the disease

was now at such a stage as to be inoperable.

That awful revelation came just days after danghter
Theresa, 31, said she was pregnaat with her first baby.
Pat's initial indifference to the prospect of death underwent
a profound change in the light of this news, planning her
own funeral whilst the knowiedge that she would never live
to see her grandchild weighed heavy on her beart.

She travelled from her home in Washington, Tyne and
Wear, to visit family and friends around the country to say
her final farewells. And yet, she remained determined to
fuifil her dying wish to make the pllgrimage to Loardes.
Warm-hearted workmates managed to raise the £1,000
needed to fund the trips, and Pat was able to make her first
visit in July and, despite her health failing rapidly, made a
second journey in the autumn.

When she returued, she visited her doctors for a routine
check-up and very nearly collapsed with shock at being
told that the cancer had unnaccountably disappeared. Pat
sald; 'The radiographer was astonished. He (hought his
equipment might be faully because he couldn’t see
anything. I went back the next week and he confirmad that
there was nothing there. 1 just burst into tears.

‘I wanted (o go to Lourdes hoping it would help me in some
way. But I didn't think I'd be worthy of a miracle. Now I'm
Jighting [itwhen everyone thought I'd be dead,

‘Doctors say I could live for months or years. I'm grateful
Jor whaleverIget.'

And just weels after the successful scan, granddaughter
Rebecca was born.

Pat added; 'If I was o die next year I've had the joy of
holding her.'

Her husband, Mick, who's faith isn't as strong as his wife's,
was moved to say; ‘This has really made me stop and
think.’

The Imperial Cancer Research Fund were predictably
more prosaic in their explanation for the 'miracle cure.’

" us cancer remissions do happen - but only very
rarely.’

30th Dexember, 1997. Lowordex. 'DAILY MIRROR'

*4% Surpassing even the previous tales, however, is surely
the case of another unnamed woman who claimed that she
could hear voices in her head frantically trying to warn
her that she had a brain tumour.

And after undergoing a successful operation, these same
voices retnrned to tell her; 'We are pleased to have helped
you.'

This bizarre story began with the woman, who was happily
married, in her forties, and with no history of psychological
problems - suddenly becoming aware that a disembodied
voice was speaking in her head whilst she was reading.

The voice reassured her that there was no reason for her to
be afraid, that it was a friend that wanted only to help ber.
She, perhaps not surprisingly, initially sespectad that she

was suffering from mental (liness, and immediately went to
sce her doctor. London consultant psychiatrist Ikechukwu

Azuonye, who treated the woman, said she appeared to be
cured after recetving counselling and medicatoin.

But while she went abroad on holiday, the mysterious voice
retnrned, and this time it seemed to have a companion.
They warned her to return to England immedistely

because there was something drastically wrong with her.
Upon arriving back in London, the voices gave her an

address to go to - the brain scan department of a large
London bnspital
The woman, who it seoms had undergone a radical change
of attitude toward the reality of the voices, persuaded her
husband to drive her to the hospital. Mr Azuonye, of the
Adult Mecutal Health Unit, Lambeth Healthcare NHS
Trust, London, later wrote about the case in the British
Medical Journal; ‘As ske arrived there, the voices told her
1o go in and ask to have a brain scan for two reasons - she
had a tumour in her brain and her brain stem was
infloned '
The paticut, who was afterwards referred to only as 'AB,’
saw the specialist the very next day and was in a state of
acute distress. To reassure her, he arranged for the scan,
even though there was no evidence of a tumour.
But, astoandingly, the voices were later proved to right in
their warnings...and 'AB' has since made a full recovery.
As she regained consciousneas after the operation to
remove the tumour she caims she heard them for what
proved to be the last time; 'We are pleased (0 have helped
you Goodbye '’
A flabbergasted Mr Azuonye writing up his notes on the
case had this to say; 'This is the flrst and only instance I
have ever come across inwhich halluctnaory voices soughi
o reassure the paticnd of thelr genutne interest in thetr
wellbeing, offered her a specific dlagnosis (there were no
clinical signs that would have alerted anyoneto the tumour)
directed her (0 the type of hospital best equipped to deal
with her problem, expressed pleasure that she had at least
received the Oreatment they destred for Rer, bid her farewell,
and hereajler dixappeared.
I am willing to accept that this was paranormal The
savedher lfe.
6th January, 1998. London. 'DAILYMAIL'’



Revolt Of The

Animals

Inebvisted Elephanis, Kamikaze Camels,
Super—Rodents, Belligerent Bees, Glant
Spiders And Truly Mad Cows

Emie the Camel had been preparing for a live Nativity
scene last Christmas in Chester, Maryland, USA, and
whiist his handlers were busy changing their outfits, the
600-pound, 6-foot animal broke free of his tether and made
for the highway.

Vinit Mody thought the animal lumbering towards his car
on Route S0, along Maryland's Eastern shore, might be a
deer or a horse. He tried to avoid it, but wound up
colliding with the animal.

Ernie's owner, John McQueeney, who had bought the
animal for $5,000, along with other performers in the
Nattvity show, somchow managed to drag the camel's
carcass off the road as Mody tended to his injured wife.
They were both later treated for minor injuries, at the local
hospital.

25th December, 1997. Chester, Maryland 'ST LOUIS
POST-DISPATCH’

#4% Over the past four mouths or so, the countries of both
Chile and Vietham have been the latest to have been
plagued by an invasion of two foot-long 'Super Rats.' They
have reportedly attacked barnyard animals and have
devestated rice flelds. In Santiago, the private Orbe News
Agency said Mauricio Barraza, president of the Ecological
Council believed that the rodents had grown so large
because they fed on the droppings of hormone-fattened
poultry.

And meanwhile, closer to home, in Bridport, Dorest, taxi
driver Jason Rawecliffe's pet rats tucked inso his corpse
after he had died from a seif-induced drug overdose.

The 28-year-old druggie's body was-found by- one of his
worried friends, Richard Taylor. He broke into Jason's flat
after he hadn't seen him for two days. He told an inquest at
Dorchester that ‘large chunhs’ of the dead man's face had
been eaten.

Then there was the case of Robin Goldforth's £40,000
Ferrarl, which was damaged to the tune of £3,000 by a
family of mice.

They nibbled the convetible's soft top in order to build a
nest inside the car for their seven bables. *

7th December, 1997. Santiago, Chile. 'ST LOUIS-POST
DISPATCH 20tk Febrmoy, 1998. Vietnan. 'LIVERPOOL
ECHOY 3rd October, 1997. Bridport, Dorset. 'DAILY
MANC.712th December, 1997. 'DAILYSLUR.'

**% A huge netful of herring began swtmming for their
lives when they were captured by a boat off the coast of
Norway.

Their frantic thrashing was so forceful it succeeded in
sinking the boat, and they made good their escape.

17th January, 1998 Norway. 'LIVERPOOLECHO'

**%* A man was killed by a herd of stampeding cows and
calves whilst walking his dog in a fleld near the village of
Gllcrux, Cumbria.

Frank Winthorp, who was in his 50's, was found dead with
head Injuries. The cattle were suddenly startled by some
unknown something....

17th January, 1998. G lUcrux, Cumbria. '‘DAILY SLUR.'

**% And a cow fell through the garage roof in the garden of
Harry Reynold's house, completely wrecking his car.

The heifer had run down a slope behind the garage before
crashing through the roof to land smack on his G-red
Austin Montego. The animal was unhurt, but the car was a
write-off.

Henry, 49, from Newport, West Wales, was quoted as
saying; 'Luckily we are insured,’ whilst an oh-so-witty
spokesman for the Co-op Insurance Company, which Is
dealing with the claim, sald; 'We‘ve heard of i raining cats
anddogs but never cows.'

24th November, 1997. Newport, West Wales. 'DAILY
SLUR’

*%4+ Beekeeper Mikos Papadopholous thought it might be a
good idea to have his bees at his funeral. However, it all
went sour when the insects became angry and attacked
mourners after they were (abem) stung into fary by the
priest waving incense over the coffin.

12th September, 1997. Pylos, Greece. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE'

*** A herd of 25 drunken elephants managed to flatten an
entire village in Bangladah'. The animals were attracted by
the aromatic smeill from a distillery near Jamalpur and
smashed their way in before guzzling down the contents.
They subsequently ran amok, forcing terrified villagers to
flee for their lives as buildings were brought crashing
down.

28th Dearmber, 1997. Jamalpia, Bangladesh ‘DAILY
MAIL'

*4% Britain's spider population soared last Autumn, due,
‘experts’' say to the exceptionally warm weather at the
height of the 'dying season.’

Unusually large numbers of oversized webs appeared all
over the country in an attempt to catch some of the
plethora of Qlying Insects that were also featuring in record
numbers.

Dr Geoff Oxford, geuneticist and spider 'expert' at York
University, sald; '1997 has been a fantastic year for the
Garden Spider. There are extremely large numbers of big
Jemales around. It has certainly been (he best Autumn for
them for the past several years, and they are around in
greater numbers. M any of them have a two-year [ife cycle,
sSo it's not easy to say exacily why there are so many .It
could have been the conditions this Summer, or it might
have been down to the mild weather in January, when the
currentcrop ofmaturespiders wereyoung.'

And whilst the Garden Spiders were the most noticable
species to appear especially prolific, other types of
arachanid were doing equally well, including the tiny
Money Spider. And just to reiterate the bad news for all
you arachnophobes out there, Dr. Oxford was quick to
remind us; 'Most spiders go about their business without
people being aware. In just one acre of grassland, there can
be as many as five million spiders '

10tk October, 1997. Britain. 'DAILYMAIL.'

*%% But it wasn't a spider indigenous to these shores that
was responsible for an attack on warehouse worker
Malcolm Haigh, aged 47, in Wakefleld, Yorkshire.

A West Indian Banana or Huntsman Spider, eight-inches
long, leaped from the darkness of a box of fruit Malcolm
was in the process of moving at the warehouse.

'I felt something extremnely large over my face and initially I
conld not see what it was. All of a sudden I realised that a
glant spider was aiacking my face. It was so huge tha it
blocked my vision totally, making everything dark. The
spider then bit me on the left cheek and I ended up with a
banana box hitting me in the mouth, causing damage to my
Leeth

11th October, 1997. Wakefleld, Yorkshire. ' DAILY MAIL'



~ BigCat

Among the Scottish animals beautifully mourted in the
musewm at Inverness, the capital of the legend-haumted
Highlands, there is an odd outsider. This is Felicity, a large
fernale Puma, lolling casually on her side in a glass case. The
label tells the visitor that Felicity had been canght alive in a
trap at nearby Canmich in 1980, and that she lived happily in
the Highland Wildlife Park for a further five years.

.t
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Although an adult Puma is easily capable of killing a man,
Felicity was tame from the first, and had obviously been
somebody’s pet. The label writer goes on to wam readers
against releasing 'exotic pets', as so many people seem to have

dane, ever since the Dangerous Wild Animals Act of 1976 was

passed to regulate such amateur zoo-keepers. Wild beasts on
the loose seem to have been the unforeseen cutcome of this
hasty Act.

However, not all the stramge cats repored in the Highlands
owe their presence to thoughtless pet-lovers.. The Scotush
Wildcat, a ferocious bushy-tailed tabby, is known to share the
mist-shrouded hills with runaway domestic cats. Mixed
mamages' are canmon between the two. Twenty years or so
ago, black Wildcats began to be reported in the Highlands,
particularly on the Kellas Estate in Morayshire. Now
recogmmised by all aaturalists as a variety of Wildcat, the Kellas-
Cat is a tarifying creature, jet black, on thin legs, with a
demomical snarl and large angry eyes. It resembles nothing
more than a Witch's cat portrayed in a cartoon. Nafuralist and
cat expert Di Francis kept two Kellas Cats in captivity, named
Fred and Freda. They had to be caged at all times, and sad to
say, none of the Kellas Kittens survived for very long.

There is an excellemt specimen of a Kellas Cat, spitting
defiance to the world, in the musenm at Elgin, North Scotland.
It was shot near Logie Farm in Moray, a place where many
stories of eerie Wildcats may be heard In order to hear some
of them. I travelled up to Logie to speak to Mrs Sheena
Hilleary. She is the owmer of sixty acres of forest and
farmland, with the beamtiful River Findhorn ranming through
them. Over the telephone, Mis Hilleary had told me of the
"Kellas Cats" on her estate. It soon became apparext that some
wires, or cat whiskers, had been crossed somewhere. Kellas
Cats, as stated earlier, are like Witch's cats at Halloween, but
the animal Mrs Hilleary spoke of seamed more like Felicity,
the Pumat!!

It was a big cat, capable of pulling down a deer and eating it.
My sister saw one in June, 95, Mrs Hilleary said, ‘and she
couldn't believe the size of it! It was sitting calmly in the
middle of our drive at about half past six in the evening. It
was a Kellas C at the size of a Labrador dog.’
"What!' 1 exclammed. That's not a Kellas Cat. It's a big cat,
possibly a Puma. It could be very dangerous. Have you seen
it?'

'Oh yes - it is very big. Now I come to think of it, perhaps it's
a Moray Cat. In 1991 there was heavy snow, so I made a cast
of its paw-print by powring green candle wax into it, which
set at once.’

‘And it was the size of a cat's paw-print?’

Oh no. It was much bigger. As big as a man's hand. I'll send
you a drawing of it.’

When I recxived the drawing, it resembled the print of a female
Puma, with slight claw marks visible. Mrs Hilleary now
referred to the animal as a ‘Moray Cat.' Many local people
had seen the cats over the years, she wrote, and (perhaps
because of the confusion over the ‘officially’ discovered Kellas
Cat) she appeared to think the cats were a recognised Highland
species, perhaps mentianed in gnide books.

(Travellers on foot in the Glenferness area should try and
avoid getting eaten.’)

"You say the amimal is jet black?' 1 almost shouted during our
next conversation. ‘A Puma is sandy~colowred. What you have
in your hills is an amimal unknown to science! As soon as I
can, I'll come up and see you'

And so, in September, 1996, I made the long journey up to
Logie, a rugged region of breathmaking beanty, not far fram th
seagide golfing town of Nairn.

When I arrived at Mrs Hilleary’s home, which is also the Logie
Riding Cextre, I found my hostess tending a horse which had
unexpectedly fallen ill. I used this as an excuse to slip away
and explore the surrounding forest. Steppmg gingerly between
the great firs, I made my way to the river's edge, not far from
the place where a Roe Deer had been found dead with the meat
stripped from its bones as it by a giant cat's rasping tongue. .
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Evertually, after much wanderigg, I found myself beside a
quarry pool, examining the mud for spoor of the beast with
:what I hoped looked like a professional eye. Some of Mrs
Hilleary’s horses and riders clopped by, led by a jolly
Australian horse-girl who gave me a curious glance. By now I
had deduced that most of the footprints at the water's edge had
been made by horses, some by a fox and a few clawless ones
by a small cat. The horses vamshed, buzzards wheeled
screaming overhead, and I made my way hastily back to the
house, where Mrs Hilleary was now ready to receive me.
A cheerful, practical whita-haired lady, Mrs Sheena Hilleary
made me feel comfortable at ance, and I adwmired the lovely
home she had made from a 'steading’ or farm building.
T have thirty two horses and pontes here,’ she informed me. ‘T
must inherit my love of animals from my grandmother the
Duchess of Hamilton, who campaigned successfully for the
use of humane killers at abattoirs. Her experiences touring
abattoirs made her a vegetarian for life. We're swrounded
by wildlife here - only this morming I saw an Osprey flying
over the river. We have red squirreis - no greys - and Pine
Martins who attack the wild ducks on the river, I'm sorry to
say. Not long ago, I watched a mother otter and her babies
playing by the side of the river - wonderful! I'm quite familiar
with Scottish Wildcats - one walked right past the house
once, and I watched it through the window. But nothing
prepared me for the thrill of seeing that big black cat that
night.
1t never really gets dark here in Summer, and on that night in
June, six years ago, at half past ten, there was this strange
light, as clear as day. I was on my knees just in front of the
house (she had led me to the spot), doing a bit of garderong
when I heard the wire fence go "ping" very faintly. Then I
heard soft footsteps, and I looked up and saw the big black
cat only yards away, loping rapidly across the field to the
wood with a lovely flowing motion. It was black and glossy,
and in the very peak of condition, with shiny flowing hair and
its tail streaming behind in a long loop. I shall never forget
that sight! A big cat - the size of'it! It was nothing like a dog.
In August this year, I think I saw it again. I was in a remote
part of the wood when something black flashed down from a
dead tree and off into the undergrowth. Many people have
seen our Moray Cat. Fergus Brown saw it from his car one
day. It was pressed beside the wire fence on the verge of the
road. He opened the car window for a look, and it reared
back, showed its teeth, and spat at him. Lambs have been lost
- that nright have been the work of the cat. Paul Jackson,
whose house faces onto Dava Moor, saw one on the edge of
the moor, almost on his doorstep. A student who came here
saw one at the top of the field, and another has been seen
rwwring along the rim of the bridge over the river, on the
motor road. One of my stable girls went to sunbathe by the
river, but she came rurming back to the house, frightened by
a terrible screaming noise.’
‘A Pwna's screams,’ 1 observed '‘But Pumas are sandy
colowred, not black...’
‘Well, now I come to think of it, 1 did see a strange,
sandy~colowred animal back in the 'seventies. I was driving
up a moorland track to get to a lonely cottage, and I passed
a high bank with big holes in it. A fawn-colowred animal
sprang past as {f in a great shock, and disappeared in a
second. At the time I thought it odd that a dog should go so
completely wild, but now 1 think it might have been a Puma
The most sensational big cat encowunter happened in 1995 -
or was it '94?
Darnaway Castle and Darnaway Forest are not too far from
here - that's where the Earl Of Moray lives. John Doune, the
Earl's son, is fascinated by big cat stories, and collects them
all the time. But his father the Earl always scoffed. Then one
day the Earl was walking in Darnaway Forest with his

daughter's Rhodesian Ridgeback, a big dog bred for
lion-mmting. The dog ran up a bank, then ran down, yelping.
At first the Earl thought it was chasing something, but then it
stopped and stood close to him, as though it were afraid. He
looked up, and there on the bank was a big black cat glaring
at him and snarling. In a moment, it spun round and
disappeared. So now, the Earl's very much a believer, and his
son John Doune is jealous, and says "Why couldn't it have
been me?"

Two days later, the Earl and his wife were walking in the
Jorest, when they heard a strange scream-like sound.’

Mrs Hilleary kindly drove me to most of the places where the.
big cat had been seen. All looked quite ordinary. By daylight
at least.

'What do you think it is?’ she asked me.

'Well, unless it's an animal new to science, I think it's a
Puma,’' 1 replied.

You know the Fallow Deer is an introduced species to
Britain - in parks it is a sandy colour, with white spots, but in
wild woodlands a dark, almost black, variety appears .This
dark Fallow Deer is seldom seen in its native lands, the
Mediterranean countries. Well, if Pumas were tuwned loose
in the 'seventies, they would have been brown, like the animal
you saw. Now that several generations have been reared in
the wild, it may be that a black strain has developed, better
suited to our climate.

The Pumas released would have been bred from captive
stock, which may be the reason that their descendants are
seen close by and are generally less elusive than wild
American Pumas. English rabbits, which seem very tame, are
also descended from domestic animals that escaped from
parks in the Middle Ages. However, the naturalist/author Di
Francis believes the cats are an undiscovered British Big
Cat! Time alone will tell...'

Bidding farewell to Mrs Hilleary and her friendly bull-terrier,
Haggis, I made plans to visit Di Francis in her Highland
retreat. | was catching Big Cat Fever, like John Doune, and the
man who arrived on the scene when Felicity the Puma was
caught, P.C.Catheart of Inverness. He has now completed a
vast log of big cat reports.

Di Francis is the Queen or prima domna of Big Cat Experts,
and fortunstety for myself, she has recently moved to Achanalt
House, almost at the platform of Achanalt Station on the
She lmrried down to meet me as I alighted from the train at an
achingly lonely spot. Forestry plamations, a mournful loch and
tall, brooding mourmins made this the ideal place in which to
be terrified by Big Cat stories.

Achanalt House, a former coaching inn, was dranghty and not
fully restored. A driven woman with dark hair and clear blue
eyes, Di Francis is not a cosy soul, but passiandtely sincere.
She told me of houses sold and hard-eamed money spent in her
twexity-year quest to prove the existence of the British Big Cat.
She has seen such creatures on nine eeparate oaasians, seven
of those in Scotland, and she has followed the Panther trail all
over Britain.

Her three books have made her welldkmown, but official
recognition has always been denied her. High-up people in the
museurn world ridicule her stories in the desperate mammer of
men who fear that ridicule might be directad against
thamseelves.

She believes that there is a ‘govermmem cover-up', to prevent
stock In short, like everyome who has seen a Big Cat in the
wild in Britain, she has sucamnbed to Big Cat Fever. The only
cure for this malaise is to pursue Big Cats umtil at last one is
caught or shot, and offically recogmsed Then will come
vindication, fame, glory and your name immortalie=d in Latin
A friend's great-uncle, Harry Jolmston, discovered the
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giraffe-lile Okapi in the African jungle, and the beast now
bears the Latin name; 'Okapia Johnstoni.'

..Di Francis however, is above such earthly vanities, and oaly

seels the Truth. Single-handedly, she follows up all the Big
Cat stories and reports for miles around, and is curremly
engaged in restoring her house, as well as numing a Rare
Breeds Farm. In 1997, the farm was due to opened to the
public, along with a Big Cat Exhibition, to eam the maney to
fund further research.
Her spectacular Kellas Cats, Fred and Freda, are now dead,
and the only felines on the premises are two household cats,
Myson and Pansy. Myson disgraced himself by catching a
lark, as Di and myself sat outside for a meal. We faced her
paddocks of rare sheep, thoroughbred Shetland Ponies and
dear little black piglets which snuffled around. These were the
unlikely progeny of a tiny Vietnamese Pigmy Sow and a huge
gnuring Gloucester Old Spot Boar. As we spoke, the
twinkle-eyed piglets trotted smartly around the field
The last time I saw a Big Cat was two years ago, near Kaeith,
in North-East Scotland. I had been told a Big Cat had been
seen near a distillery, and I saw it from the train window as I
was on my way there. Sightings mean nothing to me now.
People see the Cat all the time, but no one knows what it is.
Of a dozen men working here on the railway, three had seen
Big Cats, and seven knew drivers who had seen them. Most of
these men hadn't told each other abowut the Cats, let alone
aryone in authority. Reported sightings are just the tip of the
iceberg - even sightings are the tip of the iceberg, compared
to the amownt of Cats that remain unseen. There are
thousands if such Cats in Britain, wherever forestry offers
them cover. Sheep, deer, rabbits - there's no shortage of food
Jor them. It's pure rubbish to say that they descend from
creatures released after the 1976 Act. Repors of Big Cats go
back over the centuries - they used to call them Black Dogs
or Devil Dogs because the males have strange bull-necks and
thick jowls, like a beast that's half dog and half cat. No, it's
an undiscovered species that's lived in Britain all along.’
Awed by Di Francis's fervour, I scarcely demmnred. Privately,
like all victims of Big Cat Fever, I stuck to my own theories.
Why should the unknown British Big Cat first reveal itself to
the public at large in the 1970's, in the form of the Surrey
Puma? An indigenous wild animal that had retreated to
obscure mounmain fastnesses and then begun to increase and
spread out would first of all be reported in Scotland and would
only reach the suburbs of London after many years had
passed Surrey, where a Weybridge pet shop sold puma's in
the earty '70's, seems more like a starting than a fimshing point
for Released Big Cat Territory. As the creatures grew wilder,
they may have taken to the hills. The reason a large animal
might have a dog's head could be becanse it is a dog. Great
Danes, Greyhounds and even Lurchers have bodies not unlike
those of Chertahs or other Big Cats. Such reasaning is heresy
to Di Francis, a persan I hold in great respect If she is right,
we could be in for the Discovery Of The Camury, and I hope
she gets the credit for it.
Memwhile, I had a guided tour of the farm, stepping
awkwardly over wire fences in Di Francis's agile wake. I saw
deer-like sheep of many kinds, brought from the Hebndes at
great expense. Many of these sheep resembled their wild
ancestor, the Mouflon, a pale brown Madi®rmanean animal
Camuries of Hebndean climate has camsed their wool to
became dark brown, and one little lamb was as black as a
Moray Cat. Di Francis proudly poimed out some
seawerd-eating sheep from the island of North Ranaldsay. In
their native haunts, these sheep lead a semi-wild exisence,
eating seaweed on the beach It is almost impossible, I was
told, to persuade these sheep to eat grass. Among her other
feats, Di Francis seems to have reared a strain of grass-eating,
seaweed-eating sheep.

'T have eighty sheep, sixteen ponies, three goats and seven
pigs,’ Di coumed. She seemned more worried about possible
attacks from her neighbours husky dogs than from Big Cats
sneaking up on her rare sheep and ‘tups' (rams).

All the same, she went on to tell me of a fairly recent Big Cat
amack on sheep at Gardistm, near Aberdeen Apparemtly,
farmer Stanley Windsor saw three big black Cats, feeding on a
dead sheep. He actually shot ane, a big bull-necked, pug-nosed
male, of the sort Di Francis had descnbed. The wounded beast
retreated into a field of corm and lay low. Amiving on the
scene, Di Francis accompanied the farmer as he anempted to
stalk and despatch the beast, supposedly lurking in the com.
It was extremely dangerous....I did go in,’ Di said simply.
However, the Big Cat had left the farm and escaped into the
wilderness, there to mend or die. Di Francis's idea of a male
Cat with a thick jowly dewlapped head and a female of
Panther-like proportions is not so strange when you think of
the difference between the huge ungainly bull sealion and the
sleek female sealion usually seen at safari parks. Di believes
that the British Big Cat can be black, brown or even striped.
We moved into the house, as she showed me stacks of reports
on such Cats, and the originals of the startling photographs I
had seen in her books.

Amaong the many letters she showed me was oné, very well
writtean, from a man who had seen a black Big Cat swimming
in the River Dee. The writer refared to the Cat as ‘The
Beaury .’ First of all he saw her back travelling rapidty through
the water. Then he noticed the top of her head,
half-submerged. Finally, 'My Beaty came to land and
revealed herself as a gleaming wet black Panther-like animal
with a long wavy wail. The letter was dated: '15/8/94'

While I was revelling in this exquisite pen-portrait, Di Francis
sprang her first surprise on me. Opening a box, she suddenly
produced an enormous Cat skull with formidable tecth and
popped it on the table in front of me, with a fierce snap of its
wired jaws. The animal that had worn that skull mmst have
resembled an unusually vigorous Bengal Tiger.

'In 1988, two teenage boys found the skull by the side of a
Dartmoor lane,’ Di Francis explained ‘Some years before
that, almost at the same spot, a motorist hit what he thought
was a big dog. He got out of the car only to be confronted by
a second animal that had come to the aid of the first - an
angry Big Cat! So he quickly jumped back in the car and
drove off. Next morming he came back to the same place, but
there was no sign of the body. The Cat must have crawled off
to die, and this may be its skull that you see here/

In that same year, 1988, a lamb was killed with a massive
bite on its back from a mystery assailant. I took the skull to
the vet's post mortem, and the teeth and the jaw width exactly
fitted the marks on the lamb. The skull is from Devon, but the
lamb was killed at Keith in Scotland These Cats are
country-wide!!!'

Di's secand surprise was to produce, with a flourich, a stuffed
Kellas Cat more frightemng even than the one I had seen in the
museum at Elgin Like its Elgin counterpart, its black far was
sprinkled with protnuding white hairs like sparks on the coat of
a Witch's Cat. Museumn natnralists, thanks to Di's efforts, now
whether it is a pure-blooded Wildcat of a black (or melamistic)
kind, or a hybrid between a Wildcat and a feral (‘gane wild)
house cat.

Could Di surprise me further?

Yes, for she had begun to lay out bone specimens for my
inspection, somewhat hampered by her tame tortoiseshell
("Pansy, get off those skulls!’)

Before me was the skull of her greatest discovery so far - the
Dufftown Rabbit-Headed Cat! Compared with the skulls of
wild and tame cats, the Rabbit-Headed's headbone was long,
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with huge eardrums, a clamping jaw and what anthropologists
would once have described as a 'small cranial capacity.’
Judging by the skull, the wayfarer in the Highlands should
beware of a long-headed Wildcat with emormous ears and
virtually no brain. Just as I was thinking ‘How ridiculous’, Di
opened an album and showed me photographs of two such
animals, shot by gamekeepers in different parts of Scotland
Museum people so far are confounded by this, and can cnly
burble incoherently.

At last it was time for me to say goodbye to Scotland and its
amazing Cats, and Di Frands saw me off on the train. While
we waited on the platform, she gave a sudden predator-like
sniff and explained ‘A dead sheep!

I flagged down the train, but felt that it was already too late.

I had canght Big Cat Fever.

The only thing is to sweat it out, cold turkey. That reminds me,
what about the Moray turkey farmer who is supposed to have
shot dead a Big Cat in 1995?

Roy Kerridge. September, 1996.

**% (This article originally appeared in 'DON'
# 10 in a somewhat deformed state. We
re-print it here for the sake of
completeness..And not least because it's a
damn fine piece of writing,

***Di Francis's latest book, My
Highland Kellas Cats', was published
by Jonathan Cape in 1993

Alien (Animals
’Update.-

THE RETURN OF THE
"TASMANTAN GLOBSTER'

Back in August, 1960, a strange, unidentified caracass was
washed up on the shore of a remote Tasmanian beach
following a heavy storm.

Three local ranchers were the first to stumble across the
'Globster' (a name coined by the highly-respected author
and researcher Ivan T. Sanderson), and thought the grisly
rematns so unsual that they took the time to produce a few
sketches of it for posterity, doubtless anticipating a rapid
response from scientists far and wide.

They were to be sorely disappointed however. Not a single
investigator could be bothered taking the effort invoived in
getting up off their collective butts to take even the most
cursory of glances at the carcass.

The three cattle-men were however, sufficiently intruiged
to set about estimating the size of the remains, and came up
with the following figures. It was reported to be 28ft long
and 18ft wide. Its surface was covered with a coarse,
hair-like substance and there seemed to be a total of six
'gill’-type structures' and four 'lobes.’ In between these
‘lobes' was what appeared to be a mouth and a row of
spiny protuberances ran along the base of the form.

The resultant series of sketches were duly despatached to
to local sclentists and zoologists. They were to be
frustrated in their efforts to promote news of their find,
however, and were instead met with a wall of bland

indifTerence. No one, it seemed, was interested in the
potential discovery of a species new to science.

It wasn't until a full two years later that someone deewmed it
worthwhile to pay a visit to the site and view the
mysterious object firsthand.

Bruce Mollinson of the Commonwealth Scientific and
Industrial Research Organisation (CSIRO), finally made
the journey to the locality of Temma in March, 1962. He
was astonished to find that the carcass, whatever it was,
had not significantly decomposed, despite the prolonged
exposure to the harsh elements on the Tasmanian beach.
Mollinson actually made two trips to the island, and after
taking a selection of skin samples, very quickly came to the
conclusion that ‘&t wasn’t a fish, fowl, or frull It wasn't
whale, sea elephant or squid. '

Neither did it resemble any other conventional deunizea of
the ocean. Therefore, he was left with little option but to
surmise that what he was dealing with here, was a species
unknown to science, that had, perhaps due to the severity
of the storm, crawled up from some deep subterranean
cavern only to die on that barren stretch of coastline
known as Sandy Cape.

The 'experts' at CSIRO however, did not rush to agree
with Mollinsoa's findings. On the comtrary, they were
openly sceptical, and upon analysing the samples of
rubbery flesh that Bruce had brought back with him, they
stated that the pleces were far too small for any positive
Identification to be made.

Undeterred, back to the island went Mollinson, taking with
him an axe which he used to hew great chunks of flesh
from the still mostly undecomposed carcass.

After wrapping them up in plastic for safekeeping, he
headed back to CSIRO headquarters, convinced that this
time there would be no room for doubt.

Predictably, he was to have his great expectations crueily
dashed....The minute he arrived back he was shocked to
discover that the whole world seemed suddenly to have
taken an imterest in the 'Tasmanian Globster.! Journalists
had been whipped up into a state of high excitement, and
following the Royal Prince Albert Hospital's announcement
that they couldn't identify the new flesh samples, (and
amidst stories of similar Tasmanian carcasses being
washed ashore as long ago as 1936), a full-blown, CSIRO
fleld trip suddenly became imperative.

The hand-picked team, including a leading mammalogist,
were flown in by helicopter, and they quickly established a
temporary lab site within yards of the carcass.

At the end of a tiring day spent closely studying the
remains, the team announced that their initial findings were
inconclusive, although they were fairly certian it was not
any known species.

Before anyone could get 0o carried away, however, by the
end of the official investigation, the conclusion was reached
that the carcass was actnally nothing more than a couple of
12-foot husks of decomposed whale blubber. (Now, where
have we heard that before, I wonder).

And there the matter would doubtless Have been laid to
rest If it hadn't have been for the diligent research of the
aforementioned Ivan T. Sanderson.

He was highly suspicious of this prosaic explanation, and
put forth his doubts in his excellent book; ‘ZVVISIBLE
RESIDENTS,’

'‘Alledged samples of the 'beast’ were said to have been
analysed on the mainland by first the wheat and then the
wool technologists of CSIRO. The reports of these two
departments conflicted and also contained a number of
seemingly llogical and trrelevan slalomeras. The mintsier
of the federal governmerd in charge of the Navy (and,
incldentally, of CSIRO) turned up unannsunced in a town
called Launcesion on the northern coast of Tasmania. This
official immadiately clamped a comp lete ban on anybody -



even a special representative of the American National
Geographic Soclety, going near the Sandy Capearea.

The ban was imposed for fifteen days afler the officlal
pronouncerpendy, made on the original party's finding, had
stated that a very high-echelon team of sclentists, including
heads of deparomenss from Canberra, was Jlying in 10
conduct a thorough investigation on the spot, which was
apeciad to (ake themn at least three weeks. (Actually, they
were back in one day!)’

The whale blubber story was said to have been confirmed
by CSIRO, 'desptte the fact that the same laboralories had
Julled to tdentify the first specbmens in over two weeks No
reports of these later analyses were cver issued or
published, and - except for the ban - the matler was
thundertngly dropped Careful analysis of Ulerally
hundreds of firsthand reports and covvespondence at the
lime brought to Ught some further atremely odd focts.
First, the general gobbledygook published was so much
worse and asinine than that of even the biggesi case of a sea
monster scare, lhal it clearly looked as if the facty had been
detiberaely scrombled

Second, one sensible newsman did manage to get to the
original corpse (or whalever it was) and holding a dgarelle
lighter 1o its edge, notad in print (Rat the 'flesh’ withdrew
precipliaiely from the flame, but then returned o is
Provions cordon.

Third, the material that the official team dug up from the
sand and collecied - and possibly analysed - was not from
the original object but came from the north side of Sandy
Cape nearly twenty miles away.

Fourth, even this malerial was stashed in a governmand
poeer-plaotd cawpasmd, behind an clatrifiad fence and
undey guard, overnighs, before being trucked to H obart the
nexday.

FIfih, the officlal anrauncerel on the whale-blubher
composttion of this mdierial was issued before that truck
had ime to arrivein Hobart '

Whatever the truth of the matter, this, as we have alresdy
hinted with our allusion to 1936, is by no means an isolated
incident. Far from it, in fact.

Consider, f you will, the following accounts from our
files.

In October, 1808, the remains of some sort of cresture
were found at Stronssy in the Orkney Islands, just off
mainiand Scotland. .

It was at first assumed to be the remnants of a ‘glant sea
snake’ but subsequent examanation'proved’ to the 'experts’
satisfaction at least, that the S5t carcase was nothing more
than the decomposed remains of a Basking Shark.
However, it was later pointed out that the main bulk of the
carcass had been smashed to smithereens by local storms
well before any real tnvestigation could be undertaken.

In March, 1883, 'The New Zealand Ttmes' reported that
the remains of a forty-foot long, ‘uninown monser’ was
washed ashore on the coast of Queensiand. The precise
details are somewhat sketchy, but it was described as
having ‘what must have been an enormous snosd, abosut
eight feet long, in which repiralory passages are yet
traceable.’ (See the report in opposite cobumn for a
strikingly similar case).

During November, 1896, a mysterious carcass was found
lytng on the beach at St. Angustine, Florida, USA.

The chief investigator, Dr Dewitt Webb, examined the
remains and subsequently declared them to belong to that
of a giant octopus.

On the morning of November 1st, 1922, Hugh Ballance
was staring out to sea from the beach at Margate, Natal,
South Africa, when his attention was drawn to a
commotion in the water.

He assumed at first, that he could discern several whales
engaged in a life or death struggle, but upon peering more
intensety with the use of bineculars, he saw that although
he wa correct in his assumption that whales were involved,
they appeared to be fighting some unknown type of sea
monster, which closefy resembled a giant polar bear.
According to a statement he later made to a local
ocwspaper, Ballance sald; ‘This creature I observed lo rear
out of the water, fully 2011 long, and (o strike repemiedly
with what I ook to be a tail at the two whales. '

The battle continned for several hours, much to the
ammzement of a crowd that soon gathered on the beach to
stare in open-mouthed wonder at this battie of the glants.
Eventnally, the whales gained the upper hand and moved
on leaving their adversary which was now floating lifelessly
on the surface. Later that night, the corpse drifted ashore
onto a beach known as Tragedy Hill. The body was said to
be colossal, its girth esttimated to be 47ft long, 10ft wide
and Sft high. It also had a 10ft-long tail, matched at the
other end by a curious trunk-like appendage.

Perhaps the most amazing thing about the carcass
however, was the fact that it was covered in a thick, matted
far or hair covering 8 inches long ‘and exactly like a polar
bear’s, and snow-while '

Curlously, there was no sign of any wounds or bloodstains,
and for ten whole days the body lay there, until the stench
of decomposttion became well-nigh anbearable. A team of
32 oxen failed to move it any farther than the water's edge
and in the end it was simply abandoned to be reclatmed by
the very same sea which had spawned it.

In 1930, 'The New York Sun’ carried an account in its
November, 28th issue, of the carcass of a 24ft long
wmoaster equipped with what appeared to be a 'snout’ itself
over 3ft long, which was found preserved in ice on Glacler

It was said to have been covered with a thick layer of fur,
rather like 2 Woolly Mammoth. (See artists impression of
the creature above).

And ewven as recently as March 24th, 1965, these
mysterious unideutified carcass's were being reported from
right across the globe.

A 'mytiery mass of flesh and hatr’ was described as being
discovered on Muriwal Besch, Auckiand, New Zealand,
according to an account in The Towrowville Bulletin’

The newspaper related the following report; Officlals are
purzled over a huge, shapeless mass of flesk and hair which
has appered on the sand at Murtwal Beackh

The "thing” was first sighted a week ago by a Marine
Deparoment officer. Then the hairly blob of flesh was 30t
long and 81t high. 1t is slowly being swallowed by the sand
bat move than 20ft of it was still showing yaterday.
Auctiand Universily's wology departmens head (Proffesor
J.E. Morton) said: " You can rule out whales because of the
hair, and you can rule out sea elephanis and sea cows
because of lts size. "’

The object has a tough quarier-inch thick hide. Under this
is what appears to be a layer of fut, then solid meat Hair



JSour to six inches long covers its length. Cut from the hide and washed clean, the hair has a soft, woolly texture.

A senlor forestry officer who tauatively prodded the mass of flesh said he had first thought the blob might be a dead whale.
"But have you ever seen a whale in a fur coat?"’ he asked.

Later analysis 'Identified' the creature as being nothing more than some sort of humpback whale.

Or so it was said...

To bring the whole phenomennon bang up to date, just last year, (1997), pictures were published in this humble magazine
of a 'Globster' that was stumbled upon by Loulse Whitts, at Benbecula Beach, In the Scottish Western Isles, back in 1992.
(See 'DON'’ # 10) and now, we have the very latest case, back at the site where we began this mini article...Tasmania.

Four Mile Beach was the precise location for the discovery of a 20ft-long, six-legged, carcass, that appears also to have a
couple of flippers.

The anomaly has been described by a local fisherman, Maurice Linfoot, (and you may experience a slight case of deja vu
here, Constant Reader) as being ‘eerily unique - It's the strangest creatureI've ever seen. It's like a repulstve-looking blob
(one wonders if there is such a thing as an 'attractive-looking blob'), like a big monster. When we first turned it over, it
was pure white and covered in white hair. I've seen deformed sharks and deformed types of other fish, but I just can't
ldentify or relate to this. When its halr dries out, it becomes like rawhide leather. It either comes from oul there in the sea,
or up there inthesky...but let's hope it comes fromthesea.’

Equally familiar were the initial comments of the 'experts’ lining up to try their hand at identifying the darned thing.
Ollver Crimmin, a Zoologist from the Natural History Museum, attempted to formulate several theories, but was finally

forced to accept defeat.

(Abave); The latest anomalous carcass washed up on the shore of Four Mile Beach, Tasmania. The tabloid press had a

fleld day at the expense of the scientist's intial inability to identlfy the creature. Some reporters even speculated that the
remains were extraterrestrial in orign. They speculate that the creatures may have fallen to earth from some distant planei,
and may represent man's first encounter with an alien lifeform... M aybe that's not so original, or even craZy-sounding,
though...Ivan T. Sanderson was suggesting just such a possibillty back in theearly 1970's, after all

It was first assumed, not surprisingly, given these type of things track record, that the corpse was the decomposed
remains of that classic o' Number One fave; the Basking Shark. This particular 'Blobster' however, has far too many
'gills' and the bristles are reported to be too long for it to be comfortably identifled as such. Newspaper accounts also
included a reference to a distinct lack of a cartilage backbone - a necessary requirement for a Basking Shark.

Other possibilities were forwarded, and just as quickly discounted; a squid, whale blubber, giant turtle, the biggest
dolphin in the world...None of these met all of the criteria of that mystifying corpse resting on the Tasmanian beach.

At the time of going to press, the fair and open-minded Mr Crimmen was as thoroughly flummozxed as was poor old
Bruce Mollinson back in the early Spring of 1962; I am afraid no one here can make head or tail of it. ALl we can say is
that it looks like some kind of flbrous mass, butthereareioo few identiflable features to pin it down. '

9th January, 1997, F our Mile Beach, Tasmania. 'DAILYEXPRESS, ' 'DAILYMAIL'

Chupacabra On Qhe Prowl Once More

According to the latest reports coming out of Puerto Rico, the fabulous 'Gaal~Sucter’ has been taking a break from its
usual diet, and has chosen Instead to mutilate the feline population of La Parguera...

The village, which lies on the southwest corner of the island, on Highway 119, round about 55 miles southwest of San
Juan, has suffered three domestic cat deaths, whilst a fourth unfortunate moggy is said to have disappeared in ‘mystoious
drourlances. '

The local police have concluded that the killings took place during the early hours of 26th January, this year (1998), and a
spokesman for the force was quoted as saying; 'One of the cats had its skin seperaled by a precise, bloodless incision. St.
Melvin Rosado (the name of the man who first aleried the officials) noticed that the three slain felines had identical
Incisions ontheir heads and backs. No onein the Rosado household heard any unusualsounds duringthe night.’
Rosado too, was predictably, at a loss as to explain the untimely demise of the cats...

The cats weren't atlacked by dogs, because our house has gates, and no dog would be able to reach the cats where they
were '

Perhaps not surprisingly given the current climate, people have been quick to judge that the ubquitous Chupacabra was
in some involved with the mutilations, although there are no reports, so far as we know, of any strange entity being seen
actually carrying out these attacks.

27th January, 1998. La Parguera, Puerto Rico. 'El Vocero’



v Where The Wild
Things Are....

As 1997 wound its less-than-merry way into 1998, sightings
of Alien Big Cats roaming that rapidly diminishing bastion
of wilderness, the Great British Countryside, have shown
no signs of decreasing. Indeed, reports have become so
frequent, that one zoologist in particular, the wonderfully
named Quentin Rose, has taken it upon himself to issue a
warning that it may only be a matter of time before one of
these exotic creatures attacks and maybe kills somebody.
Quentin was convinced of the reality of the threat when, as
he stated In the press, during the past six years he had
identified a total of 27 reports of leopards and 32 of pumas,
along with 18 smaller members of the wild cat family.

He beleives they are descended from former pets that have
since been released into the wild by their owners when they
became too large to handle.

Mr Rose, who one would presume is something of an
‘expert’ (or at least as much as anyone can be in what is,
after all, a particularly enigmatic fleld), worked at the
Zoological Society of London, and went out on a limb to
state that 'numbers could be out of control within 20 years,
and people are going to get killed sooner or later. There
have been many sightings in the West Country, the
Midlands, Wales, East Angliaand S cotland. '

6th January, 1998. Britain. 'DAILY MANC'

*%%* Mr Rose's fears may very well have been given a touch
of added credence by the following accounts....

Calis for the 'Beast Of Bodmin' inquiry to be reopened
grew increasingly louder after five sheep were killed in
mysterious circumstances not far from where a Puma had
allegedly been sighted. The attack took place in St Austell,
North Cornwall, and the local Liberal Democrat MP Paul
Tyler sought to claim that whilst the mid-90's probe had
failed to turn up any evidence concerning the reality of the
ABC phenomenon, nefther had it produced anything that
even the most hard-nosed of sceptics could regard as proof
positive that there is nothing to the reports. He was quoted
as saying; 'There are growing concerns about attacks on
Uvestock and potential dangertothepublic.’

One. of the best photographs we've yet come across
depicting an alleged puma, was snapped by an anonymous
man in the St Austell area. What appears to be a couple of
sandy-coloured Big Cats, one sleeping, one standing
majestically in the foreground, are featured, and a branch
crossing the standing creature's back was later utilised to
provide some degree of perspective. The branch was duly
measured as being 2ft off the ground.

Nigel Taylor, a local vet, subsequently examined the photo
and declared it to be ‘semsational’ After studying the
picture with the aid of a powerful magnifying glass, he was
moved to comment; 'There is no doubt about it. That's a
puma or puma-lke animal If you're telling me that the
picture was Llaken in the St Austell area, it is the clearest
evidence yet of the existence of Big Cats in our countryside.
This is the best picture I have seen. All the other pictures
saidto be of Big Cats are unconvincing. This is spoton.’
The pair of pumas have reportedly been seen on several
occasions by both the photographer and his wife. The man,
whose reasons for remaining nameless are entirely noble
(he wants above all to protect the animals from those who
would seek to exploit them) was quoted as saying; ‘Thecats
are very shy. Nobody here would like to disturb them. We
do not wani (o aliract gun gun or camera shooters. My wife
and I first saw the creatures on Christmas Day lastyear.

We saw them again two weeks later and several limes
aflerwards, until they disappeared with the arrival of
holdaymakers around Easter thisyear.

At all times they appeared around an hour or two afler
daybreak on cold, sunny mornings. They seem Lo use the
area for a bit of sunbathing.

I mentioned these animals to other people and, comparing
sightings, it does seem these two animals have been spotted
Jour or five miles away. They have certainly been seen in
their sunbathing spot for atleast three years.'

16th November, 1997 - 19th January,1998. St Austell,
Cornwall 'DAILY EXPRESS/DAILY MAIL'

*%%* A wild beast said to have resembled a tiger
approached three young boys from the midst of a clump of
bushes, and was only prevented from a potential
closer-than-comfortable encounter by the enraged barking
of their Alsatian dog, Tess.

Matthew Brown, 10, Stuart Palmer, also aged 10, and
Jamie Harris, 11, were out walking through a relatively
isolated area of South Wales called Garnswilt,
Mid-Glamorgan, when, according to Matthew; 'The cat
suddenly appeared afiler Tess went into some bushes. It was
about three feet tall and was ginger with dark streaks. It
was looking at us from len feet away. It had a big head and
its fur was hanging loose from its body. It looked wet
through andvery hungry. Iwas really frightcned

Tess started barking at it and we threw a stone o scare it
off. Matthew's mother was quick to point out that her son
related to her that what he'd seen looked ‘like a tiger. If it
hadn't been for Tess, I dread to think what might have
happenad

She (the dog) was scared 0o because her hair was standing
onend'

A police helicopter was duly despatched to the vicinity and
whilst they never actually spotted the mystery Big Cat,
they did locate some interesting-looking paw-prints... We
took plaster casts,’ an officer stated. 'The paws (said to
have measured five inches across-Ed) were a lot larger than
our policedogs. '

14th January, 1998. Garnswill, Mid-Glamorgan, Wales.
'DAILY SLURY/DAILY EXPRESS'

**#+ And finally, to bring things right up to date, police in
Essex announced in late February, that they may have
obtained ‘positive evidence’of some sort of Alien Big Cat...



Warlly, I allowed myself to attain a state of
haif-excitement, past experience of this sort of valiant claim
preventing me from reaching for the loud-hailer and
pronouncing the good news, just then. And of course, this
refuctance to accept the grandiose headline was
well-founded. This ‘proof' was predictably (mot to say
disappointingly) less than incontrovertible. It amounted to
iittle more than the admftedly, terribly mutllated rematns
of a goose, snatched from the North Weald garden of a
retired enginecer named Michael Thurgood.

Another goose had beean disposed of in its entirety and
Alyson Mountney, of Essex police volunteered the
information that ;an apo? vaohwowy pahabgix
examnined one of the bodies and ldentified the claw marks as
those of a Big Cat, probably a Black Leopard, somelimes
Anown as a Panther.’

The memory of a sighting of just such a creature by one
Constable Paul Richards, a few years back, had cause to
resurface in the minds of the locals...PC Richards had been
made the butt of many a leg-palling wind-up in the wake of
his report that whilst out on patrol in Matching Tye near
Harlow, he had clearly seen a large black cat crouching in
the undergrowth at the side of a remote couantry lane.

Suddenly, no one was suiggering deristvely behind cupped
hands at the good constable any more.

"We IAinKk it is one and the same animal,’ admits Miss
Mountney, somewhat ruefufly. "We now have amoree
evidence that a Big Cat killed two geese on a furm near
North Weald, netothe M11.'

The forces of law and order have been advised not to
waste thelr time and energy seeking to hunt the creature,
("the Panther Of Pligrim's Hatch'’) down however... Weare
informed that it will have adapied so well to ifs habital that
sawrching for it would be pointless. An animal like this can
cover 40 miles in a single night ' The police were at pains
to point out though that should anyone stumble upon the
Big Cat, they should remain as calm as possible.
'Panicking, screaming or running away (all of which soand
like sensible reactions to me - Cowardly Ed) would only
encouwrnge it (o raaliale We are advised that as long as the
animal is left alone, it is not a danger. It will be more
Jrightened of people than they are of it.'

According to reports in the popular press, a positive ID of
the claw marks made by the animal that savaged Mr
Thurgood's geese, had been made by Dr. Richard Munro.

'The claw marks were much bigger than the domesiic caL
That would make me believe the cat was the size of a
Ewropean Lynx. They must stand as high off the ground as
a Labrador.' The aggricved Mr Thurgood mcauwhile,
matmtains that ‘7 Anew straight away that Lhey (the geese)
had not been ddiacked by a fox. Two 121b birds had been
carried over a 4fi fence, and a fox couldn't have done thal. '
Agreed. But you can't help thinking the Minkstry Of
Agriculture, to say nothing of Britain's couventioaal
zoologists, will regard such ‘ramdoertible evidence for
the existence of Alien Big Cats’ as being nothing more than
fancifal ramoar....

19th February, 1998. North Weald, Essex. 'DAILY MAIL'

Mystery Animals:
The Classic Mysteries

Matthew A. Bille. Editor of 'EXOTICZOOLOGY’
(Available from 3405 Windjammer Drive, Colorado
Springs, CO, 80920, USA.

In the voluminous files of Cryptazoology, a handful of cases

stand out. These are the reports of strange animals that
cannot be easily dismissed, yet have never beea solved

("solved" meaning either the animal was inconclusively
Identified or a subsequent hoax was provea).

They are mysteries.

And some perhaps always will be.

The best example is probably Georg Wilhetm Steller's 'Sea
Monkey.’ Steller, a German naturalist salling for Russia,
was in the Gulf of Alaska in 1741. on board the 'Sainf
Peter,’ under the leadership of explorer Vitus Bering. In
daylight, in ideal weather conditions, Steller observed a
strange sea mammal, The creatunre was said to be about 5ft
long. The peit appeared ‘reddisk and cow colowral ' The
animal had erect ears. drooping whiskers, a shark-lke tail,
and no visible front flippera. No one has ever been able to
identify beyond a reasonable doabt, the animal involved in
this eighting. Indeed, some aspects of Steller's description
make no sense. There are no known sea-going mammals
without fromt fifppers, and none with a shark-like tail.
According to the fossil record, there never have been. And
yet, this account cannot be easily dismissed. Steller was one
of the great asturalists of his day, and be kept meticulous
records.

Steller's major biographer, Dr. Leonard Stejneger,
suggested the cresture was a young fur seal (Callotaria
ursina). There are however, several problems with this
Identification. One is that, while Steller may never have
seen a fur seal before, members of his crew had. Another is
that Steller later wrote about fur seals in great detail
without ever identifying this species with his mystery
creature,

Aside from one report of what could have been a stmilar
animal in 1965, Steller's Sea Mounkey has been in the
proverbial limbo ever since.

One Cryptozootogist, Dr. Roy Mackal, (author of, amongst
others, 'The Monsiars Of Loch Ness') suggests that Steller
Saw a young specimen of an unknown Arctic Seal stmilar to
the Leopard Seal of the Amtarctic. This species was
presumably rare when Steller saw it and may now be
extinct (although Mackal believes it could still exist).
Another (mterested Cryptazoological researcher, Chris
Orrick, has conducted an exhanstive investigation of this
problem and now proposes a new theory....

Orrick suggests that Steller saw a very lost individual of a
known species (known to us, not to Steller), the Hawatian
Monk Seal (Monachus schaudrsiandi). It would have been
about the right size, and its behaviour matches the
inquisitive, playfal animal Steller described. Ocean
currents exist that that could have assisted the wayward
seal to the Gulf of Alaska,

This theory does assume that Steller made several errors
in his observations. (In additioa to the problems posed by
the foreltmbs and tail, the Hawatian Monk Seal has no
external ears). However, any solution to this mystery,
excepting the possibility of an unknown species, must make
similar assumptions. While Steller wrute that the animal
was 30 close ‘We could have touched it with a pole,’ Orrick
notes that the actual distance was probably a minimum of
16ft, depending on where onboard the Saint Peter be was
standing.

Orrick has aceomplished the most thorough reinvestigation
posaible at this late date, contacting 'experts’ on everything
from ocean curremts to the algae that might have affected
the Hawalian fur seal's normal grayish colour (Orriek's
thought was that algae sometimes found on Hswatian seals,
eould have died in colder watera, imparting a brown
shading to the seal's coat).

Orrick's conclusions may well be correct. Without piryxical
evidence though, no investigation conducted centnries after
the fact can be considered definitive. Unless a spectmen of
some nDew type of Arctic sea mammal is obtained, the status
of Steller's Sea Monkey will always be something of a
mystery. : .



Sometimen, that kind of evidence does surface. An example, noted in the last issue of 'EXOTIC ZOOLOGY,’ was the
so-called 'Beast of Gevaudan,' which terrorised a Freach village until 1767, when it was shot - and apparently lost. Two
hundred and thirty years later, a sample of its fur was found in 2 museum collection, allowing the animal to be ideatified
as a Hyena. What it was doing in France will probably never be known, but the Cryptozoological portion of the mystery
has been solved.

What other cases do we have listed in the 'Classic File?'

The 1905 'sea serpent'’ sighting, obtained at close range by the well-qualified British naturalists Nicoll and Meade-Waldo,
probably qualifies. One may search the archives in vain for any authoritative report, before or since, that describes an
identical creature. The result is a frustrating case as difficult to ignore as it is to explain.

The 'Yetl' footprints photographed by Eric Shipton in 1951, are another long-lived conundrum. No one has ever
suggested this eminent mountaineer and explorer was a hoaxer. Attempts to explain the broad, five-toed footprints as
bears, goats, or composites of human tracks are all unsatisfactory. Yet, in four-and-a-haif decades of Yeti-hunting, no one
has ever brought back a photograph or cast of a track that definetly has the same origin - whatever that origin may be.
All Cryptozoologists can do in these cases is review the original evidence and look for overlooked clues might point to a
solution. New theories can be propounded, as with Orrick's idea of a seal or Richard Ellis's suggestion of a
partly-surfaced squid in the Meade-Waldo case. Often, the end result is fruitless arguing over the unprovable. While that
is part of the fun of Cryptozoology, it does not greatly advance the cause of science. It may be that these cases, in the
absence of new evidence, should simply be flled away to let Cryptozoologists spend their money on more promising
pursuits. However, Cryptozoologists are an inexhaustibly curious tribe. Human nature being what it is, the 'Classic

Cases' may well remain mysteries, but it's highly uniikely that they'll ever be forgotten.

Sources: Chris Orrick, 1997: Personal Communications/ Burton, John and Bruce Pearson, 1987/ The Collins Guide To
Rare Mamumals Of The World, Lexington, MA_:Stephen GreenePress/ Mackal, Roy, 1980. Searching F or Hldden Animals,
Garden City, NY: Doubleday/ Haynal, M ichael, 1997, Personal Communication/ Napier, John, 1972, Bigfoot, New York;
Berkeley/Ells, Richard, 1994, Monsters Of TkeSea,’ New York; Alfred H. Knopf.

The Maiden Of The Sea With A Real Sting
In Her Tail

An aquarium in East London, South Africa, was attacked by a mob of hugely disappointed customers after they
discovered that the 'Mermaid' that was advertised as being on display, was in fact a fake.

that what they were about to see was the real
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McCoy...A preserved spectmen of a creature right out of the pages of folkiore. A Mermaid.
When it was all - too predictably revealed that the maiden of the sea was entirely the product of a man-made hoax, the
assembled masses resorted to throwing heaps of tin cans at the offending object.

The local head of tourism, Cralg Nancarrow, was understandably taken aback by the whole furore...He was quoted as
saying; 'I thought it was a well-known fact that Mermaids don't exist. '

6th Januarv. 1998. EastLondon. South Africa. 'DAILY MAIL'



Lizard People Lurk Beneath
The City Of Angels

According to reports emanating from both the American
press, and on the pages of various Web Sltes on the
Internet, a well-to-do neighbourhood in downtown Los
Angeles, has been attracting a great deal of atteution from
paranormal researchers.

Brentwood, LA, hometown to both Nicole Simpson and
Ronald Goldman (the victims of a double murder that led
to the trial, and subsequent - some would say dubious -
acquital of O.J. Simpson), has been featuring in the news
due to the fact that the father of Monica Lewinsky (Wlld
Bill's bit on the side - allegedly), currently resides in the
same area. And whilst America's mass media, in all its
multifarious guises, descended upon Brentwood, old-timers
exchanged knowing smiles across beer-laden tables as they
recounted tales of another time, long-since forgotten by the
majority of the townsfolk....

Back in January, 1934, there were some Increasingly wild
caims being made about the area along with a somewhat
mysterious disappearance.

G. Warren Shufeit, a rather unorthodox and distinctly
unconventional inventor/mining engineer, visited the
suburbs of LA in an attempt to promote some degree of
interest in what he termed his '‘Radio X-Ray Device' that
was billed as a primittve kind of subterranean sonar.
Shufelt elected to test his prototype In the midst of
Brentwood, at the time a new post-World War One
subdivision. Whilst he was carrying out his experiments, he
accidentally stumbled upon a series of underground tunnels
running in a southerly direction towards Santa Monica and
the ocean beyond.

Tunnels, that according to the city planners simply
shouldn't be there.

If that wasn't strange enough, he subsequently discovered
another series of equally anomalous tunnels twisting away
beneath the Dodger Stadium, the Central Library and Fort
Moore Hill, currently the site of the LA Unifled School
District Headquarters.

According to reports on "(UASR)" "Perry" on the
WWW: 'to understand his find, Shufeit said he took his
secret to Arizona, to a famous Hopi Indian leader known
as Chief Greenleaf.' )
'"The Hopi tale the chief told him begins about 3,000 B.C.
with a highly advanced race known as the Lizard People.
According to legend, after a fire or meteor pearly
destroyed their culture, the mysterious race built three
underground cities along the Pacific coast.’

'The capital of this underground world was said to be
beneath downtown Los Angeles. (Another city was under
Mount Shasta, and nobody knows where the third city
was). Caverns and tunnels housing a thousand families
were supposedly created with an unknown chemical
solution that meited bedrock. Tunnels and rooms were said
to be filled with gold - then a symbol of long life rather
than wealth - and lined with cement superior to to amy
known to modern man.'

‘The legendary lost city of tunnels was built in the shape of
a lizard, also a Hopt symbol for longevity.'

The Internet snippet went on to speculate that the so-called
'‘Brentwood Tumnel' ran parallel to Sunset Boulevard,
turning south beyond Bundy Drive, crossing San Vicente
Boulevard and passing underneath the Brentwood Country
Club, before beading out to Santa Monica.

'THE LOS ANGELES TIMES' on 29th January, 1934,
carried a report that stated that Shufeit planned to
excavate the reputed 'Temple Room' under Fort Moore

HilL The article goes on to say that 'the city gave Shufelt
permission to drill down to 1,000 feet, but after only
reaching 350 feet, drilling stopped for fear of a cave-in.
Breathless newspaper accounts were never followed up,
and Shufeit disappeared.’

'A local psychic of the 1930's, Edith Elden Robinson of
Paco Rivera, said that she had a vision of ‘a vast city...in
marmmoth tunnels exiending (o the seashore,” with a few
running under Brentwood.

4th-5th February, 1998. 'NEW YORK POST/USA
TODAY'and "UASR" "PERRY" WWWSITE.

Monsters Of The Great White
Wastes And The Deep Heart Of
The Ocean

Late Summer last year saw a spate of zoological
discoveries in the midst of what are commonly regarded as
numbering amongst the most inhospitable sites on the
planet; the dark depths of the sea and the freezing
snow-covered landscapes of Antarctica...

Firstly, back in August, an outcropping jutting out from
the floor of the Guilf of Mexico, originally investigated on
15th July, proved to be quite literally crawling with a
bizzare collection of pastel pink animals, between one and
two inches long.

Charlie Fisher (an appropriate name for a marine
researcher, you might think), was aboard the first
submersible able to afford a real close-up look at the
creatures. He was so gobsmacked by the vision of flat,
segmented worms known as podchactes splayed out before
him that he could only be quoted as saying; 'We were
asionished ' ’

Back on dry land, researchers were soon busy studying
several samples of the retrieved worms, that actually
appear at first glance, to have more in common with
centipedes. It was later claimed that what have since been
christened Hydrate Worms, may in fact be fairty populous,
they've likely just been hidden under the sediment.

*42 A bunch of Scientists from the British Antarctic Survey
were equally keen to report that they'd made some
remarkable discoveries the following September...

Nature, it sasmed, was quite literally running wild in
Amtarctica. Newspaper articles carried sensational
descriptions of woodlice growing to a length exceeding six
inches, mussels and oysters twice their normal size and a
nine foot worm that is capable of swallowing its
unfortunate prey in a singje gulp.

Addrezsing a meeting of the British Association in Leeds,
Dr Lloyd Peck propounded his theories as to how it could
be that such creatures could grow to this immense size in
the imtense cold.; 'Gigantism is related to the low
ltemperature. At such temperatures, it costs less to keep a
given amount of tissue alive, because the metabolism runs
more slowly. You can get bigger on the same amount of
resource. Youcan alsolive longer.’

He went on to describe a creature called a brachlopod,
which resembles an oyster or a mussel, aside from the fact
that they are double their normal size. And the snake-like
worms can grow up to 9 feet in length, and are equipped
with poisonous snouts or massive, flesh-rending jaws.
Otber, equally Lovecraftian-type nasties that have made
their home here include enormous sea spiders and 10 foot
tail sponges, as well as isopods, which look a whole plle like
the pesky woodlouse...Except that they are very nearly
seven inches long.

9th August -9k Seplember, 1997. GulYf of
Mexico/Antarcica 'SCIENCE NEWS'/DAILY MAIL '



KEEP WATCHING THE SKIES!!!
UFO UPDATE
THE COMING OF THE MOON LIGHTS

At the time of going to press, (March, 1998), media interest in our nearest celestial neighbour; the Moon, was at its
highest peak since the last manned mission to cavort, somewhat clumsily across its pock-mocked, dust-covered surface.
The full story concerning the potential discovery of water at the Moon's North and South Poles is related elsewhere in this
issue, but the renewed sense of curiosity concerning all things Lunar seemed to me like an ideal opportunity to dig out the
following article sent to me a couple of years back now, by a former contributor to this humble magazine; Jonathan
Dillon. He has since moved on to (one assumes) greener pastures, writing as he does for the glossy, sensation-seeking
publications that clutter the shelves of even the most conservative newsagents, but I reprint it here to highlight just a
single example of the type of enigmatic stories that have sprung up over the years concerning the Moon....

Make of it what you will....

The 'Moon Light's have managed to successfully bewlilder the world's astronomers ever since they first trained their
optical instruments on the silver-coloured satellite. These unidentified lights have been reported to move across the lunar
surface in erratic motions -quite often when the Moon comes closest to the Earth each and every month. The winking
lights, emitting flashes of bright red and pink, have been calculated to cover an area approximately ten miles wide, and
are visible for periods in excess of twenty minutes. They have been reportedly sighted in at least five different locations,
and at least so far as conventional science is concerned, they do not fall within the parameters of known Lunar
phenomena.

One of the first astronomers to sight the anomalous lights was a Russian by the name of Nikolal A. Kozyrez of the
Pulkovo Observatory at Leningrad.

In 1958, he reported that he had witnessed ‘a rosy eruption’ emanating from the centre of the Aristarchus region, which
lasted for nigh on half an hour. Intruiged by the mysterious flashes, Dr Kozyrev used a spectroscope to discover that the
light, whatever it was, scemed to have been produced by radioactive, pressurised vapour. Scientists have since speculated
that the lights may well originate from natural gases leaking through fissures in the Moon's surface. However, proof
posttive that such gases even exist on an apparently lifeless, chunk of rock, has never been proven - at least so far as we
know. And you can add to that the fact that the lights flash on and off with a frequency not normally associated with an
entirely aatural source.

It may sound like the paranoid ramblings of an ‘X-FILES'-obsessed Ufologist, but it has been whispered in certain circles.
that the lights bear more than a passing resemblance to some sort of intelligent signal...A message being flashed to the
people of Earth from the surface of the Moon.

Yeah, it may well sound as crazy as a bedbug to suggest such a fanciful notion, and yet, depsite the fact that Man has
walked on the Moon (or at least, it is widely accepted that he has - certain conspiracy theorists might very well beg to
differ), we can hardly claim to know a great deal about our nearest neighbour in space.



Granted, we are told by the sclentists that ft is
approximately one-quarter the size of the Earth, and that
its gravity is about one-sixteenth of our planet's. Because of
this weak gravity pull, no atmosphere can exist there, and
so it follows that there can be no weather...No rain, wind,
and so far as we kmow, no trace of life.

During the Lunar day, the surface of the Moon reaches the
temperature of boiling water, whilst at night, it drops down
to way below zero. Our most powerful telescopes have
succeeded in mapping more than 32,000 craters on the
Moon, the direct result of huge chunks of space debris
smashing into the helpless satellite over a period of millions
of years. One of the largest of these craters is called
Clavius, and is about 146 miles in dlameter. The size and
depth of Clavius indicates that an object weighing
approximately 200 billlon tons once struck the barren
Lunar crust.

Because both the Sun and the Moon dominate Earth's
skdes, as well as the cycles of nature, mankind as arace, has
since time immemorial, worshipped them as Gods. Acting
as an eatirely natural timepiece, the Moon goes through a
dependable series of phases throughout each and every
month, as it orbits the Earth every 29.5 days. The ancient
Babylonians were the first to formalise this knowledge,
some 5,000 years ago, and duly shaped the course of their
lives around the movements of the planets and stars that
traverse the heavens in a rich and varied tapestry.
Astrology is still very much with us today of course, but
whether or not human fate can be foreseen by the
paraliclism of distamt constellations is open to debate.
Superstition says that it is lucky to view the crescent of the
new Moon over one's left shoulder, but scientific fact
decrees that it is impossible to actually see it. This is
because the new Moon occurs only when the Moon is
between the Earth and the Sun, its golden rays only
lighting up its far side. This is the haif of the Moon that is
perpetually turned away from the Earth, the somewhat
mywterious half that we never get to see. At least until the
Apollo astronsuts managed to photograph that which has
become popularly known as the 'dark side,' during its orbit
of the Moon. Judging from the pictures that were sent back
for study, the barren, almost featurciess terrain is, to all
intents and purposes, pretty much the same as the visible
near side.

George Darwin, son of the famous evolutionist Charles
Dawwin, propounded the theory that sometime in the dim
and distant past, the Moon was once so close to the Earth
that the two bodies had made momeutary contact. Other
secrious-minded rescarchers went even further and
suggested that the Moon may very well have once been a
part of the Earth that broke away in some almost
unimaginable cataclysm.

Still others speculate that the Moon was formed from
certain materials cast off from the Earth, or from space
gases and other debris captured for eternity in our planet's
gravitational fleild. Whatever the truth of the Moon's
origin, it stubbornly refuses to reveal its darkest secrets.
For example, soll samples brought back from the Lunar
surface by U.S. astronauts seem to indicate that they were
only about 4,600 million years old, much younger than the
Earth.

Whean Apollo 11 finally landed in the Sea Of Tranquility in
1969, Nell Armstrong (after pausing to utter those now
immortal words about Mankind, Small Steps and Glant
Leaps), revealed to a breathless world that the Moon was
covered with a thick layer of dust, and that its sarface was
so compact it was like stepping on a damp beach at ebb
tide.

Sadly, none of the imaginative fancies of the great science
fiction writers (Jules Verne, H.G. Wells et al) were

realised, but the astronauts were surprised to find that the
soll on the surface was, in varying degrees, made up of tiny
glass beads.

It has seen been widely rumoured at numerous Ufological
conventions and in the pages of various books and
magazines on the subject, that NASA technicians didn't
reveal the fisll truth about the anomalies that confronted
the astronauts at the height of that historic event. To this
day, the bulk of the astronauts, though long since retired,
refuse point blank to confirm or demy these persistent, not
to say chilling ramours.

And, as we know from experience, in Ufological circles, a
rumour not catergorically denled, is a rumour that's
destined to grow and grow....

News of these 'anomalous events' were apparently never
intended for public consumption, but were nontheless
leaked out in later years by former NASA officials and
ex-employees, not to mention attentive news reporters and
ham radio operators.

Ufologists maintain that there exists documented evidence
that on their way to that very first Moon landing back in
the Summer of '69, astronauts Armstrong, Collins and
Aldrin were buzzed (shurely no pun intended - Ed), by two
archetypal, disc-shaped UFOs, and by a large, shiny,
coil-shaped object that hovered overhead. After the Lunar
Module successfully landed inside a crater, two more (or
maybe the same) UFOs emerged on the valley rim and then
promptly vanished from sight.

Buzz Aldrin managed to maintaim the presence of mind to
snap several pictures of the umexplained objects but,
predictably, (and just like the legendary ' Dr. McCrae
Definitive Proof Photographs' of the Loch Ness Monster,
hidden away in some bank vault), the prints have never
been made available to ordinary members of the public.
Maurice Chatelain, one of those 'former NASA official's,’
suffered an attack of consclence, however, and is now
engaged on a 'The Truth Will Out’' crusade for the sake of
all humaaity. He was quoted as saying; The encamier was
common knowledge in NASA. Bui nobody has talked about
it until recently. To Armstrong, the object looked like
"interconnecting rings. " Collins said it was Uke a " holow
cylinde,r” and Aldrin thought it looked like "'an enormous,
half<openal book. "’

‘NASA has never set free the photos that they ook but there
were cotainly alien beings there The official record is
silentaboutis.’

The less-than-reliable Charies Berlitz (an author, who
though nowadays regarded with almost as much a degree of
conlemmpR as the works of Erich von Daniken and George
Adamski, is still, sad as it may seem, one of the main
reasons I got into this type of stuff in the first place - One
might almost say, if it hadn't kave been for Charlie, Erich,
et al, I might never have exparionced those "true glimpses
of magic in the midst of everyday reallty” and you'd likely
not be holding this very magazine in your hands right now -
Ed), writes in his book THE ROSWELL INCIDENT how
'ANGLIA TV' in London owns a ‘deleted’ segment of a
conversation that took place between Buzz Aldrin and
NASA Ground Control, apparently coafirming that UFOs
were 'escorting' the Lunar Module as it prepared to land.
The now oft-repeated segmemt of conversation goes
something like this;

ALDRIN: 'Whas was i1?... What the hell was it. That's all I
wantto know.'

MISSION CONTROL: 'What's (here? (Garbled
malfuncion). Mission Control calling Apolo 11..."
ALDRIN: 'These bables are huge, sir. Erormous. Ok God,
you wouldn't belleve it...I'm telling you there are other



spacecrafl out here...lined up on the far side of the crater
edge. They'reontheMoon, waichingus.'

Of course, there is no hard evidence of which I am aware
that can prove such a conversation actually took place.
NASA spokesman John McLeaish later dismissed as
nonsense the alleged transmissions, although he did admit
that such transmissions are, as a matter of NASA policy,
both abridged and subject to ‘a slight delay in
transmission.’

Whatver the truth of the matter, there were further
rumours that as the Apollo 11 astronauts were in the
process of orbiting the Moon, NASA requested them to
personally investigate the crater Aristarchus, a prtmary
source of the so—called 'Moon-Lights.' Apparentty, back on
Earth, a ‘Orightening cffect’ could clearly be seen as the
Lunar Module approached the crater.

'I'm looking north up lowards Aristarchus now,’
Commander Neil Armstrong was reported to have said in
response to Mission Control's orders. 'There's an area
there that is considerably more Ubwninaled than the
surrounding area. It just seems to have a slight amount of
Jlouresencetolt.’

This particular transmission ended soon after, without any
further details being recorded. If Armstrong saw any more
than that, then the broadcast lies firmly under lock and key
in some top-security NASA safeplace.

The current establishment theory for the phenomenon is
that gas escaping from fractures and fissures in the Lunar
surface contrived to blow dust into the air, and the sunlight
reflecting off it caused the resultant cloud to glow
accordingly.

Given the apparent evidence however, one might be
forgtven for thinking that the scientific world would at least
entertain the idea that something a tad more exotic may
have occurred. Predictably, the scientists reject the notion
that anything other than a safe, prosaic explanation is
applicable here.

Reports coming out of the former Soviet Union however,
suggest that the scientific fraternity there at least, is a little
more open to the possibility of Extra-Terrestrial
visitation....

Dr. Sergei Bozhich, a space scientist based at Moscow
Untversity, was recently quoted as saying; ‘It's my optnion
that other civilisations learned of the proposed Moon
landing by intercepting radio signals from (he Earth.
Undoubtedly, thetr objective was to learn what they could
aboutthe edens of Earth's latesttechnological know-how.'
If there's any truth to this notion, then the pioneering of
the Moon may well become more urgent than ever. At least
if we intend, as seems likely, to claim it as property of the
Earth.

And if you think that this may seem a trifie alarmist in
these post INDEPFNDENCE DAY’ times, consider the
fact the Rand Corporation, (a top 'think tank' - though
some might well refer to them as 'a top asshole tank - that
regulacly reports on future trends for the U.S.
Government) , feels that the Moon is ideal for a
permanently manned military space station, which would in
effect rule the Earth. Plans have already beea drawn up by
Rand, say the conspiracy theorists, complete with
construction details and a working eco-system. The object
is not conquest, of course, but to enable the good ol' ,
trigger-happy US of A to act as World Police by keeping a
beady eye on the warmongers, and seeking to deter them
with the ever-present threat of nuclear annihilation should
they step out of line.

Whilst there is no hard evidence that the 'Moon Lights'
indicate an extraterrestrial ctvilisation, one feels that there
are undoubtedly questions that need to be answered.

As Leonard Stringfleld of the Mutual UFO Network
(MUFON) has been moved to say; 'If the Government
released just one little bit of what happened on the Moon, it
would be the story of the century.’

For further reading concerning 'Moon Lights,’ check out
'ALIENAGENDA'by Jim Marrs, (Harper Collins: 1997),
which features a round-up of accounts, including the
following;

%% On March 15th, 1587, a 'star' was seen within the
body of the crescent Moon 'directly between the points of
her horns.’

444 November 12th, 1671 a small white ‘cloud' was seen on
the Moon by French astronomer Gian Domenico Cassini,
at the time, the Director of the Paris Observatory.

%% May 18th, 1787, flashes of light were seen on the
surface of the Moon by two astronomers, and were later
explalned away as being nothing more than
lightning....Regardless of the fact that on an airless world
lightning could not occur.

**%* During March and April 1787, Britain's Sir Frederick
William Herschel, a pioneer of the reflecting telescope, and
the discoverer of Uranus, stated that he sighted three
'bright spots,’ four Yolanoes,’ and 'lights moving’ above
the Moon.

*44 In July, 1821, a German astronomer reported sighting
‘Orilllans flashing lghts pots.’ His account was only one of
several stmilar reports of flashing or blinking lights seen on
the Lunar surface.

*4% February, 1877, a line or streak of light was witnessed
stretching across Eudoxus Crater. This light was observed
for somewhere in the region of an hour, seemingly
discounting the possibility that it was merely a meteorite
striking the landscape of the Moon with a flash.

*4% April 24th, 1882: moving shadows were seen in the
Aristotle area of the Moon.

*4% 23rd April, 1915; a beam of light was sighted in the
aforementioned Clavius Crater.

444 14th June, 1940, two streaks of medium-intensity light
were recorded in the crater Plato, a location where reports
of lights have numbered in the thousands.

k%% 24th May, 1955: 'Glitter,’ similar to an electrical
discharge was seen near the Moon's South Pole.

444 September 13th, 1959; something blocked the view of
the Littrow area , and on June 21st, 1964, something
equally mysterious and dark mpved across the Moon's
surface near the Ross D. area. This anomalous dark mass
was observed for over two hours.

*%% And flnally, on September 11th, 1967, a 'black cloud’
surrounded by violet colour’' was seen in the Sea of
Tranquility by Canadian astronomers.

Jonathan Dillon. Winter 1995

ALONG THE
SUNDOWN TRAIL

The People's Rally At Area 51

The calls for a so~called 'People's Rally' to take place on
June 6th, 1998, at the the very edge of the restricted
boundary line on Groom Lake Road, seem to be increasing
by the day.

'USENET' on the WWW, have issued a clarion call to all
and sundry join up for ‘alegal, public assembly on legal,



public land, 1o hold a spontaneous, peaceful gathering of
oncorned citizens.’

The event, if that's what it turns out to be, (and the chances
are, it will be well-attended), is aimed at raising public
awareness of the plight of the former Groom Lake
worldorce, some of whom are said to be suffering from
llinesses caused by long-term expoeure to highly toxic
chemicals without their prior knowledge during their time
at Area 51 (makes a change from blaming ol' bogey-man
Saddam Hussein, dontcha' think).

Those who have called for the rally are at pains to point
out that there are no specific organisations behind the
event. A press conference has already been arranged for
the eve of the rally on Friday, June Sth, whilst the occasion
itself has been set to start at 6am (ke sixth Aowur of the
sbxah day of the sixth month: 666....Thare wouldn't be
anything of occult significance in that would there, chaps.
No? Oh, that's alright then - Ed), at the edge of the
restricted boundary.

The potential for hassie must be falrly high given that if, as
expected, large crowds gather and attempt to make their
way onto U.S. Governmeat property to try and get a closer
look at the secret military installation. I can just picture the
scene if some 'concerned citizen' takes it upon his or herseif
to seize the chance for some personal glory and winds up
getting themselves shot by a securtty force made
Itchy-finger trigger-happy by the presence of some mamy
would-be trespassers....

We therefore await the occassion with a due sense of
scarcely concealed dread.

22nd February, 1998 Groom Lake, Nevada, USA
'GroomWatch @ aol com'’

...AND NOW THE
SCREAMING STARTS

According to the latest 'final, definttive' book on the UFO
phenomenon, written by a former military imteiligence
operattve named Phillp J Imbrogno and tited
‘CONTACTS OF THE Stk KIND,' the flendish silent
invasion by the ET's is already over.

Spouting the same old claims that he has stumbled upon
the incontrovertible evidence that has succeeded in eluding
the most diligent of researchers since (at least) 1947.
Several examples of this 'evidence’ were served up in the
tabloid press last November, and we include a couple of
slices of it here for your own consideration....

Imbrogno makes a big play of his assertion that be served
with U.S. Special Forces in Cambodia on a secret CIA
operation called (in true 'X-F7LES’speak) 'Shadow.'

He has apparently used this contact to verify much of the
information that has come his way. One such
authentication was very much required whea Phillip was
considering the case of a couple by the name of George
and Maria. One day, their two-year-old daughter brought
out her doll and curiously, asked her mother to open up fits
head. Somewhat perturbed by the request, Maria asked
her child where she had seen something like that performed
before. The little girl chiled her to the bone with her
answer; 'They do it to Daddy at night.’

It emerged that the two-year-old had 'witnessed' beings
resembling 'aliens' abducting her father in the dead of
night. That's someincontrovertible evidence, alright.

As Bob Mortimer might say; Aow persuasivea baby can be,
Vie..".

Philip heid several mectings with the couple and, according
to him, subsequently uncovered a whole chain of cvents
that ‘will stun the world. '

He says he has followed up several more alleged abductees
and has discovered a series of remarkable similarities,
including the apparent 'coincidence' that each and every
member of the 'Abduction Club' has shared the very same
blood group.

Digging out a map, Imbrogno plotted out the abductions
and to his amazement, found all that they all formed
straight lines that pointed to the Hudson Valley outside
New York.

The discovery was made hot on the heels of the revelation
from a former CIA colleague.... The tmvasion is over. Al
we are waiting for is the screaming. '

Imbrogno is convinced that those seifsame screams will
start at the location where UFOs were first spotted prior to
the outbreak of the Abduction Epidemic; the towns that
oestle in the midst of the Hudson Valley.

The alleged invasion had its origins in the most uallkety of
places...The Head of a Middle School, Douglas Harlow,
arrived at the office early to find that every single clock in
the school was ten minutes fast. 'J couldn’t figure it out,’
stated Harlow. It turned out however, that it wasn't merely
the school clocksthat had {nexplicably gained ten minutes.
Like the plot of a 1950's sci-fl movie, every electric clock in
the town was similarly ten minutes fast. A spokesman for
the Connecticut Light and Power Company laid the blame
squarely on a power surge - despite the fact that shift
supervisor Philip Gervais said that there had been no such
surge.

Not long after the anomaly with the clocks, witnesses began
coming forwards with tales of strange aerial phenomena in
the skies above the town. Mrs Diane Duont, aged 40, was
driving her car when she saw a large boomnerang pattern
of lights moving slowly across the night sky. ' waiched as
(hese lights approached and I was surprised that I heard no
soundatall

The object then passed directly over my car and as I looked
upl saw a darkmass blocking outthe brighter night sky. '
The police and local radio station were literally innundated
with similar reports of a slow moving flying wing with red
and white lights traversing the heavens.

One witness, Arnold Sprinster, described how a giant
triangular object, the size of a football pitch, took ten
minutes to pass over his car.

‘It looked like one of the spaceships in the science fiction
movies, buil thiswas real '

The local police chief Herbert Peterson was quoted as
saying; 'If this thing can come here and do this, I wand (0
knowwherethe hell are our country's defences?’
Imbrogno of course, believes it's already too late to call out
the National Guard or look to Washington for military
assistance - 'THE ALIENS ARE ALREADY HERE -
THE WAR IS OVER.'

Doomsday Philip's interest (though 'interest' may nt be the
right word in this. Perhap we should consider it a
cuphemism for paranoid fear), began with a general
mecting in a vallcy town called Pine Bush.

He requested that people write down any UFO-type
experience that they may have had and was suitably
astonished when 40 per cent of the people who were
present claimed that they had been 'in contacawith aliens.’
Bill, a 32-year-old computer programmer who, not
surprisingly, did not wish to reveal his sarname, stated that
he saw the giant UFO above the Hudson Valley as he drove
home late at night. He witnessed the object pass over his
car but remembered nothing eise about the incident until
he incurred the wrath of Kevin McClure (and all other
sensible, serious-minded Ufologists) and underwent
hypnosis. Bill 'relived’ his ordeal on the hypnotist's couch
and the following 'memory' was recorded;



'There is someone standing in the road and he's walking
lowards the car. Whoareyou?'

The alien replied: "Do not be fearful We need you. You
have been selected "

Bill said; ' I feel strange, like I'm floating on alr. If's all
dark. I am now on this table and these guys are all around
me

They have larg e heads with long black eyes, the eyes are so
black that I can't see any pupils. They look like shark eyes.
The one that is near my head is moving some type of thing
up and down the side of my head. It looks like a portable
vacuum cleaner.

He is moving it closer and it's making my head vibrate It
Jeels like a drill going through my head. Stop, stop, it Rurts.
They are looking for something and they‘ve found it. I can't
hear them speak, but I know what they 'resaying.

He is telling me that they come from a place which is very
ugly compared to ours and that they would like to live here,
busthey cannot '

Bill's next conscious recollection is that of finding himself
back in his car one hour later than the last time he had
looked at his watch.

Imbrogno's apocalyptic fears were given farther
foundation, at least in Philip's mind, by the words of yet
another CIA source who assured him that an alien craft
had crash landed at an American air base shortly after the
Second World War. (Roswell, perchance?).

His source trundled out the same tired old story that's now
so familiar it's become something of a cliche in Ufological
circles. The aliens, who were apparently facing extinction,
struck up a deal with the US Government in which they
would exchange technology for permission to abduct
certain humans with a view to infusing fresh genmetic
material into their species.

Whea Imbrogno obtained blood samples from the alleged
abductees, he was amazed to discover that 95 per cent had
the rare B-negative blood type.

And from this correlation, Philip was able to conclude that
‘People with B-negative blood may be off-shoots of the
hybridrace that the aliens are Orying (o create '

Why do I not think that your local hospital is about to be
innundated with patients keen to have their blood types
checked in case they may be aliens, themselves???

Another abduction article appeared just a month later, the
crux of which deait with the apparent fact that over
1,500,000 peopile claim to have been abducted by aliens.
Two UFO conferences, one in Mexico, the other in Brazl,
were busily debating the abduction issue in late December.
Helping to promote the alien/human hybrid mythos, with
its tales of Implants buried in the ear lobes, repeat
abductions, and even women impregnated by the ghastly
Greys, were Graham Birdsall (who was also claiming to
have heard further evidence of a massive government
cover-up) and our old friend Mr Budd Hopkins.

The choice quotes though, were attributed to Brazillian
UFO 'expert' Ademar Gevaerd...

'The governmonts know much more than they are admiiting
about UF Os. Most countries have programme of officlal
UFOresearch This information is being kept frompeople.’
2nd November, 1997. Hudson Valley, New York, USA.
'SUNDAY PEOFPLE'/9th Decomber, 1997. Bragl, Medco.
'LIVERPOOL DAILY POST.’

UFOs FILMED OVER
COSTA RICAN AIR-SPACE

The Itar-Tass News Agency reported that on 22nd
December, 1997, UFOs were sighted in the skies above
Costa Rica. A team of TV cameramen from two local

television channels flimed what appeared to be at least a
dozen 'flying saucers' in the south of the capital. There
were several hundred witnesses to the phenomenon, and
they watched as the objects made bizarre zig-zag
maneuavers in the skies for several minutes.

Flight controllers of the International Juan Santamaria
Alrport counted 'approximately fifly thousand traces' of
their movements. Some car dirvers stopped on the
motorways to watch the anomalous objects. Scientists have
so falled to come up with any rational explanation for the
sightings, aftthough local Ufologist Carlos Viichez had his
own theorfes, of course. He expressed the view that an
influx of UFOs could now be expected in the area within
the next couple of years. He did not elaborate though, as to
his reasons for reaching this conclusion...

22nd December, 1997. San Jose, Costa Rica. 'TTAR-TASS'

Three Day UFO Flap Over

Pensacola,Florida
According to reports humming down the wires from

MUFON, a red spherical UFO appeared on three
consecutive nights over the Gulf of Mexico.

Beginning on the evening of Thursday, January 29th, 1998,

Roy and Elsie Pollock of Florida first sighted a ‘fypicalred
light, "Bubba'’ (coining the horrible Americanism beloved
of used car salesmen, smarmy game-show hosts and falled
politicians - not to mention UFO spotters in Guif Breeze).
‘It appeared appraxtmdiely halfwway betwaen the horizon
and the zentth, and gradually moved north and rising until
itwas roughly the same elevation in the sky as the Moon. It
moved perhaps 15 to 20 degrees (o the west and then
changed direction (0 an easVSoutheast movenonl
The object was mostly brilliant at times - a red light - it
pusated from very bright to medtiumly bright and
occassionally disappeared completely. Pulse rate was about
7.5 times per second... It hovered, rotating silently aver the
Shovedine Park area.’

The following night, Anne Morrison and her fellow
skywatchers set up camp at Pensacola Beach on Highway
399, just south of the city.

'We were at the Beach, at the waler's edge by the Dune's
Hotel at 6:07pm,’ she later reported. 'Looking to the
northwest al appraxbmdaely 301040 degrees elevation.

As we walched, it very slowly moved higher in the sky,
pulsing randomly. It was slowly coming towards the beach
and took about eig ht to ten minules (o come directly aver
our heads. Then i moved to the east of us...and
disappeared '

The 12 skywatchers then witnessed a further UFO;
‘another steady red object in the east, but only five to seven
degrees above the horion and over the Gulf of Mexico.

It remained in this posttion for about three minutey and
then disappaared. There were 12 witnesses, eight of whom
have a great deal of experionce seeing the 'Gulf Breeze Red

Object’

And finally, on the third night, Saturday, January 31st, at
6:27pm, the skywatchers decided to hike out to the last
public parking lot on Fort Pickens Road in Pensacola

Beach.

'We had barely arrived there when we saw a staady red light
o the nortk/novikeent at about seven degrees above the
horizon. The red light made a long arc above us and was
not as bright as the night before '

The object remained in sight for approximatety 22 minutes.
It moved very slowly, appearing higher in the sky and
heading in an easterly direction.

Source: Anne Morrison of MUFON - 'UFO ROUND-UP’
Masinaigan Productions. WWW Vol2 Number 49.



AN UNINTERRUPTED
JOURNEY

A Rational Overview Of
Recovered Memory And Hypnosis

If I'm right, and there never hs been a single, physical,
enforced act of abduction of a human being by an alien,
non-human being, the belief in abductions has left some
very confused people out there. For some, the confusion
will arise from a belief that allens intervene in our lives for
our benefit. They will be depending on an alien presence
for love, support, care, even rescue. Even if they feel they
have been abducted and used for physical, sexual purposes,
and have minimal control over what is happening to them,
they will have faith in the good intentions of their unseen
benefactors. A sort of Stockholm Syndrome, with invisible
captors.

For others - apparently the great majority - the confusion
will have more serious implications. Because of their belief
in the reality of abduction, many groups and individuals
have changed their way of life. Many believe that they have
been abducted to be inseminated by allens, have become
pregnant with a hybrid foetus, and have been abducted
again to have that foetus removed so that the child can be
raised on board a spaceship. They recount their memories
of these supposed events during hypnotic regreasion and
they, and others, live in fear that the next time they are
regressed they will discover that they have, once again,
been abducted and abused. They will have concluded that
they are not in control of their own lives, and that
compliance is the limit of their range of choices. They will
be deeply involved in listening for explanations of their
perceived experiences, in sharing their experiences with
other abductees. To borrow a term from the 'Cowrage To
Heal' movement, they will be sharing much of their lives
with other abduction 'survivors'. They believe that because
abduction is 'generational’ - an often suggested possibility -
if they have children ,they, too, will become abductees.
They might not want to have children.

A thorough look at 'UFO Close Encounter’ reports before
Hopkins' 'MISSING TIME' appeared in 1981, shows that
claims of physical, involuntary abduction were exceedingly
rare. They had none of the really unpleasant elements - the
repeated interference with children, the gynaecological and
rectal examanations, the implanting and removal of
foctuses, the maternal visits to alien nurseries. Until these
concepts were imtroduced from 'recovered memory'
material, and they recetved wide publicity, they scarcely
occwrted in  published accounts. Researchers as
wide-ranging as John Keel, Jerome Clark, D. Scott Rogo,
Brad Steiger and Jacques Vallee found it possible to
belleve in, and write about, all kinds of phenomena. But
they simply found no evidence for the type of abduction
experience which, by the time Whitley Streiber's
'COMMUNION' came out, had become the standard. The
alien abduction mythos had appeared from somewhere, by
some means, and it has appeared surprisingty suddenly.
How has this happened?

It is increasingly clear to me that the alleged ‘physical’
evidence that we were told would validate the claims that
the abduction experience is real is all, simply, worthless,
Implants continually disappear prior to Investigation,
except for those 'obtained' by Derrel Sims which are
somehow never fully analysed, however much time passes.
'Cup and scoop maria' could well be anything, and are
almost certainly ordinary abrasions, wounds and scars.
There is no evidence whatsoever that they were made by

alfens. The alleged UV flourescence resuiting from ‘alien
handling' has beean shown to be quite literally a hundred
and one things - but none of them ‘alien handling.' There is
not a shred of medical evidence of alien involvement in
'missing' or interrupted pregnancies. Indeed, there is no
medical, or even simply objective and tangible, evidence to
suggest that aliens interact with human beings at all.

Which leaves only three possible sources for the
increasingly widespread belief in the reality of abduction
by alfeus. The 'memories' recovered through the use of
memory enhancement techniques, primarily regression
hypnosis; the assertions of the researchers, imvestigators
and authors (nvolved in arranging the use of those
techniques that the accounts so obtained arise from real
events; and those who are so convinced by those assertions
that they come to believe that they, too, may have been
abducted. At which point they will often find themselves
being regressed by the investigators and authors, thus
completing the cycle, confirming their own bellefs and
those of the researchers, and themseives becoming
fall-fledged abductees.

I suggest that, without the use of 'recovered memory'
techniques, there would be no allen abduction
phenomenon. The line of development of the abduction
mythos in the U.S. is clear. From the freak example of the
Hills, to Hopkins, Jacobs, Mack, Carpenter, Boylan, Sims
and their various acolytes and assistants, all can quote
cases - a handful of cases - which have first presented
themselves from supposedly conscious recall. But none of
these has cver been shown not to derive from the key,
media-friendly, ‘recovered memory' accounts of which
anyone with an interest in the subject is inevitably,
unavoidably aware. And all these researchers resort to
'recovered memory' techniques to further explore these
consclously-presented cases. Similar approaches prevail in
the UK. Recovered memory techniques are utilised by
Tony Dodd of Quest International, who has consistently
refused to disclose who his hypnotists are, or what
appropriate qualifications they may have, if any. Malcolm
Robinson of SPI (see Malcoim's response to Kevin's
criticisms in the NowDec Issue Of 'DON’), became
convinced of the reality of abductions through the famous
'A70' case, afthough all its abduction connotations arose
through hypnosis. He says that he only uses a qualified
hypnotist, but has repeatedly failed to reveal what that
qualification actunally is. Other researchers who publicise
material obtained only through the use of recovered
memory techniques include John King, Philip Mantle, Jon
Downes, Matthew Willlams and Peter Hough, none of
whom have dealt satisfactorily with the question of why
regression and hypnosis need to be used if the memories
are actually of real events, when real events are so seldom
forgotten.

Increasingly, the evidence regarding the use of 'recovered
memory' techniques suggests - strongly - that they are
wholly undependable. That what is produced is likely to be
an impenetrable melange of fascinstion, misapprehension,
remembered real experience, misranembered real
experience and the 'rememberer' wanting to please those
he knows to be present, or interested in, the 'memories’
that are recovered. And there is pretty much no evidence
that material obtained in this way is actunally true.

To me this suggests, if I understand it right, that those
whose lives are being affected and interfered with by their
belief in their abduction experience are victims of abuse.
Not, msybe, abuse that is committed or caused
dellberately, but abuse that arises from the strong, utterly
aistaken, personal bellefs of those who propagate the
abduction myth. It isn't real abuse like that which humans
regularly, persisteatly inflict on each other. But it is
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nevertheless, abuse, and it hurts, and it damages people
just the same.

I think we would be right in seeing 'alien abductees' as
victims, who we have a duty to inform and assist.
Unfortunately, much of the vital evidence about the reality
of recovered memory techniques is drawn from the fleld of
real, human to human, abuse. There is strong, indeed
overwheiming evidence that 'recovered memory' can
produce accounts which are wildly, tragically, untrue. But
I want to emphasise that nothing I say here belittles or
doubts the horrors of the real abuse of children by adulis,
which is one of the unforgivable failures of our soclety. It is
not those who are abused or hurt who are at fault, but
those who take on responsibilities for therapy and, and for
establishing the truth, in circumstances which they are
totally incapable of handling.

It has become undeniably clear that the use of techniques
for hypnosis and regression can have disastrous
consaquences for therapists, patients and their families.
Across the USA, courts and juries are awarding huge
amounts of damages to patients whose therapists have led
them to believe, through using these techniques, that they
were the vicims of hideous physical, sexual and
psychological violence, including what became kmown as
Satanic Ritual Abuse (SRA). When it became clear that the
‘memories’ they had produced were not of real events, the
therapists and their therapies were closely investigated,
and found to be tragically flawed.

$5.8 milion was awarded in one case alone in Texas in
August, 1997, where a patient had been led to 'remember’
that her family had 'practised murder, cannibalism, sexual
abuse and incest’ Courts awarded two patients of a
Minnesota psychiatrist sums of $2.67 million and $2.5
million, because 'under hypnosis and sodium amytal, and
after being fed misinformation about the workings of
memory, they had come to remember horrific abuse by
family members.’

A church counsellor in Missouri settled out of court for $1
million because it was found that the memories developed
during therapy, which her patient had been convinced were
accurate, could not have been. Her father had resigned his
post as a clergyman because of the accusatioms. A
Wisconsin psychiatrist who implanted demonstrably false
memories, and attempted to exorcise her patient too,
settled out of court for $2.4 million.

In some of these cases, families had been broken up, lives
had been ruined. But though greed - in obtaining moaey
from medical insurances - played its part in the exploitation
of unwitting paticnts, most of the therapists involved
sincerely believed that the informstion they extracted was
true, and a recollection of actual events. They belleved they
could help their patients by teiling them to accept the
reality of these 'memories’, and to challenge their supposed
abusers, who are commonly close family members. Now we
are considering a much more unlikely phenomenon for
which there is absolutely no objective evidence, where the
abusers are extraterrestrial Yet what research and
investigation there is, is often conducted using very similar
techniques. The claims of alien abduction are, perhaps,
even more outrageous and incredible than those of SRA,
and even less likely to be true.

There is minimal medical or scleutific support for the belief
that 'hidden’ or 'forgotten’ memories can be accurately
recovered or restored through hypnosis or other
regression techniques. Such techniques are seldom used by
the police, and, increasingly, courts will not accept
testimony recovered through regression unless there is
seperate, independent corroborative evidence to support
what has been 'recalled.’

It is rare for regressions involving abduction by alieas to
be conducted by anyone other than amateurs, well-meaning
or otherwise.

Where professionals are involved, they are generally
already bellevers themselves, and bring to the scene of the
regression all their own bellefs and preconceptions. It's not
hypnotising people that's difficuit, it's having the sense and
knowledge to understand what you should, and should not,
do with a person's mind once trance has been induced. And
how what you do might affect their lives, and the lives of
those around them.

Plenty of professional research results, and advice and
opinion, at the highest level, is avallable to those
considering exploring supposedly hidden memories. Any
therapist willing to make the effort should have no trouble
finding out about the unreliability of hypnotic regression. A
statement by the Research Council of the American
Medical Association in 1985 said that;

‘Monories obtained under Rypnatic intareentions contain
confabuldtions, meudormarories and inacuracies
Self-report, alone, cannot be used (o dAormine the
reliablity ofrue from false mamoriex. '

THE COMPREHFENSIVE TEXTBOOK OF PSYCHIATRY
(Kaplan & Sadlock 1985), had this to say;

‘Hypnosis notonly fails to produce more acrurale memories
but also increases the patient's willingness tor eport unclear
mornoris as facs. Confabuldtions, dixtortions, faniaxies
and cued responses all add to the potential unvellabillly of
such memoriex. '

Phil Mollon, the Head of the Clinical Psychology and
Psychotherapy Service at Lister Hospital, Stevenage states
in ‘CLINICAL PSYCHOLOGY FORUM'that;
"Exportmanty show that false menorics fnctuding those of
past lves and abduction by alliens, can be implanted
through hypnosis. Hypnosis can elict both true and fulse
memwories, butwith enkanced belief in their accuracy.’

.THE GUIDELINES REIATED TO RECOVERED

MEMORIES' of the Australian Psychological Society state
that;

‘Memories that are reporiad clther spontancously or
Jollowing the use of special procatiures in therapy may be
accurate, inaccurate, fabricated, or amixture of these.’
Even experimental hypnotists themselves, commenting in
"THE INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL OF CLINICAL AND
EXPERIMENTAL HYPNOSIS' (January, 1996), on the
use of hypnotically elicited recall as legal testimony, list a
number of problems with hypnoticaily induced memory.
These include the likelihood that suggestibility increases;
confabulation increases; confldence in the memory
increases; critical review of the memory decreases; sources
of the memory are confused; reconstruction increases as a
result of new in-puts; fantasy development may increase;
practicioner's bellefs may influence the patieat. Comments
of this kind are the rule, not the exception, and continue to
emerge as the seriousness of recovered memory problem
becomes appareat. I'll try to update you in future issues of
‘ABDUCTION WATCH' (see Exchange Mags Review
section of curreat 'DON' for details of subs, etc) whenever
important new findings appear.

Although there are hundreds of academic and professional
studies, books and journals about the problems of the
recovery of memory in therapeuatic situations, I haven't yet
seen one which regards recovered memories as always
being even half-way dependable, let alone completely
accurate. Not only is recall under hypnosis widely
recognised as being unreliable, and has been repeatedly
proved to be so, but it is very unusual for people nof to
remember, consciously and often repeatedly, a severely



traumatic event that happened them either recently, or
many years ago.

I understand that memory blocks are very rare, because
that isn't generally how memory works. So, if a detalled,
vivid, exotic account of supposed events emerges during
regression, there is a high probability that the exotic
elemeants of the account will have no objective reality at all.
This is where the common argumeut that because some
truthful material will emerge from regression, regression
should be used regardless of the kmown risks, fails
miserably. It's an argument born of desperation, which
defles rational thought in accepting that the most plausible
‘recovered memories' are also the most likely to be true.
Those who want, strike that need, to defend the myth of
alien abduction protect their belief by claiming that
conscious recall of abduction is rare, and regression
necemsary, because the aliens dellberately confuse
abductees and block out their memories of what they have
suffered. This stupid and umprovable suggestion |is
remarkably arrogant - Brave Hypnotist Defeats Sly Aliens
- but it can serve to lead people away from the rcasonable,
logical conclusion that where the only evideace for an event
is the product, direct or indirect, of recovered memory
techniques, then it is highly likely that the evidence resuits
from the techniques, and not from memories locked away
by aliena. The near-Victorian idea that the brain is a series
of little storage facilitlies, some locked, some not, is
particularly popular among those who want to be seen to
have the power to do the umlocking, but I am now
confident that the secret Hes in the process and
circumstances of regression, and not in the hidden memory
of the person being regressed. Regression is not a magic
key to unlock limitless hidden truths, but that is certainly a
valuable fllusion for an unscrupulous investigator - or
therapist - to maintain.

So, what seperates those who 'recalled' being victims of
Sstanic Ritual Abase from those who recall being the
victims of complex abductions and medical procednres at
the hands of aliens?

Only one factor, in my opinion.

That the 'experiencers' of allen abductions have not yet
questioned the validity of the experiences that they have
said that they have had. They have not yet started fighting
back.

With SRA, the accusations were made against human
beings, who could in some cases, start their own legal
actions, provide their own information about what had
been recalled. They could prove that they didn't chop the
heads off babfes, didn't perform sacrifices to Satan. They
could prove that they were in another state, another
country, at a ttme when their son or daughter said they
were at home abusing them. They could show that the
accusations of abuse, the supposed memories, had never
existed before the therapist became involved. They were
able to prove that while their accusers had not told
deliberate lies, the hypnosis, the regression, the therapy,
were all deeply flawed.

The aliens - should they actually exist - have no such
opportunitics. They can't take the abduction investigators
to court for leading people into having false memories, or
being pcrsuadcd of horrible abuses they never really
suffered. The aliens are compliant, silent, ideal bad guys
who can never say amything to defend themselves.

It will, in the long run, be down to the abductees to begin
to realise that they've been led into making reports for
which there is no substance, through the use of recovered
memory techaniques that are known to be inaccurate and
unreiiable, if not actually dangerous. Ten years from now,
I doubt that new abductees will be coming forward, and
many current abductees will, by then, be deeply

embarrassed by what they have reported. Even now, I'm
sure that some of those who have reported extraordinary
events to their repressers must, sometimes, wonder why
on earth they ever did so. But they must be afraid of
looking foolish, or gullible, or just plain il It's not like
SRA, where your family can forgive you and welcome you
back with open arms. There is little for an abductee to gain
by recanting, saying it never happened, saying they were
wrong. And there are scarcely any examples for them to
follow.

Despite all the adverse publicity, some Investigators,
researchers and therapists may stil not know the
important effects about seeking recall through regression.
They may not realise what they are doing. For me the first
tenet of therapy, of helping people in any way, is 'above all,
do no harm,' but great harm is being dome. There is
clearly a need to stop the abduction mythos causing any
more damage to to those it has aiready taken in, and to
prevent it taking in any more than is absolutely
unavoidable. Then, beyond that, there is the important task
of enabling those who have become convinced they have
been abducted, with all that entails, to realise that they
have been misled. To enable them to realise that, simply,
they are not abductees, and that they don't have to deal
with those problems any more.

And nor, as investigators, do we.

Kevin McClure. Winter 1997
Shadowed By UFOs Over
The Heart Of Kent

The hugely refiable, always to be trusted, bastion of
paranormal reporting; 'CHAT MAGAZINE' carried the
following account of a former hard-nosed sceptic tnrued
fall-on UFO believer...

Dave Strudwick, a retired engineer now aged 63,
experienced his first encounter with something out of the
proverbial ordinary in mid-1964.

He was quoted as saying; I lUved in the East End of
London and was walking home when I saw a great big blob
of Ught overhend. It sped off just as I was thinking "What
the hell's that?" At the time I thought nothing more of it.’
(As you do - Ed)

The hard-toconvince Mr Strudwick would doubtiess have
cousigned the memory of that particular sighting to some
dim cormer of his mind marked 'Irrelevance’ if it hadn't
have beean for a second incident some 30-0dd years later.
Dave and his wife Lesley, 55, were sitting out in the back
garden in Meopham, Kent, one Idyllic mid-Summer
evening simply admiring the trees and flowers, whea Dave

happened to gaze up at the clear biae sky;
‘As I looked up, t0 my anazoneont I saw what I looked like

a classic flying saucer about 2,000 feet overhead. It was
metallic, and trovelltng from north to south. I yelled in
swprsse and Lesley saw it as well She has [lown light
atrcrafi and we both knew thal whdlever we were looking at
was no plane. Because of my job I was intrigued at what the
crafl looked like and how it was corstrucded more than
anything.’

Dave was handed a second opportunity to study the
characteristics just two years later, when he saw his third
UFO, and in the wake of fhar sighting he felt able to
announce to the world that the material seemed to be far in
advance of amything he was aware existed in mankind's
cwrrent technology.

‘T was on the patlo, dozing of), when there was a bright
light overhead It was brighter than anything I had ever
seen before and was about 40,000 feet above me.



'Amazingly, there was then another bright light which
stopped to let the first one caich up. They then merged and
vanished togethey.’

Dave's major concern now, it seems, is to attempt to alert
air traffic control and see what, if anything, they make of it.
'We want to see what the authorities' response is. I've
worked out our position to identlfy us to alr traffic control
The only problem is waiting for another UFO (o turn up.’
With three sightings already under his beit (three more
than the majority of us manage in a lifetime), the chances
are he won't have to wait that long. His optimism
concerning the authorities’ is a tad touching in its
wide-eyed innocence, however.

November, 1997. Meopham, Kent. 'CHAT MAGAZINE'

Great Balls Of Fire

Accounts of large, flery objects hurtiing over the skies of
America, seem to be on the increase according to Joseph
Trainor's excelleat Internet Site; 'UFO ROUND UP’ (See
below for details)

Included here are just a few cxampics of the phenomena
reported across the States’ in recent weeks...

=** A glowing orange fireball’ was seen by many people
hurtling through the skies over Eyota, Minnesota, USA, on
Friday, 12th December, 1997, at sometime around Spm.
The local police stations were innundated with calls in the
wake of the sighting of '‘amyvtarious flash of ight. '

One witness, Wylle Peterson of Colfax, Wisconsin,
described the object as 'a good-sized red ball It left a predy
good tall behind it. It was too big to be a flare.’

The lousy, spoilsport 'Experts' later dismissed the object
as being nothing more mysterious than a meteor.
Astronomers at the University of Minnesota and Drake
University in Des Moines, Iowa, were quoted in the press
as aaying; 'The phenomenon was best explained by a single
meteor entering the Earth's anasphere '

This explanation was given further credence when it was
dualy noted that December 12th is the height of the annual
Geminid meteor shower.

‘We are constantly bormbarded by fragmenss of old comets,’
said Lawrence Staunton, a physics and astronomy
professor at Drake University. ‘'They are mostlynotseen. '

#44A month later, on Friday, 23rd January, 1998, similar
objects were being sighted acroas Colorado.

One witness; Jim Roberts, described ‘an orange or
sabranavimcoed giobe' hovering above his ranch in the
miniscule town of Cotopaxl. 'The object was hovering,
dbrorong and brighicning, over the westrern hovizon. '
Marshal Steve Ford was the next to go public with his
account of a 'large flery red obfect trailed by a plume of
smoke’ as he drove along a Colorado highway. & was a
Jairly large object that was on fire with smoke that was
spiralling off the back of it. My first t(hought was that it was
ameteor. The object plummaied more than 1,000 feet, and I
lost sight of it at tree level It was a vertcal shot toward the
ground, andI'm sure it impactedthe ground '

Local newspaper's carried stories of farther withcsses who
also reportedly saw the same, or an uncanaily similar
ob ject(s).

A rancher by the name of John Fisher sighted something
streaking above Breckenridge that left a visible trall that
covered a quarter of the sky. '’

Littie more than eight hours later, several witheases came
forward to describe how they had seen yet another blazing
object traversing the heavens, this time long after darkneas
had fallen

'THE DENVER POST’ (30th January, 1998), reported
that a resident of Breckenridge, one John Sperber, was
driving along Main Street at somewhere around 10:45pm,
when, together with a friend, he saw a bluish-green fireball
streak east to west across the sky.

‘It looked like an egg and was so bright we could see smoke
behind it,’ Sperber told reporters.

Add to the list sightings by several other of the townsfolk,
all of whom clatm they saw the flery object cross the sky
from east to west, and you can begtn to build up a picture

which suggests something mysterious was being seen over a
period of a singie day and night - something that may or
may not have a prosaic explanation.

Meanwhile, 125 miles across the state, in Salida, Colorado,
to be exact, Larsy Edwards, 17, viewed a 'moon-slzed ball
of green light for a couple of seconds racing at olp speed
and disappearing in the southwest,’ as she was busily
typing away on her computer at about 9pm.

At roughly the same time, Mrs Kathy Ralter and her four
children were driving into Salida, when they saw a green
object down the road, a half-mile to the south.

Nobe of the witneses reported seeing any kind of a tail in
the wake of the strange-coloured objects.

**% And finally, a day or so earlier, (Tuesday, 27th
January), a group pf local ranchers were working away in
the flelds near Hanna, Wyoming, when they were startied
by the sight of a 'brilant fireball’ apparently fall to earth
in the midst of the desolate prairie.

The wonderfully named 'ROCKY MOUNTAIN NEWY'
reported that '‘Carbon County imvesitgaiory have been
unable to find any debris associated with a "ball of fire”
thatrepomedly crashedtothe ground near Hanna. '

‘The ball of fire was reported afier noon Tuesday by the
pilotof apassing airliner.’

Tim Patton of the Federal Aviation Administration (FAA),
was quoted as saying;

'He said that he had seen a ball of fire, which he believed
may have been a maeoritte or space junk. Hereported that
he had gotien some air turbulence from the object’ .
Sowrces: kap/www. earthoorp. com UASKR/ 'THE DENVER
POST'28th January, 1998..

The Hammer Of The
Gods

A mysterious boom shattered the silence over the
conspiracy-obsexsed Ozarks (see 'DON’ #14 for averview of
the currens 'Blosphere/UN Takeover Fears' sweeping the
areg), on the afternoon of Wednceday , December 17th, last

year.
The titanic aerial explosion shook the small town of
Rogersville, Missouri, USA, (which boasts a population of
995), and eyewitneases described how the anomaious blast
‘rattled windows and blew open siorm doors. '

The local TV station, XYTV, sent out reporters Into the
fleld and were informed by a U.S. Air Force spokesman
that the deafening crack, whatever it was, could not be
attributed to a sonic boom of the type associated with by
low-flying supersonic jet fighters.

The cause therefore remains a mystery. The works of the
great Charles Fort comtain mamy references to such
anomalies, the vast majority of which were said to bave
occurred in the days before man acquired the technology to
take to the skies.

17th December, 1997. Source: KYTV News Report via Ray
Nelke, COUD-L



Strange “Human
Behaviour

Real-Life 'House Of Wax'

Proof that life sometimes really does imitate art was
provided in spades when, just like the plot-line of one of the
very first horror films I ever saw on the TV, as a child;
'HOUSE OF WAX" (1953) - (1 was allowed to stay up and
watch it as a special treat one long ago Christmas) a mad
sculptor has resorted to using parts of dead human bodies
to make his creations more life -like,

Anthony-Noel Kelly, 41, a cousin of the Duke of Norfolk
and a tutor at the highly respected Prince Charles's
Architecture Institute, has been alleged to have stolen
'anatomical sperimens’ from the Royal College of Surgeons

in London, and to have incorporated them into his work.
He was arrested, along with former fellow student; Niel
Lindsay, 24, after police excavated the grounds of Romden
Castle, Kelly's family's seat near Ashford in Kent. An
investigation had been instigated by Kelly's exhibiting a
silver-coated bust with part of the brain cut away at an art
fair.

At the time of going to press, there was no word as to
whether they pleaded guilty or whether the case had
Pproceeded to trial. We await the reusits with interest.

27th September, 1997. Ashford, Kent '‘DAILYMAIL.’

*%% And every bit as ghoulish is the revelation that British
designer Alexander McQueen was planning to shock the
Autumn-Winter haute coutre season in Paris with a
collection containing samplies of real human body parts.
The 28-year-old Givenchy designer was alleged to have
sewn human bones, teeth and other pieces of the body into
the clothes he'd designed. He had previously used human
hair, blood and dead insects in earller catwalk
shows....There is no truth in the rumour however, that Mr
McQueen was once fashion advisor to those original
wearers of human remains - Leatherface and the family
that slayed together....

7th July, 1997. Paris, France 'LIVFRPOOL DAILY
posT

Mingebag's Of The Very
Highest Order

The Award for the 'Meanext, Tighs-Fisted Minge-Bag
Since Billy Zane's Character In TITANIC' only really has
the one contender, so far in 1998....Step forward, the
Kenyan doctor who had the common deceacy to remove a
bean that had somehow become stuck in the ear of a young
girl in that counmtry, but then promptly rammed the
vegetable right back into the unfortunate girl's lug-hole
when her parents claimed that they couldn't afford the
not-so-good-doctor's fees.

19th February, 1998. Kenya, Africa 'DAILYMANC.'

*44 Maybe not quite so mean, but certainly a bit of an ol’
skin-flint, was Lenny Hough, who was so put out at having
vomitted his set of false teeth down the toilet bowl, that he
elected to go swimming in the depths of the stinking sewers
in an uitimately fuitless search for them.

The bizarre incideat occurred when Lenny had suffered a
more than close encounter with 'the walers of blessed
oblivion,’ and had shoved his head down the loo to be sick.
Unfortunatety, he managed only to puke up his dentures
along with his beer.

At the conclusion of the doomed search, he was eventually
forced to fork out £360 for a brand new set., Just as well,
really. If he had have found them, it would have brought a
whole new meaning to the derogatory term; ‘gobshite.'

24th November, 1997. Biggleswade, Bedfordshire. 'DAILY
SLUR'’

The-Not-So Great Escapes

The strangely mesmeric power of truly awful television
never ceases to amaze me.

In Mexico, last September, a whole bunch of prison
wardens were sO wrapped up in the latest, thrill-a-minute
episode of 'RAYWATCH,' that they failed to notice six of
the convincts they were meant to be watching over make
good their escape.

%4+ Meanwhile in Lima, Peru, a total of 28 prisoners
simply walked out of a top-security jail by pretending to be
free men.

The ruse was initiated by the guards hitting upon a
moncy-saving idea...Their uniforms were growing
increasingly threadbare and rather than fork out for brand
new ones, they asked the inmates to set about making them
in-house, as it were.

All went swimmingly at first. The prisoners were only to
keen to do their bit for their jailers, or so it seemed. What
they actually set about doing, with much gusto, was to
prepare fwo sets of every uniform, the latter one for
themselves...The rest, you can doubtless guess. They
walked out of the prison unchallenged in their smart new
uniforms, and, so far as I'm aware, we're never

re-captured.
Sources; 'THE BIG ISSUE' 1Sth September, 1997.
Medco/Lima, Paru

RELATIONSHIPS
Founrner v

vay

Frank Browning was forever forgetting his wife's birthday,
and the situation became so bad that she eventually lost her
rag and divorced him.

Ironically emough, this year, he actually managed to
remember the sacred date, and sent her a lovely present
that he later mafntained to the police, accurately reflected
his heartfeilt feelings for her....a box fall of live rats!

4th January, 1998. Toronto, Canada. 'SUNDAYMANC’

A wife who had the temerity to subject her husband to a
bout of nagging was forced into chains after her spouse and
their young son ran away into the comparative sanctuary
of the distant bluc mountains...

The woman's parents reacted to the loss of their daughter's
husband and child by locking her In manacles and
generally restricting her freedom to the confines of the
house...For a staggering thirteen years..

The police finally secured her freedom acting upon an
anonymous tip-off.

9th January, 1998. Thailand 'DAILYSLUR.'

*** Equally over the top, was Daniel Amako's response to
his girifriend turning down his proposal of marriage...He



'‘Amazingly, there was then another bright light which
stopped to let the first one caich up. They then merged and
vanished ogeather.’

Dave's major concern now, it seems, is to attempt to alert
air traffic control and see what, if anything, they make of it.
'‘We want to see what the authoritles’ response is. I've
worked out our position (0 identlfy us (0 air traffic control
Theonly problem is waiting for another UF Oto turn up.’
With three sightings already under his beit (three more
than the majority of us manage in a lifetime), the chances
are he won't have to wait that long. His optimism
concerning the authorities' is a tad touching in its
wide-eyed innocence, however.

November, 1997. Meopham, Kent. 'CHAT MAGAZINE'

Great Balls Of Fire

Accounts of large, flery objects hurtiing over the sdes of
America, seem to be on the Increase according to Joseph
Trainor's excelleat Internet Site; 'UFO ROUND UP’ (See
below for details)

Included here are just a few cxampics of the phenomens
reported across the States’ in recemt weeks....

*** A glowing orange fireball’ was seen by many people
burtiing through the sides over Eyota, Minnesota, USA, on
Friday, 12th December, 1997, at sometime around Spm.
The local police stations were innundated with calls in the
wake of the sighting of '‘amystearious flash of ight.’

One witness, Wylie Peterson of Colfax, Wisconsin,
described the object as ‘a good-siced red ball It left a preny
good tail behind it. It was too big to be a flare.’

The lousy, spoilsport 'Experts’ later dismissed the object
as being nothing more mysterious than a meteor.
Astronomers at the University of Minnesota and Drake
Untversity in Des Moines, Iowa, were quoted in the press
as saying; 'The phenomenon was bestexp lainad by a single
meteor entering the Earth's abnosphere. '

This explanation was given further credence when it was
duly noted that December 12th is the height of the annual
Geminid meteor shower.

'Weare constantly bornbarded by fragmenss of old comets,’
said Lawrence Staunton, a physics and astronomy
professor at Drake University. 'They are mostly notseen.’

#44A month later, on Friday, 23rd January, 1998, similar
objects were being sighted across Colorado.

One witness; Jim Roberts, described ‘am orange or
sabnoncnbaoed globe' hovering above his ranch in the
miniscule town of Cotopaxl. 'The object was hovering,
drrorng and brigiiening, over the wextrern hortzon. '
Marshal Steve Ford was the next to go public with his
account of a ‘large flery red object tralled by a plume of
smoke’ as he drove along a Colorado highway. If was a
Jalrly large object that was on fire with smoke that was
spiralling off the back of it. My first thought was that it was
ameteor. The object plummaeled more than 1,000 feet, and1
lost sight of it at tree level It was a vertical shot oward the
ground, andI'msure it inpactedthe ground '

Local newspaper's carried stories of further witnexse» who
also reportedly saw the same, or an uncannily similar
object(s).

A rancher by the name of John Fisher sighted something
streaking above Breckenridge that lef? a visible trail that
covered a quarter of the sky. '

Little more than eight hours later, several withesses came
forward to deseribe how they had seen yet another blazing
object traversing the heavens, this time long after darkness
had fallen

'THE DENVER POST’ (30th January, 1998), reported
that a resident of Breckenridge, one John Sperber, was
driving along Main Street at somewhere around 10:45pm,
when, together with a friend, he saw a bluish-green fireball
streak east to west across the sky.

‘It looked like an egg and was S0 bright we could see smoke
behind it,’ Sperber told reporters.

Add to the list sightings by several other of the townsfolk,
all of whom claim they saw the flery object cross the sky
from east to west, and you can begin to build up a picture
which suggests somahing mysterious was being seen over a
period of a single day and night - samnething that may or
may not have a prosaic explanation.

Meanwhile, 125 miles acroas the state, in Salida, Colorado,
to be exact, Laray Edwards, 17, viewed a ‘moon-sired ball
of green light for a couple of seconds racing at olp speed
and disappearing in the soudkwest,’ as she was busily
typing away on her computer at about 9pm.

At roughly the same ttme, Mrs Kathy Ralter and her four
children were driving into Salida, when they saw a greea
object down the road, a haif-mile to the south.

None of the witneses reported seeing any kind of a tail in
the wake of the strange-coloured objects.

444 And finally, a day or so earlier, (Tuesday, 27th
January), a group pf local ranchers were working away in
the flelds near Hanna, Wyoming, when they were startied
by the sight of a 'brilliant fireball’ apparently fall to earth
in the midst of the desolate prairie.

The wonderfully named 'ROCKY MOUNTAIN NEWS'
reported that 'Caréon Countly byvexdgaiory have been
unable (o find any debris associated with a "ball of fire”
thatreportedly crashedto the ground near Hanna. '

‘The ball of fire was reporied after noon Tuesday by the
pilot of a passing airliner.’

Tim Patton of the Federal Aviation Administration (FAA),
was quoted as saying;

'He said that he had seen a ball of fire, which he belleved
may have been a meteortte or space junk. Hereporied that
he had gotlen some alr turbulence fromthe object’ .
Sowres: kap/www. eortheorp. com UASR/ 'THE DENVER
POST 28thJanuary, 1998..

The Hammer Of The
Gods

A mysterious boom shattered the silence over the
conspiracy-obseased Ozarks (see ‘DON’ #t14 for overview of
the current 'Blosphere/UN Takeover Fears' sweeping the
area), on the afternoon of Wednesdsy , December 17th, last
year.

The titanic aerial explosion shook the small town of
Rogersville, Missouri, USA, (which boasts a population of
995), and eyewitnesses described how the anomalous blast
‘rattled windows and blew open storm doors.

The local TV station, KY7TV, sent out reporters into the
fleld and were informed by a U.S. Air Force spokesman
that the deafening crack, whatever it was, could not be
attributed to a sonic boom of the type associated with by
low-flying supersouie jet fighters.

The cause therefore remains a mystery. The works of the
great Charies Fort comtain mamy references to such
anomalies, the vast majority of which were sald to have
occurred in the days before man acquired the technology to
take to the skies.

17th Decernber, 1997. Source: KYTV News Report via Ray
Nelke, COUD-L



Strange “Human
Behaviour

Real-Life 'House Of Wax'

Proof that life sometimes really does imitate art was
provided in spades when, just like the plot-line of one of the
very first horror films I ever saw on the TV, as a child;
'HOUSE OF WAX" (1953) - (I was allowed to stay up and
watch it as a special treat one long ago Christmas) a mad
sculptor has resorted to using parts of dead human bodies
to make his creations more life -like.

Anthony-Noel Kelly, 41, a cousin of the Duke of Norfolk
and a tutor at the highly respected Prince Charles's
Architecture Institute, has been alleged to have stolen
'anatomnical spectmens’ from the Royal College of Surgeons

in London, and to have incorporated them into his work.
He was arrested, along with former fellow student; Niel
Lindsay, 24, after police excavated the grounds of Romden
Castle, Kelly's family's seat near Ashford in Kent. An
investigation had been Instigated by Kelly's exhibiting a
silver-coated bust with part of the brain cut away at an art
fair.

At the time of going to press, there was no word as to
whether they pleaded guilty or whether the case had
proceeded to trial. We await the rcusits with interest.

27th September, 1997. Ashford, Kent 'DAILYMAIL.'

**% And every bit as ghoulish is the revelation that British
designer Alexander McQueen was planning to shock the
Autumn-Winter haute coutre season in Paris with a
collection containing samples of real human body parts.
The 28-year-old Givenchy designer was alleged to have
sewn human bones, teeth and other pleces of the body into
the clothes he'd designed. He had previously used human
hair, blood and dead imsects in earller catwalk
shows....There is no truth in the rumour however, that Mr
McQueen was once fashion advisor to those original
wearers of human remains - Leatherface and the family
that slayed together....

7th July, 1997. Puaris, France.'LIVEFRPOOL DAILY
posT

Mingebag's Of The Very
Highest Order

The Award for the 'Meanest, Tighs-Fisted Minge-Bag
Since Billy Zane's Character In TITANIC' only really has
the ome contender, so far in 1998...Step forward, the
Kenyan doctor who had the common decency to remove a
bean that had somehow become stuck in the ear of a young
girl in that coumtry, but then promptly rammed the
vegetable right back into the unfortunate girl's lug-hole
when her pareats claimed that they couldn't afford the
not-so-good-doctor's fees.

19th February, 1998. Kenya, Africa. '‘DAILYMANC.'

*** Maybe not quite so mean, but certainly a bit of an ol'
skin-flint, was Lenny Hough, who was so put out at having
vomitted his set of false teeth down the toilet bowl, that he
elected to go swimming in the depths of the stinking sewers
in an ultimately fuitless search for them.

The bizarre incident occurred when Lenny had suffered a
more than close encounter with 'the walers of blessed
oblivion,’ and had shoved his head down the loo to be sick.
Unfortunately, he managed only to puke up his dentures
along with his beer.

At the conclusion of the doomed search, he was eventually
forced to fork out £360 for a brand new set. Just as well,
really. If he had have found them, it would have brought a
whole new meaning to the derogatory term; 'gobshite.'
24th November, 1997. Biggleswade, Bedfordshire. 'DAILY
SLUR'

The-Not-So Great Escapes

The strangely mesmeric power of truly awful television
never ceases to amaze me.

In Mexico, last September, a whole bunch of prison
wardens were s0 wrapped up in the latest, thrill-a-minute
episode of 'RAYWATCH,’ that they failed to notice six of
the convincts they were meant to be watching over make
good their escape.

**%* Meanwhile in Lima, Peru, a total of 28 prisoners
simply walked out of a top-security jail by preteading to be
free men.

The ruse was initiated by the guards hitting upon a
money-saving idea...Their umiforms were growing
increasingly threadbare and rather than fork out for brand
new ones, they asked the inmates to set about making them
in-house, as it were.

All went swimmingly at first. The prisoners were only to
keen to do their bit for their jailers, or so it seemed. What
they actually set about doing, with much gusto, was to
prepare fwo sets of every uniform, the latter ome for
themselves...The rest, you can doubtless guess. They
walked out of the prison unchallenged in their smart new

uniforms, and, so far as I'm aware, we're never
re-captured.

Sources; 'THE BIG ISSUE' 15th September, 1997.
Medco/lima, Paru

RELATIONSHIPS

Frank Browning was forever forgetting his wife's birthday,
and the sftuation became so bad that she eventually lost her
rag and divorced him.

Ironically enough, this year, he actually managed to
remember the sacred date, and sent her a lovely present
that he later maintained to the police, accuratety reflected
his heartfelt feelings for her....a box full of live rats!

4th January, 1998. Toronto, Canada. 'SUNDAYMANC"

A wife who had the temerity to subject her husband to a
bout of aagging was forced into chains after her spouse and
their young son ran away into the comparative sanctuary
of the distant blue mountains...

The woman's pareuts reacted to the loss of their daughter's
husband and child by locking her in manacles and
generally restricting her freedom to the conflnes of the
house...For a staggering thirteen yearx..

The police finally secured her freedom acting upon an
anonymous tip-off.

9th January, 1998. Thalland 'DAILYSLUR.'

*** Fqually over the top, was Daniel Amako's response to
his girifriend turning down his proposal of marriage...He



*** Fabio Cardelli waited until he was 98 years of age before attempting to hold up a bank in Naples. Unfortunately for
him, his voice was so frail the cashier could hardly hear his demands. In fact, it took him so long to get his message across
that by the time he had, the police had surrounded the building and later arrested him.

26th October, 1997. Naples, Italy. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE'

*** Equally hopeless in the bank-robbing stakes was Fritz Bretter, who was caught after being entirely unable to resist
his own sense of humour.

Whiist he was in the process of escaping from Austria to Mexico, he was asked by customs if he had anything to declare.
'Only a bomb,' he replied with a grin. The attempt at humour, juvenile as it was, resulted in Bretter having his luggage
searched and officers discovered £85,000 - the proceeds of the robbery - lining the bottom of his cases.

Sth October, 1997. Medco. 'SUNDAYMANC'

**+ Police in Missouri, USA, were trying to track down a incredibly polite bank robber who had struck on four
occasions, at the time of going to press, but who allows customers to go ahead of him whilst waiting patiently in the queue
prior to reaching the counter and issuing the classic line; 'This is a stick up.'

16th November, 1997. Missourl, USA. 'SUNDAY MANC.'

**% Various stores in the city of Zurich were being plagued by a robber who had struck up to 16 times armed only with a
handful of slimy worms with which he threatened queasy customers.
23rd November, Zwrich, Switerland 'NEWS OF THE WORLD'

**4 Police finally caught up with a serial shop window smasher after a total of 271 panes of glass were shattered in one
area of Foggia, Italy.

They arrested one Glulio Zucchi - the salesman who originally sold the stores new panes of glass every time a brick was
thrown through their display windows.

23rd November, 1997. Foggia, Italy. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE'

***An armed robber was in the middle of carrying out a supermarket raid when he absent-mindedly put down the gun
he had been training upon the terrified customers and staff, in order to tie them up as hostages.

One of the braver patrons grabbed hold of the weapon and managed to hold the hare-brained robber at gun-point until
the police arrived on the scene.

30th November, 1997. Jacksonville, Florida 'NEWS OF THE WORLD'

*#* Hopeless shoplitfer Brenda Coleman was rushed to hospital after she hit upon the decidedly-less-than-brilliant wheeze
of smuggling a frozen chicken from a New York store by placing it under her hat. Predictably, the intense cold was
enough to make her pass out as she stood waiting at the check-out counter. The doctors later diagnosed potential brain
damage.

30th November, 1997. New York, USA. 'SUNDAY MANC'

*4* Remaining in the less-than-good-ol' US of A, police in Michigan, raided an unnamed man's house and found over a
hundred items of underwear...The discovery has left them feeling pretty confident that they have been successful in their
hunt for a thief who has been plifering women's panties off washing lines for the previous 16 years.

28thDecember, 1997. Michigan, USA. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE’



In deepest darkest Bolivia, meanwhile, Hector
Calazandes, aged 36, and originally from Chile, was
engaged in a bout of whisky smuggling to avoid paying the
duty on it. 'Twore a special rubber suit,' he later explained
to the customs officials. 'Tthen poured all the whisky inside
it. From the outside, i just looked as though I were
exceedingtly fur ' He managed to successfully negotiate his
way through Chilean customs without any problems, but
things went rapidly downhill when he alighted from the
plane in Bolivia. ‘A dog began sniffing around me. I tried
lo shoo it away bus it leapt up and bit my rubber bely and
thewholething just burst. Therewas whisky everywhere. '
Not surprisingly, his- proffered excuse that he wasn't
intending to smuggle the whisky for drinking purposes but
rather to insulate him on his journey, wasn't treated with
amy degree of seriousness. He was duly fined $3,000.

Dec, 1997. Bolivia.'THE BIGISSUE'

*%% A burglar in Australia broke into a sleeping woman's
house and performed the despicable crime of gluing his
own foot to the side of her face.

Police were said to be stuck for a motive (you're fired- Ed)

kAR

February, 1998. Australa. 'THE VIRGINIAN
MAGAZINE'
REVENGE IS NOT SO SWEET

*#* Following a blazing row with her one-legged boyfriend,
the revenge-minded Christina Mack decided to smear
greasepaint all across the landing floor at the couple's
home in Illinois, USA.

She was doubtless hoping that her 'beloved's' disability
would cause him to slip and, at the very least, injure
himself. Unfortunately for her, she fell victim to her own
spiteful plan of action when she herself skidded on the
grease, fell dowm the stairs and was knocked unconscious.
When she inally came around, she found herself staring up
into the faces of the local police who promptly arrested her.
March, 1998. Peoria, Illinois, USA. 'FHM MAGAZINE'

The Cosmic Joker

Strikes Aga in

AR

Ashes o

Myra Scarfe, 80, set out on an epic pilgrimge to the great
white wastes of Antarctica in order to carry out her
husband's dying wish...He had wanted his ashes sprinkled
across the pristine snows to be blown to the four winds in
the Earth's last true wilderness.

With a heart-rending example of marital loyalty she duly
picked up the casket containing the cremated remains and
funded the expedition by re-mortgaging her house for
$6,000.

During the journey by passenger ship, Myra suffered from
bouts of acute sea-sickness, and almost from the moment
she arrived, she managed to get herself lost in a full-blown
bllzzard and was chased by a killer polar bear....

Despite all of these life-threatening hardships, she did
succeed in scattering the ashes, and she was able to return
home, incredibly weary and footsore, but nontheless “with
my heartatpeace.’

As soon as she stepped back onto dry land however, she
was informed by an embarrassed crematorium director
that what had actually been allowed to dissipate in the
midst of Antarctica wasn't her husband at all, but a tin of
lousy walipaper paste which had somehow had been
handed to her instead.

Mrs Scarfe, somwhow managed to maintain her sanity long
enough to be quoted as saying; I hope that damned polar
bear gets to eat them and falls sick.’

24th June, 1997. New Zealand, via Antarctica 'THE BIG
ISSUE'

'"The Call Of The Cows'

A farmer by the name of Derek Smith was battling to save
his livestock against the vicious elements, including icy sleet
and driving winds, along the clifftops of Duriston Head,
near Swanage, Dorset.

As he struggled up the coastal path, he had no alternative
but to cup his hands and bellow a familiar call to his cattle;
'Hup, hup, hup.'

A few minutes later he stared In amazement as a Sea King
hellcopter hovered overhead. Not long after,teams of
coastguards and two cliff-rescue crews came swarming
over the Head intent on helping in what they assumed was
a life or death emergency...

Mr Smith's discordant cries had sparked a full-blown
rescue operation after a woman out walking her dog had
mistaken his calls for ‘Help, help, help.'

She had promptly rushed to a nearby country park office
to raise the alarm.

Ranger Gloria Price, of the Duriston Country Park, was
quoted as saying; 'The terrain here is very rough. We are
often called to help people who have broken ankles or
whdalever. The weather was atrocious, and we knew that if
someone was injured out there they would need help as
quickly as possible.

It was about 30 minutes later that we put two and two
together, and thought it may have been Derek talkingto his
cows. We eventually confrmed that itwas him. He was a bit
bemused by thewholething.'

The operation cost thousands of pounds, but the would-be
rescuers were not in the slightest bit bitter. A spokesman
had this to say; 'We do not mind being called out in good

& Juith. We sometbnes get reports of cries for help caused by

theshrieks of seagulls. '
19tk December, 1997.
'LIVERPOOL DAILY POST’

Keepin' It In The Family

When Bulgarian student Veneline Vassilevi sought to
introduce his mother to his blushing new bride, Marieta, he
was astounded when instead of wishing them all the
happiness in the world, she screamed like an irate harpy
before fainting dead away.

It transpired that darling Marieta was in fact, the twin
sister Veneline never knew he had. Many years earller, the
poor mother had found herself unable to cope with the
prospect of twins and so she had sent his sister to an

Durlston Head, Dorset.



*#% Sergei Mosin decided to take an overdose of sleeping
pills to protest against ambulance delays in the midst of the
- Ukraine. Mosin then had to wait for a total of two whole
days for one to come to his own rescue..And he very
nearly died as a resuit.

9th November, 1997. Ukraine. 'USA TODAY.'

**% Also unlucky where ambulances are concerned was a
patient in Nimes, France. Police towed away an ambulance
which had been left in a 'No Parking' zone - leaving the
mercy crew with little option but to carry the unfortunate
man a whole mile to the ocearest hospital.

24th November, 1997. Ntmes, France 'DAILYSLUR'

*4% A runner by the name of Zafar Khan, 37, trained for
seven long months in order to be fit for a marathon...But
when he turmed up to run the race of endurance, be
discovered that he was a whole week late.

Zafar had run a total of 2,000 miles in training and shaved
off all his hair for the run in China.

But when he reached the Far East he was stunned by the
news that the race had beem umexpectedly brought
forward.

Zafar, who lives in London, was quoted as saying; 7 am
lost for words. The organisers were very apologetic. I did a
bitofsightsecing.’
1st Decomber, 1997. China. 'DAILY SLUR.’

*%% A wife in Holland elected to throw out her husband's
old and battered clogs without realising that he had chosen

to hide their life savings, totalling £15,000 inside them.
2ndJanuary, 1998. Holland. 'DAILYSLUR.'

STRANGE DEATHS

In Shepherd, Montana, USA, a 3,000lb wrecking ball
rolled off a flatbed truck, bounced down the highway and
smashed into an oncoming car, instantly killing the driver.
Police were called to investigate just how the killer ball
managed to break loose.

19th July, 1997. Shepherd, Montana, USA. 'ST LOULS
POST-DISPATCH.’

4%% A gun fanatic in California (aren't they all - Ed),
named Bob Shovestall. was busv showing his wife iust how

safe his 70 weapons were, when to prove their
trustworthiness, he held a pistol to his chin, fired it, and
shot himself dead.

11th August, 1997. Glendale, California, USA. 'NEWS OF
THE WORLD.'

*#+ And the same fate almost befell another outspoken gun
control opponent...Randy Youngman, was taken to hospital
after he accidentaily shot himself in the leg while teaching a
firearms safefy course.

October, 1997. Calgary, USA.
MAGAZINE '

*4** When your number's up, there seems to be very little
point in attempting to avoid the swishing blade of the Grim
Reaper....You want proof? Conside the following couple of
examples;

A pllot who by some miracle managed to cheat death when
his helicopter crashed, subsequently fell from the army
chopper that rescued him. A major search had to be
initiated in a bid to locate his dead body.

October, 1997. South-Western Colombia 'THE
VIRGINIAN MAGAZINE'

**% In an attempt to cure his patient's fear of heights
(would that be a touch of the old 'HIGHANXIETY' - Ed),
psychiatrist Ed Cabrillo took her up to the very top of a
20-storey building to prove that there was nothing to be
afraid of.

After walking around the roof, he told her to get into the
lit and make her way back down..She did so, and
promptly fell to her death. Neither of them had noticed the
signs warning that the lift was being repaired.

October, 1997. New York, USA. 'THE VIRGINIAN
MAGAZINE'

*%% And meanwhile, in Curttaba, Brazil, Elcana Rokier,
37, alighted from her car without so much as a scratch
after it had crashed and somersaulted a total of flve times.
Then a police car that was speeding to her rescue, knocked
her down and killed her instantly

9th November, 1997. Cwritaba, Brazll 'THE DAILY
MAIL'’

#%% A cheese-hurling festival being held in Eger, Hungary,
ended in tragedy whea Tadu Koblicki killed his own father
with a badly-thrown Edam.
16th November, 1997.
PEOPLE."’

'THE VIRGINIAN

Eger, Hungary. 'SUNDAY

*4% While attending his wife's funeral in Prague, dentist
Pariek Brosky suffered a fatal heart attack. To save time, a
doctor at the funeral issued a death certificate...And the
mourners held a joint cremation service.

23rd Novomver, 1997. Prague 'SUNDAY PEOPLE.’

#4% A Stag Night in Frankfurt, Germany, wound up
ending in tragi-comedy when a stripper crash-landed onto
the head of the prospective groom; Otto Heriman, killing
him instantly.

2Ist Dexember, 1997 Frunkfw?, Gerrnany. 'SUNDAY
PEOPLE’

*%% A German-born bride aamed Amy Weltz was unaware
that it was an old tradition in Australia for newlyweds to
smear wedding cake on each other's faces.

When her husband, Chas, duly pushed a slice into her face
st their reception in Brisbane, she lost her temper, hit him
over the head with a wine bottle, and killed him outright
Oclober, 1997. Brisbane, Australia "WOMAN.'

*+* Two teenagers lost their balance and fell to their
deaths in Tokyo, Japan, after they attempted to settle a bet
over who could stand the closest to the edge of a 110ft cliff.
18th January, 1998. Tokyo,Japan. 'DAILY SLUR.'



- 'Out Of “The Desolation Of “The North'
The Supemmral And The Titanic

There can be few more enduring tales of human tragedy and disaster than that surrounding the sinking of the Titanic on
her maiden voyage from Southampton to New York, one freezing night in April, 1912. The James Cameron movie
(which, almost despite the media hype and its virtual hogging of the recent Academy Award nominations, is, in this
humble author's opinion, still the greatest film ever made), has without doubt helped to perpetuate the story which has
since almost passed Into the misty realm of myth and legend.

The historical facts are pretty much well-known. I won't seek to bore you here with yet another rehash of how man's
dismissive arrogance in the face of the inflnitely more powerful forces of nature, resulted in a calamity that cost the lives
of more than 1,500 men, women and children. As tempting as it is to dwell upon the bitter ironies that saw the proud
boasts concerning one of man's greatest technological achievements (up to that time) irreparably torn apart by the jagged
edge of some lurking, uaseen enemy....



A full fourteen years prior to the launching of the great
'unsinkable’ 'Titanlc,' the story of its one and only voyage
and the uitimately dreadful fate that awaited the vessel off
the coast of Newfoundland, seems to have been somehow
presaged in the plot-line of a short novel written by a
littie-known American author named Morgan Robertson.
In 1898, the 36-year-oldRoberstson published a novelette
called 'THE WRECK OF THE TITAN OR FUTILITY.'It
did not, by any means, trouble the bestseller lists or
anything, but nevertheless, it did feature a storyline
uncannily similar to that of the 'Titanic.' The briefest of
glances at the work, reprimted in 1996, by the Historic
Soclety of Massachusetts, reveal the following incredible
paralleis between the twin ships of fact and fiction....

As well as the startiingly similar nature of their names,
both the Titan and the Titanic were British vessels on their
maiden voyage. Both ships collided with the submerged
portion of an iceberg in the North Atlamtic off
Newfoundland Banks, 1,000 miles off the coast of New
York, their intended destination.

Both disasters occurred on a bone-cold April night in
mirror-like seas. Both Titan and Titanic were speeding
when they struck their nemesis, both (allegedly) attempting
to set speed records.

In both cases the threat of icebergs had been well
broadcated beforehand, and both ships were holed on their
starboard side.

Even the dimensions, the top speed and equipment aboard
the two vessels were strikingly similar, and both were
owned by a steamship company whose main stockholder
was a rich American. The Titanic was of course, part of the
White Star Line, based in Liverpool, but whose principal
stockholder was the wealthy American; J. Plerpout
Morgan. Both were passenger liners which clatmed to be
the larpest and most luxurious afloat. Both were hailed as
being entirely unstnkable.

Although Robertson neglected to quote any precise date
for the lsunching of his ship, he was clearly describing
not-too-distant future technologies in the make-up of the
Titan. The author gave it 19 watertight compartments and
bulkhead doors which automatically closed of their own
accord at the merest hint of water. The Titanic had 15
similarly sensitive compartments. The Titan had three
propellors...The Titanic was the first ever ship to be
equipped with three propellors. Also disturbingly alike
were the two vessels 24-25 knots top speed, and their 3,000
passenger capacity...with only enough lifeboats to save haif
of that number. .

Born in September, 1861, Morgan often claimed he was
assisted in his writing by a 'spirit guide' He was quoted as
saying that he often heard ‘whispered orders from a master
inthe great silence beyond.’ :

He belleved too, that this controlling spirit eatity had
somehow taken possession of his body for the purpose of
imparting golden nuggets of wisdom to an increasingly
troubled world. As a result, he penned 'FUTIZIY to warn
humantty of the fact that the shipping companies seemed to
care more for profits than passenger safety.

Initially, Robertson only wrote for his own amusement,
and it wasn't until he hit 36, that he became convinced that
he was being slowly possessed by the 'controlling spirit.’
He took to locking himself in bis rented room in Mount
Vernon to pace the floors like a frustrated artist
desperately seeking inspiration. On such occasions, he
could clearly be heard pleading with his otherwordly entity
to send him messages. It's not to be wondered at that many
of his contemporaries thought him quite mad. But though
he voluntarily entered the New York Bellevue Psychiatric
Hospital, he emerged a month or so later with a certificate
vouching for his sanity, which he never tired of waving in
the direction of all who assumed he was crazy as a bedbug.

Sometimes he'd wrestie with what he termed his ‘mind
siates,’ for weelss on end, and then, suddenly, all would be
quiet, save for the 'owact om® smcR.crnack’ of his ancieat
typewriter, as he worked for days producing several
stories, one after the other, without pause.

His spell of prophetic writing didn't end with his cerie
prediction of the Titanic disaster..He (or perhaps we
should say his 'Spirit Guide') also penned a tale about a
war between Japan and the USA, initiated by a surprise
attack by the Japanese on American naval veaseis. Not only
does the story foretell Japan's assault upon Pearl Harbour
during World War II, but it also appareatly captures the
social climate prevailing in 1941.

In his non-fiction works, he correctly predicted that
battieships would eventually be succeeded by increasingly
advanced submarines and that sea batties would be
supeTsedhcd by land batties because of the power and
efficacy of the underground subs.

He passed away on March 23rd, 1915, in a New Jersey
hotel room, He was found standing bolt upright with his
hand resting on the side of an oak dresser. He'd appareatly
drifted away to that ‘great silence beyond' whilst staring
out at the mighty Atiantic through an open window.

His last recorded words were imparted to a close friend
named Bazeman Bulger...

‘I am a sailor wRo has been ransfurmed into a writer and
an inventor. From the deck I was put at a desk, from the
desk I was shoved into a laboratory, and now I feel myself
going back lothe sea where I belong.'

Robertson never profited from the prediction/coincidence
regarding the Titan/Titanic tragediex

Wilaim Thomas Stesd was another writer with an interest
in the paranormal.

The once-Editor of the 'PALL MALL GAZETIE,'
delighted in writing articles that championed causes both
great and less-than4audable. But of especial interest to us
is the piece be wrote in the 22nd March, 1886 issue, which
was eatitled; 'HOW THE MAIL STEAMER WENT
DOWNINMID-ATIANTIC,BYASURVIVOR.'

The unnamed steamer sinks after colliding, not with an-
fceberg, but with another vessel, the similarity to the
Titanie disaster being that many people aboard were lost
as there were too few lfeboats. He wound up-the article-
with the notstion; 'This is exactly what will take place if the
ners are sentto seashort of boats.’

W.T. Stead also wrote a 123-page story In the Christmas
1892 edition of a periodical called 'REVIEW OF
REVIEWX'

The noveletts, entitted 'FROM THE OLD WORLD TO
THE NEW,'featared Stead's description of a visit to
Chicago's World's Fair in 1893. During the fictional
Atlantic voyage (occuring in early May, aboard the White
Star liner Majestic) a clairvoyant passenger has a vision of
survivors from the wreck of the vessel Ann And Jane,
which had foundered after striking an iceberg.

In 1912, Stead found himself disregarding his own
warnings and embarking on a sea journey from the Old
World to the New. From Soathampton to New York, to be
precise...aboard the Titanic.

All uncannily synchronistic enough, you might feel. But it
doesn't end there, sports fans. Not yet. Not quite. Let us
consider first the even more bizarre coincidence of another
stmilartychristened ship; The TRanion...

One cold, startit April evening in 1935, crewman William
Reeves was taking his stint on the nightwatch as the ship
was making its coal-run from Newcastle to Canada.

He began to be fllled with an increasingly acute sense of
dread as the vessel approached the spot where the Titanic
had met her doom 'from out of the desolation of the north.'
The feeling of dark foreboding became unbearable when
he suddenly remembered that he had been born on the



very day of the Titanic disaster, and any uncertainties he
may have entertained about stopping the ship on the
strength of a mere funny feeling were well and truly placed
on the back burner.

‘Danger ahead!'he shouted down to the bridge as if his life
depended on it. The words had barely had the chance to
leave his mouth and puff to clouds in the brittle air before
an Iceberg loomed up out of the darkmess llke some
ravenous white beast.

Willlam's warning had been uttered just in time. The ship
just managed to avoid a collision.

But it's not just premonitions and alleged
clairvoyance-related stories that have become assoclated
with the Titanic...

There have been at least two cases that we know of that
feature a so-called past life experience. Reincarnation, not
to put too flne a point on it.

The first concerns the undeniably tragic Donald Wollam, a
man who, according to press reports, endured death by
drowning, not once but twice.

His mother, Sue Heron Wollam, inftially became aware of
her son's fear of water when she was giving her then

new-born baby, his first bath. He began screaming in sheer
terror, and it was all she could do to remain in control of
him.

'I thought he would ousgrow his inordinate fear of water,’
she said, speaking years later. ‘But ke remained teyrified of
it all his life.’

In later years, when Donald was growing up fast, a
Cubmaster tried to push him off the diving board at the
local swimming pool. Donald frantically grabbed the
master and they both wound up falling into the deep end.

In the wake of that incident, the boy began to display a
decidedly unhealthy obsession with the Titanic, and by the
time he reached the age of six, he had an almost

encyclopedical knowledge of the subject.

One day he blurted out to his astonished mother; 'Noone
- 'should have drowned. They should have had 48 lifeboats to
save aoyone ;

It was the White Star Line's fault they did not have
enough '

On another occasion, he also described how two children
used to play all day long in an cmpty room aboard the
1ll-Tated ship.

‘It was so cold. When you swallowed the water I was (cy
and salfy and it made you choke. It was freezing and there
was nothing to hold onto. '

When Donald was just 19, he drowned in a quarry whilst
he was on a camping trip. Two months later his
grief-stricken mother was watching the TV when a
documentary came on about the Titamic. One survivor
stated that: ‘My brother and] were children then. We used
toplay all day in an empty room.'

Her blood ran as cold as that chillsome North Atlantic sea
water in her veins as another survivor said that 48 lifeboats
had been needed rather than a mere 16.

'When Donald had talked of the walter it was if he knew
first-hand. Is is possiblethat he drowned twice?’

#%%# The second case concerns Deborah Proud, 23, a
stockbroker who suffered years of nightmares about
drowning. From the age of ten, these increasingly vivid
dreams became s0 frequent that she almost suffered a
complete nervous breakdown. As it was she was left feeling
doeply depressed, and plainly at her wits end.

Each of these dreams were more like some endlessly
resurfacing personal memory..She feit she was being
constantly flung Into bone-freezing water, trying
desperately to swim for her life, but ultimately drowning
anyway.

She'd read somewhere about hypnotic regression, and
with no one else to turn to, she visited a hypnotist, who was
only too-willing to tell her dreams were actually the
reliving of past life in which she drowned whilst on a sea
voyage. She wasn't at all specific about which ship she'd
been on when she met her fate.

Predictably, Deborah only 'remembered' that the Titanic
was the vessel in question after she'd been to see Mr
Cameron's epic movie. She was quoted as saying; ‘It
always seemed so incredibly real, as if I was actually
drowning.

T would wake up in a cold sweat and find my bed clothes
Aeotiod wesed sombcdre g vwed. '

Deboran, who shares her two-bedroomed fiat in Linslade,
Bedfordshire, was quick to add; 'For years I didn't even
dare discuss it.

'Then I opened up to a couple of friends and one suggested
visiting a profexsional Aypnaotit

"It was such a revelation. The hypnotist gradually worked
out that in a former life I died on a boat voyage

'She told me my name was Rosemary Cline and I travelleda
lotthis century.

'But she was unable to identl]y exacily which boat I was
on.’'

The name of this hypnotist was Sandy Marks, and Deborah
maintains that she made her first visit to see her in January
of this year. It wasn't until she went to see the
aforementioned film together with her boyfriend Paul that
the ‘full truth hither.’

‘As I was watching the fiirm I just came over all cold

'‘Parts of the ship that had been recreated acruraiely had
appeared in my dreamns. I sat there perrified - instead of
enjoying the fiim I was seeing a series of flash backs.

'The part of the dream that came back to me the strongest
was the ship's main statrway with the clock hung on the
wall

'But I found myself abmost turning away from the screen
when the film showed people furnptng into the water as the
ship sank '

The (abem) ' celebrated’ hypnotist, Sandy, 45, stated;
'‘Deborah was a very ntriguing case. She kept saying, "I'm

drowning I'm drowning," so I asked her where and afier a
whileshe sald at sea.

'She was able to describe the ship. It was clear she'd been
on alarge passenger lUner. '

Even more bizarre is the news that Deborah and Paul
intend to marry later this year in outfits which date back to
the 1912 period when the Titanic sank.

Paul echoes the views of all sane, rational people, when he
states; ‘It (the Tilanic) has almost become am obsession
Deborah even checkedthe passenger log.

‘Rosemary Cline isn't listed - but the hypnotist did explain
that it was a matden name (well, she would wouldn't she -
Sceptical Ed) and she could have travelled under a married
name

‘But Deborah Is so passionate about what Is effectively a
port of her pastthat it's very easy to believe her.'

Sources: 9th November, 1997 'SUNDAY PEOPLE/ 23rd
March, 1998.'THE SCUM'



Bark Histons

FORTEAN TV: The Series Reviewed
PROGRAMME OMNEs

The second series of Chaonel Four's 'Celebration of the mysterious, the miraculous, and the downright weird’ kicks off
with the appropriately eccentric Reverend Lionel Fanthorpe, replete with priestly dog collar and leather biker's jacket,
feeding a bunch of swtmming penguins at the zoo. As a prelude to outlining the programme's contents, he quotes Arthur
C Clarke (in a less-than-convincing American accent);

'When a sclentist says that something is possible, he's probably right But when he say's that it's impossible, he is most

cortainly wromg.'

'The Miracle Scratching'

With these wise words (of which ol' Chartie Fort Himself would doubtiess be proud) hanging in the air, the good
Reverend dons his T(betan visionary outfit to proclaim that the faithful who are constantly engaged in searching for 'signs
from God,' may very well be looking in all the wrong places...

Wildly different forms of what we term Religious Phenomena, seem to occur in the most unlikely of surroundings as we
have seen in the pages of this very publication. The programme however, initiates its investigations into '‘Mexsages from
Abave’ in the type of place you'd expect to experience such events, (If you were lucky enough to experience them at all)
namely, the Cathedral city of Coventry.

We are introduced to Aaron Dodgson, a stocky, deaim-shirted individual, who emerges from a red-bricked terraced
house somewhere in the city centre. He relates the story of ‘his very own, deep-friedmiracle.’

‘On the day it happened, I was feeling a bit low. I'd just split up from a longierm relationship, and I just wens out to
drown my sorrows with a couple of friends.’

We follow him into his local (the extremely enticing 'Royal Oak') After wolflng a packet of pork scratchings washed down
with a few pints, Aaron leaves the pub, and if his sorrows weren't yet entirely drowned, they'd at least been given a damn
good soaking. He till had a scratching or two left in the bag and he decided (doubtless aware that hot on the trail of
'T-goithethtrsiies’' is the inevitable march of J-gdhermunchics’) to eat the last of them on the way home. He reached
inside the bag and pulled out an exceptionally large scratching that seemed to Aaron anyway, to contain the shape of a
human face. The more he looked at {t, the more he became convinced that it bore more than a passing resemblance to The
Virgin Mary and The Christ Child.

A portrait, showing the BVM and her Holy Infant is super-imposed over the admittedly bizarre image, and, like the more.
notorious 'Nun Bun' and the images of Arabic writing inside various fruit and vegetables (see previous issues of 'DON")
the similarity is fairly convincing.

What is more newsworthy however, is the rather incredible series of coincidences(?) that surrounded the discovery of the
simulacra...He first clapped his eyes on the 'Miracle Snack’ whilst he was stood directly opposite_'Gabriel's' chippy. In
common with the Biblical tradition of The Holy Trinity, there were a total of three people, including Aaron, in the pub
that night. (okay, so the pub isn't ¢hat enticing then, after all) 'The Royal Oak' is known locally as 'The Chapel' and some
of the seating includes 400-year-old church pews. The advice of a local Methodist Minister, Pauline Warner, is sought by
the programme makers, and she has this to say; ‘7 don‘t think we should be surprised at the idea that J esus could appear
in a pub. If He was alive today, then he'd probably be more Ukely (o spend his social life down at the pub than in the
church. That's what Hewas doingw hen He was alive in Jerusalem, 2,000 years ago. '

Father Fanthorpe then goes on to tell us that since the news of Aaron's discovery of the 'Holy Scratching' broke in the
pages of the local, and later national press, his home has, perhaps not surprisngly in these 'PMT Times,' become a place
of pilgrimage. One of these would-be pilgrims is self-confessed BVM apparitions-hunter, Mrs Beryl Cheetham from
Derbyshire. A kindly-faced lady aged somewhere in her mid-sixties, she views the image, now proudly displayed in a
glass cage surrounded by brightly coloured flowers and flickering candles; I first began docuwnenting (he apparitions of
Mary five years ago. It appeary there have been quite a few appawrancex. I do think there must be some deep reason. I
think there ar e so many apparttions of Mary now because we are reaching the conclusion of an Age. Not just this decade
or centwry or Millenntum - a much bigger cycle oftime. In God's Time.'

The final word is left to Aaron, who is moved to say, as he prays over the enshrined image, 'If the por k scratching was
sent as a message, and has g ot any powers that can grant me any wishes at all, I just wish that it allows me to condinue to
be happy. I've got to be looking to make sure to preserve it and make sure it keeps its shape, but if anyone wanted to come
down and lake a look at lt, that would be fine obviously. The more people who see it the better.'

The Green-Eved Spirit

*4% We then move speedily on, courtesy of the type of POV camera shots beloved of John Carpenter in fiims like
'HALLOWEEN,' to consider the ghostly story of a Huddersfleld couple involved in a 200-year-old love triangle.

The segment begins with a letter being typed out on a word processor to everybody's favourite Reverend, by a very
concerned-looking individual, named Kelvin, who it transpires, is complaining about otherworldly interference in his own
personal love life. .



The incidents seem to have started when was attempting to kiss his wife, Kay in their bedroom. Just as they were about
to pucker up, Kay felt a force come in between them, an invisible something ‘with icy cold hands' that angrily pushed her
away.

Later that night, whilst the couple were lying in bed, the 'entity’ made its presence felt once more, striving to prevent
them from engaging in any sexual shenanigans. The 'jealous spirit’ repeated its separation tactics over a lengthy period of
time (though exactly how long isn't specified), and understandably, the couple grew more and more frustrated as the days
and weeks rolled by.

Eventualily, Kelvin gets to witness a physical manifestation of the entity haunting their bedroom, glimpsed only briefty as a
transparent spirit in the dramatised recreation. Kelvin takes up the story of what happened next...

'Not long after that I was in bed with Kay. It was a full moon. Well lit up. Suddenly, the bedroom went dark. Something
grabbed me. Picked me up to the side of the bed. Then it dropped me so hard it winded me.’

By now, Kelvin had decided things had gone far enough. Contrary to the advice of spirttualists, the clergy, and just about
everyone with any interest in the paranormal, he elected to make a Ouija Board and use it to contact the green-eyed
spirit.

Sensibly inviting a few friends around before embarking upon the venture, Kelvin describes how, after the assembled
company had each placed their fingers upon the glass, it began spelling out a message. The 'Spirit' claims that its name is
Roslinda, and that 'she' was Kelvin's wife in a previous existence in 1745. Even more startling than this revelation, is the
'Spirit's' announcement that Kay was pregnant and that she would give birth to a little girl on August 28th, that year.
Amazingly, the couple's daughter, Laura, was born on precisely that date.

According to Kelvin, the 'haunting's’' haven't stopped there. 'Roslinda’' seems to prevent the couple from 'having nookie’
(Kelvin's charming colloquial phrase for experiencing sex) by using Laura everytime either of them feel a tad
horny.... 'You can guaraniee she (Laura) is going to awaken and wind up in our bed with us. As a matter of fact, now she
won'tsleep anywhere else. People say she's a naturalcontraceptive. '

Real-Life 'Ghost-buster's'

Next up, it's 'back to school' for our slug-a-bug compere who rises from his bed dressed in an outfit that 'Wee Willie
Winkde' would kill for....

Switch to a 'Yellow Pages'-type directory advertising, of all things, Britain's only 'Ghostbusting' organisation, run by a
58-year-old grandmother named Shirley Wallace.

Lionel goes back to school, as Shiriey, looking like the perfect, archetypal head teacher, instructs her clum on all things
ghostly.

She hands Lionel a small jar containing some sort of white substance, and asks him what he thinks it is. After smelling it,
Llonel hands it back to her with the comment that its' very unpleasant ’ :
As well he might, because Shirley then reveals that the substance is actually urine. Whilst we sit and wonder why the
Good Father has to take a whifT of somebody's age-old pee,. Lionel moves on to inform us that ‘7o d2ermine whether a
Joul-smelling spook is friend or foe, Shirleyteaches a variay of methods, including peripheral vision, the use of Dowsing
Rods, oystal pendulurro, and a sprinkling of Holy Water. But the most potent weapon for any Ghostbuster is the human
woice, and a curious technique known as "Toning. " (The class all join in making an infernal racket, a sort of high-pitched
hum that would drive any self-respecting spirit bananas).

Shirley is the first to admit however, that none of the aforementioned tools would be in the slightest bit effecttve if it was
for her very own protective 'poltergeists.’

'I have a team. In fact, everybody on Earth has their own guides and spirit helpers, whether they 're aware of them of not.'
Hoping against hope that Shirley's smack on the mark with 7Aaf one, we next join up with the happy, candle-carrying
band inside the dark confines of 13th Century Bowden House...A reputedly haunted domain.
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The owners of the rambling mansion had called in the team
to help rid the premises of these decidedly unwelcome
‘guests.’ Lionel gets to embark upon a search of the house
armed only with a candelabra and a notepad. 'It's
estimaied that a thousand people have met their Maker
within these walls,’ he informs us as he walks the winding
corridors, his shadow capering madly on the lavishly
decorated walls. ‘And not surprisngly, it didn't take long
Jor the "Apprentice Ghostbuster's'” to pick up some
strange vibrations. '

One of the young ladies in the team senses the presence of a
female spirit who somehow lost her footing at the head of a
staircase, and fell to her death. Shirley later identifles the
presence as 'Alice’ - a girl who died in tragic
circumstances way back in 1765. Prior to any /zonan
sensing of this restless spirit however, the Dowsing Rods
were the first implements to detect the presence. Whilst
Shirley asks questions of the assembled group, one of older
women is so overcome by the pervasive aura of
overwhelming sadness, she collapses in tears and has to be
comforted by her fellow members. (This sensing of
deep-rooted sadneys is a fairly common reaction when
visiting the site of traumatic events - see The Frankby
Phantomstory, eisewherein this issue for compartson).

In a bid to rid the house of Alice's ghost, the team gather
up their courage, struggle with their emotions and stand at
the head of the staircase emitting that annoying
high-pitched hum, in a bid to drive the spirit to its place of
final rest. We are not told whether or not they are one
hundred per cent successful in their efforts, but there have
apparently been no further sightings of Alice's ghost since
the 'exorcism.’

Lionel later beckons the team to sit around a table where,
once seated, he assures them that ‘I Aave no doubt at all,
that those of you who are sensitive and percepuive, are
giving us a fair account of what you yourselves have seen
and felt and heard. What I'm not sure about is, when I see
these pictures coming into my own mind, am I seeing
someaihing psychic, or am I just being a creative writer. I
don't trust my own imagination. Personally, I found the
whole episode quite eeric But Shirley insists there is
nothing o fear.’

He then asks Shirley what risks, if any, he faces should he
choose to be a 'Ghostbuster.'

'With me, on this course, none. Because we learn how to
protect ourselves, and that is the most important thing. But
above all, I think Ghostbusting is busting the idea that
there's anything to fear.’

An (ahem) Very Fishy
Cure

Next we move on to Hyderabad, India, to view vast crowds
of people milling around a series of placards and posters
that proclaim 'Free Astiuma Treatmerd’

This, we are told, is an annual event in the Indian calendar,
when huge sections of the population seek a miracle cure
for the breathing disorder. This tremendously efficacious
remedy is reputed to be secured by swallowing a live
sardine stuffed with a secret herbal paste. We see various
unfortunates, including young children, doing just that.
Placing these wriggling creatures into their mouths in the
hope that their rapid movement will clear all congestion in
the lungs.

One satisfled customer claims t hat his condition has
improved by nearty 40 per cent, and even If it has no real
effect, the 'miracle cure' is dispensed free of charge, so no
hopeful patients have very little to lose...Except maybe
when they blow their last meal.

Lionel informs us the ‘saffron-based formuda (which,
according to thosethat dish it out, has a 90 per cent success
rate) has a highly-secret ingredient, passed down through
generaiions for nearly 200years.’

The people of the city have the Gaud family to thank for
this cure, and the head of the household; Harinath Gaud, 1s
quoted as saying; 'Other medicine's areonlyiemporary, but
ours is permanent Some doctor's are trying it elsewhere
and are passing it off as a Hyderabad Fish Medicine. But
the cure only works once a year, and only in this place '
Lionel wonders whether swallowing a live fish can actually
be in any way beneficial to one's bealth and seeks the
advice of an 'expert'. Step forward, Professor Tom
Sanders...

'If you swallowed a fish it goes straight down in your
stomach, which is very acidic, and it would start to get
digested in the stomach straight away. My guess is that it
would probably only last five minules, possibly fifieen
minules at the outside. The herbs may well have drug-like
propais, there's no reason why this should actually be
delivered in a fish. There's no benefit at all from sticking a
Uve fish down your throal or up your bottom, for that
malter.’'

Whatever the truth of the matter, the Gaud family, despite
being approached by a pharmaceutical company, maintain
that the cure only remains effective If it is not aimed at
makdng a profit.

The Yeti Caught On Video?

Time for a brew up at Lionel's house where, in company
with a Chimpanzee, he settles down to review the latest
video evidence for the existence of the Himalayan Yeti

The recent footage from Nepal, in common with the
infamous Patterson film of an alleged Bigfdot, shot at Bluff
Creek in 1967, is typically vague and inconclusive. A hairy
biped is shown crossing a smow-covered hillside, the
distance obscuring detail to the point where it is little more
than a blurred image.

Lionel reminds us that the legend of the Abominable
Snowman has been seen by many serious-minded zoologists
as providing the 'Missing Link' in man's evolutionary
scale.

We get to see a clip from the 1925, sllent version of 'The
Lost World,' (featuring Missing Link-type creatures, as
well as the marvellous creations of the great Willls O'
Brien) as well as artists impressions of the beast adorning
the covers of various magazines.

Mike Dash ( assistant editor of the excellent 'Fortean
Times' and long-time subscriber to this very publication -



now that's what I call a man of impeccable taste), is then
asked to give us the beneflt of his, not inconsiderable
knowledge regarding the Yeti.

Holding a somewhat battered copy of Bernard
Heuvelman's classic work; 'On The Track Of Unknown
Animnals," Mike tells us that ‘there are four main ways of
explaining Bigfoot and Yell sightings; firstly, the could be
survivals of Neanderthal Man (an illustration of a
massively hairy creature, bearing a striking resemblance to
Oliver Reed in 'Curse Of The Werewolf', is shown),
secondly, some sort of unknown, giant prehistoric ape,
thirdly, misidentiflcations of various sorts, from feral
hurmans (o bears and other wild animals. And fourthly, that
many or allare hoaxex.'
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Amidst more comic-book-type drawings, people dressed in
fur body suits and faked footprints in the smow, Lionel
informs us that there have been many such hoaxes and
human-inspired pranks, aimed at hoodwinking the
scientific fraternity, and certainty helping to discredit belief
in the existence of such a creature.

The aforementioned Patterson fllm is given yet another
airing, its authenticity still opne to the same degree of
speculation. (I've never been able to decide one way or
another, and I suspect most Forteans will feel pretty much
the same way...).

We then head out to the Darwin Museum in Moscow, a
typically ominous-looking building of the sort that

predominate the Russian capital. Researchers here have
been studying the Yeti phenomenon for over forty years.
They have been formulating the opinion that the creature is
indeed real and is in their opinion an extinct species of man
they have classified as some kind of undiscovered
hominoid.

Two of these resident researchers; Doctors Dimitri
Bayanov and Igor Bourtsev are then Interviewed as to
their views on the value of the new Yeti video evidence ;
'The footage is very, very impressive, because the creature
that it shows has all the characteristic feasures of a relict
hominoid, such as a cone-shaped head, a hairy body, very
massive limbs and trunkAorso.'

I's not possible, it's not a man.'

The Darwin Museum '‘experts' have made it their life's
work to study the creature(s)). They are shown handling
some of the evidence collected in their search, including
various plaster casts of giant, ape-like footprints and hair
samples that they claim differ markedly from that of
humans and known apes.

A photograph of an alleged Yeti excrement, a curiously
banana-shaped sample that has the 'experts' scratching
their heads in barely concealed wonderment.

'The human bowel could be a maximum 36 centimres.
But this length is 50.°

You might be forgiven for thinking that there could be no
more unusual piece of evidence than what may amount to,
when all is said and done, yeti-shit, but not a bit of it...
Russian folklore has many stories of Yetvhuman hybrids.
'Zana,' the legendary captive wild woman of the 19th
Century was said to have been haif-human and haif-Yeti.
(Curiously, a picture of the Chinese Wildman is used to
illustrate this moment in history) . The two doctors
managed to discover the grave of one of her descendants,
and in doing so excavated a skull that resembled that of a
species of man thought by anthropologists to have been
extinct for thousands of years.

Doctor Bayanov voices his opinion on the recovered skull
and that which it may portend; 'The idea of hybrids is
Ppossible because these relict hominoids, by all evidence they
have very close a[finity to humans. They areprobably closer
to humans than Zebras are to horses.'

We then switch back to merrie olde England, Camden to
be precise, where we meet up with Peter Elliot, the creator
of the gorilla in the movie ‘Greystoke.’ Peter has earned
the somewhat distinction of being regarded as the leading
ape impersonator in the world, (with the possible exception
of Roy Keane).

He proves his simian-prowess to the astonished viewers by
lolloping around the back garden of his home like a refugee
from 'Play School.'

We later get to see him in a more relaxed mood, when the
‘primate behaviour 'expert’ is asked to give his views on
the new Yeti-footage...

'This footage I find highly convincing. When you see it
stand and turn, the wrist movement seems fo come out, and
it seems to throw it forward in a very fluid way, that seem to
have some side to side movement In, which is very very
difficulito achieve...In fact, virtually impossible. '

The possibility that the hirsute individual in the flim
(assuming it's definitely n0t a man in a costume) is maybe a
conventional gorilla is discussed with Ian Redmond, a
primatologist; 'The only hardfacts I can get from this film
arethe relative leg measurements, and this gives us what is
called the intermemberal index, w hich for a human is about
twothirds, so that the arms are bout two thirds of the length
of the legs.

And, on one point of this video where I could measure the
arm and leg lengths and compare them, it turned out to be
abouttwo thirds. So it's not a Great Ape’



So, does Ian actually believe in the existence of the Yeti?
'People don't realise today, perhaps, that it was only 1902,
when the Mountain Gorilla was discovered by science
Perhaps at the end of this century, we've got one more large
zoologicalsurpriselurking inthe Hinalayas'

And with Lionel's pretty little ditty about the Yetl, In
accompanied by his good friend, Alf, the programme
draws to a close..

PROGRAMME
TWO:

We open with our estermed Host taking an open-air bath
on some deserted dock-side, yellow rubber duck and
back-scrubber provided. Brushing his imaginary hair, he
invites us to 'take a dip in the surreal waters otherwise
knownas ‘'FORTEANTV’

Intrigued (how could we seriously be anything but?), we
don our waders and plunge in...

A Matter Of Time

Looking every bit as surreal as one of those paintings by
Satvador Dall (the ones with the trains coming out of gothic
fireplaces and human heads nestling in the branches of fruit
trees), this section opens with an old grandfather clock
standing upright in the middle of a pile of rusted ship's
anchors and green—coloured chains.

The strange story of Peter Satherthwaite of Plymouth, is
then reiated by way of a letter written to the programme's
producers.

Whiist on holiday In the USA, Peter awoke one night
convinced that his mother, who had previously been in the
best of health, was suddenly about to pass away. He
couldn't shake the dreadful notion, despite him repeatedly
telling himself that it was all in his head. He chose to fly
back to visit his parents, both of whom, it turned out, were
perfectly airight. In the reconstruction, we see a charming,
white-haired old lady seated in a chair, sipping tea with her
son.

He left their house at 2:30 that same afternoon, another
unsettlingly surreal image of a wristwatch superimposed
over his mother's face, flashes briefly on the screen, and
then we hear the tragic news that at 3:30, exactly an hour
after leaving the house, Peter's mother has suffered a heart
attack and has subsequently died.

His mother was buried ten days later, again at 3:30 in the
afternoon!!! Peter returns to his father's house after the
funeral, and it's while they are seated sharing their
cherished memories of the woman they'd both loved, that
they notice that the clock on the mantelpiece - the one that
hadn't dropped a second in over forty years - had suddenly
stopped ticking at exactly 3:30; 'The time my mother died,
andthetime ofmy mother's funeral

'The clock never moved again. It stayed at three thirty for
Jour years. And it wasn't unsil one aftiernoon that I noticed
the mechanism had started moving again, and the clock's
hands had moved and were now stuck on ten-thirty. The
next day, al ten~thirty, my father, while out shopping, took a
short-cut through a park....Sat down on a bench...Had a
heart attack, and died. At ten-thirty... The exact time the
clockwasshowing.'

The most disturbing image so far; a clock-face that seems
somehow to give the impression that it's grinning, looms
up out of the darkness, until it completely covers the dying
Not surprisngly, Peter began to feel that the whole business
with the clock and its uncanny ability to record the times of
the death of his parents, was more than mere coincidence.
'Some years after my father's death, I acsually sold a car to
a Sptritualist lady, w ho in the course of a conversation told
me that Spirits were always around everybody. She also
mentioned that at that very moment, I had an elderly man
standing behind me wearing a beige cardigan (another of
those archetypal transparent figures duly appears in the
background as Peter sets about selling his car). Shke
described my father exactly, down (o the cardigan that he
wore in his later life.

It hasn't frightened me. In fact, it's very much comforted
me. As long as I have that clock, they'll be with me.

He has the sense to add though, that which we are all
thinking at this point..Especially as that smug,
too-kmowing clock-face flitters in out of the picture, as
portentous as a graveside flower nodding conflrmation of
our own mortality.

Stuck at ten-thirty...

Waiting to start up again..

Dying to tick....

' I suppose I'm a Utlle bit wary that if the hands move again
on the clock it will predict a further death, or a further
(and here he pauses to swallow an audible click in his
throat)

-..Orevenmy own deaih.

But it still kasn't moved and I feel very good about L.’

'And then for a moment, all is still, and all is
silent save the voice of the clock. The dreams
are stiff frozen as they stand.'

"The Masque Of The Red Death' Edgar Allen
Poe. A

The Weeping Elvis

The good Reverend, tucking into a bag of popcorn, informs
us of his ambition to be an honest-to-God pop star.
Judging from the Elvis outfit he wears as he clambers up
Into a church pulpit, he sees himself as a latter-day 'King
Of Rock'n'RolL.’

All of this is aimed at introducing the next item, which
features, of all things, a weeping icon of 'Elvis 'The Pelvis'
Himself.

The small town of Derne in Holland, is it seems, host to an
unremarkable white statue of Elvis that is said to cry
‘miracle tears ' A man with the quite marvellous name of
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Toon Nl.eﬁwmhuhen. Is interviewed through a translator,
and has this to say; ‘7 was given a present by a neighbour
across thestreet from where I live, who knew I was an Elvis

B ~Presley fan. And ke said; "I have a beautiful porcelatrn

statue of The King that I want to giveto you.

Last year, (1997), a few days prior to the anniversary of
Elvis's death, Toon reckons he first withessad, firsthand,
the so-called 'miraculous tears' falling from the milky-white
eyes of the statne,

The statue began to weep between the Stk and 10th of
August I noticed the tear, so I took my glazses of), and
laxted it And it was sally.’

We then switch scenes from Toon's private shrine to Elvis,
where the ststua, nsturally has pride of piace, to the biand
suroundings of an airport terminal There we meet
Madeline Wilson, the founder member of the 'Elvis Gospel
Ministries.' Madeiine is intercepted by 'FORTEAN TV" as
she embarks on a pilgiimage to view the 'weeping stutue’
for hersell.

The organiastion she represeuts, belleves wholeheartedly
that Elvis's talents were quite literally, God-given, and that
he was on a heavenly crusade to spread the Gospel to a
largety unbetioving Worid.

Madeline, cuters the curiously Engiish-looking council
home of Mr Nieuwenhuisen, and stepping into the Elvis
Shrine in one of the bedrooms (one can't belp being
struck by that achingly embarrassing scene when Alan
Partridge meets his biggest fan in that room packed to the
gills with Partridge memorabilia -alongxide a few snaps of
David Copperfield, of coursa. I halfexpected Madeline to
turn right round and shout - from a safe distance - "You're
a mentaligt!!!"), she has this to say....

"I think my brnmaetiate reaction now, just thinking about it a
little bY, is that this room is praciabwning that in foct, Elvis
is dead. ButJesus is alive!!!’

Toon, nodding in agreement, claims that over a period of
six mouths, the bust of Elvis has cried tears on a total of
five separate occasiom. And, not uniike the home of Aaron
Dodson and 'The Miracle Scratching,' (see previous
programme), the seif-erected shrine has become a place of
pliggimage for desperats bellevers in both Christ and The
King. Madeiine is quick to help boister the validity of the
phememnon; 'God works in mytieriaus ways and I belleve
he may be using the statue 10 communicate (o Elvis fans,
who might not othaowise touched by more comvenaional
meaRods of comonunlaaing the Gospel Andwe are neartng,
the 'END OF THE WORLD' (and though she doesn't shout.
it, or give in any special emphasis, you can tell she lutends
those words to hit you in block capitals, like the banner
beadline on the cover of one of those old 'Marvel Comies'),
and God does want to ovwormnicale His message to all of
Mankind, and this maybe one of the ways that He's doing
it’ Perhaps most bizarre of ail however, is the news that
Toon has released a record aimed at Informing the World
of his Weeping Elvis. Sounding pretty much like you'd
expect it to, Le.; a redundant Eurvvision Song Coutast
eatry that not even Father Ted or Doagal would touch with

a barge pole, it fedtures such wouaderful,
Qoqght-provoking lyries as...
'Thewhole Worid knows my Elvis is crying,
My famous crying statue...’

Weshakconrhads(bnmybenotonrhtpu,mdm
woader...)

The Gwan, The Corgi-Weiller And

The Resurrection Of The Moa

The programmme then moves merdiily on to the
picduresque surroundings of Martst Convent, in Ascot,
where the discovery of a brand new species of swan is
making ornithological (abem) waves...Two nuns, Sister
Stan and Sister Camilla. are interviewed and both soeak in

a soft Irish brogue; '‘One day about tAree years ago, these
two black swans were given (o us and put on the lake. (said
black swans, beautiful crestures with mostly ebon plumsge
and orange beaks, hove into view). 'They were very
normaldooking on the water. They ware a bit ungainly
when (hey came oul of the waler, but then swans usually
ml

One of the two swans however, suddenly began to behave
in a manner that can only be described as decidedly
un-swan-dike,

Instead of being a quiat dentzen of our lakes and lawns, he
becume (his aggressive (hing that we couldn’t handle
anymore. So we called the sanctuary, and they came to
‘ol him.'

One of the nuns Is shown making a call to The Swan
Lifeline Sanctuary in Berkshire, and the obstreperous bird
is duly examined by one of the 'experts' at the centre,
Trisha Kirkham.

‘As soon as I saw him, I realised there was something
ratherstrange, because although we were cxpexting a black
swan, it doexn't have the red bill that you'd axpect a black
swan (o have, with the litle while stripe over. The
plgmantazion in the eyes is a goose-ipye pigmeniation. I've
never ever seen a black swan with the colour eyes that that
onehasgot’

Scientists were later able to confirm that the bird was
actnally a hybrid between a goose and a swan. Something
unique in the reaims of Ormithology. And, as the good
Father is quick to remind us, (to the maddeningly joily
straius of Johmmy Morris's ‘ANIDAAL MAGIC) 'experts’
had previously thought this combinstion to be genetically
imposxible.

The bird has the neck and body of a swan, but the nasty,
kick-ass sttitnde of a goose.

'We've called it a "Gwan”’ Trish is quoted as szying. T
don't now quite whai else you'd call it, becamse obviously
there has never been anything like it before.’

*4% We are next confronted with a signpest amnouncing the
aitrance to Ramahaw Resene Kannels in Darfington.
Kate Wilson, the owner of the refuge for stray dogs, We
are takem on a journey along the lines of unfortumate
animals and reminded that Kate encoumters all kinds of
breeds and sometimes highly unnsual specimens.

One dog in particular proved to be of a very stramge
pedigrea.

Sested before a roaring log fire, Kate describes the story of
Jasper, a dog that looks, at first giamee, to be a
thoroughbred Rottweiler. Closer inspection though, soon
proves that this just isn't so—

'It all stops at about his chest. Then he's got the leg’s of the
Corygl and is very shovt. ] mean, he's acually a Ro@weiley
in a Corgi’s body He was so fifty-fifly it was amaging. '
Lionel informs us that Jasper, the (ahem) ‘love puppy’ of
two such wildly disparxte (and, one would have thought,
incompatible) breeds, is the only known offspring of such a
bizarre

The cross-breed to end all cross-breeds has confounded
those who amticipsted that it would Inherit all the
vidomnexs with which the tradifiomal Rotwedller is
normally associstad. In fact, as is shown oa film, Jasper
seems like an extraordinarily well-bwhaved dog as it's takem
for a walk arvund the rain-soaked strests of Dariington.
The potantial for equaily fantastic progemy msay well be
grester than you would be forgivem for thinking...Kate
predicts that someswbere in the locale, there is a Corgl with
a weird taste in female parthers. And there may well be a
cross between a German Shepherd and Corgl about to see
the light of day.

Our pext port of call is Dunsdin, New Zealand, where
scientists are attempting to give nsture 'a heiping hand’ in



creating a super-breed of Ostrich (now widely considered
to be a cullnary delicacy) by merging the modern-day bird
with the extinct Moa.

The Moa has officially been extinct for over four hundred
years, but as reported in previous issues of 'DON’,
egg-headed boffins are attempting to use genetic
engineering methods to recreate the species...Thereby
prompting talk of 'JURASSICFARK technology.

By extracting samples of DNA from the dried bones of
long-dead Moa's, and then injecting them into a recently
fertilised Ostrich egg, the scientists hope to create a 'new’
species they have already thought to christen (predictably
enough) a 'Mostrich'

Some might see this as attempting to play God with the
forces of nature, but Dr Scott Terbutt of Otago Untversity,
is interviewed (with a model of a bright orange
Brontosaurus lurking on the shetves in the background - a
hint of things to come?) and has this to say in defence of the
project;

'The similartiles betweenthe Ostrich andtheMoa are such
that despile obvious differences such as the total lack of
wings in Moa's, (actually, Ostrich's do have wings) the
similarttiey are sufficient enough for us to proceed with the
apoimont '’

An ordinary Ostrich chick Is shown hatching in an
Incubator whilst Lionel predicts that the flirst Mostrich will
be born in about ten years time...Assuming the project
maintains its present course. As to what characteristics
such a creature would possess, well, know seems know
quite what to expect. Will it live to be a hundred years old,
as opposed the ordinary Ostrich, which lives to the
reasonably ripe old age of eighty? Will it lay an egg a day?
Will it be docile or inherently savage? Only time, and the
machinations of scientists will tell....

Stigmata - Proof Of
Sainthood?

For a complete change of pace, we head for the pious
surroundings of magnificently ormate cathedral, whilst
Lionel relates a brief history of stigmata, starting with the
very first acknowledged stigmatic; St Francis of Assisl
Various religious paintings and statues of Christ in agony
on the Cross are flashed across the screen, whilst word of
the Vatican's moves towards the full canonisation of Padre
Pio - 'the most famous Twenticth Century stigmatic' - is
proclaimed.

Ted Harrison, author of one of the definitive works on the
phenomenon, ‘Stigmara,’ is subsequently interviewed;
'Throughowt history, and the phenomenon has been known
about since the 13th Century, my calculation is that there
have been about 400 peaple who have carried the marks,
and about twenty five to thirty of them are alive at the
manent’'

Switch scenes to a man lying spread-eagied on a bed, his
arms outstretched as though he'd been crucified where he
lay. This ordinary-looking man, dressed in a jumper and a
pair of modern slacks, is we are told, 77-year-old Albino
Reale, the world's most famous living stigmatic.

Through the voice of a translator, the Italian has this to say
'l first started bleeding on the first of March, 1987. It was
on the Feast Of Saint Albino. Wounds (and here we see
curious cross-like scars on the back of Albino's hands)
opened up on my hands and my feet, and I began (0 bleed
There was blood everywhere. I sent for the doclor
immediaely, and hesaidthesewounds arestigmaia. '

A bunch of piigrims limb from a coach in Frosinone, Italy,
to visit Albino's home. Inftially viewed with extreme
scepticism, many disciples now revere him as a
fully-fledged Saint.

Albino's house has also (in common with the finders of
'The Holy Scratching' and 'The Weeping Elvis') become
something of a shrine, with pilgrims hanging on his every
word.

Sceptics however, believe that the wounds are not
Heavenly in origin, but are in fact seif-inflicted...

Enter Dr Adriapo Paulini, the Vatican-approved
Investigator, who was instructed to find out the truth
behind Albino's stigmatic claims.

Again, speaking through a tramslator, the Doctor (who
bears more than a passing resemblance to Herbert Lom in
the role of Dr Sam Weizak in David Cronenberg's movie of
TheDeadZone' has this to say; It is not possible for these
stigmala to be caused by any kind of psychosomaitic
impetus, no matter how strong. He could never create the
tissuelesions.’

A woman enters Albino's bedroom with a photograph of a
man who is afflicted with some illness or other. She places
it in Albino's crucifix-scarred hands, and gently rubbing
the surface of the photo with a piece of cotton wool, he duly
blesses the picture, believing that he can cure the ailment
thanks to his gift from God.

Tiziana Bergsmaschi, one of Albino's notable successes, is
then brought before the cameras. She had, before meeting
the stigmatic, been diagnosed as having a malignant brain
tumour...

Now, looking sprightly and full of health, she briefly
recounts how it was she was cured.

'We came to Albino for help, and he started praying f or me.
Soon afler that, in June, 1966, I had the last scan at the
local hospital It revealed that even the part of the tumour
that the doctor's had left inside me, had completely
dappavral '

Somewhat awed, we come to consider an even more
popular stigmatic...Amidst scenes straight out of a
Revivalist Meeting somewhere in the Deep South of the
US, we are introduced to Glorgio Bongiovanni. This
luminary is regarded with such reverence that he was even
granted a meeting with former Soviet President Mikhail
Gorbachov. The two of them are seen shaking hands in a
cordial manner, surrounded by crowds of well-wishers. He
even gets to exchange greetings with several Cosmonauts
aboard the Mir space station. Glorgio's scars are
exceptionally ltvid-looking, the most obvious of which is the
cross-shaped wound in the centre of his forehead. They
look extremely sore and are seen to be weeping blood on
film. The medical profession are at al loss to explain how
the blood, which seeps afresh every morning, can coagulate
so rapidly on exposure to the air.



Glorgio claims his stigmata was triggered back in 1989, by
a vision of The Blessed Virgin Mary at the holy site of
Fatima in Portugal.

" Giorgio, seated before a large painting depicting Christ
and a host of disciples, and what appear to be UFO's
hovering in the sky overhecad, then relates the quite
incredible message given to him by the BVM nigh on eight
years ago...

‘I saw a vision of the Madonna, and I saw two luminous
rays coming out of the Madonna's breasts. They hit my
hands, and my hands started to bleed In the message of
Fatima, the Madonna says that we will make contact with
peaple fromotherworld's. '

Like a latter-day George Adamski, he now claims to be in
regular contact with Aliens who have issued those familiar
warnings to mankind concerning our race's final
self-destruction, unless we mend our ways, and stop
poisoning the planet.

'For the first time, the Virgin Mary has revealed a message
that relates to the whole Universe. When I talk about beings
of light and edraterrestrials, this does not contradict The
Bible. When The Bible speaks about silver spheres and
chariots of fire, they are references (o these otherworldly
beings. They come from the stars and have visited the Earth
many timex. '

Of course, the cynics would point to Glorgio's subsequent
money-making enterprises directly related to his stigmata
and holy visions....We are shown Glorgio's very own Web
Site and inevitable magazine, a glossy, well-produced affair
called 'WeAre NotAlone.'

He hasn't been slow to jump on the video bandwagon
cither, and has generated a whole series of tapes which
purport to show 'incontroveruble proof” that UFO's exist
as nuts and bolts alien craft.

Unfortunately, Glorgio's beliefs are in direct opposition to
those of Albino....

'The Madonna gave me a very specific message that these
UFO's are falseicons. They're from The Devil, and aresent
to confuse people. I know this (o be true. I've been receiving
mymessages for overthirteenyears. '

Ted Harrison, thé¢ stigmata 'expert' is wheeled on once
more to add his views on those who believe implicitly in the
phenomenon.

'These days, people don't just belleve in standard
Christlanity, and a whole lot of new mythology has grown
up around stigmata, some of it to do with UFO's and allens
and so on. There are significant numbers of people who
believe these are important religious events, and their lives
have been changed as aresulf. Now that makes it genutne’
The programme ends with three Lionel Fanthorpe's, each
emerging from inside a heavy-looking trunk to proclaim
that next week he'll be back with another edition when
they'll once more set off to (in the immortal words of
Charlie Fort; 'skate on that thin crust known as '"reality. "

The remaining programmes in the series
will be reviewed in issue 16 of 'DON'

Exhange Magazine
Reviews

FORTEAN TIMES #108
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writing,

The latest i{ssue features articles on the experience of
ancient sites, Visions Of Prehistory, The Archaeology Of
The Undead, a synopsis of the continuing legacy of The
Great God Pan, plus all the regular news ftems and
correspondence. Excellent value.

Subs; £10 for 4 issues. PO Box 961, Devizes, Wiltshire.
SN10 2TS.

MAGONIA #62

One of my favorite publications, the latest issue deals in its
consistently succint manner with, among other things, The
Birth Of The Greys, a critical overview of the death of the
ETH, and analysis of the delusion that led to the tragic
suicide of members of The Heavens Gate cuit.
Indispensable stufL

Subs; £5. Avallable from S, James Terrace, Mortlake

Chuochiyard, London, SW14 8HB
COVER UP #10

David Colman's well-written magazine is, essentially, the
mouthpiece of the Scottish Unexplained Phenomena
Research organisation; (SUPR), and the latest issue
includes thought-provoking articles on subjects as diverse
as 'The Secrets Of Fatima, the weird circumstances
regarding the death of Willle Macrae, UFO encounters in
the skies over Perth, and a critical overview of the current
UFO scene in Scotland.

Sample Issue: £1:25. From 49, Limefleld Crescent,
Bathgate, WL Scodand EH48 IRF

LOCH NESS NEWSCLIPPING
SERVICE Vol 3 No. 4

Andreas Trottman's essential collection of the latest
'Nessie' sightings, the personalities involved in the search
for evidence, local enviromental issues and all kinds of
assorted trivia from the Lochside, is an absolute must for
anyone even remotely interested in the subject.

Avallable from; Les Pretresses, 1586, Vallamand VD,
Switzeriand

NORTHERN UFO NEWS # 178

Jenny Randles comes up trumps once more with another
excellent issue of the best UFO-related magazine around.
The latest edition includes a sceptical reappraisal of the
Rendlesham Forest case,UFO-conspiracy theories, the
purported 'flying saucer' over Michael Howard's home,
and lots more besides.

For a rational/balanced overview of all things Ufological,
you simply cannot better this publication.

Subs from 1, Hallsteads Close, Dove Holes, Buxiom, High
Peak, Derbyshire. SK17 8BS £6 for six issues.

PHENOMENA SCOTLAND #1

Malcolm Robinson's new publication is, in reality, a
resurrection of the once (sadly) defunct 'ENIGMAS.'

Thus the 'new' magazine is a thankTully familiar mixture of
SPI case studies, paranormal book reviews, and fascinating
articles on UFO's, ghosts and the 'greenhouse effect.’

Nice .one, Malcolm. It's good to have you back on the
scene!!!

Avdllable From: 29, Kent Road, Alloa, Clackmannanshire,
Scotland. FK102JN. Samplecapy; £2




EXOTIC ZOOLOG Vol 5 No. 1

'The Bimonthly Magazine of Cryptozoology' is an excellent
* round-up of all the very latest news and views from the
eternally fascinating world of animal anomalys.

The latest issue features the exciting discovery of mew
species from various far-flung corners of the globe, and an
excellent piece on Classic Mystery Animals (re-printed in
the the very magazine that you're currently reading). An
essential publication for anyone remotely interested in the
subject.

Avallable from Matthew A. Bille, 3405, Windjammer Drive,
Colorado Springs, CO 80920, USA. Subs: $17 for S issues.

ABDUCTION WATCH # 4

Kevin McClure's superb publication is the perfect antidote
to all those news stand potboilers who constantly assist in
perpetuating the Abduction mythos. 'Remembering That
Very Few Wardrobes Lead To Narnia,’ deals very
succintly with hypnotic regression and its use(?) in
recovering the hidden memoriesof so-called abductees.
Absolutely essential reading, the standard of writing is first
class (as you can doubtless determine from the article
re-printed here in 'DON').

Avallable from 3, Claremont Grove, Leeds, L.S3 1AX Subs:
£S5 for five issues.

MYSTERY MAGAZINE # 2

A new addition to the paranormal fold, and an excellent
one at that. 'Mystery Magazine' is very similar in content
to your very own 'DON;,’ in that it deals with all manner of
strangeness. A commendable selection of weird news
clippings dominate the text, but there are also features on
Pet Food Conspiracies, 101 things you need to know about
ghosts, and Men In Black. You would be well advised to
check this one out.

Avallable from; 48a, Bridge Strea, Killonarsh, Derbyshitre.
S2184J.

TEMS NEWS #18

Lionel Beer's nicely produced and well-written newsietter
is rapidly becoming ome my most ecagerly awaited
exchanges...

The latest issue includes articles on Margate's Mysterious
Lost Shell Grotto and Mysteries Of The Air (a look at
Ken Llewelyn's talk on ghost flyers and flying-related
premonitions) , as well as an excellent selection of the latest
weird news clippings and book reviews. And all for only
60p an issue.

Awuailable from: 115, Hollybush Lane, Hampton, Middlesex,
w12 20Y

ANIMALS AND MEN #15

As regular readers are doubtless aware, this outstanding
magazine is my favourite publication dealing as ft does,
with a subject that is particularly dear to my heart;
cryptozoology.

Editor Jon Downes is to be hugely commended for
producing such a highly literate, well-produced journal,
and the latest issue includes articles on Loch Ness, The
Waspman of Lancashire, Bigfoot Murders, Wolverines In
Wales and a re-examination of the evidence for the
existence of Migo - the Lake Dakataua Monster.

Avdllable From 15, Holne Court, Exwick, Fxeter, Devon
Ex42NA Subs: £8 for four issues.

NETWORK NEWS #11

'The Diabolical Earth Current Issue' maintains the same
high standard I've come to expect from this fine
publication.

Beast Gods News, The Cuit of (Princess) Diana,
Farthliohts and Farthauakes. and lots more besides make

this a most fascinating read and well worth the £1:25 cover
price.

Available from; Earthly Delights PO Box 2, Lostwithiel,
Cormwall, PL22 OYY

RATTLER'S TALE

Another (hugely welcome) new addition to the exchange
mags fold, this publication is a quite extraordinary
mixture of fact and fiction. The latest issue includes articles
on Gaia, Phantom Incomes and Reincarnation, as well as
four, original short stories that deal with everything from
bullying to the dilemna of a real mummy's boy.

Excellent stuff, this mag comes highly recommended.
Available from; 2a Coronation Road, Walsall. Wood, West
Mldlands, WS 9 ING. Subs: £4 for four issues

STOP PRESS

The Latest Examples Of The Magic
That Surrounds Everyday Life

A TRULY BUM DEAL
Melanie Thompson, 25, was left with a severely scarred
bottom after her knickers somehow spontaneously
combusted whilst she was working as a checkout girl at a
Lancashire Co-op.
Scientists later admitted they were stuck for an answer as
to what might have caused the blaze, as were'experts' at
'Marks And Spencer' who actually sold the self-destructing
knickers. Curiously, the remainder of Melanie's clothing
was completely unharmed.
Duomber, 1997. Lancashire 'DAILY EXPRESS.’

The Phantom Lumberjack
An unidentified vandal who for some unknown reason cut
down 60 trees at a golf club in Wales, struck again last
December, sawing down more than 69 in the space of a
single night.
Officials at the Macsteg Golf Club in Mid Glamorgan,
South Wales, have duly doubled the reward. for
information leading to the arrest of the mystery tree feller.
11tk December, 1997. Mlid Glamorgan, South Wales.
'DAILY MAIL.' ’

Teleportation For Real
According to reports in the tabloid press, scientists have
succeeded in teleporting light for the first time in history...
Assuming of course that this is true, could this be the first
step towards the teleportation of human beings to
previously arranged locations around the world?

The Austrian scientists who've stumbled upon the
discovery were reportedly planning to use quantum
teleportation to move intially tiny atoms, before moving on
eventually to molecules.

15th December, 1997. Austria.'DAILYMANC.'

The Snake In Santa's Beard

A terrified Santa Claus was forced to flee in blind panic
from his grotto when a runaway snake emerged from his
snowy white beard.

Paul James, 46, gave it toes after he feit the 1m long orange
yellow and brown corn snake sliding over his skin. The
snake had chosen the traditional costume whiskers as a
refuge after escaping from a tank at a country centre in
Sedgely, England.

21st Daember, 1997. Scadgely, England 'AUSTRALIAN
SUNDAY MAIL'

Icefall In Louisiana

No matter how bad you may think the weather hs been so

far this Spring, spare a thought, if you will, for the people
of central Louisiana, USA.




Chunks of hail more than a half-foot in diameter smashed
windows and dented cars as thunderstorms produced
nearly constant lightning. Frances Breland stated that her
" daughter-in-law's car had to be towed to a repair shop
because of shattered glass and a busted grill, and her
husband brought in one regular hail stone that measured
seven inches across. Near Rogers, about 180 miles
northwest of New Orleans. Another witness, Billy
Crawford said that the hall that pounded his home and
yard - punching a six-inch hole in his porch roof - fell
during the last 10 or 15 minutes of a storm that produced
nonstop thunder and lightning,
8th March, 1998. Louisiana, USA
POST-DISPATCH’

The Mystery Bowling Balls
People in Hannibal, Missouri, USA, discovered a set of
unusual Christmas surprises on their doorsteps...Bowling
balls with Christmas decorations and holiday greetings.

No one knows who the mystery giver is. Each of the balls
has a number. Radio station KHMO found one labelled
'Number 19 of 34' outside a station door.

One Hannibal resident found a bowling ball on his front
porch with 21 candles painted on it and a message that
said; 'hopewemakeyour Christmas a lUttle brighter. '

The Head of the Chamber of Commerce got bowling ball
number 27. That one said; 'Hang ontreevery carefully.’
25th December, 1997. Hannibal, Missouri, USA. 'ST
LOUIS POST-DISPATCH.'

The Lair Of The Longest Worm

A boatyard worker by the name of Ivor Faizey has
discovered Britain's largest earthworm that is said to be an
amazing 5ft 4 inch-long specimen.

)
| /

'ST LOUIS

Ivor, 51, lives aboard a boat on the Cannock Extension
Canal in Staffordshire. One day he was walking his dog
along a towpath when he stumbled upon the worm. The
previous biggest specimen found in Britain measured 3ft 8
inches, so Ivor, is claiming a place in the Guinness Book of
Records.

He was quoted as saying; ‘The worm was the same
diamder as a normal earthworm but it fustseemedto go on
Jorever. I measured it out of curiosity and now I'm keeping
it coiled up in a flowerpot.’'

Sth  March, 1998. Cannock, Staffordshire.
EXPRESS.’

'DAILY

Frog Fall In Croydon
In late March this year (1998), amidst a batch of strong
winds, the local Met Office was contacted by an hysterical
woman who claimed that frogs were falling from the sky.
She informed an incredulous Derek Hardy of the inquiry
desk; 'They're all over my garden, my neighbour's garden
andtheroad.’ ‘
Derek himself was quoted as saying; 'I laughed and she
became extremely upset so her husband came onthe line.
'He'd just raurned from a walk with his dog and the pet
kept trytng to eat the frogs and spitting them out. The
woman, from Shirley, Croydon, wantedto knowwhatIwas
going to do about it but in all honesty, what could I do?
They were both so insistenL. She also said to me, "Do you
think Iwouldring you long distance in the morning if I had
madethisthingup?”
Derek eventually became convinced enough of the couple's
sincerity to inform the BBC's Suzanne Charlton. A
proponent of that classic ol' chestnut; the selective
whirlwind theory He said; 7 have seen fish fall out of the
sky in Australia, assoclated with a tornado. A strong squall
line did go through Croydon at breakfast time and you do
getstrongconvectivecurrents associatedwith thesestorms.
'The frogs may have been sucked up by a whirtwind and
then fallen in the rain.
I asked her iIf she lved next (o a pond but she said her
housewas ontop of a hill.'
Late March, 1997. Croyden, Southern England 'DAILY
MAIL'’

Earthquakes Rock Scotland
A couple of fairly severe earth tremors shook first the
Great Glen faultline in December, 1997, and then, just
three months later, the west coast of Scotland.
On December 10th, 1997, the residents of Fort Augustus
and Invergarry reported that they heard what were
described as muffled underground rumbles which sounded
like ‘theroaring of thunder followed by a sharp clap.’
The quake measured 2.3 on the Richter Scale. Robert
Scott, proprietor of Invergarry Stores commented that his
wife Marie was awoken by the quake; 'She described it as
being like a heavy lorry travelling at high speeds over
arrugdiad metal '
Glenn Ford, a seismic 'expert' with the British Geological
Survey in Edinburgh, confirmed the tremor as being the
sharpest since a quake registered at 2.4 on the scale at Fort
William in 1988.
The epicentre was said to be on the dark hills above Loch
Tarfl, (where the Editor of this magazine thought he
caught a fleeting glimpse of something resembling 'a black
moon' hovering between the peaks one Summer), three
miles south-east of Fort Augustus.
There had previously been fairly noticeable tremors
around the villages of Dourne and Blackford in Perthshire
in the months preceding this latest quake.
The area around Oban was hit by a 2.7 quake during
March, 1998. Lisa Clarke, manager of the Argyll town's
Royal Hotel, was watching the TV when she felt the
tremor; ‘Al firstI thought it was a lorry going past. My dog
was going cragy, but it didn't make the ornaments shake or
anythinglikethat.'
There were no reports of any damage to property or
injuries to the people afTected.
Mr Ford, who was again quick to add his tuppence worth
of opinion regarding the quake, stated that the Oban
tremor was likely to feature among the top ten seismic
occurences in Britain this year.
We shall see.
Sources: 10th December, 1997/March, 1998 Scotland
'DAILY MAIL/DAILY EXPRESS'



