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EDITORIAL 

'Aftet Datk In 
The Playing 

rie/dg' 
'I Don't Want To Talk About lt . .AU Your Stupid 
Hopes And Dreams, 
Get Your Feel Back On the Ground, Son, 

It's Exams That Count, Not FootbaU Teams. .•• ' 

'AT THE EDGE' - STIFF UITLE FINGERS 

I was twelve going on thirteen the first time somebody 
presumed to ask me the question that has haunted me. like 
the most persistent or restless spirits, ever since; 
'Why does the simple game or football mean so much to 
you?' 

--

Two whole decades have since sUpped by with a relatively 
unobtru.svise ease, and yet, sometimes when I dose my eyes 
and dwell upon the moment, I cm st111 recall the sipts, 
sounds and even the smelb, as thoup it had occurred only 
yesterfby. 
And with good reason. 
It was May 26th, 1977. 
The morning after Liverpool FC had won the European 
Cup for the very ftrst tune in Rome's Olympic Stadium, 
h2vtng betean the German's, Borussta Moencbengladbacb 
3:1.  
I hadn't slept a wink since Emlyn Hughes, then club 
captain, had raised the giant trophy aloft - the Italian night 
sky Ut up with the reflected glare or the floodlights and a 
thousand camera flashes - and I'd 20tten to school a full 
thirty minutes before the bell for registration. I was kicking 
a brand new, bright orange 'Wonbley Troplty' against the 
walls or the bike-shed In an all-but deserted playground. 
The sky was a dear, dreamy blue. The air st111 and 
breathless. But despite the fact that the temperature had 
already climbed Into the high sixties, I refused to discard 
the thick, woollen scarf my Dad had &tven me after 'The 
Reds' quarter-final second IC2 a2a1nst Saint Etienne. There 
was nothing particularly remarkable about tt. Nothing to 
disUngulsh it from the countless numbers or similarly 
designed scarves, (two thin white linea stretching 
horizontally along a sea or vibrant red) you could pick up 
outside outside Anfteld on match days or at the football 
souvenir-dominated market stalls that Une the centre of 
Church Street. 
And yet, tt was one or my most treausred possessions, Its 
acquisition seeming to magically coincide with Liverpool's 
march towards European glory (not to mention winning 
our own domestic Title and reachln2 the FA Cup Final), 
and as such lt had soon assumed an almost talismanic 
qU2llty. Displaying the kind of Irrational logic exclusive to 
obsessive gamblers and football f3112Ucs, I found I could 
never stand on the Kop, or else listen to the match 
commentary on the radio without wearing that particular 
scarf. Failure to do so would, I was certain, result in defeat 
for my team. 

And so there I was, on that impossibly bright, sunny 
morning, as late spring gave way to early summer, the 
scarf around my neck, the ball at my feet, and a head QUed 
with rose-scented fantasies as I set about re-enacting Terry 
Mac's superb opening strike- complete with Barry Davtes; 
'That's nice. •• Tiuzt's McDennotL..AND THAT'S A 
GOAL!!!' TV commentary. I'd actually begun to wheel 
away in deHght, ready to acknowledge the acclaim of my 
imagined teammates when I suddenly felt an almighty 
shove from behind that left me sprawling in an undignUled 
heap on the concrete floor or the playground. 
I cracked my head a good one and I tasted grtt and the 
nattened rem.aln.s or an 'Anglo's Penny Bubble Gum.' 
My intended (oh-so-witty) response; 'Who the hell do you 
think you are, BerUe Vogts?' died on my Ups the second 
I'd dusted my self down and had turned to confront my 
assailant. I came face to face (actually face to kneecap 
would be more accurate) with Robby Robtnson •••• 'Robbo 
The Godfather' to his rrtends. ••• 'Robbo The Nemderthal' 
to the other 97 per cent of the inmates, oopa, I mean pupils 
at my school. 
It will surely come as Uttle surprise to learn that the latter 
nickname was by far the more accurate. Not that you'd 
have ever 20tten anyone (teachers induded) to have voiced 
that opinion wtthtn a thousand mlles of Robbo's earshot. 
Not unless you fancied having a free nose-job without 
anaesthetic, taking a crash-course in bodily contortton.tsm, 
or embarking upon a solo exploration or the dark, 
mysterious depths or the boys toilet bowls ltetldjlnt, that is. 
Robbo, at the time of this decidedly unwelcome encounter, 
was a ntth-rormer, two years above me. 
How best to describe htm? 
Let's see. •• you've seen Robert De Nlro in the re-make of 

'CAPE FEAR'? Well, this was his 15-year-old look-alike. 
The only dltf'erence. •• Robbo didn't have to act crazy and 
mean. He was just bom that way. 
'I see the fuckwits are out in force this mornin,' he said as 
he looked me up and down, an expression or disgust, as 
though he'd stumbled upon something unspeakably nasty 
th� had crawled out from beneath a rock, clouding b1s 
features. 'Why are yer wearin' that piece red an' white 
turd? Won a game 'ave yer?' 
The tone or his voice, his whole demeanour, told me I was 
In big trouble and if my head hadn't have been spinning 
l1ke Regan MacNetl's in 'THE EXOROST' I would have 
2!ven it toes ript there and then. 
As it was, I could only stand there, rocking slowly from 
side to side like a ship caught in the swell or turbulent seas. 
And you can be sure that this gormless, dumbstruck 
response didn't do anything to Improve Robbo's temper. 
'I asked yer a question, yer Httle prick,' he satd, thrusting 
his face towards mine, so dose I could see the array of 
yellow-headed acne and adolescent bum-Qutr running wild 
across his chin. 
I opened my mouth, franttdJiy searching for a reply, but 
nothing came out, and I'saw a sudden Dub ofDWtce spark 
deep within those sullen-as-old-quarry-water eyes. I 
instinctively moved to back away, but before I was even 
aware tt was happening, he'd snatched the scarf from 
around my neck and whisked it away into bb blazer 
pocket. 
And then be grinned as be spoke In a half-whisper; 'I'm 
gonna fuddn' burn this piece or red an' white shlte as soon 
as I get home tonight. What do yer think about that, 
knb'ead?' 
Still 2rinnin2 to himself, as thoup he'd cracked the 
world's greatest practical joke, he sauntered otr towards 
the schoolyard entrance where a group of his fellow cronies 
had begun congregating. Upon reaching them, he pointed 
back in my direction and· half-withdrew the scarf. Their 
shared laughter carried on the moveless air, and with a 



heavy heart, I scooped up the football and trudged toward 
the school buDding. I was anxious lest I should meet up 
with my circle of friends. I craved their company but not 
their inevitable questions as to the whereabouts of my 
'lucky scarf,' on today, of all days ••• 

I paused momentarlly upon reachine the entrance. efancine 
back over my shoulder at the gradually Olllng playground. 
I was itruclt by the impreulon that iomethlng hsd 
indefinably changed .•• 

The sun sun shone brightly in that nawless blue sky, but to 
me it seemed as though a cloud of blowflies had suddenly 
obscured the warmth of Its rays •••• 

11 
The Drst lesson that morning was Double History where, 
to paraphrase the poet Randall Jarrett, we learned about 
bombers named after prls that pulverised the clUes we 
learned about in Geouaphy. 
To be perfectly honest though, I didn't hear a word the 
teacher, Mr Tunley, a gawky-looking Individual aftllded 
with terminal bad breath, had to say. 
I was far too busy being all but overwhelmed by a nood of 
emotions, though one in particular overrode all; a 
deep-rooted sense of shame. Part of it came from my 
failure to even attemptto stand up to Robbo. My dad bad 
taught me •••• no strike that, lnstllled in me, the strict 
admonishment that I should never allow myself to be 
lnUmidated by anyone. He wu, and u far u I know, 
always will be, a staunch supporter of that Umeless, 
number one classic; 

'AU Bullks Are EssentiaUy Cowards. 
If You Just Stand Up To Them, They'U Either 
Back Down Or At Least Think Twice About 

Picking On You Again!//' 

I'd had this eulogy running round and round my head 
every since my Drst year at primary school (I sometimes 
saw, In my mind's eye, Moses coming down from the 
mountain, his white robes billowing in the wind like the 
salll of some great clipper ship, In his bands, the two 
tablets of stone, engraved with this Eleventh 
Commandment: 

'THOU SHALT NOT CRAPPETH ONES 
SACK-CLOTH WHEN FACED WITH A 

HOMICIDAL MANIAC!!r 
Unfortunately, I knew from bitter experience that such 
well-meant fatherly advice, usually imparted during a 
family g.ame of 'Monopoly,' when you're seated by the 
fireside on a ralnswept Sunday afternoon, and all the world 
seems at peace, makes perfect sense. It's right up there 
with other simllar pearls of wisdom llkt 'An apple a day 
keeps the doctor away' and 'Always clean behind yer 
lugholes or yer'll Dnd cabbages wtii start groWing there.' 
Oh yeah. 
Perfect sense. 
But that doesn't make them any less mythological In 
practice. 
I'd seen plenty or people stand up to 'Mr Evolutionary 
Throwback,' and never in a single instance did they 
remain standing for very long. One punch from either of 
those large, calloused hands with the obllgatory 'Love' and 
'Hate' tattooed across the knuckles, was usually enough to 
ensure they took a nrst class, one-way ticket � 
Patookavme. 
Nevertheless, the fact that I hadn't put up even a token 
gesture or defiance, left me feeling bad. 

What was even worse was knowing that I could bid a 
less-than-fond adieu to something that had been gtven to 
me by my father. Something that I'd regarded as a 
tallsman. Something that I'd intended wearing with pride 
at the team's triumphant Homecoming later that evening. 
I stated at the outset that my recollections or this cby 
remain vividly imprinted upon my mind, and so they do, 
but I'm damned if I can pinpoint the precise instant that 
my thoughts began to travel a less darker route. All I can 
say for sure Is that sometime during those interminable 
ninety minutes, when Mr Tunley's voice had faded to an 
almost coma-inducing monotone, the twin-born feelings of 
loss and regret slowly began to fade, to be replaced by a 
cold, calculaUng anger. Almost before I was aware I was 
doing it, I'd set about pondering a way that I could maybe 
get even. 
After all, I told myself, none of those eleven heroes ('their 
raiment all red') from last night would have stood by and 
allowed such an injusUce to go unpunished. 
That may sound corny u bell now, but you have to 
remember that we're talking here about the days when 
money and an all-consuming greed hadn't yet devoured the 
game completely (although they were plainly set about 
racing down that road just as quickly as possible, and 
never mind the speed Hmlt). 

To an impressionable twelve-year-old, on the brink of 
becoming a teenager, the player's of Liverpool FC were 
truly comic book super-heroes made Desb. (I wu never 
able to imagine any of them swearing, or smoking, or doing 
anything physically mundane llkt taking a crap or sticking 
their ftngers up their nose In search of a real soot-gobbler 
to - after caretullnspecUon - mck at the celllng). 
And whllst I struggled vainly for a some kind or workable 
plan of acUon, I pictured myself being chaired around the 
schoolyard, like Joey Jones at the ftnal whistle In Rome, 
milking the acclaim for having bettered the detestable 
bully, his humillaUon total. 
Not that I ever truly believed for one second that I could 
ever hope to win a stand-up fight with Robbo. That way 
lecJ;only to the operaUng theatre at Walton Hospital, where 
through a pair of pain-glazed eyes, you'd get to watch as a 
group of nurses and doctors stare right back at you, their 
faces as solemn as pall-bearers at a funeral, shaking their 
heads and mumbling; 
'Oh God, this looks so veeeerrrryyy bad,' 
and one young nurse loses her nerve and runs out or the 
room screaming over and over; 
'Wily tll� hdl htU h� got tllru 1110utlt 's ,  why the hdl htU h� 

got three mouth 's, why the hdl htU h� got three mouth 's, 
and where th� hell Is htr nose!!!' 
Nope. 
That way wouldn't do at all. 
I had to think of something sUghtzy more subtle ••• and, as Is 
often the way with such dllem.nas, it was just as my mind 
was beginning to wander, and I found myself recalling, for 
no parU�ular reason a wildlife programme I'd seen on TV 
a few nights earlier, that the idea came to me In a sudden 
Dub of inspiration. 
The documentary had been about ft.sb. Archer ft.sh to be 
precise. A remarkable creature that caught its prey In a 
particularly unsual way ••• 

For the llrst Ume since before Robbo bad sent me flying In 
the midst of a childishly innocent reverie, I afl'orded myself 
the tiniest genuine smile ••• 

Ill 
Five minutes before First Break , I put up my hand to 
asked to be excused. 'I need to go to the toilet, sir. I think 
I'm gonna be sick.' 



Placing my hand over my mouth, and heaving my 
shoulders for added autbenUdty, I raced for the door 
before l\1r Tunley had even granted permission 
The boys' toilets were situated on the ground Door, near to 
the huge double doors that opened on to the playground. I 
had to run down several Dlpts of stairs to be sure I'd be 
there in time for the ringing of the bell announcing the 
ruteen minute bresk.. I'd be lying i1 I suaid I wun't more 
than a little scared. Actually, I felt a lot like a lemming 
charging headlong towards the cliffs of obllvton. But I was 
ftllcd with a wild sort or exhilaration, too. And, because 
it's easier to be braver when you're pretending to be 
somebody else, I was at once Jason of the Argonauts, 
prepared to batOe the Hydra for possession of the Golden 
Fleece ••• 

Professor Van Helsing, bot on the trail of Count Dracula. •• 

Davey Crockett, prepared to defend the walls of the 
Alamo.... 

· 

Leutenant Chard, facing the Zulu's at Rorke's Drift. •• 

King Kong, snarling at the bi-planes from atop the Empire 
State Building ••• 

And whilst part of me knew that Robbo was very likely to 
kick four shades of holy hell out of me, still In a perverse 
sort of way, I was looking forwards to the encounter, and 
the chance to strike a blow for the good guys. 
Certainly the omens appeared favourable, because when I 
tlnally pushed open the swing-back door and stepped into 
the toilets, I wu amazed to ftnd them deserted. Ordinarily, 
there would be at least four or ftve boys stood In the 
-darkest corner grabbing a sly smoke or else poring over a 
crumpled copy of 'Playboy' or 'Mayfair.' 
The air was ntled wtth a pungent combination of pine 
disinfectant, stale cigarette smoke and human sweat, but 
thankful that I was alone, I made my way over to the row 
of cracked, porcelain sinks, and splashed cold water onto 
my face. I was pretty thirsty after leg.,atng it down the three 
Di2bts from Mr Tunley's Oass, but I didn't quite dare take 
a gulp, though I was sorely tempted. My reluctance was 
based upon something a friend of mine, Ian Crossley, bad 
once told me whilst sitting in his bedroom reading the latest 
'Marvel' comics, one sleety Sunday afternoon. 
Apparently, his dad worked for North West Water, as a 
maintenance man, :md his job frequently entailed his going 
down into the sewers to clear the blocked drains or repair 
a burst water pipe. '1 as/ced me dlul one dlly, wllat was the 
worst thing he'd ever seen down there, and he went dead 
quiet which isn't IJJce him aJ alL I btulgered him for ages, 
bill aH he did wcu mumble about the pipes that supplled the 
water to your schooL He :said one time he'd seen four pairs 
of glowing eyes peering out aJ him as l1e nuule his rounds, 
and he'd thought atjlrst they were rats, but when he raised 
the jlashUght in their direction, he CIUlght a quick gUmpse 
of a shiny blllclc body supported by cou.ntless legs scuttling 
away into the deeper darlcnas.. Hewasn 't sure what the hell 
it was, bill he never reported it to his superiors. Not even 
after he found the remtlbu of a half' -eaten tabby cat aJ the 
entrance to the same pipe. .. ' 
I'm not saytng I believed Ian's dad's story anymore than I 
believed that Johnny Rotten would sing lead vocals on the 
next ABBA single, but just the same, I wasn't too keen to 
take a chante. 
Besides, no sooner was I wiping my face dry on a wad of 
paper towels, than the sbrill ringing of the bell bad me 
pushing the door ajar, wide enough so that I tould see the 
length of the corridor along which, a seething mass of 
noisetul adolescence began making its way to the exits. 
Amazingly, my luck continued to bold. Still, nobody 
attempted to enter the toilet and potentially blow my cover. 
And even better. When 'Troglodyte Robbo' and hts band 
of not-so-merry-men nnany boved into vtew, the crowd 
had thinned considerably. At least I didn't have to worry 

about ngbttng my way through a throng thereby losing the 
one advantage I had over my enemy. The element of 
surprise. 
I waited unUI Robbo was just a few feet from the exit, 
ment2lly taltulatlng the number of steps he would take 
before stepping over the threshold. 
What happened next took place in a matter of setonds, a 
couple of minutes tops, but on the occwons I've since lain 
awake replaying the Incident over and over in my head it 
seems to have occurred in on those elgiac, slow motion 
replays beloved or the 'expert's' on 'Match OfTheDay.' 
I dodge back into the toilets and thrust my head under the 
drtnklng water tap. I gulp a mouthtul of (maybe) 
super-arachnid-contaminaed water, and I don't swallow. I 
hold it in my cake-bole U1l my facial cheeks feel-like they're 
about to burst. I gargle a silent prayer and catch a brief 
2llmpse of my reDectlon in the mirror, and I look like I'm 
amtcted with a terminal case of mumps or else I'm 
auditioning for a the part of Don Corleone in '171E 
GODFATHER' 
I step back through the door, and see Robbo standing 
framed in the exit, facing away from me, and a voice pipes 
up in my mind: 

'Let the rumpus begin!!!' 
I walk up behind him, my pace quickened partly by an 
eagerness to get this over with, and partly because I can't 
keep the water in my mouth much longer, and suddenly 
I'm so close I can reach out and touch htm ••• I can see the 
Dakes of dandruff on the collar or his blazer. The shine of 
the Brylaeem be uses to spike up his hm. The holes were 
he'd self-pierced his ear ••• 

And the Liverpool FC scarf stufl'ed carelessly into his 
right-band pocket. 
I can hardly dare believe my good fortune and I know that 
I'll never get another chance like tbts ••• I tap him on the 
shoulder and he whirls around to confront me. Recognition 
dawns and his lips curl with the beginnings of a cruel smile. 
He starts to speak but; 'What do you want, yer litt.le pri .•• • 
is as far as he gets. I choose that moment to squirt the 
water from my mouth, and it shoots out in a veritable 
geyser smack into the middle of Robbo's astonished face. 
The sheer power of its release niis me with a grim 
satisfaction, and I remember once more the Archer Fish, 
and how tt captures Dying insects, by spitting at Its prey ••• 

Robbo's race turns livid with fury, his eyes bulge In a 
spit-and-water flecked rage. •• But before be can react, quick 
as a Dash I whisk the scarf from his pocket, and nned with 
the clarity of absolute triumph, I turn and race back down 
the corridor toward the st2fr room, and blessed sanctuary. 
And as I run, I hear my adversary roar louder than an 
angry buffalo with piles, and though it may herald 
imminent disaster, at that moment it sounds like the 
sweetest music to my ears. ••• 

IV 
I managed to escape Robbo's clutches for the remainder of 
that day. And, as tt turned out, for a good while after. 
I knew he would get me in the end, however. If this was a 
made-up story, the kind with an ending that belongs in a 
rightful sane world, where all of the good guys win all of 
the time, I could tell you that this incident marked the 
beginning of tbe end of his reign of terror. That I'd bested 
him in front of his mates. Humbled him to to the point 
where be could no longer command a degree of respect, 
even amongst his most loyal and trusted henchmen. 
Bat of course, in real life, things very rarely work out so 
well. More's the pity. 
As it was, I was sent home early from school that Thursday 
mid-morning. I played up on the fact that I felt m (and tt 
was certainly true that my stomach was a ltttle ofT. As 



though lt were being squeezed by :m tmmesely powertul 
band). Mr Arden, the deputy headmaster, granted me sick 
leave, and although I cast furtive glances over my shoulder 
all the way home, I didn't once catch sight ofRobbo. 
My mum was concerned that I really was sickening for 
something, but I assured her it was probably just a 
summer cold, and that I'd been sent home merely as a 
precaution. Besides, tbere was no way on God'a urth that 
I was going to miss seeing 'The Mighty Red's' parade the 
European Cup around the City Centre. 
It turned out to be a truly magical night, and it almost 
(only �Uke) made up for the disappointment or not 
being able to make it to Rome for the game Itself. 
The highlight for me? 
Being able to wave thaJ scarf, my heart near bursting with 
pride as the team passed by on an open-topped, 
double-dec.ker bus ••• 

A thought leapt into my mind at that moment..Something 
I'd read somewhere, or heard spoken in a ftlm ••• 

'It's always possibk to tell the worth of a thing by its 
etJeltlie3. , 
I think It's fair to say, I knew the true meaning or those 
words that 2lorious evening in lat&-May ••• In a aty lost in 
celebration. 

V 
I had originally intended to end this somewhat lengthy 
Editorial round about this point, but I realise there are 
'those out there who will doubtless fail to sleep easy in their 
beds If they don't rtnd out how and when I received my 
comeuppance, courtesy or one Mr Roberto Robtnson, Esq. 
Never wanting to be blamed as the root cause for mass 
insomnia amongst our readership, I wtll gladly oblige. 
It didn't happen the next day. 
I fully expected it to, or course. I'd tried to mentally 
prepare myself and take it on the chin, so to speak 
(although, to tell the truth, I was rather less prepared to 
take it on any other, infinitely more sensitive parts of my 
anatomy). 
But when I arrived back at school, I was greeted by Stevie 
Gee, the former Assistant Editor of this bumble 
publlcatlon, who told me the unbellevable news that Robbo 
bad gotten hlmser into a serious nght outside 'The 
Farmer's Arms' pub, and was in Walton Hospital suffering 
from severe head injuries. 
I didn't learn the full details or what had happened for the 
best part of a fortnight, by which time, he was otr the 
critical list and was expected to make a full recovery, 
though he'd be absent from school for the last few weeks 
before he was due to leave for good anyway. 
It appeared that Robbo bad been drlnktng heavtly ever 
since he'd arrived home that fateful evening." He might only 
have been ftfteen years of age, but it was weD-known that 
he had a lot of older mates living in the Ferry, any or 
whom would have been more than glad to grab him a few 
tanS or export-strength lager or a litre bottle of cider from 
the nearest ofJ-Ucence. Anyway, according to Phillp 
Hurley, a sometimes- friend of mine, who had been walking 
up to the chippy at the top end of the town, Robbo was 
rocking lJ.ke a big ship, standing outside the pub, 
accidentally or dellberately (you never could tell with Mr 
Neanderthal) knocking In to people as they walked by, 
muttering obscenities, and generally making a nuisance of 
himself. 
Sometime after nightfall, Robbo got into an argument with 
a Liverpool fan who'd just returned from the homecoming. 
Exactly what happened isn't clear, but it seems that there 
was a flght that started off fair and square, but wound up, 
as they often do around these parts, with someone, not 
necessarily the unnamed Liverpool ran (although that may 

just be me being biased on behalf or a fellow supporter), 
clobbering Robbo over the head with a snooker cue on at 
least three seperate occasions. The way I heard tell, the 
sound of those cracks to the skull carried on the breeze, 
and the noise was like a thousand eggshells being trodden 
underfoot. •• 

He was found unconscious, lying face down in a pool or his 
own blood and vomit. 
And as I say, he never came back to school again 
I didn't see him until a year or so later, and I'd had to do a 
double-take, he was barely recognisable. He looked to have 
put on a couple of stone - he'd bloated, not to put too ftne a 
point on it, and he had dark purple bangs under his eyes 
that made him look Uke a junkie too long without a nx. 
I'd be lying If I said I felt any great degree of sympathy for 
him, but I guess no one deserves what he got. Local 
folklore has it that he had so many metal plates inserted in 
his skull to r�pair the damage, his was scared to 20 out 
without a baseball cap in case it rained and he suffered 
from a rust attack. 
It was another six months before he actually had the 
opportunity to bushwack me, however. I'd been walldng 
back from the same chippy Phll Hurley had been headed to 
the night or the Homecoming, and I was carrying my mun's 
and dad's portions of egg-fried rice and a pocketful of loose 
change. 
I had to pass under the darkened subway as part or my 
journey, a prospect that always instilled in me a sense of 
dread. • .A feeling that something may be lying in wait in the 
midst of that all-pervasive gloom. Maybe something that 
had crawled out from the underground water pipes. 
Something that fed on people's pets, and maybe even larger 
prey. Something hideous equipped wtth 'four pairs of 
glowing eyes and a shiny blllclc IHJdy supported by countless 
legs' 
These fears had proved entirely groundless, or course. 
Nothing was ever waiting. The subway was always empty. 
Except on this occasion. Something most certainly was 
waiting, an ebon silhouette that pushed itself from the sUck, 
tiled waDs, and slowly made its way towards me. It hadn't 
been any imaginary, chitlnous horror, however. It had 
been Robbie Robins on. A fatter, feverish-looking version, 
maybe. But stlll the same old bully, when you got right 
down to It. This time he wanted my money (I was�t 
wearing that famous scarf, thankfully - It had long since 
been awarded pride of place on my bedroom wall), but I 
was just as determined that he wouldn't have the cash 
His speech was badly slurred, the root cause of which was 
gripped firmly In his band - a plastic bottle of 'Scrumpy 
Jaclc., 
'If you don't band it over, I'm just gonna' 'ave to take it off 
yer,' he said, visibly unsteady on his feet. 
'Then yer'll just have to take it,' I replied, hoping I 
sounded a good deal braver than I felt. 
He pushed his face into mine, just as he'd done a 
year-and-a-half earlier. 'Glz yer money,' he repeated. 
'No ch2nce.' 
'Last warnin' Glz it here, now///' 
'No way.' 
His eyes flashed momentarily with the promise of violence 
and patn. And then suddenly, tt was gone, ruckered out of 
existence like a faulty lightbulb. What replaced It was the 
mournful resignation or a man whose carried too great a 
burden all their lives. 'I love a lad who'll stand up for 
himself he said. And he leaned forward and actually kissed 
me on the cheek before walking away leaving me standing 
there unable to believe my luck. 

And people still have the nerve to ask me; 'Why does 
football mean so much to you?' 

Lee Walker. New Ferry, Merseyside 27th August, 
1998 
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New Ferry In The 
Dark Hours: 1 

'She Said, There's Something InTheWoodshed, 

And I Can Hear It Breathing .•• 

lt'sSuchAnEerleFeeUng ••• ' 

'THE DIVINE COMEDY' 

Introduction 
I guess it's fair to say thllt the nu�jorlty ofpeopk, even the 
mon outwardly sceptlcGl amonpt �a, experletu:e somdldng 
during our aU-too brief time on the planet thllt, for a 
moment at least, we deem to Ue beyond the pale of what 
piUses for everydllyretUJty. 
True, we may lllter, with the benejlt of hbublght and a 
chpna to re-consider thevalldJtyof our 'experience' (OVt!l' a 
wltislcy and soda in the COIIIJHDIY of.friDub, chured by rlcJt. 
SIUIUIIel' sllllllght or a rOIITlng log fire) dbmlu the 
whllt�lt-wtU as being either a clever hoax, sheer 
coinddnu:e, the product of a vlvld lnulglnatlon or perhaps 
most UJcezy of all, the honest misperception of the perfectly 
ordinllry. 
Comparatively few peopk however, though they IIUJ)'Wdl be 
patently honest about most other things that OCCil1' In their 
lhes, will opDII.y tUimJ1 even to thb IIIUdL Pl!l'lulps 
bectuue, aU but burial in some su.perstlllo� comer 
of our mbul, we're sctll"ed. Frightened not so lllllCh by 'the 
event' itself, as the disconcerting fact that its very 
occurrence provided, however momentllrlly, a dJrecl 
challenge to aU thllt we've come to accept a.r being the 
'nomull' scheme ofthln.gs. OUr entire bellefsyslem, built up 
over a period ofyet�n -the bridge thllt spans the Clll'efru 
days of childhood, gawlcy ado/Dcence, the (sometllnn) 
harsh-reaJJty ofadllllhood atulthe twtllghtremlnlscmces of 
old age -is suddenly shattered In the tlme it tllkes to gUmpse 
some 'strange, unearthly spacecraft' IHzthed In an 
incandescent glow, a serpentine, thirty-foot creature slowly 
rising to the surface 'of some dllrk Scottish loch,' or a 
long-delld, much-loved reiDtlve standing at the foot of the 
bed in the wee hours before dawn. .• 

Fear of the unknown's etemal powl!l' b as prevalent today 

tlS lt's ever been. 
Fear of what other, 'rlght-tlllnklng' peopk (be they go/flng 
partners, lovers, family memben or the boss at work) may 
thJnJc should such encounters with the 'otherworldly' be 
nuuJe publk knowledge, lsfar,far greater 
LJtJle wonder then tluJt peopk ciDm up when confronted by 
the 'lnexplicllble. , 
It's an utulersttmdable relldlon, and cerlldnly, I think the 
above applles to my sister, Kearry, after she ClliM j'aa to 
face with something she couldn 'tratlotudly explain, back In 
the early 1980's. 
What she saw, or thought she saw that /ong-t�go spring·; 
evening, wilS ewry bit as real to her then as it has become 
VGgUe and half-remembered now, and its 1¥1')' recollectJon 
1111d my writing oflt here, rembul.f me of how wonderfldly 

unu:ompllcllled ltwas to-be chUdren, secure In IJellefand to 
be afraid ofthe dllrlc. ..• 

I 
Ever since I can remember, my dad hu kept pet rabbltl in 
the large, do-it-yourself hutch he built at the bottom of our 
back garden. 
It's an extremely weD-fortlfted amur, wtth a soUd Umber 
frame, and strong wtre-mesh fendng containing gaps so 
small, nothing bigger than a mouse could have squirmed 
Its way through. 
The hutch (pictured on the next page ronowmg) Is actuaRy 
made up of two parts; the animals main sleeplnl quarters, 
which consUtutes a wooden box stacked with layers of 
straw, and a sb:-foot long 'play/e.xerdse' area, invariably 
piled high with raisin-like rabbit droppings. The only way 
of gaining entry to the structure la to remove the couple of 
housebricks that Ue atop the roof, pull back a covering of 
musty-smelling lino, and Uft up the two thick planks of 
wood that serve as a Ud. 
Little wonder my mother used to Joke; 'It would be easier 
for the y ank.s to get their hostages out or Iran, than break 
inside that hutch!' 
This virtual obsession with security 1112y well surprise some 
people, but I'll wager they're the sort who've never kept 
pet rabbits in their back garden. The fact is, we sometimes 
forget, with an lnsensibtUty that borders on arrogance, that 
whether we live in the midst of leafy green suburbia or the 
negelcted end of some run-down backstreet, there are stm 
an abundance of wtld predators lurldng lli the shadows or 
prowling the neighbourhood after dark. 
The fo.L The stoat. The weasel. The rat. Even that fat old 
�Eer tomcat that seems to spend Its entire existence 
curled up in a Duffy ball on next door's shed roof. Each one 
Is more than a potential threat to a species not e:uctly 
renowned (aside from Fiver, Hazel, Bigwig and the other 
ftctional heroes of 'WATERSHIP DOWN') , for their 
ftghting prowess. 
And so, my dad wisely ensured that they were well 
protected against their enemies, and never allowed their 
defences to slacken once. Espectally when, in the early 
spring of 1982, (a few weeks before a jackboot dictator 
saved an ailing Tory matriarch by invading those useless 
lumps of rock in the South Atlantic), we were all amazed to 
discover that the pair of Dutch Dwarf rabbits we'd 
acquired a few months earlier, were 1IDt in fact just a 
couple of hyper-rrtsky bucks ••• The eight tiny, sldnless 
bundles our Kearry stumbled across whilst cleaning out the 
'Sleeping QUU'ters,' one morning were temunent to that% 
My parents, not wishing to be over-run by bunnies, no 
matter how undeniably cute they were, immediately 
dedded to seperate the pair, and having (a, and if you will, 
hem) 'passed the buck' so to speak, to a close friend, they 
arranged to ftnd homes for the babies just as soon as they 
were old enough to fend for themselves. 
We were aD advised by a local 'expert' not to make too 
much fuss of the otrspring, when ftnally they emerged from 
their hay-lined nest, or else we'd Ukdy incur the mother's 
jealousy, but In all honesty, I guess lt' s fair to say that we 
didn't pay a great deal or heed to that advice. They were 
just too irreststably cuddly to admire from the wrong side 
or a wire-mesh fence. 
Over the course of the next sb: weeks, we watched in 
wide-eyed wonderment as the miniscule balls of nutr raced 
around the con1lnes of the hutch or cavorted on the 
newly-mown lawn In a carefree celebration of Hfe. ••• 

11 
I've often wondered why .tt Is that ure forever seems to 
choose the most inconsequential moments before springing 
its darkest surprises upon us. 



One minute things are rolllng along nne and dandy and 
enUrely on beml. The next you're lying In bed on a cold 
grey April morning, checking the pillow for defects, when 
the post-dawn tranqullity is suddenly shattered by the 
blood-curdlln& sound of your kid sister bawlln& her lungs 
out somewhere In the dlstance..And then you taste ice in 
your throat and a dreamy sort or terror Ooats Into the dark 
hollows of your body, u you throw bsclt the bedclothes 
and race to the window •••• 

My eyes took a few precious �onds to adjust to the 

quality of llght. At first, all I could make out was the 
tumbledown garden fence, the dark bricks or the house 
opposite, the top-most branches of a tree and a narrow 
ribbon of sky. 
I finally spotted Kearry, standing directly In the centre or 
the path that runs down the middle or the lawn, head in 
hands, her screams quietnin& to sobs that wracked her 
shoulders. 
I didn't hang around or stand on ceremony. Half-dressed, I 
charged down the stairs two or three at a time, with not the 
slightest due as to what to expect, but with all sorts of grim 
and frightening possibilltles clamouring In my mind Uke 
kids at a spoiled brat's convention. 
I ran bare-footed across the dew-soaked grass to where my 
sister remained standln&, but when I asked her what was 
wron2 all she could do was point towards the rabbit hutch, 
and burst Into tears once more. 
I had no option but to look for myself'. 
And, as bad as it undeniably wu, I have to admit that I 
couldn't help breathing an audible sigh of rellef that none 
of my darkest fean had been realised. 
One of the baby rabbits (we hadn't bothered to give them 
lndlvtdual names. They all looked so slmllar In appearance 
it was near-impossible to tell them apart) was lying Inert on 
atop a large mound or frozen droppings. It was quite 
obviously dead. The fur of its tiny, lifeless. body rippled In 
the bone-chUlln& air, and I stood star1n2, transfixed for 
what seemed Uke the longest time as I sllently pondered the 
question; 'How htulthe anlnullmet Its tleaOJ '!' 
And in retrospect, the very fad that I'd even paused to 
consider tbe matter, now seems to be one of the most 
puzzllng aspects of the whole welter of absurdities that 
were to overtake us that spring. 
I mean, how the hell could I have ever saw nt to mentally 
debate tbe tssue ••• Even for a second? 
The answer was so obvious, it almost deOes belief. 
The fact is, although the rabbits body was unmarked, with 
not the sllghtest hint of Injury, and although there was very 
little in the way of blood, and few signs that any kind or 
struggle had taken place, still the animal's head had been 
crushed as nat as the proverbial pancake. 
It was only later, recovering from the shock wtth a couple 
of mugs of steaming hot eo tree, In company with Kearry, 
(both or my parents and two younger brothers had gone 
out for the day) that I realised I'd experienced a classic 
case of my brain refu.sin2 to accept that which my eyes had 
been telling me. 
And as the cold Hght of reason (with a bit of help from the 
Ingested eafllene) began clearing the fog tbat had 
descended upon my mind, I realised something else, too. 
I'd been asking myself the wrong question, gazing 
Insensibly at that Impossibly Dat head. 
I should have been asktng not how the creature had met its 
death, but !f!!! or wlult had killed lt and ���� 

Ill 
I buried the pititol remains at the edge or the barren rose. 

garden in the misted twillght of early evening, whilst\ 

Kearry stared forlornly from the kitchen window. 
It was on my mind to tell the rest of the family what had 
happened when they eventually arrived home long after 

dark, and my sister bad gone to bed, but they seemed In 
such htgb sptrtts I was loathe to blacken their good 
humour. I elected· instead to tell them the following 
morning. 
As thin&s turned out however, I didn't need to. 
Next day, there were two more dead baby rabblts. • .Both of 
them lying roughly In the same area of the hutch as the 
previous corpse. 
Both or them huddled together as though seeking eaeh 
other's body warmth. 
Both with their heads Oattened, In exactly the same bizarre 

fashion as before. 
My dad took the losses especially badly. He bad little doubt 
as to what bad kllled the babies. 'It was the work or a 
weasel,' he announced in a voice that begged no argument. 
'A dirty, vicious, shithouse weaseL I should have known 
better. They can smell a litter a mlle away.' 
I 211ess he felt more than a fair share or 2Uflt for havin2 
provided (no matter how much we tried to assure him to 
the contrary) insuiDclent security for them. He spent the 
whole of that day searching in vain for the predator's point 
of entry. He checked and re-checked but came In for 
supper shaking his head. He'd been unable to ftnd a single 
weak spot. 
Even at this early stage, I began to harbour 2fave doubts 
concernln& my dad's conviction that any kind or llllimlll 
had been the perpetrator of these attacks. For me, there 
were several factors that didn't tally with an assault by a 
creature acting purely on lnstlnct. Aside from the fact that 
there seemed to be no way In whieh even an animal as 
supple as the weasel could have gotten In to that hutch, 
there were tbe twtn-bom mysteries or why had it only 
killed a total or three out the nine (Including the mother) 
rabbits (and In a calculating, systematic way at that. I 
mean, what were we dealing with here? A serial-kllllng 
weasel?). 
An� how on earth had it mana2ed to completely crush the 
victim's heads so that they were nothing short or paper 
thin? 
Strangely, no one else seemed too keen to ask such 
awkward questions. They simply accepted my dad's 
explanation. And who was I to argue? 
Besides, what we all agreed was of more immediate 
importance was to ensure that the surviving rabbits didn't 
suffer the same rate •••• 

IV 
Regrettably however, all of our efforts proved to be 
entirely in vain, and when, two days later, another victim 
was discovered, killed In an Identical fashion to the othen, 
my dad underwent a radical change or heart.; he began to 
share my suspicion that the killings were not the work of 
any animal, but could only be attributed to a human being, 
and a dan2"rously sick and crazy one at that. 
Contingency plans were therefore drawn up within the 
Walker household, as we embarked upon what amounted 
to a round-the-dock protection scheme for the remaining 
rabbits. 
This involved my brother Grant and I sitting at the 
bedroom window with the Hghts turned otr� right through 
the night, armed with torches and a couple of 
broom-bandies, all the better to ward otr any psychotic 
Individual who liked nothing better than to heartlessly 
slaughter other people's pets.-. 
College had been In recess for the Easter holidays by this 
time, and so we were able to keep up this nightly vilfl for 
the best part or a fortnight, but aside from one occasion 
when I thought I spied some shadowy form lurking In the 
thick bushes that line the v�ry root or the garden� (it was 
probably nothing more than a combination or tiredness and 
a trick of the moonlight), the 'stake-out' proved fruitless. 



The only consolaUon was that there were no further attacks on the rabbits, and by the Ume the green-tinged days or the 
early part or the month had given way to the verdant ruunment or its latter stages, we began to believe that whoever (or 
whatever) had been responsible for the ldlllngs had since moved on or else had elected to get their sick kicks some other 
way. 
Wbatver the truth of the matter, we became understandably complacent. We lowered our guard and abandoned our 
all-ntpt vi2ifs. With a confidence that was to prove to be hoplessly misplaced, we felt sure the threat to our pets bad 
passed. 
Any such notions were well md truly blown sway, scattered to the four winds, les� t1um twenty four hours later, when we 
awoke to ftnd that that which had chosen, for whatever reason, to visit death upon the innocent, was back with a 
vengeance. 
There were two baby rabbits lying in the 'Play Area,' their bodies untouched. Their hetub flattened. 
I averted my gaze from the by now rammar, but nonetheless patheUc sight, only to Dnd myself staring unbllnklngly at the 
concrete base of the washing line post, or more spedDcally, at the jagged wrttlng that was engraved there; the barely 
discernible signatures of both my father, and my brother, Grant. The scrawly tribute to LFC. The crude attempt at a 
five-pointed star ••• .And dominating all, the three numerical ftgures my dad had etched there for a joke after finishing 
laying the garden path, two or three years earner ••• 

Just three D2rues that went to make up a sin2)e number. 
A number afforded enormous cultural signUlcance by the 'BOok Of Revdii'IJons' and 'THE OMEN' movie series ••• 

666 
I continued to stare, as if hypnotised, and althou2h you may think I'm 2UiJty of possessin2 an over-active ima2fnation, I'm 
sure I heard the sound of far-away laughter, as neettng and ethereal as the notes of some distant melody carried on a 
warm, sirocco wind.. 

(Above): Tile supposedly 'higlt-securlty' hutclt, built by my father, at tlte bottom of our garden; tlte site ofthe slmlghtu of 
lnnocmce.. 

V 
I remember it was around about this point that Kearry made the somewhat belated suggesUon that we bring the two 
remaining babies into the house after dark. She argued, not unreasonably, that since all other avenues bad been trod 
without success, this was the only way we could be sure they'd be safe. 
l\1ost of the family agreed, she certainly got my vote, but my dad chose that precise moment to pose a quesUon that had, . 
up unUI then, faDed to occur to any of us: 
'But what if its the motlu!r that's k11ling them?' 
Now, I didn't believe that to be the case for a second. And yet, at the same time, the possibilty that there migbt be such a 
down-to-earth, logical explanaUon was more than a little appealing. Plausibly seducUve. 
Like a pollUdan's promise. 
Or a con man's sales technique. 
And almost before I knew what was happening, I was throwing in my lot with the babble of assenting voices that suddenly 
filled the air in response to the suggestion. 



'Yeah, that expert warned us not to make a fuss or the 
babies.' 'The mother must have gotten jealous and ldlled 
them all in a m or spite.' 'That's right. That would explain 
why there were no signs or forced entry.' 'Why did we 
ipore the warnings?' 'Something's gonna have to be 
done.' 'We'll have to seperate the babies from their 
mother.' 
On md on lt went. A ceaseless Utany around tbe breakfast 
table. A latter-day Tower Of Babel. And who . could 
honestly blame us. It felt as though we'd been ofTered a 
perfectly normal way out of a disUnctly abnormal situation. 
And we charged headlong towards that escape route at run 
pelt. 
We acted quickly. It was decided, rather than bring the 
babies inside our house each night, 1t would serve just as 
well to place some sort or dividing wall between the mother 
and what was left of her Utter, within the main 'Sleepin� 
Quarters.' 
In the end, my dad used a thin, but sturdy strip or metal 
shelving from our refrigerator, and lt certainly seemed to 
ftt the bill. We could now keep a close watch on the rabbits 
by day, and there was no possible way the mother could 
make any degree of physical contact once the 'barrier' had 
been inserted after sundown. 
Perhaps now, we thou�t, we could sleep a llUie easier in 
our beds, secure in the knowledge that surely nothing 
could harm the babies now •••• 

VI 
ADd just who were we trying to kid? 
The followin� mornlnL there was only one baby left alive. 
The other was dead. 
I surely don't need to tell you the method of Its death. The 
only notable difTerence was that this corpse was lying 
wltltbt the 'Sleeping Area.' And that's hardly surprising, 
seeing as how there was no exit for the brood afer we'd 
inserted the dividing section of metal the previous evening. 
There could be no more debate. 
No attempt at halt-baked explanations. 
There was only one baby left from a Utter or eight. We had 
no option but to bring it inside, out of harm's way. 
The general consensus was that we should place the animal 
in a suitable container and brin� 1t into the kitchen that 
very night. My dad overruled this suggestion however, 
arguing instead that the c:onOnes of the woodshed situated 
at the top end or the garden, would do just u well. 
And so It was, when sundown came - the last or the day a 
cold, yellowy-orange line on the western horizon - Kearry 
gently Ufted the baby out of the hutch, and put it in her old 
plastic: hamster cage. It was newly-lined with fresh straw 
and well-stocked with food and water. With due solemnity, 
she carried its new home up to the shed and placed it upon 
a table that had been cleared or its usual array of tools. 
After weighing down the tranJparent Ud or the cage with a 
couple or those, ever-dependable housebricks, and 
satisfying herself that there was no way anything, human 
or animal, could force its way in unless tt was equipped 
w1th a Do-It-Yourself burglary ktt, she bolted and locked 
the only door. 
It must have been sometime around 8:30pm (certainly, I 
recall it was virtually pitch-black outside), that my sister 
began to grow increasingly anxious about the safety or that 
sin�e rabbit. We were all seated around the ruckerin� TV 
screen watching one of our favourite comedy shows; 
'FA WLTY TOWERS' may� or 'DA VE ALLEN, ' when I 
caught sight of Kearry nervously ftdgetlng and wringing 
her hands, an expression of intense concern clouding her. 
features. I was about to ask her tr she was feeltng alright, 
when she suddenly jumped up and announced in a shaky 
voice; 'I'm just going to check on the rabbit. Pass me the 
key please, dad.' 

My rather rolled his eyes, and heaved a world-weary sigh 
as he threw the key over to her. 'Be my guest,' he smBed, 
siWdng his head. 'Your wasting your time though. No 
one's gonna break into that shed just to get at a baby 
rabbit. And besides, how would they know that we've even 
moved it in there?' 
But b1s words were lost on her. I'm not even sure tr she 
heard them, In truth. Sbe was out of tbe door so quic:k. 
I went baek to watdllng the TV afTec:tlng an air of cool 
indifTerence that I didn't really feel. To be honest, I was 
trying my damndest to Ignore the feeling of tenston ••• the 
kind you get before a stonn. •• a sense of something holding 
back. • .And for all or two minutes, I tbJnk I succeeded. 
Then, for the second Ume in a few short weeks, the air was 
rent with my sister's screaming. And although I all but 
jumped out or my skin at the banshee-like screech, I round 
that I had somehow been half-expecUn� it. 
Before any of us had a chance to run to her aid, she came 
charging through the kitchen doorway and into the Hvtng 
room as though the Hounds of Hell were at her heels, and 
it's my belief that she would have very likely kept right on 
sprinting out the front door (perhaps without pausing to 
actually open it) and legged lt up and down the streets of 
New Ferry, walling like an out-of-control ftre engine. • .At 
least tr my dad hadn't have �rabbed her by the arms and 
forced her to sit down in the nearest available chair. 
It took us some time to ftnd out the gist of what had 
happened. K.earry is normally one of the most articulate 
penons I know, but she could no more string a coherent 
sentence together than ride backwards to Loch Ness on a 
unicycle with a slow puncture 
What was immediately obvious however, was that there 
was sometblng seriously awry wttbln the c:onnnes or the 
woodshed. We ftshed out the Dashllghts, and leaving my 
mother to comfort Kearry, we stepped out into the dark. 
A raw, out-of-season wind whipped across the garden and 
buffeted around the bri�htly-llt windows, and thou�h it 
blurred our eyes with misted tears, we could dearly make 
out that the shed door stood wide open. I assumed Kearry 
had neglected to close it, so great had been ber panic. 
With a stomach c.rawling with insects too crawly to be 
butterflles, I desperately tried to steel myself for whatever 
awaited us 1n the woodshed. •• 

But when we shone our torchUght beams into the morass of 
gibbering shadows that ftlled the Interior, we falled to nod 
anything amiss. There was no sign of any structural 
damage. No sign that anything was missing. No sign or any 
intrusion. And, best of all, the baby rabbit was still very 
much alive. We watched it hopping around merrily, and 
shook our heads at Kearry's vivid imagination. With a 
mental shrug of the shoulders, I turned to head back into 
the house, but I was stopped by a cry of surprise from 
Grant, as be suddenly exclaimed; 'Hang on a minute. 
There is somelhing missing here, look!' 
I followed b1s gaze, and for a moment I didn't have a clue 
what he was talldng about. • .And then I saw what he was 
referrin� to. 
It was nothing overly dramatic. 
But lt was an tndic:atton that perhaps Kearry's mind hadn't 
been playing trieka on her, after all. 
It was simply this; the two housebricks that had been 
placed atop the plastic cage cover were no longer there. 
They were both on the ftoor, several yards from the cage. 
They couldn't possibly have fallen otr by themselves. So 
unless Kearry had upset them, whether by accident or for 
some unknown purpose. ••• 

After having replaced the bricks in their original position, 
we locked the shed door and went back inside to see tr my 
sister had recovered her wits sumctently to be able to tell 
us what had happened. 
It turned out that she indeed had. 



But wben she'd tbdshed telling- us what she- believed she'd 
seen, I found myself wishing to God that she stayed 
silent. ••• 

VII 
The minute ahe' d stepped into the abed, abe had 
instinctively lau1wll something was very wr�ng. 
There was a thick, heavy atmosphere about the place that 
had nothing to do with the dank odoun of old paint, 
sodden carpets, and rotting wood that assailed her nostrils. 
Nor the fact that her torch batteries were so low the llght it 
gave off barely penetrated the pe"astve gloom. It was If 
she'd stepped Into a dreamscape realm of waking 
ntptmare. 
For some reason, she didn't simply turn and head back Into 
the warmth and comforUng reassurance of the house, 
though. Instead, she remained endly wbere she wu, 
playing the thin pencll beam of watery light acrosa the 
walls and groaning shelf-stacks. Heavy with the combined 
weight of the myriad tins of emulsion and creosote. 
Tool-ldb and piles of dirty oil cloths. Bottles of turpentine 
and anctent home-brew. What she was looking for exactly, 
she couldn't say, either now nor then. •• What she did state 
for certain however, is that it was the curious scraping 
sound emanating from the direction of the table upon 
whidl the rabbit-cage wu perdled, that drew her attention 
back to the whole point of her being there in the first place. 
A shumtng ••• So soft in the dark. •• 

Her lntlal thought was that the thing croudled between the 
two housebricks was an exceptionally large rat. 
It was only when a sudden shaft of moonlight, peering 
through a gap In the ragged clouds, boosting the 
increasingly weak illumination provided by the pocket 
torch, that its true nature could be perceived. ••• 

She saw it was actually a two-foot hi2h creature, crooked 
and bent, and draped In an all-enveloping cloak that · 

obscured most of its features. 
She could make out the contours of its face just ftne 
though. It was the face of an aged crone or an impossibly 
old man. The skin resembled weather-worn leather, it was 
so heavily wrilllded. But its eyes, set either side of a huge, 
bulbous nose, warty and Uned wtth an tntrtcate network of 
black-looking veins, were bright and niled with a malignant 
Intelligence. 
It stared, favouring her with a hideous, lop-sided grin, 
revealing a set of teeth, jagaed and decayed...And with 
chunks of rancid-smelling meat dangling between the gaps. 
But what had her running from the shed in uncontroUable 
fear was the sight of that which it held In one gnarled, bony 
hand. •• 

A lump hammer. 
Thick and powertul-looldng. Its nWiet darkly stained and 
dotted with strips or monochrome tar mixed with tiny 
pieces or shining white bone. ••• 

VIII 
or coune, none of us seriously believed Kearry had seen 
any such thing. 
My guess was that she had been correct In her original 
estimation. That she'd encountered nothing more exottc 
than an ordinary, everyday rat, In admittedly, rather 
unusual circumstances. A vivid imagination and a poor 
quality of ll2flt had done the rest. The rather sUcky 
problem or how the creature had 2otten Into the shed was 
'solved' by my supposition that it may In fact have already 
been hiden somewhere insil:k before the door was locked. 
I think it's fair to say, we were eadl convinced beyond 
doubting of this, or some similar, logical theory. 
And yet ••• 

When it was unaminously decided it might very weD be 
advisable to bring the rabbit Indoors to ensure Its 

protection from 'marauding rats,' and we traipsed back­
outside to coDed the cage, we found, to our horror, that 
the housebricks were back on the shed Door, the perspex 
lid had been pushed ajar, the exercise wheel (a remnant 
from the time my sister had kept a couple or pet hamsters), 
was 2ently splnniD2 on its side, looldnt for all the world 
like some bizarre instrument of medieval torture. •• 

And tbe 1ut 1urvtving baby rsbblt wu lying dead with its 
head enuhed. 
Flattened Impossibly thin, as though it had been struck a 

single, powerfol blow with a blunt, heavy object. • .A lump 
hammer, for example. 

IX 
We never did ftnd out the truth of wut happened to that 
Innocent, ulUmately defenceless litter. 
That didn't stop the theories abounding like free-falling 
confetti at a wedding, however. Despite the fact that eadl 
and everyone only threw up more questions than answers. 
And the most preposterous theory of all, was of course, 
that propounded in the wake of what my sistermay or may 
not have seen lurldng tn the woodshed, one night tn late 
Aprll. 
Such things simply don't exist this side or a horror writer's 

fiction or some half-heard faerie tale from far-off 
childhood. 
Demons. Dwarves. Elves. Goblins. They've aD since long 
been consigned to the dustbin of discredited superstition 
and folk-belief. If you put your ears to that door, you 
could hear the winds of madness blowing outside. 

And yet..Jn January, 1905, at Binbrook Farm, near 
Msrket Rasen, Lincolnshire, 'somdhing' ldlled 255 

chickens in a particularly horrible way. Despite a constant 
watch on the henhouse, whenever the Interior came to be 
examined, four or five of the birds would be dead. And 
they were all ldlled In the same way; the skin around the 
neck, from the head to the breast had been pulled otr, and 
the windpipe drawn from its place and snapped. •• 



Neither the culprits or thetr stck mottve were ever 
discovered. 

And yet • .  Durtng 1919, in Llanelly, Wales, 'something' 
entered hutches and broke the backs of a litter of rabbits. 

And yet .. In the late 1940's, at Alphamstone, Sussex, a 
famtly llvtng at Sycamore Farm, bred cbtckens that were 
kept In a paddock surrounded by strong wire, buried 
several feet under the earth. 
The doors were firmly padlocked. 
But when the family were awakened by the noise of their 
poultry, the farmer saw a 'greyhound' moving through the 
chtcken huts in the centre of the paddock. He raised his 
gun and ftred, but it simply diftppeared through the 
netting and Into a nearby hedgerow. A meticulous search 
faDed to ftnd any point of entry. The farmer was positivce 
the entire enclosure was both dog, fox proof, even 
man-proof. 

And yet. .. In 1954, in Caracas, Venezuela, a man named 
Gustavo Gonzalez, swore bUnd he was attacked by a 'hairy 
dwarf' with glowing eyes. He stabbed it, but the knife had 
no effect. 

And yet .. In the Orkney Isles, otr the Scottish coast, the 
headless corpses of over thirty seals were found on various 
beaches. To add to the mystery, the heads had been 
removed with a virtual surgiw precision .•• 

AND YET. .. 
And yet. .. The truth is, I haven't got a clue as to exactly 
�lult happened to our brood of baby rabbits all those years 
ago. I only know that whatever was responsible for the 
ldlllngs, may weD lie outside the 'normal' boundaries of 
human experience. 
Aside from the actual logistics of anything breaking into 
the hutch in the ftrst place, there Is the added problem of 
mottve. •• Or, to be more precise, the lack of one. 
Only my sister, Kearry, can shed (absolutely no pun 
intended) any further degree of light on the matter .•• 

Except she CDn 't. 
Remember what I was saying earlier about how people 
suddenly confronted with (for want of a better term) 'The 
inexpUcabl�' can sometimes ftnd it very diMcult to adjust 
and come to terms with what they've seen., heard and 
experienced. 
So much so, that they simply clam up, rather than admit to 
themselves that they've just been a reluctant witness to 
something that dennttely doesn't nt In with their beUef 
pattern. 
Well, this Is just such an instanctt where the above certainly 
seems to be more than applicable. Kearry now refuses, 
threatened by her own blades of belief and memory, to 
relate to any suggestion that she may have seen a 'gobUn 
armed with a lump hammer,' clearly intent upon wreaking 
havoc upon the baby rabbit in our woodshed. •• 

She dentes all knowledge of ever havtng encountered 
anything stranger than a large, common or garden rat. 
And what's more, she denies it Cldel'gor/cQJlvl!! 
But you'll excuse me, I'm sure, if I ten you I still remember 
the expression of sheer horror on my sister's face that 
terrible night. The genuine honesty refieded in her eyes as 
she described what she then beUeved she had seen, and that 
I still sutrer from bad dreams in which hideous, grinning 
dwarves dance upon a mound of concrete inscribed with 
the number; 666 ••• A blood-stained hammer in one daw-like 
hand •.• A cluster of shattered baby rabbit skulls in the 
other ••. 

Lee Walker, 10th October, 1994 
(This article first appeared in the now 
out-of-print 'DEAD OF NIGHT' Issue 2) 
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Free FaC[ In Crimson : 

A meteor shower that takes Ume out to llovel'. 
Now there's a thing!! !  
9111 Mlll'ch, 1998. Nortllem Cllll.fornllz, USA. 'San Jose 
Mercury News' 

.. ,. On Sunday, March 1Sth, this year, a group or 
meteoroids called the Vlrgtnlds were held to be responsible 
for a veritable Dood of UFO reports lk'om right across 
Southern England. 
PoUce and coastguards were tnnundated with calls lk'om 
worried witnesses, as a stunning series or Dashes and 
smoke trails criss-crossed the dark skies and the sound or 
rumbling explosions reverberated for miles. 
Many mistook the meteors for being everytldng lk'om 
dlltrea flares lk'om a ship in dire atraitl, to genuine UFO's, 
but the teams or 'experts' were soon rushing to the rescue 
with their saddW or explanations IIUll'ked; 'MIUidlllle A.lld 
RDtlolllll. , 
They pointed out that the Vlr&Jnids reach the Earth every 
Spring, and that the celestial display would be visible for 
weeks. Tbe sightngs had been particularly dramaUc due the 
fact that there' d been a full moon and crystal-dear skies. 
The Brtxlwn Coastguard ln South Devon claimed that it 
bad taken up to 30 calls reporting red distress Dares in an 

• area lk'om Exmouth to beyond Plymouth. 

Meteor Showers 

BlaiDed For Recent 
Spate Of UFO Sightings 
Is it just me, or does there seem to have been a m.arked 
increase in tbe number or meteor-inspired UFO sighting• or 
late? Come to that, does anyone else out there share my 
impression that there seems to be lot more accounts or 
all-types or what the scientists and astronomers assure us 
are perfectly 'natural, celestial' phenomena? 
Hell, maybe it Is just me, sllppln2 into conspiracy cover-up 
mode, faster than you can say 'Lotle Glllllftllll. ' 
But aD the same, it's kind or bard to shake the notion that 
som«<ttltg unusual is going on in the sides above our 
planet. •• Read the following, (necessarily) brief sample 
featured below and dedde for yourself •••• 

On 8th March, 1998, at appromnately 6pm, a bright green 
DrebaD was spotted Dying over Placerville, California. A 
few minutes after the inUal stghUng, the 'fireball' was seen 
over Sacremento, the state capitaL Motorists were so 
amazed by the stpt that they stopped their cars and 
alighted for a closer look. 
Press reports stated that; 'Trfi/Jic 011 1ntentJite (HlgJiway 
80) betwull Davln IUid Dlxoa slowed to a lllllt tU 1110ttJrlsts 
stopped to wtltcJI tile object. M1111y drlvt!rs nwuttpe11 tile 
Call.fomJilmghway PatrolwiJJJ pllone Clllb, but the control 
tower at Saaemento Airport IMistell t1u1t no plllnD were 
reportedtu bebagmlsslng. ' 
In Monterey, llS miles south of San Francisco, the same, 
or a very similar &reen ftrebaU was sipted hovertna over 
the ,bay. 
A coastguard spokesman said that; 'It wtu ju3t gettlng dllr/c 
IUUliUUi everybody WIU fiiCJng tills dJrectJoa }lut 1U the SUIJ 
was goillg down. It was tile ldllg of all meteor sltowen.. ' 

'It wtu obviously quite a severe meteorite sllower, ' one of 
those ubiquitous, eternally faceless spokesmen was quoted 
as saying. 'We IJCiuiiJly saw o��e over our own Cotutgwzrd 
stlltlon. Tllere wtu a brlgiU jllull ofwlliU llgiU w1t11 a bllng 
and so���e smoke. Itwtu /lJce a very blgWDJ! ldgltjlreworlc. ' 
Meteorologist Dr Richard Porter, who haill lk'om 
Kingsbrldge, South Devon, told how be saw a trall or light 
across the sky. 
'It WG.J IJU a roclcet wlllcll broke up Into jive or six p1eca 
tUUl dba;ppeared, but tiJere WIU a smoke cloud tiJat 
rentlllned for ten mllulte3. I also llelll'tl IHings IIIUl 
nunblbags for two ortllrunalnlltes. 
'I bdleve lt wtu a meteor a foot or so aaoss at about 18 to 
30 miles up In tile s/cy. Tills Is COIIIJHII'atlve/:y low In our 
atnunplu!re, IDIIltllelowesti�.run. •.. And here he adds, 
maybe just a tad tellingly; It 11141}' lulve beea a pie« of 
qace debris, 111111 not a true meteorite. 
21stMIZI"ch, 1998. SollthemEngllllul. 'DAILY MAIL '  

• • •  And just a week or  so later, in the early houn or 
Friday, March 17, a remarkably similar mysterious 
explosion made up of a bluish white Hght, and accompanied 
by a roaring sound, illuminated the heavens west or the 
Islands of Hawaii. At appro.Dm.ately 1:10am, this 
'explosion' was seen by dozens of witnesses at Waimea, 
Watalua and Kawalloa Beach, as well as on HawaU itself. 
Accordin& to local press reports, a pHot for 'Aloha 
Airlines,' saw not just the explosion, but - a bright object, 
whllst he was Dying. A reporter stated that the witDesl wu 
obvlo1U9' l'et'J' excited IDUimotled by the experleacL He sllld 
tile object � wlthbt two mlln of Ills Cl'llgo pilule IIIUl llt 
up the entire sky. 'He said jtlrlher that 1t created tlll illcretUe 
In temperiiiiU'e thatWtu felt by everyo��e In the cabin. ' 
Bck on terra Drma, another witness, Lana Kirkwood, was 
sitting in her Hvtng room, unable to sleep, reading a book 
when suddenly, 'tile wluJ/4 slcy lit up - 11  blgj'/llslt ofwlliU 
Ugllt tJult /Juted about tllru secotub, ' and was quickly 
followed by a huge rumbling, like a thunderbolt; 'buttllere 
WGI IIOIItorlll. ' 
The earth-shaking roar lasted for an estimated four to ftve 
seconds, and during that fleeting/endless period, Mrs 
Klrkwood felt sure that tbe source must be either 'an 
etl11Jiqllllke or a volcllno about to explotU!. ' 
The Hawaiian poUce said that the Hgbt, which was seen in 
all districts of the island, made the nlgbt sky as bright as 
day. 



The U.S. Coastguard were qutck to dlsml.ss tbe 
phenomenon as being nothing more than a 'blg meteor. ' It  
added that it had 'determined the source ofthe Ught ajler 
an JnvestlgatJon. , 
19th March, 1998. HawaJllln Islllnds. 'WEST HAWAH 
TODAY' 

***  And them there was tbe case of a retired insurance 
manager named David Lee, who's house was shook to its 
foundations by a deafening crash as his roof Ules were 
shattered, by a 4lb lump of rock which bounced onto his 
garden path. 
'1 can only assume it's a meteorite, ' Dsvtd, aged 57, later 

said as he clutched the mysterious object in his hand, whilst 
he stood in the garden or his semi-detached home in 
Bripton's Sussex neipbour, Hove. 
'It's coloured blllck and looks JJJce a piece oftllrnulc built's 
much hardo than that. It's ILfl qu.JU an iluiDitallon in my 
roof. I called the poll« to tell them because I dJdn 't know if 
ttwu neces:�ary to regbter or record lnsttuu:es JJJce thu, ' 
Mr Lee further stated that he and hls wtre were about to 
retire to the bedroom a Uttle after midnight when he heard 
the Impact. 
'I thought, "God, what's happened'! "  I was In the Uvlng 
room so I /oolced straight out of the window but there was 
no one around. 
' I /oo/ud arowul ouultU to su lf anyotu W4.f lurldng in 
the gardell but there wasn 'L I thougltt someotu wa.t 
chllclcing things at the hotut:. 
'When I went out 1t was lying on the pathway. I thought, 
"hang on a minute., it must be a meteorite. '' 
'I don 't think anyone cou/Jl have thrown something that 
heavy on to the top of the house and CIIUSed the tl1es to 
bntllc. , 
Retired policeman John Cla.rke, a representaUve of the 
UFO organisation 'Quat IlltenullloiUil, '  wu quoted as 
saying; 'Meteorites are tuiUiily small particles. 

'It's rather UIUUIUilfor something ofthls stu to come down 
-they uslllllly bum up In the lltltUnphere. 
'But there Is always the possiblllty that it cou/Jl be 
IIUIIJ-nuule rubbish -there are about 30,000 objects In space 
and they've llllgotto come down somDime. ' 
4th May, 1998. Hove, Near Brlgltton. 'DAILY EXPRESS' 

***  On the night or Thursd:ty, 11th June, there was 
another deluge of 'meteorite' reports humming down the 
wires from the coastline of Britain, though this time, the 
stpUngs were not just conftned to the southern hal1 or the 
country, but were witnessed as far north as my home 
county of Merseyside. 
The eyewitness testimony was markedly similar to that of 
the 'Virginid sighttngs' of three months earlier, and on this 
occasion video evidence was obtained and subsequently 
screened on national TV. I happened to be taldng a break 
from my job at Roberts Moore Nlcholas Jones Solicitors 1n 
New Ferry, the afternoon following the sighttngs, and 
tuning into the ITV lunchtime bulleUn was amazed to see 
footage of what appeared to be a huge glowing sphere shot 
in broad daylipt, hovering above some farmer's fteld. I 
wasn't sure that they hell it was, but it sure looked 
absolutely nothing like a meteor, even to my untrained 
eyes. The sequence was over almost before I had chance to 
register what I was seeing, and thought I watted patiently, 
through several subsequent news broadcasts, video tape at 
the ready, I never caught sight of it again. 
Later that evening, during 'NEWS AT TEN, 'they dld show 
some footage of a far -less spectacular �rtal display of 
what were quite clearly meteorites or some other sort of 
space debris, streaking across a pitch-d2rk sky. 
They looked absolutely nothing like the objeet featured 
earlier •••• 

I don't want to sound like an incurable paranoiac with a 
beadtull of conspiracy theories, but just the same, I can't 
help wondering 1f the pictures of that massive, surreal 
-looking ovoid, weren't hun1edly withdrawn from 
syndicate circulation by some 'higher authority' who, 
fuming ftt to bust over their having been screened at an, 
had burned the ears of the director responsible. ••• 

Sound far - fetched? 
Sure it does. •• 

It's all nought but wild speculation with not a hint of 
substance, and should be dismissed out of hand as being 
entirely baseless and not a Uttle ridiculous. •• just like the 
stories of Uttle phone bugs infesting the ofllces of the DNC 
in '72, swapping weapons for hostages on some hostile 
Middle Eastern border, the countless, nameless victims of a 
phantom combat 'syndrome,' shipping arms to remote, 
third world countries run by Un pot dictators and an 
'over-friendly' hug on the White House Lawn. ••• 

'And the Dear Sweet Bird Of Truth, just flew 
for pastures new •••• r 

***Finally, for this issue at least, as recently as 1Oth July, 
hundreds of bemused witnesses were once more jamming 
emergency switchboards as yet another 'meteor shower' 
traversed the increasingly congested heavens. 
The majority or the reports or flares, explosions, and 
weird, darting Ughts were made shortly after llpm, and 
seemed to have endured for over an hour. The pDot of a 
high-Dying aircraft stated that he had spotted what 
appeared to be a huge explosion over the Isle Of Man. 
While the Ughts could be seen all the way from Scotland to 
Cornwall, the largest number of calls came in from the 
North-West ofEngland. 
Liverpool coastguard Jerry Barker said their tbr�strong 
staff fended otr phone calls for more than an hour. 
And admidst the gamut of the almost reassuringly famillar, 
here was something new •••• Many reported lights taking on 



Liverpool coastguard Jerry Barker said their three-strong 
st2lT fended otr phone C2lls for more than an hour. 
And amidst the gamut of the almost reassuringly famWar, 
here was something new ••• .Many reported lights seemingly 
taldn& on the appearance of recognizable letters and 
numbers •• .A bemused Mr Barker was quoted as saybl& 
that; 'We htul all lcbub of repom, ePDa tJull there was a 
1dtn Z ba tit� sky. 
No aircraft wa.t mlssbtg or � But it t1J11H!!11rS it wat 
mostprobably11metetn' shower. 
'It appears to have been pretty spectacular beci:Ulse we htul 
ClllJs from as far away as SoiiJh-West Scotlluul, the Isle Of 
Man andthewholeoftheNorth-Wm ' 
Another airline pllot who later landed at a Midlands 
airport, reported seeing a large meteorite entering the 
atmosphere when he was tlyblg to Britain from France. 
He too said that it's trail on occasion seemed to form into a 
shape resembling letten. ••• 

11th July, 1998. North-West Of Englllnd. 'LIVERPOOL 
ECHO' 

Against The Darker 
Threat Of Night: 

Black Helicopters Whirl 
Into View . . .  

SlghUngs or these disconcertingly slnlster atrcrart, 
sometimes appearing stngularly, more often materialising 
in the aftermath of a 'more-tradltonal-type' of UFO 
encounter, were making tbe news again earHer tbls year. 
On March 24th, at 7:30pm, Peter Gann was approacbJnE 
the last mini-roundabout on Stratbaven county road Jn 
East Knbride, Scotland, when be saw; '11 cllopper tJull wiJS' 
visibly biJJdc an4 hoverlllg over the jfdd6 IIIUl ftu:torla 011 
the aretL It htul the shape of 11 - don't llulgh - 'Alrwol/' 
chopper on TV andwiJS' either dluk grey or bllu:lc In cololll'. ' 
Two months prior to this slghUng, a man halllng from 
Greenhllls, reported that be too bad seen 'a lllrge blilck 
hdlcopter, thllt was only a hundred yartb away from my 
window. I coulll see the rotor blildes quite clellrly. It was 
big. It WIJS bllu:Jc. And lt did have IIIUUIUII.llghtlng. ' 
Meanwhile, acrou tbe water in the USA, on lnd February, 
a UFO was said to have been stalked by a mysterious, 
UlliiW'ked chopper over a farm in Iowa. 
At about 10pm, Susan Landers, SO, her daughter Melissa 
Edgewick, 27, and son Mlchael, 20, were at the famlly farm 
near Sioux City, when Melissa 'lu!llrd the sowul of}t!B but 
did not see them. I thm helll'd a hlgh-pltclled hum, but 
IJfllJba I could not lociiU tile source oftlte 110ue. 

'Next, 11 t/Qr/c-coloured ltdlcopter Cllllle over the hoiUe at 
leu than 50fi1Jidtutk , 
She later told represenatlves from MUFON, (Mutual UFO 
Network) that the craft had a very large motor and was 
enUrely devoid of markings. 
When the aircraft was directly overhead sbe could feel the 
house vibrate and, standing on the balcony, she could 
clearly see 'two while Jlghts - one lit each end 11114 a red 
llght ba tile IIJJdJlk. � I war aware of tlte gri!DI llght 
requirement oll lllrcraft, I speclflclllly looluul for }IUt sucll 11 
Ught. Butthenwat none on the 'copter. 
After the chopper left, all three of IU watched through 11 
JHlb' of btnocullln, a bright orange IHill iiUJVe from tlte t!IUt 
to the south-west 11114 then to tile north-west of our 
residence. At one point, the ball stopped, then moved back 
once more tothesoiiJh-west. ' 

On Friday, 13th March, various witnesses on Brtngle 
Ferry Road saw a black chopper hov�rtng over the area 
where local resident Thomas Moon spotted a triangular 
UFO on the night of 30th January. 
Various Solll'ces, but mostly coiU"tesy of George Filer lit 

· 'MqJontllr' @lloL com 

Cattle Mutilations In Canada 
Although I'm Jn tun agreement with KevJn McCiure (the 
highly-respected researcher and Editor of tbe consistently 
excellent 'ABDUCTION WATCH, ' ) when be says that be 
considers anbnal mutilation cases to be quite simply the 
most tut1eu form of 'Paranormal phenomena,' I feel 
somewhat duty-bound to indude reporta, such as the 
roOowtng, if only for the sake of completeness ••• 

A cow was found dead and muUlated in February of this 
year at the rarm of George Glersc:h near Dawson Creek,­
Brltlsh Colombia, Canada. 
Giersch discovered the animal lying Jn a pool of blood with 
its tongue missing, half its face stripped to tbe bone and a 
deep slash across its chest. Glersch was quoted as saying; 
��� bu:blo11 to the cow's jaw wa.t too precbe to be CIIIISed 
by IJ predslor. ,  
There were no trace of any tracks left in the surrounding 
snow, and Glersch left the carcass exactly where it was for 
several days. 
'No anlnuJl came near lllllll the flJih day, when blrtb began 
to IJIIul on it. And tlull ln ltse/1' Is a trifle odJI. •• There's a 

llzrge coyote C01IIIIIIIIIity here. , . 

Local press reports stated that Royal Canadian Mounted 
Police and Alberta omctm conduded that the cow died a 
natural death and then simply became food for predators, 
and or course, there· is Isn't the slightest hint of any UFO 
illvolvement. I've only included this account here at aD 
because I was stumped as to where else I cou/4 Include lt. 
15th March, 1998. Brltlsh Colomblll, CIIIUIIIIL 'THE 
01TOWASUN' 

American Survey Reveals 
Mass Acceptance Of ET Life 

Most American citizens readily accept that there ls 
intelligent ure on other planets, (although they don't say too 
much about the posslblllty or it existing on our OWII) and 
some even believe that tb1s ET -life, whatever form lt may 
take, is likely to be vastly superior to we puny humans. 
The result of a study by the Marist Institute For PubUc 
Opinion, was made public late last year, and for Paul 
Horowttz, a professor or physics at Harvard, it comes as 
no surprise; 'The pub/le love:J thl.t stuff. They lllwtJYS have. ' 

Paul directs a project that operates a lSO mllllon-c:hannel 
receiver llsten1ng for signals from space. 
Brim Welch, a spokesman for NASA, was equally blase 
about the findings; 'It coulll be the Amerlclln people are 
taking two 11114 two and coming upwlthfour. ' 
What apparently pleased the space community was the 
respo11.1e to tbe question; 'Do you tllbak tlaere u bJUJJlgDit 
llfe on other p1Dnet3 ?' 
Stny per cent of those asked replied in the atftrmaUve. 
Martst researchers tben asked those who said yes if they 
thought ure on other planets is 'more, less or about as 
lntdllgmtas h1U111111 llfeonEII11h. ' 
On that question more than 47 per cent of repsondents said 
that they tboupt extraterrestrial life was more Intelligent, 
13 per cent said less intelligent and 40 pe cent said it was 
about the same. 
By a margin of 86 to 14, people said they thought galactic 
neighbours are friendly rather than hosdle. 



Despite thJs postttve vtew Of the posstbuty Of Ufe OD Other 
planets, the survey round Americans to be curiously 
divided on spending for the space program. 47 per cent 

· said that the US government was spending too much, 43 
per cent said that the funding was just about ript, and 10 
per cent said it was too low. 
The telephone survey was conducted between October 
5th-7th, and MBUt questioned 935 adults by phone. The 
results had a margin or error or 3.5 percentage Points. 
Broken down by age, people from 18 through to sb:ty years 
or age were strongly supportive or the Idea or Ufe OD other 
planets. But people older than sb:ty rejeded the Idea by a 
margtn of 67 to 33. 'Th� subject ha move4 11 /ot  Ill just���� 
lllst couple of Jelll'S, '  said Louis Friedman, execuUve 
director of the Planatery Sodety, whose 100,000 members 
are strong advocates of continuing research into the 
posstbillty or nre in outer space. 
16111December, 1997. USA.. 'THEBOSTONGLOBE' 

Earth Vs The 
Flying Triangles? 

One or the most dramatic UFO cases we've come across, 
assuming even lud.f or the details are true, Is undoubtedly 
that said to have occurred on tbe evening of March 24th, 
1997, over the Peak District or Shemeld. 
The. basis of the story surrounding the inddent concerns a 
dogftght between six Tornado jets and a triangular UFO 
that resulted in one of the interceptors being downed and 
forced to crash land in a reservoir. 
The mllltary authorities, were of course, quick to deny that 
any such thing had happened, and despite the plethora or 
clviUan eyewitness testimony (including a reference by 
'NORTHERN UFO NEWS' Editor Jenny Randles, that 
she'd seen a large amount or air tramc in the sides that 
night) concerning a couple or sonic boomslexplostons and 
the stghttng of a mysterious triangular-shaped craft, the 
oMdal explanation; namely that a ftreball had collided with 
a small airplane, was quleUy accepted by just about all and 
sundry. 
That was unUI early Aprll this year, when a combination of 
intrepid invesUgaUon by Dave Clarke or BUFORA, local 
MP Helen Jaclcson and newspaper; 'THE SHEFFIELD 
ST� 'forced the RAF to concede that there wu certainly 
more to this case than they were earner prepared to 
admit. •• 

Following revelations in the press that the RAF had 
conducted a low-altitude tratnlng exerdse that nlpt and 
had indeed taken part in what amounted to a massive 
aor-and-ground search for a purported missing aircraft, 
Mn Jacluon submitted a 111t ot potentially embarrauing 
question� about the incident to the MoD. 
On 7th April, John Spellar, Under-Secretary of Defence, 
sent Mn Jackson this response to her diUgent enquiries; 
'It I& not posslble 12 molltlu llj'ler tll� dllte Ill quatlon to 
stllte precisely wller� mJJJIIIry IICilvltles were IJeliJg Clll'rlell 
out Recortb Jcept show only 111111 lllrcrlljl were tiUired to 
C1117'J out low-flying over the Peak Dlfirld bdwem 2030 
IIIUI 21 07 on the evening ill questlo11. No Jow-levd.flylng is 
pD'IIIiiUd owr tJu SllqJWd 11r1Nua are�� or 1111y otltB lftll}or 
COIUII'batlon. , 
As the equaDy diUgent M.s Randles points out, the UFO 
sighUngs would have been about 20 minutes after this. 
What has also emerged ls the fact that Instruments at the 
University or Edinburgh recorded two mysterious sonic 
booms in the Shemetd area. 
The May/June 1997 issue of 'UFOMAGAZINE'states that 
witnesses of the UFO described theobject as being a huge 

trtangular-shaped craft 'tlult ]HISSed directly overlletlll 111 
300 feet Ill 9:30pm. Tile crlljl hlld plnktfh-co/oured Ugllls 
around Ita curved edges and 11 blJnldng blue light on th� 
llllllenlde IIIUllJt up the street bright liS dlly. ' 
The object emttted a noise that droned 'like 1111 declrlc 
sub61atio& , 
Jenny says that, according to the reports she's received, 
three minutes after the UFO new over, two milltary jets 
very audtbly followed its path. Closely followed by two 
more. 
Since 24th March, rumours have ctrcutated, mostly on the 
Internet, that an air-batUe took place between the UFO 
and the Tornado's resulUng in one of tbe jet's suffering the 
rate previously alluded to. The UFO then Oed into the 
nether rezjons of space. 
Following the exchange of letters between Under-Secretary 
of State Spellar and Mn Jacklon, Dave Clarke interviewed 
Alan Pattilon of the MoD's 'UFO Desk' and hia deputy, 
Squadron-Leader Tom Manning of the RAH. 
The two men apparently conftrmed 'tile pllmes OIJVOlved Ill 
���� lllddent wer� two TortUIIlo GRl Strike alrcrlljl wlllc/J 
wer� operating from the IHu� at RAF Mlll'hlllll on 11 
pn-bool:.«l lllld � /ow-lnJel trtlbJblg ai!I'Cise I1Vt!r 
the Pellk Dl&trlct.. Thae Tortlllllo's wen the type IUed on 
bombing mbslotu Ill the Glllf'War, IIIUl are notflghters that 
would be:scrllmbled for an Intercept. 
'They llbo tulmltted t1u1t other T017UIIIos liiUI buleell J11guor 

jlghlen from other NATO blUes took part ill th� nlght-tlme 
sortie, which lncbuled night-tlme flYing at_11 mlnbnllm 250 
feet 11lttttqde over���� molllllllbu west ofSh�Jlldd. ' 
UFO researcher Mu Bums has claimed that tbe triangular 
mystery object wu tracked on radar at 9:55pm, that night 
by the Royal Signals Unit at the RAF Lynton-Upon-Ouse 
base, near York. 
Clarke was quoted as saying; 'The MoDIRAF's CIIITt!lll 
position is tiUJt th� two sonle booms recorUd 111 21:32 111Ul 
22:06 by Edinburgh tlult night renudn lllleXpllllned. They 
cllllm ���� low-flYing exercls� wa over Jlfty milultes befor� 
tiles� sonic events wer� recorded liiUl SIIJ' that they have no 
record oflhem attll� � oftll� exercise. ' 
Pattlson and Manning have gone on record as saying; 'We 
dJd 1101 chae a UFO, IIIUl there laM beDt no COW!I'-IlJ'· We 
re:spotuled to a request by the poUce to help search for a 
cralled lllrcrlljl iUUl sent 11he/Jcopter fromRAFL«onjldd. 
w� don 't know what ClliiSed ����sonic events, liiUI Ill� whole 
tlllllg 18 a ilfyStery to tu, too' 
Clarke was also able to reveal that the air-and-ground 
search involved 200 poUce, ftre and milltary reserve 
personnel, who covered an area or 40 square mlles around 
Bolsterstone, South York.shtre. The heUcopter from RAF 
Leconfteld was a Westland Sea King HAS Mk 6, whtch 
assisted the West Yorkshtre police chopper in the search. 
PealcDistrlct, Sh�jJleld,Sollth Yorkshire. Vlll'lousSources. 

Brief Ufological Snippets 
*** A various selection or tradtUonal disc-shaped UFO's 
were satd to have overnown Fortaleza, the largest city ID 
Brazil's Ceara state, on at least three seperate occasions 
last February. 
Witnesses described a 'white object Ill th� form of two 
inverted trapezoids with rounded edges IUUI two blue Ughts, ' 
'a w.ry big, spllerklll object, ' and a 'lumiiJous wldte point 
that llller � 1111 object ofdbcoldlllfoma. ' 
At least some or the UFO's were captured by TV vtdeo 
cameras, although we've yet to the footage. 
1 7th  Felmulry, 1998. Celll'll Stllte, BriiVL 'JOURNAL DO 
POVO' 

*** A glowing UFO wu sighted in the sides over Bermuda 
on 7th March, thts year. 



The vast majortty of tbe accounts came from the south slde of the Island, 1n Warwtck, Smttb's, Devonshire and Paget. One 
witness described the object as 'aredUghttraveJJJng etUt. '  
Dozens of other witnesses elected to call the police to report mysterious lights hovering over the island between 7:45 and 

· 8pm, local time. The local press included the account of one Jean Plath, who stated; '1 was wallrlng down Mlddk Rollll 
when I saw a huge object, a.r big as a stlldbun arDUJ Ught. At jlnt it loolwl /JU a helJcopter with a Setll'chllght. I couldn 't 
say how high up it was, but itwasn 't tllat lligh.. It war rully whit�! 111111 h.lld a slwJI ofiJght coming down. 
'Then it }lut evaporated. It tumed 111to two hazy Ugllts tllld took ojjinto tile aJr. Then something even !ltl'tlllger IIIIJIPDied; I 
looked across the street tllld th.erewcu tllb sort ofplnk hau: everywhere, /Jice a mbt ' 
The sightlngs were later dismissed as being attributable to a misslle test - the laundl of two D-2� misslles from the Trident 
submarine USS West Vl1'glnlll. 
9th March, 1998. BermudiL 'THE ROTA£ GAZE1TE' 

••• A couple of anomalous objects that hovered over the city of Leeds, here In the UK, were reportedly captured on 
video by a local resident named George Hicldnson. 
The actual sighting was said to have occurred on 2nd February, 1998, and as George related both on the BBC's LOOK 
NORTH' (the programme apparently also screened the footage, whldl sadly, I missed - RuefUl Ed), and ln the pages or 
'THEDAILYTELEGRAPH, 'the details of the incident. •• 

'At about 5:35pm, I noticed a pair of bright white llghts tllat were stlltJoiUIIY In the west, while positioning together at 10 
and 4 o' clock respectlvdy. My lnitJIJl thought wu a IHmldng p/Jine with a llght on eiiCh wing, and I wlltched them IUIIil 
tltree or foUl' mbultes laler, when I decJded that it wa.r very str1111ge that tile Ught3 appelll'ed at tile s����U llltllluU! a.r my jlnt 
observation. 
I went to get my video CIUIICOI'der tllld shot footage oftlletwo Ugllts lllltll5:40pm, when tlley dbappetUedtowards Y or/c. ' 
2nd Felmulry, 1998. Leetb, Yorlr.Jhlre. 'DAILY TELEPGRAPH' 

u• The much 'saucer-haunted' state of Florida, USA, experienced yet another sighting of 'a /Jzrge UFO, sllaped lJice a 

/elter L, le, a broad V or boomer1111g shape, wttiJ bright white Ugllts, 'flying over the small town of N arcoosee. 
A somewhat unusual feature of this case was the assertion by an andlorman ror Channel 9, an ABC amilated TV station, 
that 'nu:my people witness ell the UFO seen In the shape of1111L, and one llldy lost eleven chlclcens to u.nJcnown CIIUSes -they 
just died on the spot - as the UFO flew over her house. ' 
Source: 'CHANNEL9 NEWS, '  Florld4, USA. 

UFO's Rumoured To Be The Cause 
Of Argentinian City Blackout 

In a bizarre echo of the famous 'Great Nortbeutern Blackout' of 1965, that left over 30 million Americans without 
electrical power during the evening rush hour, and widely rumoured to have been the direct result of UFO Interference, 
comes the following account from Barlloche, In southern Argentina. 
According to eyewitness reports, up to four UFO's were sighted lm.medlately prior to not one, but two city-wide 
blackouts. Barllodle Is a popular skt resort high up In the Andes, and Is appro:Dmately 6� mlles southwest or Buenos 
Aries. The lnltlal electrical blackout occurred at 7:45pm on Sunday, Aprll 12th, and lasted through to lO:ltpm. A 
spokesman for the Cooperative Electricldade Bariloche (CEB) said the origin of the blackout that darkened a great part 
of the dty was unknown, and remained very much a mystery at the Ume of going to press. 
CBE linesman traced the source of the power shutdown to transmission lines leading to the Opresales transformer 
substation. Power was brieOy restored for four minutes. But at 10:15pm, Bariloche's lieflts went out a2atn, and the city 
remained without power unUl l :30am, 13th ApriL 
Reports in the local press stated that; 'Gustavo 111111 &atrlz Rlveros saw str1111ge lights luwt!rlng above a hill CIIJ.lsl Cerro 
Carbon in the eastem section of the city. &atrlz saw two llghta ''flue together" over tJu Lions (a land feature on the 
hillside),ju:�t cu the llghts went out. Other 'Witlle3sn reportedstrllllge tlbmtbulllom over Lago NalluelHIUIJ1L 



In the IHlrrlo San Francisco, a woman saw ''a IJaJl of red 
Ught" descendlng in a zig-zag pattern toward the llzrge 
pet/Lstrllln stiJirway at ThcorniiL , 
An anomalous, luminous disc was also seen at the 
intersection of Calle Fernando Beschtete and Calle La Pa. 
In the barrio, Nlcholas Lavalle, saw four luminous UFO's 
hovering overhead. Another witness to these objects 
de&eribed them as; 'a lm'g• •JHIUCN.II wltll tleru a11t1111R 
ona that atJatchell thenuelves to the llzrger one again and 

again. ' 
Andrea "Capararo told the ArgenUne News Agency 
'TOLAM' that she and her sister Natalla and Carolina, 
had also seen the objects. �� 11:30pm, we observed in the 
slcy a kind of large plate with twinlciJng red, yeJJow, green 
and blue UgJW, and IIIUIIJu!r object a IJttle bit longer with 
}lut red and yellow Ughts. 
'Tile bunblow objecb seemedpemuuamtlysuppo1"1edinthe 
air for several mlnuta, then moved away toward the lllke. 
The IIUIIn saucer resembled a toiiUIIO bigger than an 
alrpllllle, and was flying toward Cerro ·Carbon, etUt of the 
barrlo. , 
The newspaper went on to report that 'various inlulbilllnts 
of the upper hlgh/mul region of the city, told radio and TV 
reporters that they had jlrst seen a foT11Ultlon of stlln 
moving across the sJcy wttll twinlcllng, muJJl-colourell Ugllts 
ofthe same combbulllon as menJloned lnNIIIIIJJa 's accoiUIL 
Thbwas bdwem 10:30and11:45pmonSundlly. 
'The moving Ughls IIJIJH!IUed to be l1ltiU:Iud to an elongated 

fqrm and anotho form ramabUng a snulll botiJL TM 
IUilon of tll• two objecb protbu:ed a "gretlt stllr, " IJU a 

great eJectrlctll dbcharge, and the Ug.llb of the city went 
out. ' 
14th April, 1998. Bartloche, Argentlnll. 'DIARO 
POPULAR' 
** Not to be outdone, Argentina's greatest rivals, Brazil, 
boasted the roUol'ring report from the country's western 
Mlnias state on 13th March, this year. 
Mauro BatlsU, 42, was drtvtng a passenger bus on Brazil's 
IDghway BR622 when he spotted a unusual light hovering 
In the sky. 
'The strange object was flying at a dlstiiiiCe of 1.2 mJJes 

.from my vehk/e, ' Batista latetr told local reporters. 'And it 
had a very strong Ught at the blldc. lt was as big as one half' 
of a soccer bGll. ' 
When he first sighted the object, Batista said; 'I was 
crossing the railroad bridge over the Rede Fenoviiirla, 
which Is 15 Jcilomdres (9 miles) away from Aram, and 
followed us for about an hour anll45 minutes. ' 
Wb.llst BaUsta drove the bus, his ftve passengers crowded 
the windows and kept the UFO In view. They later claimed 
it had an obHque shape and a strong light at its back. 
13tll March, 1998. Western Minas Gerab State, Brad�. '0 
ESTADO DE MINAS' 

* ** Memwhlle, outside the small town of Rho, In Northern 
Italy, on the early morning or 8th March, 1998, a farmer 
reported sighting a UFO that was a 'white object in tile 
form opf an upside� pelll' that ltovered over a Jldd of 
grain. I CIIIJe4 for my wife and we both watched theobject 
for over an hour. ' 
Midway through the encounter, the couple reported that a 
hatch slid open, and an occupant emerged. 'The aJlm was a 
being about 60 to 80 centbnetres hlglt with two ltuge bllldc 

qa. 
The occupant floated in the air close to the object for about 
t� minutes. It tllen re-entered tile UFO, and the object 
suddenly rosevertlclllly as it llluminatedllseif. ' 
8th March, 1998. Rho, Northern Italy. 'IL RESTO DEL 
C4RLINO' 

'Mystery Craft' 
Sighted Over The 

North Sea 
According to reports published In the tabloid press, the 
RAF mana&ed to track a UFO 'as big as a 1Hlttle3hlp' flyin& 
over the BriUsh coastline at some undisclosed Ume and 
date (the account we have on me neglects to mention these 
important facta, being far more concerned with publldllng 
the sensatienal details of the ease). 
The mysterious 'craft' was said to have been tracked flying 
at 17,000 mph over the North Sea. It then suddenly 
accelerated to 24,000 mph and vantshed trom sight across 
the dark waters of the Atlantic. 
The Dutch Alforce was also said to have tracked the UFO, 
but the two F-16 lighters that were hastlly scrambled to 
Intercept the object were unable to keep pace with it. 
RAF offtclals were said to have been completely baffted by 
the object, lnttlally spotted by the Ministry or Defence 
long-range llsteDing station at the Infamous (at least In 
utologlcal circles - See 'DON # 3 P: 39-40), Fyllngdales 
moor 1n North Yorkshire. 
'It was dejlnltdy IUider control, }lulglng by the various 
IIIIJIIOellVrt! executed, ' an unnamed source was quoted as 
sa}'in2. 'It IIJIJH!IUed to be trillngulilr aiul was aroiUJd the 
size of a battleship- about 900ft long. ' 
Radar records of the UFO were, tr this 
almost-too-good-to-be-true account is given even the 
merest ounce or credence, due to be presented to various 
sdentlsts and Danttary 'experts' trom around the world, 
who were apparently Intent upon examining how to exploit 
space for mllltary purposes at a conference to be held at 
RAF College, Cranwen, Lincolnshire the June just gone 
by. 
As not a single member of our humble publication was 
ever &oln& to be invited to that conference, I can't tell you 
what, if anything, of Import was said. 
It has been rumoured however, that there are In existence 
other tapes or the same, or a similar UFO - all thought to 
have been made during the last two years. These tapes are 
currently being withheld becua.se they reveal too much 
Information about the radar base's scanning abtllty. 
Davtd Darbyshire, the 'DAILY MAIL 'S' Science 
Correspondent, at least showed a degree of hWthy 
scepticism when he considered that the original 'craft' 
sighted over the mainland was likely to be some sort or top 
secret experimental aircraft, tr it had any buts In reality 
whatsoever. 
Another unnamed spokesman, this one purported to be 
from the htgh)y.;.respeded 'FORTEANTIMES, 'wu uked 
for their opinion on the 'revelaUons' and stated that; 
'the wut IIUI}orlty of strange ob}ei:U seem In the s/cy ltave a 
more down-to-eilrth explalultlon. But most UFQ 
Investigators would be very interested In suing thesetllpes. ' 
The account concluded with its declaration that the latest 
theory doing the roundl amongst utologlttt is the one that 
goes along the lines that the mll1tary monster ts setting 
about deliberately releasing stories about UFO's as a 
smokacreen, and that what witnesses are really seeing are 
those experimental aircraft beloved of the 'Skunks Works' 
I 'Black Budget' spotters. 
We leave it to you, the Reader to make up your own mtnd 
regarding this case 
27th April, 1998. Coastllne ofBrltllJn. 'DAILY MAIL' 



MAKlNG 
SACR1F1C£S 

Since the earliest Umes, individuals have dedicated the lives 
of others to God. Some dedicate their OW1I lives in God's 
service, as monks or missionaries, but others less nobly 
oll'er the Hfe of a hapless renow creature on an altar. 
GraUtude for tbe gift of Hfe Is tempered with the thought of 
tts wtthdrawL God, whether seen u '11M1111 On mgll ' or as 
'Mother Earth .Bdow, ' is believed to pleased at the ritual 
return or one small ure (perhaps or a bird), symbolising 
human graUtude for the Fount Of Lite ttself. 
Seeds germinate in the earth, but could not do so without 
rain and sunshine. Some people who sacriftce animals 
believe, along with Old Testament Jews, that the smoke of 
a burnt oll'ering rises to God On Hip. Many Africans, all 
of whom believe in 'God On IDgh,' prefer to think of their 
sacrifices being received with pleasure In the form of blood 
soaklng Into the Earth below. 

Animal and bird sacrUlces to God are occasionally made In 
Britain, even today, uauaDy by people wttb an African or 
Indian background. In Moslem countries, a sheep 18 ldlled, 
cooked and eaten by the men of each hou.aehold at the 
Festival 01 Id. This is not supposed to happen In England, 
at least not outside or a slaughterhouse. 
My Indian neighbour, a Mr Anver, a hardworklng, 
somewhat tubby man, who pours his earnings into the 
NaUonal Lottery, once greeted me with an unctuous smlle 
and said; 'Happy day for me this day!' It is Id, and I go to 
my uncle at WUlesden to ldD a sheep!' 
Surprised, I congratulated him, and be went on his way 
chuddlng. By 'Uncle' be meant 'male acquaintance.' The 
word 'cousin' hu a similarly elutlc use in Englilh India. 
Presumably, sheep have their throats cut In the bedsits of 
Wlllesdon. After all, Shetland Ponies have dwelt with Irt.sh 
tinkers In council flats at White City. 
Returned hoHdaymakers from Egypt have told me or their 
dismay at seetng, from the window of a skyscraper hotel, 
sheep being ldlled on a score of nat rooftops below. English 
white people have no need though, to feel superior to such 

sacrltces. OUr God is science, and how many millions or 
animals do we sacriftce yearly to our Moloch? 
The sacriftce of Jesus, however, has more or less ended 
blood sacriftces to God in the West. 
African reU&�ons, in the New World, could not survive the 
chaos of slavery, but did not enUrely vanish. Some merged 
with RoiiWI CathoHdsm, itself a melting pot of Christian 
and p�an religion among peumt beJn to Greek 
and Roman tradlUons. The Negro double-reHgions of New 
Orleans, HalU and Brazil are popularly known as Voodoo. 
Nearly all 'Voodoo' services In the New World are 
preceded by the kOIIng of a goat, a dove or a fowl. Among 
Engllsh-spealdng West Indians, the word 'Voodoo' Is 
derogatory, and denotes 'Witchcraft.' . Members of 
HaiUm-style meeting houses in Jamaica therefore MVel' 
refer to themselves as 'VOOtloo-lsD. ' 
There was, unUI recently, a 'Voodoo' meeting house in 
North East London, run and attended by a few 
French-patoiJ-apealdng Haltlans. White doves huddled 
together In a parrot cage by the church entrance, u If 
conscious of their fate. In Haltl alone is the word 'Voodoo' 
(or �'Voudon") used unselfconsdously by the worshippers 
of Euro�AJHcan 'double-r�on' GodL 
My use of the words 'double-reH&�on' can be understood if 
you enmlne tbe holy statues for sale in a shop run by the 
North London church. Everywhere are figures of St. 
Expedite, the RoiiWI CathoHc saint In charge of getting 
things done quickly. A delayed giro or divorce can be 
speeded up through prayer to this Saint. 
In Voodoo, every wblte Saint is an aspect of an African 
God, though not an exact West African equivalent. 
Expedite stands In tor Gede, a God 01 The Dead, who 
dwells in the 'Bush Of Ghosts, ' or 'Deadlmul. ' Voodoo 
worshippers are thus able to worship African Gods in an 
orthodox Roman CathoHc Church, unknown to the wbtte 
priest. 

The converse is also true, and the wbtte thrill-seeker for 
'Voodoo' ls often disconcerted to bear a Negro priest In a 
'Voodoo-bit' church address the congregation u 
Christians, and urge them to pray for 'tlellverallce from 
Voodoo. ' 
Excited by the throb of drums and the klllln& or a fowl, the 
wbtte Voodoo-seeker often contuses the double-God 
worship and Its strange imagery, wttti evil 'Black Magic,' a 
completely dlll'erent subject. EvU spells are no part of a 
Voodoo service, but are sometimes performed in private 
houes with the aid of a 'Wltchdoctor' or . 'Obeah Man' 
quite unconnected to 'Voodoo.' 
In England, the advertising pages of 'THE VOICE' - The 
Premier BlllcJcNewspaper' contain a few dts&1Jlsed adverts 
for Obeah Men. One I saw read 'Mr Obe Mllhn, 1IUIII of 
wisdom, grllllts requests. ' (lnddentally, St. Eipedlte-Gede 
is also known as Baron Samedl, a ftne gentleman in a top 
hat, who frequents graveyards). 
There are comparatively few Brazllllans in England, unleu 
smart young men In London whom I think are Arabs are 
really Brazilllans. I am sometimes surprised to see an 
'Arab' wearing a crucHII or crossing ldmself, and I reallae 
that he must be a South American. Mind you, the people 
we now call 'Arabs' would have been called 'Turks' In the 
days or the old Ottoman Empire. 
Brazllllan young men I have met In England grow tartous If 
asked about rhumba music or Portuguese colonial 
architecture. 
Everyoae In BrtlzJl lbtens to proper rock nuulc IIIUl /JVf!.S in 
111011611 �/'they say. 
One Bra7JIIIan tradition wblch they most certainly do 1UJt 
mock however, is Macumba, a form of 'Voodoo' or 
half-Atrtcan, half-CathoHc reHgion. Macumba now seems 
fashionable and popular In many parts of Brazil, attracting 



devotees or all races, not just Negroes. The Roman 
Catholic element 1n Macumba seems smalL Fowls are ldlled 
to appease Gods, not Saints; a black God receives gifts of 
gin and a 'Children's God' demands gifts of sweets. 1\ty 
informants said that the 'Children's God' "possessed him" 
in shaldn2 fits. 
'Where I Uve, by the sea, the men and women dress up 
retllly snuut and go dow1J to tJu bau:JJ C417)1lng j� 
111111 expetUive glfb. We throw our vtlbulbln lllto tile sea, a 
presents to the Water Quem, TIUUI Jlllllllta. JIUUIJtiJ u 
belultlflll bUl crueL She t111res hlllllbo� young mm, they 
drown and become her consorts. If she tlllces your glfls,you 
will be blessed, but if the su washes them btu:Jc, she has 
rejected you/' &ut luck will then eo� to you for sure. ' 
In Engllsh-spealdng West Atria, Tuan Juanita is called 
'Mammy Water,' and has ber own priests and priestesles. 
AI far u I know, Macumba and Mammy Waterilm are not 
practised in England, at least not in an organised fashion. 

There are however, churches of Voodoo-Ish overtones 
attended by BriUsh West Indians. Trtndadlans and 
Jamaicans met in England for the ftrst time, since each 
Caribbean island fdt linked to its 'motherland,' not to its 
neighbour. Revival Zlon Churches of Jamaica have merged 
with the Sptrttual BapUst or 'Shouter' Churches of 
Trinidad to create many odd hybrids. Such churches 
present a spectrum of worship, though united by a style of 
music sometimes known as 'Yoruba Drumming,' and by 
tbe weartn2 of white or scarlet robes. At one end of the­
spectrum, these churches dUrer only superftdally from 
PentecosW fellowships where worshippers, black or white, 
dance and speak in tongues. 
But at the othB end of the spectrum, white robe church 
services grow closer to Hattlan Voodoo ceremonies. 
A bishop of one of these churches was deported from 
London to his native Guyana, when local people round th2t 
he sacrUlced a chicken before each Sunday service. As wtth 
most deportees, be soon came back and opened his church 
again in a dUrerent building. 
In search of this buildin&, known to initiates as 'The 
Temple, ' I roamed through Shoredltch in the haunting dusk 
of a spring �vening. Years before, in tbe 'SO's, my father 
had worked in tbia part of London, which then conauted of 
decayed but stW beautiful Georgian squares, some with 
bandstands. Considered as 'slums' by both tenants and 
coundl housing omcers, these chairs once formed a chain 

or Georgtana stretching from Islington to the City. Tbey 
have now all been broken up and replaced by tower blocks 
or university buildings. As I searched in vain ror the 
Temple, I could trace the outlines of bygone squares in the 
haphazard links of tarlrulcced playgrounds, still derelict 
sites covered in weeds and haphazard tower blocks with 
Uny shops or old pubs at their feet. Finally, I gave up, and 
strolled over to see the bright lights of a funfair held ·on a 
normally dllmal wasteland. 
Suddenly I noticed West Indian women in white robes and 
beadshawls rather furtively entering one of the few 
decrepit old buildings sUll standing. A sign outside 
declared tbe place to be a Temple. It tbls were not 
conftrmaUon enough, I found an empty chicken coop run or 
feathers in a hallway decorated wtth murals of flags and 
scrolls with strange inscriptions. Evidently, I had missed 
the openinE ceremony. Drums pattered behind a doorway, 
so I Eave a Umid knock. 

. 

Two women agreed with me expressions of great surprise 
and curiosity and ut me in an an�room while they went 
to fetch the preacher. I could glimpse bright flags and 
candles through a gap in the curtains which seperated me 
from the church proper. Normally white visitors to Negro 
churches are welcomed etrustvely and led straight to a seat 
of honour. Neverthdess, it was interesUn& enough in the 
an�room, where I sat on a bench below shelves laden with 
candlesticks and CopUc crosses, the kind with a loop on 
top. 
To my intense surprise, I saw the figures of well-known 
Hindu Gods in array among the candles and bottles of 
Holy 00 and Water. There was Ganesh, the 
dephant-headed God, sitting complacently between blue, 
doe-eyed Krlshna and dancing Lakshml, Goddess or 
wealth. I had heard that Indian Gods were someUmes 
involved in ostensibly CbrisUan 'white robe' churches, but 
I had never seen them before in such a setting. These Gods 
became known to Negro worshippers in Trinidad, where 
thousands of Indians live side by side wtth black people. 
When slavery ended on that Island, indentured labourers 
arrived from the East to take over the back-breaking work 
of cutting sugar cane. Just u I bad been informed, the 
Indian Gods had to stay in the ante-room to enjoy their 
votive candles, so that if any Christian purist should object 
to their presence, the Bishop could claim their room as a 
'seperate Temple.' 
A big, Jolly man, In white robes like everyone else, the 
Assistant Bishop soon appeared to ftnd out what I wanted. 
Wben be beard me reel oft' the names of foriner members, 
learned from a Jamaican friend, he gave a glad cry, shook 
my hand, wdcomed me effusively and led me straight to a 
seat of honour. The congregation smiled at me and I began 
to look around and feel at home. 
All the drumming I had heard came from one battered old 
pair of red conga drums played by a determined 
headshawled woman with a deadpan expression. I had not 
missed very much of the service, which opened with hymns 
and prayers to 'the four ArdJ Angels. ' A door led to the 
'Mourning Room,' a place of fasting, dancing and secret 
initaUon. Members sUpped in and out at times. 
A song wu railed, an eerie African solo waD, apparently 
wordless, punctuated with a chorus from one and an, 'No 
1111111 Cllll hinder me!' 
This was followed by the mesmerising lilt of a calypso 
hymn, 'lfi sholllll die - on my pllgrlmjourney. ' 
Then the Assistant Bishop loudly rang a headbeU, mounted 
a magistra�ourt-Uke pulpit that stood on its own some 
way from the main altar, and made an announcement. 
'Brethren, when you lll'e In mo11171ing, eveyotu says; "I see 
a IIIIJII! "  Wllat ldnd ofiii/JII? There are IIIIJIIY Angel and 
Arch1111gd, abo spirits of fire 111111 spirits of water! You 



must look 11114 see wllat IIUIIJ lt Is, 11114 teU the ChiU'cll/ lf a 
ltUIIIls on a tkmlcey, you must lead the donkey/' 
So saying, he raised a small gold bugle to his lips, and 
tooUed three Umes. A song followed, tn wblch everybody 
joined; 

'Tile traiiJ Is on the 1tUIJnJine, 
Tile trabt Is on the mtlbal 

Wltll love lit my ht!llrl, 
I 11eVf!rwlll depart. 

The train Is 011 the 1tUIJnJine, 
Tile trabJ Is 011 the mtlbal' 

Mystmed by this song, by my strange surroundings and by 
much of the service that followed, I looked around. I was in 
a cloister-like room, brightly whitewashed with arches 
around the wall, rather like a grotto. Decorations and 
cudles on shelves and in niches everywhere reminded me 
of the shell grotto of Guernsey. Po.U liDked by chainl 
IIUU'ked the boundary of the altar, and in the eeatre of 
these stood a large, brightly poHshed ship's steering wheel, 
upright and ready for tue. A metal anchor lay clWned to a 
post nearby. Presumably, tn the case of a second Blbllcal 
Flood, the Bishop would take the helm. Just now he was 
away tn New York, and the bugle-playing Assistant Bishop 
wu l'IIIIDing the church. 
Candelabras, with all candles burning, stood tn rankl upon 
the altar table with its heavy draperies. Among the candles 
reposed glasses of water, vases of flowers, bottles of olive 
oil and glasses of brown, wine-like liquid that burned on 
low, night-like wtclts. Large mirrors beblnd the candles 
reOected the scene. Arches and candles seemed to stretch 
away Into a mirror of lldlnity. Olive oll Is used for healing 
purposes in most West Indian churches. An old Pentecostal 
lady once told me I could use suCh oll at home as a cure, 
dabbed on the forehead, 'a long a you does ]ll'ay over tile 
oUjlrst 11114 COIUecl'illl! it to God. ' 
In one wall-niche, a candle glowed strangely inllde a 
square-cut glass vue of green and purple. A painting of the 
VIrgin Mary, of ethereal beauty, stood framed on a 
window ledge. Above it, a silver model of a crescent moon 
bung suspended. Haltway up a wbltewasbed column, a 
reallsUc model or a corn cob wttb a btte taken from the 
middle had been ftxed, a human mask growing from the top 
of the cob. 
Some folklorists liken the slain and risen Christ to John 
Barleycorn, a Corn God flpre. Perhaps the Gospel-story 
does carry Corn-God overtones, but tt would be an 
unusual Corn God that could preach the Sermon On The 
Mount. 
Meanwblle, In the Temple, great excitement bad broken 
out among a group of robed and beadscarved women, led 
by a forceful lady called 'Mother Meek'. Her robe was 
ed&ed tn blue, with a picture or an anchor on the back, 
exactly like the anchor chained to a post near the altar. 

'Messmger ill tile Clllnpl '  Meumger bt the Clllllpl' she 
shouted urgently, roUing up her eyes In panic. Everyone 
grew agitated by the news. Someone became poueeeed and 
ran up and down rapidly talldng tn tongues and lurching 
Into other people. Led by Mother Meek, the more self (as 
opposed to spirit) possessed hurriedly moved the chairs, 
bottles and candles to allow free passage to an lnvlstble 
Being. 
'CUt a ]Hith! CUt a ]Hlt/1!' roared Mother Meek and the 
Assistant Bishop. A pathway between chairs was quickly 
made that led from the altar to the exit, and tt appeared 
that a spirit was being ushered outside. After a few 
minutes, tbe crisis seemed to be over. Triumphantly, tbe 
Aaailtant Blahop played the bugle. Chain were returned to 
their places. 
'Congratullltlom to Mother Meelc for her speedy action, 
cutting a path so nice! ' the Assistant Bishop beamed. 

Mother Meek looked modest. In the hierarchy of such 
churches, I have round, a Mother Is an Important omce. 
Great ofl'ence might be caused by calling a Mother 'Sister.' 
Ordinary church members, without titles, are Sisters or 
Brothers. Mother Meek would have received her new name 
alon& with her ornamented robe at a Robinl Ceremony. At 
such ceremonies, ttOes are conferred on church members, 
tbe n.ames of tbe Jll)pointments earlier 'pobJUd' to the 
Bishop by Angels in the sanctity of the Mourning Room. 
(I have seen a misspelled notice outside a Temple-like 
church that read "Robbing Ceremony Today." However, 
once Inside, I found a Robbtg Ceremony In tcdl swtng, an 
Imposing Mother holding a Ut candelabra aloft for an hour 
without faltering, as members washed one another's feet tn 
basins or warm water with marigold petals OoaUng on top. 
That session produced one Watchman, two Peacemakers 
and one Missionary, an bJ& stout women tn white 
bandanas). 
'Motller Meek Is a P�, ' the  Auistant Bishop now 
announced. 'Site lte��n yoiU' secrets, tuck& tllem up lit her 
aprtnlalld&qs IJOtltlng. , 
As If patrolllng the Temple to keep out Evil Sptrtts, the 
Assistant Bishop took a metal rod from hl.s belt and held tt 
over his shoulder like a sentry rUle, occasionally pointing tt 
here and there as If about to let fire at the Agents Of Satan. 
When a nervotu woman wu pushed forward for 'healing,' 
this rod came in handy, u the Assistant Bishop stroked her 
with it, and then with a doubled-up cape. Finally, Mother 
Meek gave the frightened woman a half cup of yellow 
Uquld and said 'Drblk/' 
Now and then, a shepherd's crook would be banged three 
Umes on the floor, followed by three blasts from a bugle 
and the ringing or a handbell. 
'Sprlnlcle Holy Water! Rlllg the bdll' the Assistant Bishop 
demanded loudly, and a Oustered young Sister rushed to 
oblige. However, she rang the bell only OIICL A rew people 
tittered, and the Buhop looked mnuaed in a kindly way. 
'Well, well, well, � llve and �' '  he remarked. 'You 
should alway& rlngthreetlme&. ' 
He took the handbell and rang tt for her. I wondered bow 
much of the Temple ritual was performed for its own sake 
and how much of tt bad a meaning known only to the 
Robed and Ready. Like the Romans before them, these 
'Templers' added new Gods and ceremonies to their ritual 
as fast as they could tlnd them. 
A wheel, with brightly coloured llags ftied around its wide 
rim, hung suspended from the ceiling. The conga player 
struck up a rapid cUp - clop beat and members began to 
dance and stng, rather JerkOy. Whenever anyone came 
near the wheel, he or she spun 1t around energetically, 
making the flags wave. 
'Roll, Jordlut, Roll, ' tbe people sang, a well-known 
spiritual, followed by a haunting, mournful song; 
'WOUNDED HAND. '  

'WIImHUwolllldalllandtoiiC/uiiJIII..l...bu, 
Jf'IJeiiHUwoiUidedlumdtoucltetlmble, 

Jesu &et me free, 
To alletemltee, 

WllmHlswoiiiiMdlumdtolldtedmbu!. ' 
A woman screamed, llalled her arms around, knocked over 
a chair and collapsed. Mother Meek, now tn ueat humour, 
propped her up in a chair. One dancer carried a vase or 
flowers on ber head, supported by one hand. Tbea. a 
forceful-looldng woman mounted the altar and began to 
preach. To my surprise, I noticed a fierce-looking Cockney 
man sitting on a bench near the entrance, as If not yet a full 
member. He lookl:d like a lean, elderly embittered East 
End crook, and I wondered what be was doing there. 
Meanwhile, tbe sermon boomed out In a strong­
opinionated Jamaican accent. 



'Ho�adto/4 of Faltll, lleW!I' let� hear you .sq a blldword 
about Judlu/lfpeop� call you Judlu, be lulppyl Jlllllu was 
a Jcbul olll .souL AU the dlsclpiD are In every one of you, 

· controUJng a part of your body/ Ye.t, every piece o' your 
body Is zuuler the control of a dbclpll!, lftllYbe Peter, IIUlYbe 
J�����G, nuzyl¥ Judlu. If you Cllll kiD7I wlllcJJ dbclpu 
controlll whldl part, then you lalowwhlch dbdp�you nuut 
pray to when you get a pain. The rlgltt dbdp/e will hear 

your prayer IIIUI.stop the pain rlght there on .spot/ Y e.tl' 
'Now brethren, I am a person wlult never cook! I lleW!I' 
cook/ Why .shoullll, when so numy other peop� cook, IJIIdi 
CIIIJ vl.slt them tJ1Ul e11t their food! Once I was at a Sister's 
ho�ae 011 a GoodFrldlly IJIIdi IISicedfor chlcJcen. 
"CIIiclrDI?" the �u .say. "You wllllt e11t chlcknl 011 a 
Friday? You lftiUt ut� I don't ll/ce f&h me, I ll/ce 
chldcen, and I say sol "Chldrell?" the people say, tu If I b 
crazy. Bill the "eat Jl.sh " ltleiJ l.s an o/4 custom that .so� 
peop� does have. Does 1111yone know how 1t .stluted? 
"Yes!" shouted the Codmey from his bench. "WIIen the 
RDmtiiiS under DlocJetlus per.st!CIIted Chri.JJIIms, and 
Chrl.stlluu lulll to JUde In Clltllcombs, they used to 1tiiiU a 
stgn of a Jbh, .scratched 011 a wall, to let the other IJeiJeven 
Jcnowwhere to find them. '' 
'Quite right/ Quite right! Dejlnltdyl We slullliiOW close In 

prayer. , 
The service ended wttb a call from the Assistant Bishop for 
everyone to join hands in a great circle. This was not easDy 
accomplished - in fact it was not accomplished at all, since 
each member also had to lay a reverent hand on the heart, 
dweUlng place of the spirit. So the circle became somewhat 
fragmented. 
Outlsde, tbe night alr was riven by the shouts of revellers 
at the fair. I felt nervous walking in search or a bus stop, 
but lucldly the Assistant Bishop oll'ered me a seat In 'the 
church van.' 
With several Robed Mothen, I squashed Into the back of a 
battered van, the driver's scruffy do& pokin& his wet nose 
Into our ears. Pleased to see us, the dog wagged Its tall, 
happy that Its lone vigil of van-guarding was over. Our 
chautrer wu none other than the Cockney, whose ribald 
humour in no way disconcerted the church memben. 
Safely deUvered to a railway station, with many 
'goodbyes,' I pondered on the strangeness of a church or 
Temple whose service had apparently begun with the death 
of a chicken and had ended on a sermon 1n which the rival 
merits of chicken and fish had been discussed. 
Pentecostal West Indiana associate such churches with 
'Black Magic,' but I believe their fears to be groundleu. 
Over-ritualistic the Temple may have been, but the only 
one harmed had been the chicken. 

Roy Kerridge. London. 1 998 

STRANGE DAYS IN THE 

ANIMAL KINGDOM 

The An ima ls Stri ke Back: 
Kil ler Crocs, Rampaging Apes, The Rail 

Rats And Ring-Swallowing Swans 
An angler was fooHsh enough to dive into river to free a 
trapped ftshlng line, and was promptly devoured by an 18ft 
crocodlle. 
Dents Chacon, aged 24, was killed 1n the Tivtves, on the 
Pactnc coast or Costa Rica, whilst on a llshlng apedltlon 

wtth Q1ends. A spokesman for tile Costa Rican Red Cross, 
was reported as saytng; 'Peopk tried to help hllll, but every 
time they got close the crocodlle went nuul an4 they had to 

nuafor their lJves. ' 
It wasn't exactly the ftrst Ume a penon had met their death 
at the hands (or rather tbe }IIWS) of a hungry repUle. .. In 
Apil, last year, an Israeli tourist was also ldlled by a 
erocodile on Costa Rica's Caribbean coast. 
4thMay, 1998. Tile Ttvlvt!s, CostiiRJca 'DA.ILYMAIL' 

*** In Ito, Japan, a pack of wild apes have been 
terrorizing tile seaside resort, auacldng 30 people and 
sending eight of them to hospital suffering from bites 
inftlcted by the tnimals. 
The _victims, mostly women, were attacked from behind, 
often in their own homes, by apes who bit them on the 
ankles, calves and backs. One woman, 62, was bitten as she 
vacuumed her Uvtng room; another was Jumped on the 
street and pushed to the ground. 
'I have llvedfor 77 yan, ' one elderly victim was moved to 
comment. 'And thl.s Is the jlnt time that I've ever been 
attacJced by 1111 ape. , 
Town omdals have absolutely DO Idea why the usually 
peaceful apes came down from their normal habitat high 1n 
the mountains. They can only specUlate that the 
extraordinarily harsh winter has made 1t very hard for 
them to Dnd food, fonlng them down Into the town to seek 
sustenance amongst the refuse of humans. 
But of course, that doesn't explain the awesslve attitude 
adopted by the apes, or why l8 of the 30 vtcUms have been 
women between the ages of 40 and 80. At least live apes, 
each standing u high u 3 feet, have been spotted tangled 
in people's laundry and breaking into homes and going for 
the ceremonial fruit on the Buddhist altars many people 
have. 
The town, south of Tokyo, has decided It's high time thay 
they fought back. At one school, an 'ape patrol' had taken 
to guarding the building with long sUcks to swat away any 
simians that come near the children. 
Loudspeakers, which normaUy warn the townspeople In 
the event of earthquakes, were Instead broadcasUn& this 
message (that sounds for all the world like the trailer for 
some cheap and nasty - though nonetheless wonderful -
'50's horror ftlm; 'KONGA. ', for example); 'Apes are 011 the 
loose. If you go out, lock your door. Be Cllllttolu. Do 110t 
glvethemfood. ' 
The apes have shown a remarkable apUtude ror opening 
doon and enterln& people's homes. 
'I don't wllllt to tlllk about 14 '  said Fulmyo Inaba, who was 
unlucky enough to be vacuuming when an ape sneaked up 
and btt her on the ankle. She felt the pain and saw what she 
thought was a dog niiiDing out of the door. 
She pulled the sHdtng door shut and returned to work only 
to be confronted again. Th1s Ume, she saw the attacker was 
an ape and that tt had managed to pull the sliding door 
open again. When she shouted and began banging on a 
chair, the animal retreated. 
15th Feb171111'Y, 1998. Ito, JIIJHIIL 'ST LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCH' 

*** In a tale that sounds almost apocryphal in Its make-up, 
Helen Tanner not surprisingly assumed that she'd lost her 

soutaJre diamond ring for ever after she'd been 
kind-heartedly feeding the birds at a nature reserve. 
Amaztn&Jy however, lt was recovered completely 
unaharmed stuck splat In the middle of a piece or bread 
regurgitated by a swan nicknamed Psycho, because he's 
renowned for pedd.ng at anything and everything that 
coJDe8 w1thln hit reach. 
The gleaming ring was spotted by Radael Danson, 15, as 
she took her turn to feed the swans together with her 



site wa.t WOI'11etl about Ills coughing. It war a ciUl1IU In a 
mllllo11 tlult tile ring WOIIl4 flY out In .frollt of liS. Tlte siiWft 
must have tllkm ltwllenHdenfedldm. ' 
Helen herself, was quick to add that; 'I'd glven IIJI /uJpe  of 
ever jllulblg 11. , 
1:JtltJIIIIIIIIIY, 19911. Pratoii,Liml:altln. 'DAILYSLUR' 

*66 Mice tbat ganwed through a tnftlc Ugbt cables have 
been discovered to have been the cause for a series of 
crubes and I'Uib-bour chaos at a basy juncUon of the MS 
to South Gloucestenblre. 
8tJJM�l998. Gloucatenllil'e. 'DAILYMAIL' 

*** And a pack of rats were blamed as being the culprits 
for the latest In a long liDe of train delays on tbe 
less-tban-reUable 'Merseyrail' service. 
Tbe rodents were said to have gnawed their way right 
tbroup a section of stp•lllng cable that runs alonpide the 
track or the City Ceatre Loop LIDe. 
All well, I gaeu it mabl a duuage from tbe pretty patbetk 
leavea on tbe tradt or tbe wrong kind of mow ... but only 
jutUt 
28tiiA.prU, 19911.. LiverpooL 'LIYERPOOLECHO' 

Invasion Of The Starlings, The 
March Of The Beetles And The 

Swans That Fell to Earth 
Tbe sides above tbe vtllage of Stamford on tbe banks or tbe 
River Derwent, were turned black by tmmeme clouds or 
starlings last March. 
Tbe residents were forced to endure an aerial 
bombardment or bird droppings each Ume the unuaually 
vut ftocb went to rood, and their ean were uuulted by 
tbe colledtve beating or tbelr wtnp, a sound that wu aald 
to reeemble an enormous, wblrrtng fan belt. Tbe f'reqamey 
and sheer velocity of the droppillp wu enough to send 
people J'1IDidDg for cover and even a trip to the local 
newsagent's to get tbe paper bad become a task l'raugbt 
wttll bidden rtsb and dangen, and aD too oReo it would 
result lll a mad duii·I'UIIl for- cover. 
Even tbe Battle of Stamford Bridge Memorial Stone (and 
no,- tbls monument.. doesn't commemorate- the. days or tbe 
mid-to-late '70's, wbeD Chelsea's Infamous footy mobs ran 
amok at just about every bome game, as tbe Editor lmoWI 
all-too well from penonal, blUer experieace), receutly 
rwamped at a colt or £12,000, did not eacape tbe attacb 
and was coated wltb the dlrty-wblte droppings of tbe 
wbeellng ftodt. 
Local residents were so fed wttb the nuisance that tbey 
considered setting up speaken to play alarm calls of 
terrlfted starllnp In the bope that would scare tbem away. 
One woiiWI, a veteran of such attacb, elected to write to 
the pariah council saying that sbe belie'ved the only solution 
was to sead a bunch of eD:el'lllinaton ID armed with 
shotguns. Other locall were not so convtnced by thiJ 
drastlc method of control, not least beca1ue the wont of 
the mess wu near to an old people's bome, where the 
sound or gunllre would have been very distressing. 
Most of the roosting took place In cypress trees, 40ft blgb., 
In gardens near the river bank, where the foot-path and tbe 
kissing-gates are Inches deep In droppings. 
The trees could not simply be felled however, becatue most 
were in the village conservation area and bad preservation 
orden on them. 
Vie Naylor, a pariah coundllor for over 40 y� wu 
unable to record a bombardment quite like it; 'lt':r IJU a 
lllglttm.tD'e from a HltcltcocJc jlbtt. Tile lleCIUIUilldlo11 of 
droppings will C�J�Ue a llellltlt llllr.lll'd befure ltmg. ' 
However, tbe Br1Ush Trust For Ornltbology defended the 
birds, saytng that the starling has a boisterous charm and 
Is known as 'tbe Teddy Boy oftbe bird world.' 

OVerall, starUng numben have decllned In Brltabl tbrougb 
changes In agricUlture, though there are sUO mmtons. 
Flocks reach such large numben as a protective measure 
against predaton. 
Davld Lindo, spolresman for tbe trust, said ftodt sizes p-ew 
after other star11np from Seandanavla joined In. He said 
playing tapes of starling alarms mlgbt have Hmlted etrects 
beuule tbe blrda merely 1ot 1Ued to them. 
'Birds rall6e tlley lll'e fllka lljler a wit& IIIUl tltDI •Imply 

flY btu:lc, , be said. 
18tlt MIII'CIJ, 199&. StllmfOnl, Eng/lllul. SUNDA.Y 
TELEGRAPH' 

*** The reticleDtl or Devtzea,. Wlltlhlre, on the otber hand, 
have had to contend with overweight swana falling from 
the sides. ••• 

ID the space or a single weekend last January, DO fewer 
tban nve or tbe giant birds were seat piiiiiiJIM!tln& to tbe 
p-ound after a series of what can only be termed, aborUve 
tat&-otrs. Tbe birds have gorged u.aaelves on so much 
foos, that tbelr obesity lw rendered tbem Incapable of 
ntgbt. 

� 

WUdllfe rescue worbn were nm oft' their feet In 
attempting to deal wltb the aftermath or spectaeular 
crub-landlngs around the town. 
One swan reportedly stalled wblle trying to climb away 
from the lake and landed on the roof of a Rmeral dlrecton' 
premises. Another smacked Into tbe middle or a basy road 
narrowly missing speeding traftlc. 
A couple more bad sboppen dlvtng for cover as they 
pJmnmeted Into a Safeway's supermarket car park. 'lt'8 
jut IJJce tile � '  claimed one won1ed dtlzeD. 'Wew luld 
bll'tb co,.,g dowll/6ft, rliJIIt IIIUl t:l!lltn. ' 
But If tbe townspeople waat to know who it Is tbey should 
be leYelling the blame at they Deed look DO farther than 
tbanldva. They are the ones, after all, who have supplied 

tbe swana that congregate on- Crammer- L.U, wltll- aD 
ldnds or rattening toodstulli. 
'Tite .fWGIU are IJJce jiUIIbo .}1!18, ' states Sue Boyes Korlds, 
eo-founder of the Wlltlblre Wildlife- Hospital- wblcb was 
oa-call U boun- a day- at tbe· proepect of- tartber 'SWan­
Falll.' 'Titq tll'e oklly 0111% tltq get to a certllbJ llelgllt, IRit 
gatbagtllere u tlleJII'ObiDII. 
'Titq lfiiiiUJge to UJJce off, bllt tltett tltey :rlmply ,., ollt of 
stelllll tlllll t1tey are co,.,g dowll aroiiiUI tile tDW1I. Tltey 
1leed a lo11g I"IIIJWG}' bectllue of tile ex:tr11 'Wdgllt tlley ]Ilk 
o� but t1u1t tllka them over slulps IIIUl town cmtre Clll' 
JIID'D, &IJ'ewtJYS '& u rliJitt 1111116 tklr f/l611 J11111t. AltluJIIglt 
llllytltillg up to JO :rMIIU vUlt tile IIIU tile 1llllbJ JII'Oblllft u 
tile :rlx pe17IIIIIIDit re:rllleltt& Dru111g tile Wbtter, tdl tllq do 
1!1 e11t. Tllq are so flit you ct111 gJIIIFIIIItU tlley will 
ctmll-llllul wllen tlley try to tlllu! off. Tllelr wing nuucla 
doll 't get I!IIDugll exerc111e IIIUl tlley }list CIIIUUJtflY propet'ly. ' 
24tll JIIIIIIIIIY, 1998. Devlr.a, Wllbldn 'DAILY MAIL' 

*** Meanwblle, In Nairobi, Kmya, a washerwoman bides 
her motOed face, a band leader nurses an ugly patch of 
bUsten on bls neck, and a small boy scratches bll cbeek 
raw. Tbe Nairobi Fly got tbem. 
Tbe lurid orange-and-black beetle lw captivated Kenyua. 
It's maldng appearences on TV and in newspapen. VIctims 
compare wounds and remedies. 
It doesn't sUq or bite, but wben its ant-like body is 
crushed, potent toxins spill onto tbe sldn caUiing ltcblng, a 
burning seasaUon and nrelllng. 'Oh, it hurts. It's so itch,' 
complained Doaglu Kamaa. aged three, whote cheek wu 

patched with scabs. 
When the poison is smeared Into the eye, tbe eye itself 
becomes swoUen, red and oozy. Temporary bUndness can 
ever occur. 
The beetles - Paederus crebinpunctatls and Paederus 
sabaeus, are always present in Kenya and much of the rest 



. .  

or the world. But this year, the populaUon has exploded 1n "'** And eu11er 1n the yeu", a postmanwas forced to take a 
the Em An1C3D naUon bec:ause or unusually heavy rains a similar course of acUon when he was the vtcUm of an 
brought by the El Ntno weather phenomenon. unprovoked attack by a black and white cat c2lled Snoopy. 
Previous outbreaks have been reported in every conUnent The ftrst tlme he encountered the animal, it hung onto his 
except North America. trouser le& with its claws as he raced down the street like 
The beetles breed in wet. rotUn& leaves and soiL Rainfall the Devil was at his heels. On another occasion, Snoopy 
500 per cent above normal that began last October, has ambushed him from behind a Or tree. 
grestly leagtbeaed tbe breedlllg seuon. ADd once, u ID the prevtou cue, be roand tbe eat wu 
Lib molt inleets, the beetlel are attraeted by bright llgbta. waiting wbell he pushed his hand tbrougb the letter-box 
When the llgbts are turned off, the beetles drop down - and and received a paintol scratch that drew blood on his band. 
occutonally hit a perion who naturally takes a swat at the The postman In question, Colln SUDDDerftdd, decided 
ttddlng IDtruder. 

· 

enough was enough and refUsed point blank to deliver to 
In death, the bug retaliates, releastng pedertn, one or the tbe house wldlst the cat was around. With the ran backing 
most powerfal 3ldmal to:Dns, wblcb tt produces to keep of his bosses, be took tbe man to tbe neighbour's address in 
from being eaten. Then, 12 to 14 hours later, the s.ldn 111gb Wycombe, Buddngbamsldre. 
flushes red and victims complain of symptoms from tickling Also as 1n the previous case, the Royal Mail smt a letter, 
to severe blii'Ding. In another day or two, pinbead-sized via next door of course, to Snoopy's owner, 51-year-old 
bllsten erupt, filled wttb a yellowish Ould. Aa the bllsten grandmother Pamela Perham. It said tbat sbe would have 
bunt raw, red sJdn Is exposed. to keep her pet under coatrol if sbe wanted man delivering 
A week or two, tbe damaged sldn peelt oft 3Dd begiu to to ber home agaia. 
heal. Secondary infeetlona can occur, eapedally if the Like Mn Simmonda, Pamela 11 baflled by her 14-year-old 
vtdtm scratches the irritated sldn. pet's antagonism towards tbe postman, although she 
27111 JIIIIIIIII"Y, 1998. Nlllrobl, KenyiL 'ST LOUIS-POST · remainl sympatheUc to his pUgbt. 
DISPATCH' '1 OIICI! saw SIIOOJIY sUilk across the 1aWII tiiUl hide ill 

*** AD unideDtHied ftsh wu believed to have attacked m Wllltlng ba my .front garden as tJte postnuiiJ - wlul l& about 

dgbt-year-old boy tn Hollywood, Ftortda, last Deeember. 5Jl 4bu - stiYJJJal up tile drlw!.. TUII slu! poiUJUIL I Cllll 't 

Loal beaches were closed down after Samuel Lusster ,.,tllllll lt. Sill! 18 ftut a flllftJly cat wllo ha MtW t1o1u 
sutrered a gash stretcblng form his left kDee to his ankle tUJytltbtg befon. Perllt:IJIS :�he doan 't lllcl! 1t beallue tile 

whilst he was swimming in a ure-vest In 4-foot-deep water. lllllllbloclr8up lu:rcat-jlllp. '  

George Burgess, a shark expert, said that some people Daughter-ID-taw Liz PerlwD, 27, was also a wtmess to the 

might assume a shark was to blame, 'but there are otller attacks. 

tllbtg& concdvably t1u1t colllll lum! Jnf'lll*d tM wolllld; 'One. diZy I saw him TIIIIIJiiJg across the gra.u sllouttng; 

� � 1IIIWIIY edL. ,  "Get oJT, Get off. " He wa.r sCID'ed of the Cllt. I diRt 't t11i:111c 

:J'7tla lJI!celnber, 1997. Hollywood, Florid& 'ST-LOUIS ll's]Hithetii:.. Itlllnkslurellllylulrts hbn. ' 
POST-DISPATCH' A Royal Man spokean•n wu wbeeled out ag8 to voice 

CATS WITH AN 
ATTITUDE 

A couple of postmen have been prevented from delivering 
the dally post at seperate addresses by an&rJ cats intent 
upon jealously guarding their territory. 
In tbe ftnt instance, a .Burmele cat called Rummy, 'owned' 
by 40-year-old K.atby Slmmonda, wu held to be 
re1p0nstble for putting the frtgbtenen on the local 
postman, wblch hal resulted in a note from the Royal Mail 
staUng tbat they were 'UIIIIble to deJlver - Thrl!lltened by 
Cllt. , 
AD letten and parcels have since been left at Kathy's 
oat-door ndgbbour's, although Katby herself remains 
astonished at the accusaUons levelled at her 'IltUe angeL' 
'My son Davtll, agell2, cluues him llll over the houe, IIIUt 
there Is 1II!W!r a problem. 
'Rummy Is a terrlJorlal. Cllt IIIUl Ju will spit lit people but lu 
Juu IJeVt!l' attected anyone. T1u peno11 wilD deJJven tile 
IDCIIJ. ptqH!I' }lutlWII.b rlgllt pat ltilll. Maybe u doall 't lllcl! 
llDytU Mllll lllll/'01711!1.. Wllm I recdw!d the note from the 
RDyGl Mall, I cmdtlll't beiJeve wllllt I wa rau/blg. I 
collllln 't help havbag a cluldcJe. Rllmmy's 1Uit /Jke :�ome of 
tltose huge tom ClltS you su. HU jtJWS aren 't  ewn /Jig 
etUJugh to jlliii'DIUUla ptntlll wtn*er's lllllcle. 
A spokesman for the Royal Mail however, said 1t had acted 
to protect the safety of the post woman. 
'Tiu Cllt WtU cllzwbag ller wllell slu wa.r ]lll#lng tJu nudl 
tllrough tlu! lt!IJel'-box wllldl lfiiiMit ltD")' dJflfcuJt to UJlver 
tile 1ltlliL 0111' first prloroty Ita to be the safety of OIU' 

postpeople. ' 
9tlt Aprtl, 199& BogiUII' Regis, We.tt SII&Sa. 'DAILY 
EXPRESS' 

hia opinion that 'our postnuiiJ Ita b«a hlll't tp��U·IHully._ 
There 18 110 reao11 why tmybody sJIOJU4 be tJittrdr.ed diiJly 

)un because they are tldherlng m.u. 
� Cllt Cllll- do }1l&t a 1IIIICh dllllul.ge a a dog. Tlley � 
tu:111 as welL' 
31st JIIIIIIIIIY, 1998. Hlgll JJYcombe, lJiu:Jdnfluln&tldre. 
'DAILY MAIL' 
*** ADd nnauy, the terror or Jack Tbe Mog&te, was said to 
haVe been stalldng tbe wtndlllg roads or a quiet Lancasblre 
village earlier this year. 
The cat had been responsible for a number of attacb upon 

1111SUSJMdblg residents, forcing tbe poHce to get tavolved. 
They vtstted the 'ownen' and suggested that it might be a 
good Idea to keep Jack indoon as much as possible, though 
of course, that's eamer said then done where cats are 
concerned. 
Numbered amongst Jack's vtctlms ID tbe vmage or 
Tockholes near Blackbum, Is Stepben TreadwelL The 
41-year-old father-of-two was outside lda home wbell the 
cat appeared snarling and hisaing at tbat which he 
considered to be hia 'prey.' 
Stephen tmi'!Mldlately daBbed Inside his house and slammed 
the door shut before Jack had a chance to sink bil claws 
into Ilia tldgb. 
There have been complainta of at least two other 'Jaek 
Attadm' tn the vtllage u well u st:Yenl on regulars at a 
nearby pub; The VIctoria. 

. 

Irene Carter, the cbet, said that they were tldnkiDg of 
putUng up a stgn saying 'Beware or The Cat.' 
'He's better t1um any giUII'd dog, ' she was quoted as saying. 
But Jack's ' ownen' Pat and �tr Cook, lnalst that their 
ftve-year-old cat is Innocent. Pet-shop owner Pat, 50, was 
moved to comment; 'Tiu polla CIUIII! roiUUl tlllllSilggmed 
I tU Jade up 011 a IDagtll of WtUJting lbae. But lu's a 
frlelldlYCIIL He's lleVD'�scrlltdledme. 



· -

They're out to get him. Well, DVel' my IWulbody. 
'I'm not having some toffee-nosedtownles getting the bdter 
of Jackllllll me. He's lnnoceiiL ' 
8th Feb1'11111Y, 1998. Toclcholes, near Bllldcbll171 'SUNDAY 
PEOPLE' 

*** A woman aged 91 was forced to nee n-om her home 
when lt was set aUght by, or all the creature's on this 
Increasingly Insane planet, a tortoise. 
The pet, called Tony, managed to crawl under an eledrtc 
Ore In a bld to keep warm. Somehow or other, the Ore 
toppled over and started a blaze In Allc:e VIDey's llvtng 
room. 
Lucidly, she wu racued by her daughter Jean, and Tony, 
tbought to be about SO years old, wu saved from the 
resultant Inferno by a fireman. 
Allce, who halls from Portsmouth, was moved to comment; 
'He's a lltiJe rogue. We were very lllc/l:y. He always goes for 
warmth. Wllen I sllln the chair he sll.r by my feet just UU a 
clll. 
'He gets Into trouble 1UIW II1Ul then. He once fell off a 
btlll:ony and mrvlved. , 

-

25th MarcJJ, 1998. Pori.Ymouth, Hampsldre. 'DAILY 
MAIL ' 

*** And a group of Amertcan lilllbUHes, straight out of 
'DELIVERANCE,' are believed to have died after they 
feasted upon a yummy scrummy diet of squirrel brains. 
Five patteuts who develpoed deadly Creutzfeldt-Jakob 
Disease In Western Kentucky, were said by local doctors to 
have had a history of cooking tbe (alleged, being a 
confirmed vegetarian, I really wouldn't know - Ed ) 
deUcacy. 
The three men and two women, aged rrom S6 to 78, 
scrambled the brains wltb ees or added them to stews. 
CJD or Mad Cow Disease, Is already known to affect 
attle and ats, but tbiJ is the first time it b.u been found In 
squirrels. 
A research team at Kentucky Univentty also dlscoverd a 
Unk between stewed squirrel and Parkinson's Disease. 
The leader, Dr Joseph Berger, warned; 'More studle:J are 
needed, but our llllvla In the meantime must be; think twice 
before scrambling your rodent. ' 
18thA.ugust, 1997. Kentucky, USA. 'UVERPOOLECHO' 

ANIMALS TO THE 
RESCUE 

And here, onc:e more, we provide proof that not all animals 
are engaged upon a revolt (perfectly understandable 
though that would be) against all of mankind. ••• 

Consider tr you will the case of one Richard Stone, 58, who 
mana&eef to &et hbnself stuck under IUs van, and then had 
the vebide roll over him In a deserted laDe, plnDin& IUs le& 
beneath a wheeL 
Richard's anguished crtes ror belp went unheeded, but at a 
caravan park 100 yards away, a parrot called Sonny wu 
Hstening In his aviary. 
Suddenly park workers Richard Herd,37, and Jeremy 
Burstow, 24, beard the bird squawking: 'Help, Help. ' 
Richard said; � jfnt we thought someone WtU wbullng 
So1111y llJI· But tU soon as we got to lllm he stopped malclng 
a nob e. In the dlsllulct! we collld hetll' a IIUIII 's voice 
slloutbag, so we nu/led out to see what wtU going 011. ' 
Memwblle, Mr Stone l2y helpless under tbe Sberpa van 
which had trundled back on top of him u be tried to push 
it tbrougb his allotment gate near Cheddar, Some net. 

'I thought I W&t going to be stuck tllere all lllght long, ' be 
said. 'No oneseemedtohearme. ' 
Finally however, Richard Herd and Jeremy arrived on the 
sc:ene, and very nearly managed to run over the prone 
man. Fortunately, thanks to the uound bein& soft, be 
escaped wttb nothing more serious than a bruised ankle. 
Richard, eternally gratetol to the Mauw, later bought him 
a big buach of grapee and w• moved to aay; � .,..,. 
grellt. WluztWOIIlili have done without him?' 
Tbe bird's owner, caravan park manager Che Moore, 23, 
said; 'He's qlllte shy lllllluslllllly mimics people only when 
they lulvegone. , 
Bristol Zoo curator Duncan Bolton said; 'If a panot hetln 
a Cllll lt will try to IIIUWer. It trellled the cries for lldp tU 
11110ther]H117'ot Clllllllglllllldlllyrespondal. , 
19tll Febnulry, 1998. Chaldllr, Som1!rut. 'SUNDAY 
MANC' 

*** Edwina Carron was asleep In bed one night when a 
neipoour set ftre the flat upstairs. Sbe owes ber Ufe to her 
German Dachshund named MltlJe, who woke ber. 
'Oil tJu nlgllt of tile flu I MU bt a dup slup bt!t!alue I'd 
tllkellsomepalllkiJlenfor my btuliHu:lc. 
'MIIVe lulll been s/eqlbag on the bed wltll me but In the 
mJddJe ofthe night she wolce IIJl and went ollllnto the llvbag 
room. At about 1:30 11111, she Cllllle INiclc Into my room and 
}lutlpal onto tJu bed. I WtU so coiiUIIose tlulti WtU obllvlotu 
toiler. 
'But tllen she stllrtedj'lopplllg Iter ears arollllll so 111111 tlley 
were slllpplng agllbut my cheeJc. I collld jUl the slllp but I 
WtU still luiJf' tU/eep. I rt!SpOIUied by trying to pull MttrJe 
agabutmeforacuddle. 
'But llutetul of CJUIIIIg llJi nexl  to me, tU she uslllllly does, 
site pllllell away llllll )1unpe4 on top of me. She beg1111 
.ft'tDtllalllY lldcblg my ftu:e IIIUlbtlrkblg. 
'I opened my qa 11114 sllill; "WIIIIIever i6 tile IIUitter, 
Mlb:.le? "  I kllew somdltbag WtU wrong bectuue lt wasn't 
her IUI17IUil baric. There seemed to be a IJOte of panic In lt. 
MttrJe then lellped off tile bed llllll stlll'ted scutlllllg back 
II1Ul forth between the llvlng room and the bedroom. Now 
ftUly awaJce, I went Into the llvlng room llllll looked out of 
the window. There WtU a IIUIII outJJU In the gtll'den lllllli 
thollflllt lt was a burglar trylllg to brulc In. 
'But then thu strallger shoiiUd to me tiUit tllere wtU a jfre, 

j'lllmes IIIUl smo/cewere bUlowlngfrom the f/111 upstiiJn and 
to get out as qlllckly tU I collld. 
It wtU then that I noticed the smolce pollrlllg Into the j1lzt 
.from IUUier the .front door, so I }list gathered MttrJe In my 
· tl17fU IIIUl r1111 1nto tile street. 

'Both M liVe 11114 I suJTerell from the ejfed/1 of brelltlllllg 
smolce, and the polke told me that If I'd been In the f/111 
IIJIICit longer, I wollld never lulve got out lllJve. 
'It's quite simple; If it luulll 't been for MIIJ;Je, I wollldn 't be 
here todlzy. I owe her my llfe. ' 

*** Edna Henry, 81, was terrHled that she would die when 
she collapsed on her bed. She was alone In tbe house and 
powerless to call for help. But Edna, from Dartford, Kent, 
was saved after her devoted cat Ben raised the alarm. ••• 

'Just after I jllll rt:tllmed home one Frldlzy ajlemoon, I 
went llJIStllln toch1111gelnto somethlllg cooL 
'It wtU qlllle hot tJull dlly. I lul4 a tllrotlt comp/Jdnt IIIUI I 
wasn 'tfulbag myself. Slult/DJly, I collapsed llllllfowu:l tlult 
Iwa ptll'tllysellfromthetlaroat dow& 
'I couldn't move tJ 11111Scle or 1ftlllce tJ soruul. I MU terrlfled 
beci:uue I wtU alone In the house llltd nobody. wollld have 
llll lnlcJJng tllat I WtU In II'Oilble. 
'I'd collllpsell at 2:30pm. Soon ajlerwlll'tb I heard a walling 
soiiiiiL At .f1nt I thought 11 wtU a child, but then I relllbelllt 
WtU my Cllt, Bell. 



. .  
He'd seen me lying on the bed IIIUt went oUJslde the house, 
sat down IIIUt st1111ed millowlng at the top of lW voice. 
'Ben's the sort of cat who prefers- to stlly Indoors. If he goes 

. out, he's soon baclc in the warm. But this time he stayed out 
all night. He dJdn 't stop screeching for a mbulte - the poor 
tiling nuut htJWt NB� ltoane by tile nul oflt. 
'I wa.r lying 011 the bed the whole time lbtt!lllllg to him. I 
learned ajlerwrzrtb that he woke up ��D�Tly all the 
neighbours. 
Finlllly, at 7am the next dlly, one neighbour got so IIIUIOYed 

that she Cllllle round to su what was going on. W1len she 
saw poor Ben sitting there shivering, she reallsedsomething 

was wrong and went across tile 1'01111 to find IIIIOther 
neigltbourwllo lltU a spare key to my llouse.. 
Mbultea ltJter I hetll'd tile key tumiltg Ill the locJc IJIId to my 
rellef, they come upstlllrs and found me. I stayed Ill hospltlll 
for several wuks. My Ulness mystl/fed the doctors, and I 
was paralysed for several dlzys. I eventlullly recovered 
though, andl was allowed home. 
'While I 'was in hosplllll I told one of the IJIIl'Ses how Ben 
luul saved me IIIUt she was IIIIUIUIL She told me I should 
enter htm In a competition for bravery ll1Ul I dld. .• He won a 
year's supply ofCillfoodfor his Joya/Jy. 
'He's an astute and lntelllgent cat. He dejlnilely sensed 
something wa wrong that dily and did everything he could 
to help me.. lfltweren 'tfor him, I wollldn 't be here todlly. ' 

*** Georgtna Swatnbank-Hlll was out rtdlng her horse 
Troy, when a cmal bank suddenly gave way. The 
29-year-old mother of two was In very real danger of 
drowning until she was rescued by her beloved horse. 
�r&Ae takes up the story ••• 

'My mother Glorla and I luul been out rldlngfor about six 
milD whm tllelt¥110aer turneiL Out ofthe blue ltwmtfrom 
brig/lt SIIIU,_ to lullblolle& 
I'd had tllb ldetl to ride alo11g the Clllllll banJc to visit a 

j'l1end, but we'd only gone a hundred yards when the bank 
siUidenly gave way ll1Ul Troy sUpped. A spilt second lilter we 
were tumbling Into the CliiUil. My mother told me that I 
whadced my hetlll on the CIIIUil bank on the other side It 
must have been lined with corrugated Iron becmue my 
rldlllg hat spilt. 

'I was seml-consclous andJloatlngfllce down with my head 
UIUierwater. I'm not a strong swimmer and I dJdn 't sllllul a 
chance. The water was icy-cold and pitch blllclc. I thought I 
was going to dJe. 
'The horse my mother was rldlng stllrted rearing up. My 
motlter mtJIIIJged to get control of JUm IJIId galloped 
upstream to where a 1tUUI wa.r 011 IHHird a barge. He r1111 
over and the pair ofthem watched 7Toy TQCIIe me. 
Troy, who was up to Ills neck In water, put his hetlll U1Uler 
the surface bDU!IIth me. I felt somdhlng under my stoiiUICh, 
but dJdn 't think for a minllte lt was Troy. The next thing I 
lcnew, I was being 11/fed out ofthe water onto the !JIIn/c. 
�y horsey person wllltellyou tlult horses simply don 't put 
their hemb llllllerwater for tile pleluure oflt. It's totlllly out 
of character. 
What was even more remlll'lc4ble however, wtU the Clllm 
way In which Troy dell/1 with the sltlultlon - 99.9 per cent of 
horses would thrash about in panic lf they fell Into the 
CIIIUIL 
'1 f Troy 111111 done that, I would have been lclclred to delltiJ. 

As 1t was, according to my mother, he stood stoclc-stlll and 
1tUide only the sUghlest movement with his head, scouring 
the water for any slgn of me. Once he spotted me he sprang 
ln1o action. 
'My mother says he htul that anguished look of a chlldwho 
has lost his mother and is desperately trying to find her. 
� I got ollto the CIIIUIJ. INualc 1111 amblllilll« � IJIId I 
WtU gtvm jlrst aid. It was a 1'e'Y bu:Jcy e8CIIJH!. Troy was 
lllc/cy, too. He scraped hb lnnerthtgh and �bright eye. 
'I owe my ll.fe to Troy. I've only had htm a few years, but 
he'Usto:y with me until the day he dJes. 
(ALL ABOVE REPORTS: 28th JIJIUIIII'Y, 1998. 'DAILY 
MAIL? 

*** Risking all mne of her Uves, Dolores, a 1-year-old 
Abyssinian cat, alerted Kyle Letbach that his apartment 
was on Dre by Jumping on his bead and scratching his race. 
The apartment was gutted. 
The former stray inhaled smoke during the ftre and was 
revived by flreftghters. She suffered from a lung Infection 
for weeks afterward. Dolores later was awarded a bravery 
certlftcate from tbe American Humane A.ssoda�on. 
Leibacb was quoted as saying; 
'I wtlllllways be th11111cjW to her becluue she sii1Wl my llfe.. 
I get her whatever the most expent�lve cat food is at the 
store. , 
23rd August, 1998. Pltlsburgh, USA. 'ST. LOUIS 
POST-DI8PA.TCH' 

*** When dog owner Ronnte Lawless, 43, plunged down 
an embankment and was forced to lie In agony wtth a 
badly twisted back, Barney was quick to spring back home 
to raise tbe alarm by barking loud and long •••• Ronnie's 
partner, Ann Downey, immediately realised somethln& was 
drasUcally wron1 and followed Barney back to the isolated 
spot in Prenton, Blrkenhead on Merseyside. 
Ann later said; '&:lmey dld tile ftUl LASSIE bit, stopplllg 
every so ofte�� so tltat I could ctdcJt up. ' 
14111 Jlllllllli'Y, 1998. Prenton, Blrkmltetul, Merseyside. 
'UVERPOOL ECHO' 

*** A dog called Ben made three trips Into a burning house 
to save a trio of young clilldren trapped inside. ••• 

Tragically however, the courageou German Shepherd wu 
ldlled when he was run over by, of all tldngs, a ftre engine 
racing to the scene. 
lOth NoWmber, 1997. Stocldwlm, Swede��. 'DAILY MANC 

..,.., And perhaps the saddest story or all concerns a 
mongrel named Lupo, who has had a roadside tent erected 
for hlm. •• He refuses to budge an inch from the very spot 



where hts 'owner' was kllled In a car crash over ten years 
ago. 
27th July, 1997. Rome,IIilly. 'DAILY EXPRESS' 

An (ahem) Spot Of Trouble 
With The Old Dog' n'Bone 

A pair of dogs not quite so much in their 'owners' good 
books Includes one that goes by the highly - appropriate 
name of Blmbo ••• She somehow managed to answer the 
phone at Unnt Anderson's home In Oslo, and sparked a 999 
alert which resulted In the sending of an ambulance, the 
ponce and the Ire brigade. ••• 

The caller thought that the Incoherent grunts were 
emanatiJl2 from Anderson. 
12tlt October, 1997. Oslo, FlnJJuul. 'DAILY SLUR' 

*** Meanwhile, closer to home In London, a batlled 
woman who lost a mobHe phone dlalled the number and 
heard it dearly ringing Inside her boyfriend's dog ••• 

Rachel Murray, 27, had left the phone under her 
Christmas tree as a 2ift for the said boyfriend, but Tony 
Dangerfteld's bloodhound, Charlle, had crept Into the 
room and wolfed down the mobile phone leaving behind 
nothing but a plle of tom paper. 
After a trultless search tor the phone, Murray obtained the 
number from the telephone company, dlaHed and heard 
muftled ringing from sleeping Charlle's stomach. 
'AJjlnt I thought Chlll'lle was lying on the phone - then I 
retllbed where 11 was, ' she said. The doz was rushed to a 
vet's, who advUed Murray and Dangerfteld to let nature 
take its course. 
Twenty four hours later, the phone duly emerged, sUB In 
working order, If a little smelly •••• 

3rdJIIIUUIIY, 1998. London. 'THE SCUM' 

!DEFINABLE 
WEIRDNESS 

Thunder From The Stars 
A mysterious boom, that sounded for all the world like an 
explosion rending the skies above the Ozarks, USA , last 
December (1997), was reported n-om Rogersvllle, 
Missouri. 
On 17th December, a huge aerial 'booming' jolted the 
town, and according to news accounts on KYTV, the blast 
'rattled wbulows IJIId blew OJH!II storm doors, '  in the small 
community of approximately 995 people. 
The TV report also made mention of a USAF spokesman, 
who was dutlftllly wheeled out to deny that the mysterious 
blast was a sonic boom caused by low-Dying, supersonic jet 
Interceptors. 

Meanwhlle, just two montb.l later, the foeUI of attention 
turned to Mobile, Alabama, USA, where there were said 
to have been similar aerial boomings heard by many of the 
residents or that county on the night or 5th February, 
1998. 
The local police staUon was nooded wtth calls, and most of 
the complaints seemed to emanate from the region around 
Theodore, Alabama, on Highway 59, about 10 miles south 
ot MobHe. 
According to the sherrtrs department, a deputy at the 
substaUon In the area Hterally 'sliW the WGlJs shiiU when a 
boom soJUUied. No one wa.r injured IJIId no 1IUI}or dluntJge 

W4f reported. , 
Meteorologists at the National Weather Service had no 
explanation for the noises. The U.S. Geological Survey's 
Earthquake Centre In Boulder, Colorado, said that the 

sound was caused by any natural earthquake, or at least 
that nothing had been recorded on thetr seismic 
Instruments. 
A spokesman for the USAF, said that the sonic booms may 
have been caused by their tlpten 'traveJJlng.from Tt:XIIS to 
Florida, IIIUI tlult under certllln wellther condJtlons' such a 

boom may well be carried long distances over water. 
However, aa reaearchen have been quiek to point out, 
Mobile is located at the head of Mobile Bay, approximately 
170 miles south of Montgomery, the state capital, and the 
Bay Is thirty mlles long. That sure is a long way for a sonic 
boom to travel from the Gulf of Mexico. 
7tiiFeb171111Y, 1998.Moblle,AIIIINutul, USA.. 'U&4 TODAr 

THE MAN WITH THREE 
TONGUES 

A chinese farmer with three tonpes had to undergo 
surgery to rectlty the abnormaBty, last March.. 
Xlang Shfhua, 32, from the south-western Slchuan 
province, can now for the ftnt time In ages eat and speak 
normally. He was born wtth just the one tongue, but a 
second smaller one appeared when he was tlve, ronowed 
quickly by a third. 
The longest tongue was 14 1nches long, whHe the other two 
were 9 Inches and 3.6 Inches and or varying widths and 
thicknesses. 
9t11 M111clt, 1998. SlduuDJ Provbu:1!, Chbul. 'UYERPOOL 
ECHO' 

THE KILLER NOISE 
Whales and dolphins are apparently betng driven to death 
by noise, according to a report In 'NATURE' magazine. 
The cacophony caused by a comblnaUon or ships, mWtary 
sonar, on drlJJin& and exploraUon Is drowntnz out their 
own. buHt-ln sonar system they, use for communtcaUon and 
finding food. 
Mllltary tests may have been the cause of twelve whales 
beaching themselves on the west coast of Greece In 1996. 
5tltA.uguat, 1998. Greece. 'DAILY MAIL ' 

Unidentified 'Gioop' Falls 
On Pennsylvania Home 

On Sunday afternoon, January 18th, 1998, hundreds of 
gallons or a weird brown, wu-llke substance were said to 
have fallen on the home or the SneH family In Paradise 
Township, not far from York, Pennsylvania. 
� mysterious brown sllbstllnce fell from the slcy ••• It 
splattered tJu lw.u� tJu roof, tJu wbulows, tJu banl, tJu 
� tlrhtewtly. 
'Pollce Cllll 't figure out what it Is. Neither Cllll anyone ebe. 
It's tlte colour of 1tUUl but it's not grainy. An lnsurtUJCe 
ad}llster hiiS ordered tests on the subslllnce. ' 
Rose Snell discovered the strange Hquid when she returned 
home at 7:30pm. 
'It's mystiJYing, 'Snen kept saying as she walked around the 
house. Sbe said she noUced the brown splash on ber door 
as sbe entered the house. 
'Great, she thought. 'I bet tlune boys are lulvlng a mud 
IHzttk , 
Her eighteen-year-old son, Marc, had been hanging out 
with several n-tends of hts during the day. She was 
prepared to have a few words with him when he walked In 
the door. 
But his comment took her by surprise. 'What's going on 
here?'Marc asked. 
Marc said be returned home about 6pm. He, too, noUced 
the strange brown splashes on the door. 



Marc aJso round sfmtlar brown splashes on b1s ar. He 
tried to wash them b1s wtndsbieJd wttb cleaning Dutd. They 
.were hard to remove. 
He said; 'Mom, it's ll1ce paste or wax on there. ' 
The Snells called the Northern York County Re2ional 
Police. who duly dispatched a cruiser to the premises. 
When the trooper switched on his heavy-duty tlash.Ugbt, 
that's when he realised there were brown •plaabes covering 
everything on her property. 
'It appean as though it Cll1lle from the s/cy, ' Northern 
Regional PoHce Lt. Mark Bentzel said. 
21st JfiiiiiiiiY, 199&. Partldbe TowtUhlp, Pennsylvanlll, 
USA.. 'PENNSYLVANIA DAILYRECORD. ' 

The Feathered 

Dinosaurs 
Two newly-discovered Dinosaurs, which might well be 
early ancestors of birdl, developed feathen for warmth, 
rather than mgbt, scientists are now speculating. 
The well-preserved fossU-skdeton of the chicken-sized 
biped Dinosaur Sinosauropteryx, which lived about 140 
million years a&o, was recently found in Llaoning, 
north-eastern China. 
They had pointed heads, long tails, and thre&-ftngered 
hmds dominated by a blrge, clawed ftrst finger which may 
have been UJed to ldll prey. One of the creatures allo 
contained the remains of Its last meal - a Hzard - and a pair 
of unlald eggs. 
But sdentlsts, led by Pet-JI Chen, said that the most 
Interesting discovery was the qulll-llke 'llr/egumenlllry 
structures' coverln& botb specimens. 
The verUcal ftbres ran from the base of the head and along 
the back and tall. They were thoupt to be the remains of 
feathers, or feather-like structures, but were clearly not 
desiglaed for ftlght. 
The density, dl8tribuUon and relatively short lengths of tbe 
strudures suggested that they were not UJed for dilplay 
purposes ettber. 
But tt is possible the 'feathers' were used for Insulation, 
helping the Dinosaur to stop losing body heat. Thls would 
su&&est that they were warm-blooded. 
The researchers said; 'There are no structures sllowlng the 
}ilndllmt:ntlll morpluJ/oglclll fetltures of modem dlly bird 
fetltlten, but tlley could be previously unldentl/fed 
protofeathen wlllch are not as complex as dtller down 
j'ellthen or even tile hlllr-Uke figures of secomlllrlly 

JllghiJess birds. , 
The evidence from Sinosauropteryx indicated that feathers 
evolved from simpler, branched structures that appeared 
in non-ftylnz Dinosaurs, possibly as a means of lnsulaUon. 
8th Jlliiiiiii'Y, 1998. LlJionlng, North-Eilstem ChJiuL 
'UYERPOOL ECHO' 

The Mysterious 
Killer Farm Disease 

A strange disease has, accordln& to tbe less-tban-reUable 
Sunday press, led to the deaths of nearly 200 rarm animals 
in a case which Is said to have completely batned sdenUsts. 
Farmers Andy Dorts Sheehy have been witness to cows, 
horses and sheep dying from the unldenUfted illness on 
their land in Limerick, Ireland. 
The couple's daughter Lelanne, was quoted as saying; 'It 
CIUI '/be bliunell 011 DUI' 1ftiiiiii11DIU!IIt. 
'We've farmed the liuul ln the Seventla tllld Elghtla witll 
no problenu, but tWWthe losses ��re co/osslll. 

'It's a VDY rare dlst!IISe - so new, thlll no one laJoJn a lot 
about it. '  The illness produces sores on the animals' skin, 
body and &Ut, affecting the Immune system. 
Dorts said; 'Death here has become a way of llfe. I can 
walk aroiiiUl the lllnd now and If sometlllng Is going to dk 
you ct111 pick it out. ' 
Enviromental Protection Agency spokesman Paul Toner 
said; 'We are tatbtg but have �o far foruul 110 �Iglu of 
pollutlon, , 

18th JfiiiiiiiiY, 1998. LlmerlcJc, ll't!lllluL 'SUNDAY 
PEOPLE' 

Qlhe Creeptno (Fesh 
A bacteria that in some forms eats the Oesh of humans has 
reportedly ldlled at least 18 people in the state of Teus, 
according to local health omdals. 
Prior to tbt, doctors were quick to point out that there 
had been no other cues in the wake of an outbreak of the 
godawful dlsea8e In St. Jerome, Quebec, Canada, that 
ldlled one victim and left another seriously Ul. 
HospttaJ omdals claimed tt was merely a colnddence that 
two of a hospitals maternity patients fell prey to the 
fast-spreadinz disease. 
They did admit however, that doctors have been seeing 
more cues of tbe disease in recent years, and 'experts' 
believe that tt Is part of a cyde. 
Wltnea the Texas cues included below •••• 

They said that 89 cases of group A streptococcus have been 
reported In the state since last December 1st, most around 
Houston and Austin. One of the vlcUms was a S-year-old 
boy from Houston. Usually, the bacteria kills seven people 
a year in the state, omclals said. The bacteria Is the same 
that auses strep throat and is treatable with anUbiotlcs If 
caupt in Ume. lbe cause of the outbreak was not known, 
but doctors and nurses statewlde have since been alerted. 
So, that's okay then. 
5tltMarcll, 1998. Houston/Austbt, Tex�U. 'USA TODAY. ' 



!Jar#: �&ion& 
To The Ends Of The Earth : Loch Ness Special 

Channel Four: Screened: 27th April, 1998. 
This year's entry into the growing stream or documentary's featuring Scotland's most elusive celebrity, was every bit as 
fasclnaUnK as its countless predecessors, despite the fad that it had Httle new to say on the evidence for or a&ainst the 
existence or an unknown creature lurking 1n the peat-stained depths of Loch Ness. For this reviewer at least however, the 
duration of its running Ume helped satisfy the need for magic In an Increasingly duD world. 
The program ope111 with a mixture of the famillar (the onc.authentic-then dlscredited-now-eoDtidered-genuine..IIIGJ1be 
'Surgeon's Photograph,' Tlm Dlnsdale's clne ftlm, several snippets of ey&-witness accounts) and the breathtakingly 
awe-inspiring (the mist-shrouded mountains, the dappled shade of summer woods, the sunlight gUttering on the water's 
surface) ••• 

A minute or so In, and we're Introduced to the latest sdenUftc team who've arrived at the Loch, equipped with a 
combination of high-tech equipement and even higher hopes. Under the leadership of Robert RIDes (a former member of 
the Academy or AppHed Sdence, whose underwater photographs or 1972 and 197S are the subject or Intense controversy 
amongst believers and sceptics alike), we see the team arriving at Urquhart Bay - the deepest part or the Loch, and the 
site of the ruined castle - a sllent sentinel, brooding over all. 
Rob, resplendent 1n a baseball cap, ray-bans and an all-weather jacket, is we are told, 'a 1IUIII of """'Y 
accompllshmenb. • .A respected lllwyer, and the foiUUler of a law schooL He wa trained In sclmce and engineering, and 
helped In the devdopment of both rllllllr and soiUll'. But lW tnle JHUSion ls a punuJt tlultfew sclelltlsts tiJJce seriously: the 
lllllttfortheLochNessMoMter. ' 
Now seated before a large bay window overlooking Temple Pier, Rob waxes lyrical on the benefits of keeping an open 
mind: 'You don't have ldetu If you don 't have adventure. If you don't have an open mbul you 'U lleW!r 1IUI/ce a dbcovery. I 
think there's amlsconceptlon that sctmce ha to be somethlngrlgtd, something spoMored by NASA, or the govert1111e11t, or 
milloM of dolllln. You Jrnow, a sdentlst Is a scientist, I don't Clll"e where you put him!' 
Back on the surface or tbe Loch itself, we meet up with Charles Wyckotr, Rob's long-Ume partner In the search. He's a 
'photographic Innovator' with over 60 patents to his name, and is held in the highest regard, capturing as he did, the ftrst 
pidures or an atomic bomb explosion and the Apollo Moon landin&s. IniUally ,Charles was a conftrmed sceptic; �t jlnt I 
said it was a myth, then I becllme an agnostic, and pretty soon, I said; "Gee, you know, there's more to it than that. " I 



guess there's something down there, IIIUl I got really 
lntrlgued. And the more instnunelltlltlll I cooked up, the 

_ _ more intrlguedi bet:lun«. ' 
OVer a clever montage of eyewitness testimony (featuring, 
amongst others, Father Gregory, Alex CampbeU and the 
ubiquitous Tlm Dlnsdale) and various sketches of what the 
creature Is said to look like, Rob uses bts sldlls as a lawyer 
to assess tbe veracity of the accounts related to bim 
personally; '1 just got the strtuage fullng that netyollt! 
WIUII 't IJ llllr. E-vetyOIIt! WIUII 't 1J fooL Tllat there WIU 
sometldllg tllere. , 
This bunch, lntuiUon, call tt what you will, was uystaOised 
Into bard fad when, together with bls wife, Caro� be 
underwent an experience that would haunt him for the rest 
of bls 111e. In the Summer of 1972, the couple were walking 
In the llelds below Borlum Farm, on the opposite side of 
tbe bay from Temple Pier, when they looked down at the 
huge expanse of slato-grey water and saw 'a blg greyish 
hump. It went out agabast the wind CIUTDitf lnto the mouth 
of Urtplla1111 Blly, lt tiU7Ied III'OIUUl llllll Cll1lle btu:k rlgltt in 
frollt of us IJIUL ••• (here be utten a noise that can only be 
described as a '�'). .•• ltstmlc. ' 
The slgbUng of an unknown sometblng was enougb to 
Inspire Rob to drum up a team of 'experts' Intent upon 
tracking down the object of mystery. 
Using sonar and underwater photography, the team were 
successful in capturiJl& a definite lmaze on mm reflected In 
the harsh �e of a submeqed strobe Jl&bt. Rob takes up 
the story ••• 

'EIII'ly 011 t1uJt 1ft0171111g about 0111! 01 cJodc, (1 :45 am OD 
August 8th, 1972, according to Peter Daviel's report to the 
now sadly defunct Loch Ness InvesUgaUon Bureau), we 
/Jeg1111 to see the slllmo11 Jumping all uver Urtpllulrt Bay. 
Tile riven were dry, so thq couldn't go up to :JJHlWIL We 
cou/4 see 1t 011 the solllll' too. . .ji:JIJ moving. And tlu:ll thJ:J 
BIIIGGG tllrgd Cll1lle in 011 the soiUII'' (we are shown the 
actual print-out of a series of pin-prick like objects - the 
salmon, followed by a much more substantbl Indistinct 
Image). 'Aiul we were J1TIIYlllg lt wa.t just the rlgltt db� 
tllat tJu Edgerto11 CIIIIID'tJ colllll pldc up solltdlllng ••. We 
M!!l"e ludcy. , 
The narrator tens us that ror thousands or frames there 
was nothing to see save ror a void or pttdl-black water, but 
an of a sudden, there appeared three frames depleting a 
barely discernible object. The pictures each underwent 
computer enhancement at NASA's Jet Propulllon 
Laboratory, and were later displayed for both 'expert' and 
pubUc consumption. The now famous, and oft-reproduced 
'Flipper Photograph' Is given another airing. Rob Is 
convinced that tlds evidence Is pretty much 
Incontrovertible as proof or the existence of 'Nessle.' 
'We got at leiBt three frame:J, corroborated by slmllllr 
lmllges 011 the SOIIIII' tllrget. Tllat WIU IJ thrilL ' 
Excited by the prospect of Imminent sucsess In so� the 
mystery once and for all, RIDes returned to the Loch In the 
years following the 'J'Upper' pictarel and obtaiDed several 
more sonar contacts u well u those otber mueb-dlsauted, 
much-debated uncterwater pictures of a ' gargoyle-like 
bead and neck' mapped In 1975. 
These photographs were lnstrumeDtal In wbudng the 
convenlon of the hlghly-repsected naturalist Sir Peter 
Scott. ••• 

A contemponry Interview with Sir Peter Is shown to 
outline the reasons for voicing his beDef In tbe reality of 
the 'monster': 'Wiult I'm saying Is t1u1t there Is a body of 
evldDu:e wlllclt I 11111 prqHII'eil to tU:Cqlt, wiJich Cllll not be 
e:xp/lllllal lll temu oflalown piiDtomDuL ' 
Such comment. make for �CD�aUonal headlines In varloua 
newspapers ('THE DAILY MAIL ' Is shown here, but the 
producen could have picked my tabloid of the day), and 

packed press conferences are stated to assimilate the 
growing body of evidence. A young-looking Rob RIDes 
addresses one such conference for 'NATURE' MAGAZINE 
with the a.uertlon that 'olll' sok objective u to get tile 
r.oologlclll co11111UU11ty all over the world., a well a other 
sclmte:Jt:J, to antllyse what we lulve prodllced. Ami buleed, 
to debate wlull these tlllngs 1tUlY be, IIIUl to get s11J11dmtly 
Interested that sdt!ntest:J dilre to come to Loch Ness. ' 
The chances of that happening, were however, about as 
likely a prospect as Alex Ferpson remaintnt charitable In 
defeat. 
The plea for the subject to be taken a tad more seriously 
wun't helped any when the seepUea pointed out that the 
'Flipper Photo' bad been further computer-enlwmeed to 
produce a much clearer Image or a dorsal-like tin, perhaps 
to �In neatly with Sir Peter Scott's assertion that the 
'monster' could well be a surviving prebtstoric repute - tbe 
Pleslosaur. 
Not surprisingly perhaps, zoologists at the Natural History 
Museum were not exactly entbuslasUc In their appndsal of 
the evidence. One of these 'experts' Is shown standing In 
the shadow or a full-size skeleton of just such a creature, 
and has this to say; 'It seettU to me thlllwe are being llfvlted 
to tJCCqJt that In a rdstlvdy smllll body ofwater, In what Is, 
from a ttJO/oglclll viewpoint, OM of the best aploral 
colllllrles in the world., we lulve a ptJJJIIllltlo11 of llll'ge 
pretllllory rqtlleswiJich cou/4 be warm-blooded, IIIUiwldcll 
mlgllt even be ClliJIIIbiJia wltiJ SIIOTke18. •• Now thi:J Ijllul1'1!1')' 
dlJ1Ieult to tDJce.. , 
John Lambabead, a Marine Blologilt, aiJo resident at the 
M118eU111, attempts to explain the aura of seepUdsm that 
prevalled at the time.... Looldng very smug In his 
threo-plece salt, and the total antthesls or the distinguished, 
grey-balred professor we've just seen earlier, he 
rememben; 'We follgllt shy, a lltlk bit oftiJe Loch. One of 
my predecessors at the Museum was actluiJly siJCicedfrom 
Ills job for going up 011 the Loch. And probllbly, the 
'motuter' here IJIU lulll a very INid ejJ'ect 011 sdmce In that 
111111fY sclelltbU luul a IID"VOII:J twltdl wlu!n tJu .LocJJ was 
IIIDIIIoiiMI. For reii!IOIU )'0" 'U qlliU llllllentlllld, lt collkl be 
the /d:J:J of detztlt to yo,. CIZI'«<". ' 
Bob RIDes, on the other had, bits tbe proverbial nall smack 
on tbe head when he chirps In to say; '1 thln/c t11q (the 
'experts? got.frlglllene4. Tllose tlult 1IIIIU a /lvlngfrom thJ:J 
- tlu toO/ogtft& - are  110t rt!lllly to be1Jeve 011 tlu bllsls of OM 
plctun. Tlltlt sometldllg tluJt siJou/4 IJtwe beell dad 65 
mUllo11 yet�T:J ago, I:J stlll abtlllg, In some form, at Loc/J 
Ness, Scollillul. ' 
Haunting Pan pipes echo gently on the soundtrack as we 
gaze In wonder at an aerial shot of the Castle. The music 
sounding for an the world like a lament - a bemoaning of 
the fact that sdenee resolutely turned Its face away from 
the mystery, and overriding all, the Immutable knowledge 
that tlds wlll llk.ely  be the Rlnes teams' ftnal shot at solving 
the enigma. 
We catch up with them on a beautlftd i1UIIIIler's day of the 
type an too-rare In that ever-changeable corner or the 
world. •• 

A series or computer graphics help to get across to the 
novice some Idea or the size oftbe task that races the group. 
Even assuming that most of our readen wm be more than 
famWar with the oft-quoted statistics regarding the 
zeography of the Loch, the sheer dimensions Involved 
nevertheless make for impressive readint. The Loch Is 14 
miles long, a mUe or so wide and Is over 800ft deep In 
places (only Loch Morar, ltlelf the home of a reputed 
'monster', 11 thought to beaDy deeper) The largest expaDIC 
of water in Brttaln, Its banks faD away, predplc&-llke a few 
feet from the shore. • .And this vast, natural chasm - a 
legacy of the last Ice Age - could hold the enUre population 



or the Earth three Umes over, and sUII leave room for an 
enuty bom out or the misted realm of legend. ••• 

. .  Not that RiDes and Wychotr are enUrely alone In their 
monumental assignment. Our two heroes have auembled a 
host of 'experts' armed to the teeth with all the latest 
technology, not 1IDIIke the other sdenUftc teams before 
them, (most recently the 'DISCOVERY' expedition of a 
couple or years back). Aboard a cb.artered boat qutte 
uterally bumming with equipment, we are Introduced to 
oceanographer John Fish (an apt name for one Interested 
In all things marine, wouldn't you say) and marine biologist 
Arnle Carr. Dressed In idenUcal brtpt red outfits that 
would have looked more at home on the set of some 
cheap1960's science fiction TV series, ('LOST IN SPACE' 
say) they welcome each other with hardy �bakes. 
From a position high above Urqubart Bay, the team erect a 
relay station for tbetr so-called 'Global PosiUontng System' 
The narrator tells us that this will be a by tool in 'Rbles' 
new, more 1ntenstve setii'Ch strategy. ' 
Rob unveils his plan to sweep the Loch with sonar In a 
manner not a mtlllon mDes removed from 1987's 
'D«psCIZII, ' but this time, the GPS will pinpoint the exact 
location of any anomalous object ptc:ked up by the sensiUve 
machlnery •• .A second team, follwtng close by, will then 
attempt to capture the whatever-it-Is on mm. 
The dUDcultles In taking underwater pictures at Loch Ness 
are weD-nigh notorious. The peat that sHdes down 
endlessly from the surrounding mountains makes it 
impossible to see more than a few feet In any direction. 
Charlte explains how be Intends to overcome this dllemna 
with typical optimism; 'lt's UJre dl'lvlllg dowiJ the rOIId at 
lllg/11111 a fog. Your lwulllgltb cruU tlltrfog IDIIl you CIDI 't 
su tile rOilll. Now, If we colllll SqHD'IIte tile ltetUillgltts oJTto 
tile side, you'd have a better cltiiiiCe you'd see the rtHUl. So, 
I'm doing the same thing here. I'm separlltlng the Ught 
source from the CIIIIIHtL ' 
The photographics team attempt to do precisely this by 
assembUng a rig containing a low-Ught video camera and a 
car headUpt mounted on an aluminium frame left over 
from an earHer expedition In the 'monster-hunUn&' hey day 
of the 1970's. Despite looldng u though it were nothing 
more than the collected Junk from somebody's atuc 
dear-out, Cbarlle la adamant that it will work. 
And then, just when you were tbinldng that the maker's of 
a Loch Ness dOCUIIIelltary were going to get clean away 
without making reference to the omnipotent Adrlan Shine, 
up pops old beard race himself, to r�ale us with yet more 
cracker-barrel wisdom and tales of bow the once 
'soon-to-b&-vlndtcated witnesses' are all really seeing 
nothing more than 'tltDr Nnsle's. ' 
Undeterred (Just) we mentally shrug our sboulden and try 
to keep the grimace of distaste from otr our faces. ••• 

Rob greets him cheerily enough, doubtless unaware of 
Shine's gradual conversion from open-minded naturallst to 
hard-nosed scepUc. Even the hideously patron1slng 
reference to Rob's reftual to give up and admit defeat Is 
waved away by an almost boyish enthusiasm. Or perhaps, 
he's just a mite too polite to acknowledge the disingenuous 
tones. 
But If Rob chose to ignore hll former fellow-researcher's 
change of attitude on the banks of the Loch, wait un be gets 
home and watcbet this video ... 
Amidst the usual cUps of him descending Into the murky 
depths aboard his self-created submentble, Mr Shine 
relates bow, over a 20-year pert«:Jd, be came to refute the 
existence of the Loch Ness Monster. 
He Is also less than complimentary about our good friend 
Bob RIDes. 
'In Bob Rlnes, you have an enlhllSillstlc scientist, or 
engineer, perhaps. And at the s�UM time, a lllwyer. In the 

IIIW you IIUII 1111 lnslllnt llll.fWD'. We don't IICtluiJly mbul lf  
the IIIW geu tltbags rtgllt so long as the process b sun to be 
fall' (ob no? try teiBng that to the victlmJ of the countless 
miscarriages or Justice bighUghted these last few years - not 
least Jack Straw's disgraceful refusal to open a fresh 
Inquiry Into the awful tragedy at HIBsborougb In 
1989 ••• How's that ror ratr? - Ed), an iUlvocllte ts not obllgetl 
to prodllce tile tugatlve side of any contention. An advocllte 
tr obUged to promote purely, otu side of a CIUI!.. Bob Rlnes 
b IUUioubtedly, extremely entluullutlc. He certiiJnly IISes a 
good dal of lmagbultlon. But � without people wltlt 
lmllgbultlon, notJdng luq1ptm$ aiiJ'MIY· , 
The team only have ftve days to scour the Loch, and so, 
despite Shine's obvious lack of enthusiasm (or maybe In 
some way, because of it) the members get cracking. Our 
narrator reminds us that over the last ten years or so, there 
have been numerous accounts of sonar contacts with 
apparently anbnate objects some 1Sft In length. The 
aforementioned 'Opt:rtltlon Deepsctm' gets a notable 
mention, but before we C2D pause to draw breath and 
consider the 'revelation' that there were some substantial, 
unidenUfted targets tracked by the nounas sonar, here 
comes the resident sceptic to (a, and If you will, hem) 
'scotch' the readings with a kind or desperate logic. •• 

'Titree contllds we stUl Cllll 't aplllln, bllt that does not 
mam we neverwlllexpllllntllem. ' 
'Project Urqllllart's '  1994 expedition Is also referred to as 
the 'jlnt sciDitljlc study to e:xlllllille tile ecology oftheLoch. 
Motutenwen not on tJu 111/endll. ' 
Nevertheless, the highly-trained 'experts' who bad taken 
part In the Natural History Museum-sponsored 
Investigation, also tracked large moving underwater 
targets th2t simply had no business being there. BJom 
Larsen from 'Slmrod, ' Is shown expressing his views not 
long after the sonar readings had been made and 
subsequendy recorded; 'It's hard to asy aiiCtly what lt was. 
It was recortUdfor at last, seven, dght, nine nabultes. But 
it's � dJjJlt:ll/1 to say e:mdly wltat it was. ' 
The Natural Hlatory spokesman, the dapper Mr 
Lambshead, Is then wheeled on again to eheertully Inform 
us that yes, 'They dJd find all sorts of Interesting sotull' 
tllrgeb, lncJJulbag moving target£ (and here he audibly 
swallows a click In his throat) We've no 11/etl what tltey 
were. .. ' 
Such a candid admission that they don't have all the 
answers Is a trifle heartwarming, and you almost 
balf-e.xpect Adrtan Shine to pop up somewhere In the 
background to remind us an that: tlult don not mellll that 
we never will expiDJn tiJemJ! !' There seems to be good 
reason then for the present-day RIDes' team to remain 
opttmlsUc, but they have reckoned without the Infamous 
'Loch Ness Hoodoo' or 'Hex' (terms coined by early 
Nesste-hunters like Ted HoWday and Tlm Dlnsdale In 
response to a series or Incredible near-misses and 
unnaccountable mishaps with the camera when it came to 
filming tbe entity - The editor knows from a penonal 
convenaUon with steve Feltham, that Dlnsdale In 
particular, considered these freakish lnddents to be almost 
supernatural in nature) wldch strikes with an Impeccable 
sense orUmtng ••• No sooner has Charlle Wyckofl's mm been 
spolled by moisture seeping In and ruining the camera, 
than the sonar picks up a large, animated object.. •• 

Arnte, who you'll remember is the sonar 'expert,' rushes 
forward to the scannln& device and decrees that the object, 
whatever it may be, Is only 20-odd metres below the 
surface. He also claims In hushed, almost reverential tones, 
that be hasn't seen anything quite llk.e it before during bla 
tenure at Loch Nesa. 
But this time, it's our faitbtul narrator who otrers a timely 
word of cauUon. The Loch's excessively steep sides can 



quite often result In sound waves boundn2 olr them wtlly 
nilly, and as such it is is well-known for generating false or 
nllseladlng soiW' signals. Tbe identity or this particular 
target however, will never be known. The 'Tow-Fish,' the 
secondary tracker traWng beneath the main boat, was 
ftoating too near the Loch bed and failed to pick up on the 
object, which was a lot. nearer the surface.. 
Desptte the nustraung ambtgatty or such Incidents, one 
thing !! for certain. 
Even the scpetlcs aboard the boat, including Arnte Carr, 
are beginning to believe that tbere may be something to the 
legend after all. 
'1 tlllnk there's 11 plleno111DU111 llere, or sometlalttg tluJt l3 
reslly lnteratlng. Sometllbtg tluJt I wolllt:l IJU to get 1111 
IIIISWer to. We luul 11 tllrget todlzy. It dldn 't look llU 11 
tllentllll to me. It loolcett more blo/ogletll. Bill I doll 't 1au1w 
wltatltwiiS. ' 
With morale and optimism running on a fairly equal level, 
the RiDes' team are left to their own devices for a while, 
wbislt we the viewers are fed a potted history of sightings 
dating back to 1933, and the opening of tbe tourist-friendly 
A8l Road. The MacKay's (lnd May, 1933) sighting is duly 
reeounted, along with the original 'INVERNESS 
COURIER" news cUpping with Its 'Witllt Was It?' beadlne 
reverberaUng across the globe tn ever-expanding ripples ••• 

We see the usual old dips of the LNIB (now sadly 
defunct), tbe less-than reliable Frank Searle photo's (an 
ex-paratrooper who made a llvtng - and some would say a 
kDIIn& - out of the phenomenon, and who will be the 
subject of a fortbcomtn& 'DON' article, Constant Reader), 
the Hugh Gray picture of what may be a Golden Labrador 
carrying a stick ln its mouth, and tbe major culprits that 
can lead to misperception or the pefectly ordtnary •••• Boat 
wakes, standing waves, ftoating debris ••• 

Allstatr Boyd then puts ln an appearance to conUnue his 
debunking of the once-classic 'Surgeon's Photograph' 
'1 wM suspicious of 11 1toax IICtiUIIJ:y, to begin wltlt, beclulse 

Fd always felt tlllll jlntly, the water texture Ill the plloto, 
ilullcllta to me that we're looldng at 11 small object, 
probably no more 1111111 11 foot lllgll, IIIUl tllat thae were 
rlpp/D rlltllertll1111 wma. ' 
The story of the subaequent 'confession' by Christian 
SpurHng that Kennetb Wllson bad ln fact been part of a 
plot to hou 'THE DAILY MAIL '  by planting a model 
dinosaur head and neck onto a child's toy sabmartne is 
now almost an estabUshed part of 'Nessle' folklore. 
It should also have dealt a potential death blow to the 
whok 'mo�r ��· 
Doubts about tbe hoax story however, (not least tbe fact 
that everyone aeema to have very convieniently forgotten 
about the second picture snapped by Wllson, which 
appears to show the 'monster' diving beneath the waves) 
have recently surfaced. And lt's here that the mm-maker's 
truly come Into tbelr own with a fascinating attempt by 
both scepUc and believer to try and re-create tbe 
'Surgeon's Photograph' to prove lt either a fake or a 
genlune picture of an unknown aquatic animaL •• 

Richard Smith, an American journalist, is one of those who 
believe that the hoax story is Itself, a fallacy. 'My raetii'CII 
Juu sltOWII tlult tlu drt:lulutlulca, tu bat w� lalow, 
sllnOIUUlbag the WU.o11 Plloto lll'e cotulstelltwltlt Wlls011 's 
stmy. I'm wlllbtg to got olll 011 11 IJmb, tu lt � llllll do 
thb lnvestlgllllon. I think lt's cD1Binly worth doing no 
1111111eTWitattheollleome. '  
And so, armed with a couple of plastic 'necks' (in reality, 
Httle more than a pair of green-coloured tubes, one 1ft 
ht&h, the other 4ft hip) he heads out to Invermortston, 
near to where the oriElnal photGif'aph was shot, after we 
are shown the full-sized venion of Wilson's picture. This is 
usetol to Smith ln several ways, but most Important 1.1 its 

appHcatlon as a reference 2Ufde as to the exact location. 
The ripples surrounding the central object, be it llvtng 

. animal or plastic model, are also of especlal importance to 
Smith; 'Tite cJrc:ulm' dlstur/Nuu:a are very bateratbtg 
beciuue they ltave beeta used to calculate tlte 1111gle Ill which 
the picturewtu tllken. ' 
Computer analysts has stnce shown that the camera was 
likely pointing at an angle of 19 degrees down trom the 
horizon. With the help of a surveyor and a professional 
photographer, Smith sets out to recreate the entgmaUc 
picture at the site where it was snapped, 64 years ago. 
The e�rtment is soon completed uUllsln& both 'models' 
and, saUsfted with the results, the team retire to Bob's 
temporary HQ to comtder tbe results, which are, 
tnutratingly, tnconduatve. The four-foot 'model' certainly 
appears to be a tad more convincing than the smaller one, 
and for Smith at least. the doubts that have arl.seD are 
enough to give cause to suspect the autbenUdty or the hoax 
story; 'Whm you pill together th� btulc elements, the type 
of CIIIIID'II Wllron ckllmed to llave used, the position wltere 
lie beJJevedlte was, llllll 11 tllrget about tlu sll,e lie reported, 
you eo� liP wltlt tile pltotograplt wltlch lie clllbned to ltave 
tllken. This u certBinly, aJIJJougla not proof, so� very 
compelling evidence t1u1t the orlg/nlll testimony ofLt ColR. 
Kmnelh Wllroll, wa.t genuine. ' 
Not to be outdone, Allstatr Boyd and Adrlan Shine 
team-up to obtain their own photograph, the advantage 
nrin&IDE the way of the scepUc's stral&ht away, not least 
because they are In possession of a far more convincing 
one-foot modeL Tbe resultant images captured on mm are, 
this reviewer regrets to say, almost ldenUcal to the original, 
thereby dealing a near-mortal blow to Smith's 
assertlons. •• Not that Richard gives up without a ftght. He 
argues on screen with Boyd over the absence of ripple 
patterns tn his picture, and whilst Alastalr claims that they 
were actually present, the point is certainly a valid one. 
And even here, despite the intense research and 
expertmentaUon being carried out, I am tempted to scream 
at the top of my lungs at the TV screen 'THAT'S ALL 
VERY WELL, BUT WHA.T ABOUT THE SECOND 
WILSON PHOTOGRAPH, SHOWING WHAT APPEARS 
TO BE THE CREATURE SUBMERGING BENEATH 
THE SURFACE'!?'!?' 
To be fair to Mr Boyd however, he is actually not quite the 
hard-nosed scepUc our tn1Ual Impression might lead us to 
believe. Far from it In fact. He has a sighting of his own to 
recount before the cameras. •• 

'I know that tlu tltbt.g I saw wtu 110t 11 /og, or 1111 otter, or 11 
wtm!!, or aaytltblg IJJce 111111. It Wtu 11 lllrg� lllllnuJL It Cll1lle 
hetzVing olll of the water. Something Ulce 11 wltllle. I metm, 
th� JH111 that was IICIIuJily on the surj'llce, wllen lt stopped 
rolllng through, wM at 1etut 20 fed long. It wM tollll/.y 
extr110rdbulry. ItwM ����most IIIIUI:,Ing tiling I've ever seen 
Ill my llfe, llllll If I colllt:l llfford to spend t1u rat of my llfe 
11J1 llere loo/clngfor tiiiOtller glllnpse oflt, I wollld. ' 
With tbe honesty In .Allstair's wonder-struck expreuton 
reftectlng badE. from the screen, we return once more to 
RIDes' lnvesUgaUon's. We've now reached Day Three, and 
so far, there hasn't been anything to get too exdted about. 
Rob and Charles decide to go for a ntgbt run aboard the 
boat tn Urquhart Bay. After several hours or rouUne 
seachtng without result, the team suddenly encounter a 
series of very large targets that appear on the sonar 
print-out. Arnte Carr is parUcularly impressed by an 
lmap that he esUmates to be In excess of 16ft lon1. They 
hurriedly turn the boat around tn an attempt to search tbe 
same area again, aDIIous to discover whether the object 
will still be there (ln which cue, it 11 likely to be something 
entirely mundane, like submerged debris) or whether lt hu 
moved on. 



Amie is plainly excited when they determine that the object 
is not stationary. Whatever it might have been it has since 
moved on by the time the boat returns to the euct loatlon. 
'Genllenum, we miiJ' have just seen Nnsk, ' Amie 
announces to the crew in typieally American fashion. 'It 
wu a dense, discreet targd, and we did a qllic/c redproctll 
to come IHick over that tllrget llllllwe couldn't see tt with the 
soiUU". It was gone.It's moving. ' 
The following day, encouraged by this tantalising success, 
the team elect to use a much more sensitive underwater 
camera. It becomes absolutely imperaUve that they obtain 
hard photographic evidence of the target they have tracked 
the night before. The definition afforded by tbis camera, is 
such that the team ean clearly see the Loch Ooor in high 
resolution. 
Before the results (if any) of the underwater search are 
revelead however, the program features several more 
eyewttness accounts and an extremely brief overview or 
other lake monsters (Including the creatures said to Inhabit 
Lake Vorota In Russia and Lake Champlaln in Canada). 
American Roy Mackal ( cryptozoologtst, molecular 
biologist and author of 'THE MONSTERS OF LOCH 
NESS') then puts in an appearance, meeting up with Rob's 
team on the shores of the Loch. A former member of the 
LNIB In the mid-60's to early 70's, he explains to the 
program-makers his reasons for travelling to Scotland to 
the ftrst place; 'I Cllllle because I was curloiU, llllll llll we 
hllll btulclllly, were a few stlllphotograplu, some ofwlddl 
luJVe since tllnJed out to k frtiiUI!L But the eyewitlla3 
o!JurwltJoiU, wlli/.rttlulnutvalldevitlena, �,in 
somtt CM a were'PD'Y compelllllg. ' 
The stm-popular plesiosuar theory is then allowed to rear· 
its head once more, bolstered by the fact that the witDesses 
descriptions have remained fairly constant to the years 
since 1933 (although curiously, pre -'33 slghUngs have 
sometimes featured distinctly !!!!-pleslosaur-type creatures­
- entiUes that have more In common with the legends or­
Kelpies and other deep-water demons). Preblstoric relics 
of the world's oceans are touted as.. examples that. not- all­
the- dinosaurs have- become- extblct; the:- Mega-Moudled: _ 
Shark, (r�overed as receatly as 1976) and tbe 
Coelacanth are just. two of specimens featured.here..­
Cryptozoologilt Richard Greenwell, is Interviewed u to 
his views on the subject; 'Tile Coeltlcalltll is a wry 
rDIUD'kllble jfsh betuue lt's afurm thatwM tho11ght atbu:t 
for 60-80 mJlllon yt!III'S, IIIJd all of a slllldell tt's follllll allve 
in 1938. It proves tlull lflt CIUI happen OIICI!, it CIUI htqiJIDI 

again. ' 
And then suddenly, we're baek to the geological history of 
the Great Glen, of which Loch Ness forms only a part. 
Colln Ballantyne, a local geologist gives us a detailed 
overview of the creation or the Loch, wblch In the tnterests 
of maintaining our readers alertness, we'll skip over. 1be 
plesiosaur theory however, isn't helped any by the narrator 
reminding us that these dinosaurs were cold-blooded 
reptiles and, assUJDing they entered the Loch from the sea 
via the River Ness, they would have had to have quickly 
(evoluUonarily speaking) adapted to the near-freezing 
waters. 
Roy Maekal again; 'A.ftn Cllreftllly COIUiderlltg all oftlae 
ev111etu:e, most lmporttllltly, solllll' collttu:UwhlcJJ give some 
Idea of how thQe anlnulb move, 1111d how fMt they Cllll 
swim, this convinced me that we hllll to have 1111 iUpUitlc 
IIUIIIf1tllll. , 
Roy plumps for a thought-to-be-extinct prehistoric whale, 
equipped with the oft-reported serpentine neck. 
Re-enter our resident sceptic; Adrlan Shine and his fish 
biologist mate, Alan Butterworth. They are currently 
engaged in a project aimed at atablilhlng the Loch's 
ecology (nice work if you can get it, eh). 'Loch Ness is a 

h11ge body of water. More water th1111 in the whole of 
Englluul and Wales put together, bllt lt's very IUiproductlve. 
There al'e 'PeJ'Y few cJtemical nutrlenb. The fertlJJsers to 
stal't the food chllbJ off. A1Ul the lJttle microscopic pllmts 
have got another problem "" welL There's l'UJ' lJttle light 
penelrtlllon. , 
He uses a disc connected to a string to show us how poor 
the llght actually is. It disappears from view at just four 
metres down. And because the plant life is comparatively 
scant, there are equally few plankton. And it follows that 
the number of llsh living In the Loch is rather less than one 
would imagine when you consider the sheer size of the 
body of water we're talking about here. 
There are however, plentUUI salmon (one of wblch leapt 
from the water just off Invermorlston shoreline early one 
August morning, and very nearly gave this reviewer a 
heart attaek In the process) wblc:h migrate every year 
through the Loch on tbetr way to spawn. Alan, predictably, 
dismisses this potenUal food supply as being far too small 
to sustain a group of large predators. At the most, he 
reckons, there will be up to 15 toils of salmon passing 
through the Loch. And that, one suspects, is nowhere near 
enough. 
And so we come, at last, to Adrian's pet theory as to the 
ldenuty or 'Nesste' And very prosaic tt Is too. He Is or the 
opln1on that the creature may well be a sturgeon. 'I thlnlc 
lt's possible, that the tradltlon llsel:f was stllrted by Baltic 
Sturgeon IIUiklng the OCCIUloiUil enti'IIIICe to the Loch, not 
jllullng lllllla, andthm going away aglllll. ' 
Eels too, are forwarded as potentlal candidates, but the 
wltnaes remain adamant that they are not seeing anything 
so readily identulable. •• 

Ian Cameron, the former poUce omcer, is interviewed 
before a roaring log ftre in some crofter's cottage, where he 
asserts that the thing that he witnessed bore no 
resemblence- tO- anytldng other than- the- back- or a- large 
elephant He watched the creature for over an hour along 
with seven other people, and the aftermath of the sighting 
wa sudLthat lall. states;_ 'Lwollldn 't go out in a snuUL boat­
on-: Loch-Nest fty_ou: gave- mt lht whole..-.:earldoM: of the: 
1U1rllt. , 
Day- Five- of- Rlnea!- expediUon:- The-- search- once more,­
focuses on Urquhart Bay. Another- target is located late in 
the- morning and the. camera crew frantically tries to pick 
up live video pictures of thetmage, but depite their best 
efforts, they are uHtmately doomed to failure. Nothing 
shows up on the screen save for a small shoal of ordinary 
llsh. Charles Is frustrated, as he comes to realise that the 
equipment tbey have brought wtt:b them is nowhere near 
suflldent to take the job on, but Rob remabu deftant that 
his latest (and probably lut) search has not been a 
complete failure; 'WewerecertQJnly not arrogt111t eno11gh to 
think that we collkl cover every single spot tuUl look Ill 
there, llllllfbul a tllrget. What we dl4was the most probable 
things, Ill oiU' judgement And if we Cllll lntrlgru, 111111 I 
think we have lllrlglled, this new generation, to carry on, if 
there's etiOilgh excitement here about what we're doing, we 
wlllhtJVe IICCOmpiJslled a lot. ' 
The program ends with another wbtstl.stop montage of 
eyewitness accounts and Adrian Shine (though he remains 
com1need of the sincerity of most of these witnesses) 
explalnlng away the stghtings as mlsperceptions or boat 
wakes or standing waves. 
The last word though, Is left, appropriately enough, to Ian 
Cameron; 'In no way am I even attempting to convert 
anybody to the rellglon ofthe object Ill Loch Nas. 
But I saw it. 
Alul110t11bag C/111 taJce that away .... 

Lee Walker. 



<Weird (\{Jinged Creatures 
In the fint of an occasional series, Constant Reader, we'll be embarking upon a (mostly) retrospective 
overview of the type of anomalous eatity that, by its very definition, is afforded the least degree of credence, 
even in cryptozoological circles. Perhaps the most open-minded of scientists might gnulglngly concede (at the 

point of a gun or tbe threat of being forced to watch endless re-nms of that Paraguay V Bulgaria Group D 
match at France 98) the possibilty that there exist large, undiscovered creatures in the depths of the oceans, 
the midst of the primeval rainforest, or the white wastes at the roof of the world...Sucb locations are 
considered to be so suitably remote, the posnbllty that they may conceal survivng giant sea monsters, 
surviving dinosaurs or hairy wildmen is at tbe very least, conceivable. 

Just. •• 

The very idea of a feathered serpent with a wing span the size of a Piper airplane, a headless entity with 
glowing red eyes in the centre of its chest, a 'bat-woman' suffused by an uneartly glow-or that wbicb we've 
chosen to start with here, an unidentified composite animal, a latter-day 'Chimera.' if you will, flying across 
the skies above some of the most densely populated regions of the planet, and only being sighted by a seleCt 
few • • •  

'Awww, c'mon', say tbe stoic purveyors of the Sane And Rational; 'such things can surely only exist in the 

half-rememberd legends of the ancients, the Grimoires of the Middle Ages, or the dark imaginings of 
horror-fiction writers-' 

'You can forget the fact that in 1947, farmers in the area around Ram. ore, Ontario, Canada, reported sighting 
a giant black bird with a huge, c111elly hooked beak and yellow eyes 'the stze of silver dollllrs' that plagued 

their livestock... 
Disregard the 18th June, 1953 story of the group of people who say they saw a figure of a man with wings IJke 

a bat swaying on the branch of an old pecan tree' in Houston, Texas. •• 

Ignore the accounts of several witnesses in November, 1966, when at Point Pleasant, West Vll'ginia, they 
encountered a winged, seven foot tall creature with glowing red eyes that foUowed their car at 100 mph-. 



And drive from your mind tbe two young girls from 

Barlingen, Tes:as, who in early 1976, claim to have 

seen a ''jive-foot tall bird with a gorlllll 's face and a 
sharp beak, six inches long, " that left three-toed 
tracks that the girl's parents were clearly able to see 

etched into the ground. 
There Is no indistinguishable grey area between mytb 
and reality_ 
Such things simply cannot be.­
Ctm they???' 

The ] ersey Devil 
The Jersey Pine Barrens: the very name conjures up 
Images of an Indescribably lonely place, far from any flow 
of history, where the air is hot and siddy with the smell of 
dyin& uass and wiltln& plants, and where the soft creak of 
summer crickets belles a midnight darkness that lurks 
beaeath tbe bougba. •• 

Litde wonder that these 'Barrens,' stretcldng two thousand 
square miles across Southeastern New Jersey, have long 
been regarded as being the haunt of the 'Wendigo,' the 
dark spirit of the forest which can drive a man Insane 
should they set eyes upon its nightmarish form. The Lenni 
Lenape Indians who Inhabited the rezion Ion& before the 
coming of the first white man, were inltlnctlvely aware of 
its presence. Tbey kept to tbe clearings and well-worn 
patha that c�roned the woocb and gathered together 
after sundown In the long-held belief that the mwrtng 
flames of the communal campftre would keep the evil at 
bay. 
The Ont white settlen didn't arrive unUI after 1609, when 
Henry Hudson set about exploJ1ng the area, and despite 
lnidal (ahem) reservations about the suitabWty of the land 
to support any kind of crops, wtth the discovery of bog 
iron at the heipt of the American War Of Independence, 
tbe Barrens became, for a Ume at least, what researcher 
Anthony Pertlcaro calls 'amecc�Jofbubutry. ' 
It's new-found prominence didn't last long, however. A 
higher grade of iron, suddenly In great demand u 
ammunition supplies for the war began to dwindle, was 
found elsewhere and the area had to ftnd another source of 
Income, tbe most obvious of which was growing aD around 
tbem: the abundance of trees, mostly oak, cedan and pine. 
Aa Mr Perticaro points out; 'Tite3e trees suppoi"Wl tlte 

wood cuttbtg, giD.u lllllkbt& 111111 JlllliD'-IIIll1 profeulolu.. 
011ce agtlba tlaougll, tltl6 new eco110mlc foray did twt prove 
projllllble for very long. Wllm the wood ilullutry collapsed, 
"'I'he Plney's, " the derogatory nlcJcname for the Pine 
Barren's resldenl3, weretii1'0WIIInto poverty. ' 
Due perhaps to the somewhat 1imited commercial potential 
of tbe area, tbe Barrens have remained rich in many and 
varied species of wUdUfe. Left lar&efY undisturbed, deer, 
fos:es, bear, dUrerent types of birds, all have flourished in 
the (relatively) welcome absence of man.. •• 

And perhaps something else has made its home there too. 
Something tmpoulbly andeat. 
Sometbing that did not belong tbla side of a Loveeraftlan 
nightmare. 
Something that, If seen In its true form, would send a mm 
gibbering Into the very mouth of madness. 
Something •••• 

THE JERSEY DEVIL. 

11 
Come to think of tt, the Incarnation it chose to manifest 
Itself In, most notably In 1909, and the yean since, was 
enough to gtve anyone a sizeable dose of the screamin 

meamles. ... Consider if you will, a creature with the head of 
a horse, a pair of bat-like wings, a cruel set of claws and a 
four foot long, serpentine body. 
It may sound far too fantutlcal to bear even tbe most 
cursory of consideration, yet such was the description 
forwarded by a multitude of wttnesaes, beginning In the 
January of 1909. 
BefOre we delVe Into tbe ndnuadae or tbe stgbtlng accounts 
however, I should perhaps point out that the Barrens have 
at least another couple of legends that have endured wltb 
the passing of Ume. One such story concerns a postly 
creature known as The White Stag. Tb1s essent1a11y benign 
entity was said to have Intentionally detoured an 
out-of-control stagecoach away from the banks of a river 
and imminent dlaaster, and has been known to appear 
before the lost and trieadleu In their hour of greatest need. 
Another Barreaa folktale features James SUU, known to the 
locals as 'TIIeBllu:lcDodor. ' 
The story goes that back In tbe 19th ceoturY, James was 
consumed wttb a burning ambtuon to become a doctor of 
some renown. The only problem was that be was black, 
and the irrational racial intolerance of the Umes meant that 
there was no way sodety would ever accept such a thing. 
James reftued to relinquish hll avowed Intent however, 
and he retreated Into the depths of the Barrens to study his 
medical textbooks, and to learn an that he could from the 
reskleot Indians re&ardlng herbal remedies and other, 
natural cure-ails. 
His fame never spread beyond the tree-Uned borden of the 
Barrens themselves, but anyone who got Into trouble 
wtthln their environs could always (assuming they put aside 
their petty prejudices to one side) turn to him for help. 
But to return to the story of the enuty with which we are 
predominantly concerned; tbe origins of tbe Jersey Devil 
are as cloaked In obscurity as the very depths of tbe PIDe 
Barre11.1 tbemlelvea. 
As we have seen earlier, the native Indians have long 
believed tbe woods to be tbe domain of some ethereal, 
shape-shifting creature, but as so often happens, with the 
arrival of the white man, a comparatively new set of 
legends have sprung up In an uJUmately vain attempt to 
explain the unexplainable. 
The most enduring of these concerns a Mn Leeds, a 
poverty-stricken mother who had twelve children to brinl 
up and found that sbe was prepant yet azain. In sheer 
despair at tbe prospect of tbe birth of anotber sibling she 
was alleged to have shouted out; 'I don't want anymore 
cbildren! Let tt be a .Devll!' 
And sure enough, when the baby was born, it was scarcely 
human, and like the mutant child in Larry Cohen's minor 
masterpiece (in terms of a B-movie horror met, that is) 
'IT'S ALIYE, ' tt ripped its way from tbe dlstraupt 
mother's womb, tmlllf'.IJiately scuttled up tbe ddmney, and 
made its way out into tbe surroundbag woods. 
It wu rumoured to have eked out a feral emteaee feeding 
on smaD animals and, ID some cues, human ddldreD that 
had wandered out Into the forest UDaccompanled. For this 
reason the entity was sometimes referred to as 'Tile Leetb 
DeviL ' 
Otber varlatlo� on the same theme state that the creature 
had been malformed at birth becallle Mn Leeds had 
tbouptlessly Incurred tbe wratb of a local der&JIIWI, or 
else had insulted a pusiq IJPIY• otber stories had tt that 
she was a well-known Witch and had oft'ened God as a 
direct result of her sorcery. Yet anotber holdl that tbe 
cbild's father was a Brttllb soldier at the belgbt of the War 
or Independence, and that therefore God had villted a 
curse upon the baby as it was born out of an act of treason. 
Whichever version you choose to accept, (If indeed, you 
accept any of them) local lore maintains that the entire area 
was exorcised In 17 40. 



For some undlsdosed reason however, that holy ceremony 
could only succeed In banishing the Demon for a hundred 
years, and it was duly said to have returned on the 
anniversary of the exorcism (doubtleu rubbing its banda 
with Devtlsh glee) In 1840, when it manifested as 'a 
plulntom llvatodc ldJler. , 
The first documented slghUngs began to mter tbrough the 
eternal treadmJD or rumour soon aner. 1be details were 
predictably sketchy and therefore cm be considered less 
than reHable. Nevertheless, the fad that such reports exist 
at all, provides a degree of substance to the overall legend, 
much as the weD-known story of St Columba's encounter 
with 'a certllln wiiiD' motuter' In Loch Ness, adds a 
smidgeon of bl.storical credence to tbe modern-day 
accounts of 'Nettle.' 
The Jeney Devtl was reportedly sighted In the years 1859, 
1873, and 1880, and tn one such instance it was claimed 
that Joseph Bonaparte, Napoleon's far less-Infamous 
brother, had confronted the creature wbllst engaged In a 
spot of hunting In the Barrens. 
In the harsh winter of 1894-95, a set of mysterious 
'llllident/flllb' footprints were discovered criss-crossing 
the thick, virgin snow. Dlleoncertlngly similar tracka were 
to be discovered on several occasions in the years 
foDowing, most notably in 1908, when 'IIUirla UJce the 
lltJOVeS of a pony, leading up to wtre fences and contbuUng 
on the other side' were found on various beaches across 
the county. 
As was the case with the so-called 'Devtl's Footprints,' that 
appeared overnipt on February 8th, 1855 across South 
Devon, England, no satisfactory e:s:plaDation was ever 
forthcoming as to their orign. 
The earllelt sighting collllllitted to paper, was made in 
1899 by one of the local Philadelphia journals. These 
account featured a respected businessman named George 
Saarosy, who's sleep was shattered one night by the sound 
or loud, bigb-pttched yelps coming from h1s backyard. 
Alarmed, he raced to his bedroom window and caught, a 
brief gHmpse of the Jersey Dev8 Dying past h1s house, its 
hideous features illuminated In the bony moonlight. No 
details were given as to Its end description. And perhaps, 
considerin& the horrors to come, that Is somethln& of a 
God-given mercy •••• 

m 
The Winter of 1909, espedally the week of 16th-l3rd 
January, became known throughout the region as 'tile time 
ofthe Jersey DeviL ' 
Stories of the creature were duly featured In the pages or 
the local press (lndudlng the now defunct 
PHILADELPHIA RECORD? and later, the national 
newspapers, bringing it to the attention of the public at 
large, the nightmare Image of the 'demon,' burning Itself 
indelibly into their collective consciousness. 
The virtual Rood of accounts, in common wttb many 
similar outbreab of mass-reported phenomena (the Mad 
Gasser Of Matoon, the Phantom Hair Thieves and Spring 
Heeled Jack scares; to name but three) had begun wtth 
the merest trickle..-. 
On Saturday, 16th January, Zack Cozzens was traveiHng 
alon& the road that led from tbe town of Woodbury, New 
Jersey, when be encountered something be could not 
idenuty ••• Detalls of his account were publlsbed In a book 
co-authored by James Mcaoy and Ray Mlller called, 
Imaginatively enough; 'THE JERSEY DEYIL ' 
(WaJJlngford, PeiiiU)'lvanlll, USA - Tile Ml4dle A1llultlc 
Jlltas, 1976) 
1be witness was quoted as saying; 'I jlnt lletUd a llbslllg 
Jound. Tllen sometldng wlllte .{lew across the street. I saw 
two spots ofpllospllorus - tile eyes of the beluL •. it was a 
fast as an iiUto. ' 

Cozzens report was 2fven further veradty by the fad that 
later that same night, an entirely seperate group of people 
claimed that tbey had seen something remark2bly simibr 
juat over the county border ln Briltol, Penn.ylvania. One 
of these witnesses, E.W. Mlnster, the postmaster of the 
town had this to say about his own personal sighing which 
occured In the early hours of January 17th: 
'I awolce at aiJout two o'clock Ill tile momlllg ••• tlllllj'IIUllllg 
mpeJF IUUJ/Jie to sleep, I arose II1Ul wet my llelul with cold 
wiiiD' as a cure for lllsolllllliJ (that's certainly some unusual 
cure for an lnabntty to &rab some sleep, but lt takes aD 
sorts, I pess - Ed) _ 

.A..r I got up I llesrd 1111 eerie , lllmost siiJID7UIIID'tll soruul 
from the dll'ectlo11 of lite rlver ••• I looked out upon lite 
Dellzwtzre 111111 saw flying dlago1Uilly across what appetll'ed 
to be a klrge crt111e, but dllch was emlttlng a glow UJce a 
Jlre-JIY. 
Iu head resembled tlult of a 1'11111, with curled homs, 111111/ts 
long tlllck 1Jeck was tllnat fOI'WIII'd Ill JUgllt. It had long 
thi1J wings 111111 sluJrt legs, lite front legs slun1er tlulll lite 
hbul. .A.gaill, it uttered II!J mourtaftll 111111 awftd Cllll - a 
combbultlon of a sqiUIWk and a wlllstle, tile begllllllng very 
hlgh 111111 plercbag and ending VD)' low and hoarse. ' 
And just two days later, what ls probably the most famous 
encounter with the Jersey Devil was said to have ocurred 
In Gloucester City. · 

A Mr and Mrs Nelson Evans were awoken at around about 
two In the mondng on 19th January, by tbe sound of 
something scrabbHng on the roof of their garden shed. 
They peered out of their window, much as Zadt C02ZeDS 
had done, a couple of nights earlier, and they came face to 
face with the now familiar composite creature, a newspaper 
artist's ( 'THE PHILA.D�HIA EYENING BULLETIN') 
Impression of which Is featured below •••• 

TIIF: :YF.' W  .!F:RSF.'l-" " lVH.-1 1'./S-/T,'' .-1.'\ 1\"F:T ... SON F:l' A NS 
s.-1 }".-; /If.' S:\ 1 1' IT 0.\' /liS Slll::D ROOF A. T  .! A. M. 

The husband and wife described lt thus; 'lt wa aiJout tllree 
111111 a lullj' feet lllglt, with a head lllce a Collle dog 111111 a 
face lllce a horse. It hllll a long 1Jeck, wings about two feet 
long, 111111 /ts back legs were lllce rltose of a er� 111111 it luld 
/lone's hoows. It wallu!d on Its back legs tuUt lleld up two 
sllort frollt � paws  on tllem. It dldll 't use the frollt 



horse's hooves. It walked 011 lt3 /JQcJc legs and lldd up two 
sllort frollt legs wiJh paws 011 tllem. It dldn 't use the frollt 

_ legs at all wllile we were wtltcllillg. My wife lllld I were 
sctll"ed, I tell you, but I ttUUUJgetl to open the wbtdow tUUl 
.say, "Shoo!"lllld lt turned around, IHir/ced at me, IIIUlflew 
away. ' 
As unlikely a combination as this may sound at lint 
reading, a constant stream of witnesses were wUIIng to 
come forward wttb their own accounts of a creature 
answer1n2 to a stmnar description. 

the beast, and the subsequent claim by Norman Jenrtes 
and Jacob Hope that they had managed to do just that. 
All-too predictably however, the 'Discovery Of The 
Century' turned out to be nothing more than a Kangaroo, 
accosted by the two pranlmten (maintaining a 
long-standing trad.IUon of doublo-acta, the most recent 
pro_ponenta of wblch bave been the notorious, not to say 
preJumably omlnpotent crop Circle bouers; 
Dmja'n'Dave), and after covertnc the unfortunate animal 
�. painted stripes, they had lfued a set of 
cru�-fasbloned daws and wings &lued to Its body. 
To add to tbe sesue or surreallstlc humour pe"adlng the 
siwn. they fw'ther dabned that the creature was not 
demonic In nature but rather a breed of Australian 

Janet and CoUn Bord, In tbelr excellent 'ALIEN 
ANIMALS' (GriiiUidiJ 1980), list several such stghUngs 
Including that of a trolley conductor named Lewis Boeger, 
who states that at lam, on January l1st, be saw a entity 
that was both 'IJideous ' and most closely resembled a Vampire!!! 

kangaroo. That was at Haddon Hetgbts, New Jersey. At IV 
nearby Trenton, that same early momtng, WIDiam 
Cromley, a theatre door-keeper saw an animal(?) bearing 

What turned out to be the grouly exaggerated death of the 

the facial features of a German Shepherd dog, with a pair 
Jersey Devil, waa reported by a man who waa empoyed at 

of excessively lar&e, sparklln& eyes. 
the time aa a track-walker on the electric railway between 

The Jersey Devil was also betn& blamed for a spate of 
Clayton and Newfteld. On the nlgbt of 21st January, a 

bizarre animal mutilations (see elsewhere In this Issue for 
mere live days after the Inaugural report (In thb sequence 

comparison with the Editor's family's own strange 
or stptiJl&s, at least) by the llabberzuted Zack Cozzeos, 

experience regarding tilts most dlstasteftd rorm or Fortean WIWam Wasso spotted the creature sniflln& at tbe twin 

phenomena), and another series or anomalous footprints 
tracks, wbBst Its long, sinuous tail actually came Into 

right across tbe New Jersey, PbOadelpbla, and Delaware 
contact with tbe live raU. There waa a huge exploaton, the 

region. force of wbic:h succeeded In melting a lOft sedlon or track, 

'THE PHILADELPHIA RECORD' carried what Is 
and all traces of\tbe Jeney DevO disappeared from stgb.t. 

perhaps the single, most detaBed account of the creature 
But tbe gap In f!Se curtain. •• The ragged hole In the fabric of 
reaHty was such that the 'beast' sUD had access to our 

on record, and although tbe precise date or the lnddent Is world. And lt (whatever 'It was) seemed determined to 
not known, we can be sure that lt oeeurred, (If 1t occurred 

make the very most of the opportunity. at all), s� during tbat fantuttcal week; 16tb-llrd 
.Just a few short houn after Its supposed demise, that very January, 1909. 
afte In r: Mrs J.H. un.w.-moon act, a "'uaK; reported that the 

The main witness was Theodore D. Hacbtt, a telephone Jersey Devtl was alive and well and cavorUD& across the linesman for the Pine Barrens area; 
'Ill an bolllted spot, about Jive miles fromPiellslllltvllk, at a 

;:!>':�r house In Philadelphia, 'spewing j1llme3 

pllu:e lrnow1J tu Beaver Potul, Howard Ounpbell,o��e of 
the llnemetJ, wcu detailed 011 a piece of work a little dUtiuu:e 

And u If to confirm the above, at 7pm that evenmg, 'The 
Devil' was blamed for the abduction of a pet dog at 

from the rest of the men Dll iblly. After Wlllklng a little way Camden, New Jersey, and was seen again the following 
btto the wOtllb, ltb 1111Dttlo11 wa atb'llded by sometJJiag day Frtda ; y. 
combtgdowftthepatlt towardiUm. He becllmeso ft'lglltetu!d The nnaJ repored slghUng or that year, so tar as we know, 
by the utUUIUJI. appetUance of the thing that lie occurred In February,wben Leslle Garrison caught the 
strlllglttaway nuute for the ��e��rm telegraph pole. Letting briefest, tantalising gUmpse of the creature as 1t new over a 
out several yells for help and /oslllg hl.t wlt.J entirely by tile dump or trees. ... 
tlmehereiiChedthetop oj'thepole, Ounpbellthrewlllllue/1' On July 2nd, 1924, a stran&e animal dlsplaytn& aD the 
out 011 the 111/U!I of wires betweelt the two poiD IIIUl wcu charactertsUcs of the Jersey Devtl, was seen In the West 
/:yblg there lldples� by the time the rest of the gtmg, Orange section of the county •• .An obviously exdted poHce 
lncbullng myself, 1uu1 arrlved. patrolman telephoned bls station to Inform them that 'I 
Sedllg the "Terror"o11 the pole, Iratsetlmy gun and fired. llave}ust sun an lllllnull that ha a lletul iJJce a deer, tllat 
One sllot brolce a wlllg and it fell to the ground, utterillg 17UIS like a rtlbblt and lla jlery eyes.. ' Cenftrmatlon or the 
llldeous scret���U: but before anyo��e coll/4 coiled lltr wits si&bUn& was forthcomln& In the shape of Mn Clyde 
thethlng wtu upandoff'wltJJ /ollgstrlda andasortofhop, VIncent, who also saw the wbatever-lt-was, alona with her 
dragging oJU wbag, IUUl IIIDI dlsiiJIJN!III'blg 111to lite pine family; 'We were plcnJcklng 011 the rOild, wllm 1111 lllllmlll 
tltlclcet. We got ropes llllll otlter tiiCJcl4 1111d helped CIIIIIJibell that lltul a llt!llll llke a deer, ran like a rtlbblt tllld luul jfl!ry 
down. from 1113 precllrloru posltlo11. A.t llelll'ly as I Cllll eyes, � tllo11g IIIUl }lunped OW!I' us. '  An UDJWDeCl famer 
descrlbe the terror, it htul the lletlll of a hone, the wings of from nearby Ltvtngstone, also helped fuel the eaigma when 
a bat and a tlllliJJce a rat's, ollly lo11ger. ' be told ponce that he'd seen 'the Devil' .leaping and 
By this point, certain sections or the less-than-credulous , jumping around the conftnes of his fields. 
populace began to voice their sceptidsm regarding tbe No trace or the 'animal' was ever found, despite a thorough 
validity or the phenomenon. The editor of one local search of the area by both the ponce and local volunteers. 
DeWspaper even went on record as staUn& that he believed Another 17 yean would pus however, before 'The Devtl' 
the whole thing to be nothing more than a miiture or would return to haunt the &ood people of the PIDe Barrens 
misperception, mass hysteria, and outright booing; 'It's proper and the surrounding area, and even then the details 
nothing more than the imagtnaUon of complete Idiots' waa would be fnutraUngly sketchy, and therefore somewhat 
just one or his choice quotes (soruuls IJJce lie mlgllt llave lnconduatve · 

nuule a pretty exceJJent ClllldJdJite for tile USAF publk In 1926, 'a llirge, ap«dy,fetltlleHd lllllmlll' wu stgbted by 
relations post ill the wake of 1947's 'Flying SIIUCD'' an unamed witness, whilst the following year, an 

�Ell) anonymous cab-driver came forward to state that he bad 
The situation wasn't helped any by the joke offer by the seen a similar creature. Equally sparse In their content 
Phlladetphta Zoo of $10,000 for the succeuful capture of were the brief allusions to 'a Jull,f-� 11111,{-bell&t' seen In 



1928, and 'the sometime around 1930' account or a 
creature with 'the body of a num,  the hetul of a cow, lllrge 
bll1 wings iUUl blgfut, wltich flew up in t1u tdr, iUUl cut off 
tile tops of trees, ' encountered by two men from Erial, New 
Jeney. A short wblle later, a couple of girls, one of them a 
daughter of the Ertal wHnesses, saw the same, (or a 
strlldngly stmnar enUty) at the same place. 
� uprtght Devil' was spotted In 1932, as it was again In 
193S, by Pbllip Smith, at Woodstown, New Jersey. During 
both 1941 and 1948, there occurred several, isolated 
inddents involvin£ the entity, wbilst in 1949 'agreenltUile 
111011S1er'was sighted by various witnesses. 
It was in 1951, however, that the next substantial sequence 
of stgbUngs were made. Once more, the pages of the 
ever-vigilant 'PEliLADELPHIA. RECORD' were ft.Ded with 
!torles of local people who claimed to have bad 
encountered the creature. One cue In particular concerned 
a ten-year-old boy, awoken during the night by the sound 
of something scrabbling outside his bedroom window. 
Peering rrom the edge or his bedclothes, he saw a monster 
'wltJr blood drlpplngfrom its face. ' 
In the wake of this and stmnar accounts, a familiar hysteria 
began to descend upon the locale. In seperate inddents, 
Ronald James, Mrs EJmer aegy, Mrs Wllllam Wetser, 
related how they had each beard an unearthly screaming 
emanating from the woods, although upon the occasions 
that the creature was adually seen, the descriptions were 
unusually diverse, and not at all uniform as the majority of 
them were back in 1909. Everythin£ from a seven feet tall, 
hairy, faceless animal to a modern-day incarnation of a 
NeoHtbic cave-dweller were reportedly encountered. 
The police, a lot more scepitcal than they were at the turn 
of the century, were not in the least bit amused by the flood 
of reports and the rash of inevitable hoaxes (!trange tracks 
in the snow that turned out to be the work of entirely 
human agendes and a stuffed bear paw attatcbed to a 
stick), and they tried their damndest to placate the growing 
sense of fear that began to permeate the atmosphere or the 
Pine Barrens. There is a famous picture of a poUce omcer 
from the Greenwich Township Pollce Department, 

· accompanied by what looks to be an archetypal 1950's 
B-movle-type government agent, nailing a white poster to 
the trunk of a pine tree. •• 

'1Hf JIRSfY PfYIL IS A /KJAX' 
••• it says conftdently, although whether or not they're 
trying to convince the populace of that 'fact',  or thenlselves 
is open to interpretation. 
As the number of reports continued to uow, so the locals 
elected to take matters into their own hands. They formed 
themselves into bands of 'DevU-hunUng' vigilantes, and 
armed to the teeth with an assortment of rUles and 
shotguns, they began roaming the wood& in search of the 
beast. 
Not surprisingly, the boys in blue were less than delighted 
with this highly dangerous prospect either, and they bad no 
opUon but to set about arresting a number or 'tbe 
Devil-hunters' before they had a chance to disappear into 
the Barrens, and wind up taking pot shots at the ftrst thing 
that moved. • .including, llkely as not, each other. 
Paranormal researcher, Antbony Pertecaro takes up the 
story or the aftermath of 19S1; 'After t1u1t yeJII', t1u rqHII'tl 
would � down. Rmulom llllblud nwtlllltlo1U tUUl stnuage 
crla Ill lite lllgltt would colltbul.e to be reported 
in� during the nat dectule. In 1966, Steven 
Sllkotch blllmed tile delllh of hb entire shed of pollllry 
/Jvestoclc on tile DeviL Wlult 1lltlka tills story tiiiiiiZlng u tile 
fad that the shed Juul lllso comtalned two large GentUUJ 
ShqJherd's, anlmllJs very Cllpflble of defending tllemselves 
against most atlllclcen, anlnuJl or hUIIIIIIL Both Shepherds 
were tom to shreds. (See the Editor's own arUde elsewhere 

in this issue for a similarly mystityin£ state of affairs 
regarding the strange mutilations or his famlly's pet 
rabbits) 
Tlala IICCOIIIIt however, would be tile /Jut DICOIUiterwlth the 
Devil aclaurwledged by the po/Jce and the press. From IIOW 
on, both would completely Ignore any reports of the 
Cl'elltU1'e. 
The memory of the Jersey Devil dlll notfllde away. Local 
lnhllbltiiiiU help k«p the memory aJlve. OM arm of the 
&lnetU Is lllcJauuned 'Luda Point' IIIUlls reputed to be the 
acbuiJ. blrtJI.pku:e of the DeviL DoZPU of spoU across New 
Jersey lll'e nunoiU'ed to be Ita jllull ratbtg pklce. Its CIIIISe 
ofdetlth Wll")'lng by luuulretb ofdljJ'erentretUOIU. 
"Oh, people stlll tiJik about 1t, "says long-time Pine Bllrrt!IU 
resident Joe Springer. "I met IIIJ IIIIIIJuliuu:e driver who was 
riding arowul one nlglttwhm he helll'd all these screiiiiiS In 
the woods. Tills was IHick In 1974. He tore out oftlu!re llke 
anuulnuln IIIUl aweiii'S itWil.f the Jersey Devllto tills dlly. "  
Reports continue to hum down the wires as the years go 
by, although they are frequently consigned to the leu-tban 
reHable pages of 'THENATIONALENQUIRER'or 'THE 
WEEKLY WORLD NEWS. '  
The more conservative sections of the press, along with 
those in authority no lon£er lend any credence to an entity 
they class right alongside Blgfoot, Ogopogo, and those 
pesky, abducUon-lovlng Grey's. 
The world of the sane and rational ftnds it all to easy to 
apportion the blame for the eonUnued sigbUngs, the 
blood-curdling screaming from the dark bean of the forest, 
even the spate of bamlng livestock depradaUons upon local, 
perfectly terrestrial wtldUfe. As I beUeve we stated at tbe 
outset, the Barrens are home to a wide variety or large 
predators; the Coyote, the Bobcat, the FoL •• All or which 
are known to emit fearful cries in the still of the night, all of 
which, glimpsed, half-seen, lurking in the tangled 
underuowth, could be mistaken for somethin£ 
otherworldly, all of which are quite capable of slaughtering 
livestock, should they ever be all'orded the opportunity. 
And, aa our friend Mr Perticaro reminds us, aside from the 
ubquttous hoaxers, there has also been at least one example 
of a genuine ease of mistakm idenuty ••• 

"My grandmother knew the Jersey Devil, " says 
Phlllulelphla resident John Margovtch. "She Jcnew a guy 
IUIIIIell George Bishop who was from Betulllem, 
PennsylvaniiL In the FljiiD, he went a 1JttU crazy IIIUl 
moved out to the Pine Bllnens to be alone. You know, a 
'Waidell' type thing. He WGS. all scraggly and su.ch from 
IIIIIJgtng out 111 the woods. I met111, really scruJJ:y, with a 
long beard and such. He would freak people out when they 
saw him wlllklllg In the woods. George used to love hearing 
about people sedllg him IIIUl swearing they'd seen the 
Jersey DeviL "  
Such stories are undeniably amusing and may weD be 
eomaidered to be the death knell for the phenomenon. But 
reading back over the smattering of reports featured in 
this article, even �be most bUnkered of sceptics would be 
bard-pressed to dlsmiss the possibiHty that something 
decidedly unnatural was (and maybe still is) roaming the 
quiet lanes and backwoods of the Pine Barrens (&lnells. 
Now there's a misnomer J1 ever there was one. A place as 
lush with vegetation, as ftlled with an almost clb.zyin& 
number of trees you feel should be called anythln£ oilier 
than the Barrens ••• It's almost like that long-standing joke 
about the tallest person in the dau or the work site being 
christened with the nJdmame 'Tiny'). 
Whatver the truth of the matter, the legend at least, 
endures (an incarnation of the creature featured in the 
Season One episode or 'THE X-FILES?, and to the people 
of the Pine Barrens, perhaps it always wtlL 

Lee Walker. Merseyside July 1998 



The Ghosts That 
Haunt You With 

Their Sorrows 

The Haunting Of 
Peterhouse College 

Newspaper accounts rtgbt across the country related bow 
various members of sta1J' at Peterhouse, Cambridge's 
oldest college, (it was built in 1284) have experienced what 
the tabloids refer to as ' ghostly phenomena,' in the run up 
to Christmas, last year. 
We're only 2etUng round to reporttn& on it now, Constant 
Reader, because it somehow slipped through the net last 
time out and so here, for the sake of completeness, are the 
basic details: 
The principle witnesses to the aforementioned phenomena 
seemto have been a couple of butlers who, in the words of 
one Andrew Murison, the current bursar; 'were clearing u 
ilr the Combinlltion Room after dinner, when both became 
aware of ajlgure coming out of the paneJJJng and moving 
diagoiUIJJyacross the room to the WlllllunMorris fireplace. 
�s soo11 tu they began to focus 011 it, it disappeared Into the 

jlreplllce. They both loolced aJ each other and knew they 
ltad seen exactly the same thing. ' 
No date is given for the butler's sighting of the resident 
phantom, but Andrew himself claims to have felt an 
otherworldly presence a rew months later ••• He once more 
takes up the story; 
'It was about 1:45pm and I lrad gone into the room (one 
assumes the very same Combination Room), to get some 

fruit, a biUIIUia IUid an apple, which I lcnew wa 011 the 
table. 'I thought "My God, it's cold in here" and thought 
maybethe centralhetlllngwasn 'twor/clng. Iwasperhaps 1$ 
yards from the door when all· the water pipes started 
lawcldng. 
'There was dejlndly something there 1111d I just plc/c.ed up a 
biUUIIUl mrd took to my heels. ' 
In the wake of these less-than-inexplicable accounts, it was 
reported that the dean of the college, Graham Ward, felt so 

stron&ly about the possibility or the buildin& bein& haunted 
that he decided to call in a local priest to assist in 
exorcising the 'spirit.' 

(Above): The grand entrance to Petuhouse College, 
rumoured to be the domain of a phlllltomthat emerges from 
the jlreplllce in the buildbrg's Combinlltton Room. It 
certiJinly Joo/cs the part, anyway 
In fact, it bears a more than passing resemblllnce to the 
entrance to the newly-o� church in John Carpenter's 
under-rated horror movie; 'PRINCE OF DARKNESS' 
(1987). 

His plan hit an insurmountable snag however, when it was 
revealed that such a ceremony can only be carried out 

when all 44 fellows of the college and the staff are present 
at the same time. 
Exactly why that should be (although one suspects tbe 
answer may Ue in the roots of college tradttton and 
etiquette) was not made clear in any of the reports we came 
across. 
The reporters were more concerned with naming possible 
candidates for the identity of the &host. ••• The favourites 
seem to be either Frances Dawes, a former bursar who 
elected to bang himself from a length of good, sturdy beD 
rope way back in 1787 (apparently because he bad 
presided over tbe election of a particularly calamitous new 
master), or else another former bursar whose only claim to 
the role seems to be that he was the great uncle of George 
Washington. •• 

19th December, 1997. Peterhouse College, Cambridge. 
'DAILY MAIVDAILY EXPRESS etc 

GhostlyTales FroiD. 
Unlikely Sources 

The continued success of programmes like the 'THE 
X-FILES, ' sure have a .  lot to answer for tt seems. It's 
recently been our good fortune to stumble across a real 
goldmine of information buried deep in a publication 
you'd least expect to carry articles relating to the 
paranormal. 
. 'SHOUT' magazine, as entertaining as any other 
pubUcations of its type undoubteldy is, could hardly ever 
be called a bastion of strange phenomena reporting, but 
nevertheless, the following accounts make for fascinating 



readln&, and we Include tbem here (in our OWII words, of 
course) for your own perusaL ••• 

_. First up we have the story of Leanne, a 14-year-old 
schoolgirl, who decided it might be a jolly good wheeze to 
follow her cousin's lead and mess around with one of those 
dreaded ouija boards •••• 

She takes up the story of what transpired with an lnUal 
sense or youthtal, wtde-eyed timocence, and w1nds up 
relaUng a cheerless tale that would have given Edgar ADen 
Poe a dose of the screemln meemies. ••• 

'My cousin, Trlsha, b a Yt!lll' oll:ler tJum 1111!. She's Into 
astrology IIIUl stllJ.T, IIIUl wean biJJclc all the time. I've 
lllways thought she wa.r a bit weird, but 11/fer w/ult 
1u1ppens1 /an year (one auumes this wu 1996-Ed), I 
bellew! she lul.f some sort ofpqchlc glft. 
'She went to .Amerlcll 011 holldlzy with her mum, and when 
we went rowul to see them ajler they got IHicJc, TrlshtJ 
showed � what she'd bought; a oui}a board. She 
announced thtJt sheWGS golllg to have a spoolcy lllght tJt her 
house, and to/ll me I WIU to COIIU!. I WIUII 't really Into it, 
though I WIU Cllrlous to see lfthe boilrd would work. Trbha 
slllll thtJt 11 would be her ll1Ul her two llllltes, and thtJt 11 
would be better lftllerewere four. 
'It WIU 1J Satllrdlly night. My IUIIIIle A1l1le WIJS at the bingo, 
so TrbhtJ hiJd the house to herself. Her frlelub were lllretuly 
there wlaml ll171vt!d, and the housewiU llllnost toiiiJly dlzrlr. 
TtUiuJ set the botm:l up and lt looUd pretty lmpreulve, 1111. 
dlzrlcwood andfiUICY letters. Tmlul alcMl the botlrd lfthere 
were any splrlb present who Wtlllted to spetlk with 11&. The 
gllus movelliiiUl spelled out "YES". I felt a bit IID'VOUS and 
shaky. 
'She IUUd the board lfiJIIY spirits wanted to plUS a message 
011 to o��e of us. Agllba, the g/Jiu spelled out "YES. " Theta, 
lt went 011 to spell my 1U1111e...J pulled my lulnd from the 
gllus and siUIJIPed tJt Trlslul to stop sCIII'btg me. Slu loolwl 
allojjmded, though, and swore she htuln 't moved the glllss. 
Tile other two glrb shoolc thdr hetllb too, and Trbha 
tJuunped my luuul IHick 011 the gllus IIIUl IUked whtJt the 
messtJge wtiS. 
Agllln, the gltus moved slowly rowul the leiJers, spellJng out 
two wortb; "CRASH" and "DEAD. " I scremned IIIUl 
pulled my hiiiUl away, IIIUl nm Trlshll looUd sCID'ed. 01le 
of lie fr1Dub sll/4 tJult lt IIIIBt met111 I wa golltg to lulve 1111 
aeclde1lt, and I stllrted crybag and to/4 Iter to stop lt. Trlslla 
thought we should try to get a 1110re ddl:tUetl message, but I 
rejtued to go 1lt!lll' the boilrd again. I went to get a drink 
from the � IIIUlwltm I Cllllle btu:lc, the three ofthem 
were tJt lt 1J6IIba. Tile gllus was ltUIVIIIgfiLitl!r 111Ulf4111!r and 
kept spellbtg out three WOI'tb: "LEANNE, CRASH" and 
"DEAD. "It was horrible. 
'I screamed lit Trttha to put the botlrd away. I Wllllted to go 
home, but I wtJS scarell to wllllc lly myself. Trbha to/4 me to 
Clllm dowll and sllld tJult we'd wllllc dow1l the road together. 
A.f she wtJS tidying up the room,, she tolll me to write a 110te 
to her 11111111, aplllllllllg where slle'd golll!. 1'llb b when the 
st:llrle8t thing lulppened. I pldcetl up a pencll iiiUl went to 
wriU 011 a 1IOieJHUI. Sometlllllg seemed to tiJJce llo/4 of my 
11111111, and butetut ofwrltblg to my lllUitle .A.IIIIe, the pencil 
ScrtiWied a message In strtlllge hlllldwrltlng.lt said, "BE 
CAREFUL, LEANNE, "  lliUll got suciJ a fright, I threw the 
pencil away. I doll 't Jcnow what hiJd nuule my IIIIIUl iiiOW!, 
but 11 WIJSII 't 1111ythlng to do with 1111!. I WIU crying, telllng 
Trtrha 1t WIU all her fault, but she loo/cell just "' scared tJS 
1IU!. He two jHelub were terr1fW:1 41 well. We r1111 out of 
the lloiUe bllclcdowll to my stl'ut. 
'This happened a few mollths ago, but I'm nUl sctll'ed, 
wotulerlng whllt's going to hiiJIIIDI to me. I GVOid going In 
can and buses ILl nuu:IJ tJS I Cll1l, and I tllke ages crossing 
the rtHJd. Sometimes I tell myself that lt WILl just her, 

pllzylng a joke 011 me, but then I remember the ftuuay 
hllllllwrltbag. 
'I kup IIIIVbag llightmllres about my deDth. I wiiU up, 
cryillg tuUl swetltbtg, terrlfled thllt o��e dsy, lt's going to � 
relll. TrlshtJ still htJS the oulja board. 111 ftld, I'm sure she's 
usell 11 aglllll since thllt nlgllt. I wonder If she's had any 
more messages -perhaps the splrlls have tolll her the dllte 
I'm going to die. 
'It solUUis stupld, but tJult lllght htJS cluuaged my Ufe 

forever. I'm SCIII'ed to /elnte my house IIIUl I wake up every 
day, expecting to die. I lulte Trlslulfor IIUIIclng me play with 
the oul}tl iHHD'tl. It CIUI wreclcyo117 llfe. I wish I'd 1leVD' even 
sd eye:s on lt. •• ' 
Next up Is the equaDy perpleDilg story or a girl named 
Sarah who halls from Newquay ••• 

She maintains that Lucy, a friend of hen, had bepn 
wrtting to a penpal in Au.stnlla, and that upon reflecUon, 
she seemed to bear more than a passing resemblance to a 
frlead Sarah had had when she'd been a good deal younger 
called Carrte. 
'Carrle and her ftllldly hlld moved wllen she was eight and 
we'd /oat toudl. However, a couple of yean ago I WtJS 
shoclced to hear that Cllrt* hiJd been Jellied In a rtHUl 
tU:Cident (she hadn't been forewarned of her death at the 
conclulon of a oulja board aeuton like Leaone, Trisha, 
and the gang had she, we wonder?). 
It soon turned out that the Australian penpal even bad the 
exact same hobbies, the same type of pets, just about the 
same everything. 
' 'Then o11e dlly I got the shoclc of my llfe. Lllcy IIIUl I were 
sitting In a cafe tUUl Llu:y showed me a photo of her 
Alutrtllllua penpaL /just coullln 't believe lt wiJenl saw her, 
shewiU tile spitting inulge ofOirrle. 
'Lilc:y and/ Wt!l"e so shoclceJl tuUl we}lut Cllll 't aplaba lt. '  
••• Katrtona from IDvemess, Scotland, tells of how her 
grandparents Uve 'Ill tills really o/4 house IIIUllt's luulnted. ' 
She says that very often in the dead of night, the couple are 
awoken by the sound of footsteps in the downstairs rooms, 
even though they are the only ones present in the house at 
tbe Ume.  
'The most SCIII'Y thbag though, ' maintains Katrlona, b tJult 

Yl!lln ago tll.ere was a }Ire In the ldtcJt.en and the room wa 
gutted. WIJen my � 1ltOW!4 la thougll, tll.ey 
IU1tked tJult 011 the out&lde of the house llbout the ldtcJt.en 
door there's aftuUJy shape In the sto1leWtlt'lr. It loo/a like a 

ftJU that's scretllllbJg wltiJ Its moutll open. I try to go Ill 
tllrough the frollt door wlrellew!r I ea bet:tuae lt's retllly 
SCfiiY. ' 
••• Judy trom Newcastle may bave experienced a case or 
Electronic Voice Pbenom.ena (EVP) after she'd made a 
compUaUon tape of her favourite songs. 
She played 1t on her penonal stereo before going on 
hoUday· to an old cotta&e in ComwaD. But when she wu 
sunbatbln& in the co«a&e &arden and was playin& the tape 
again, she was startled to hear tbe sound of 'a lulrriiJie 
sctmmbag llllll mllly SCillY illllgllblg. , 
She Immediately switched otr the machine, but when she 
got up the nerve to play 1t back once more, the tape was 
perfectly normaL 
She assumed, not unreasonably, that she'd Imagined tbe 

whole tblng. A few days later however, the weird noises 
were back to haunt her, only this time, the sounds 
appeared on the other side of the tape. 
'I tolll my mum, but she tlllbl 't lWIIIt to hear lt 11114 sllld tlult 
there IIUISt be something wro11g wltiJ the tllpe IIIUl I should 
just thrtiW lt away� 
'I've still got Jt, tll.ougll. I dUbt 't WIJIIt to throw lt away, but 
I'm too scared to play lt. Sometimes lit llight I Cllll 't sleep 
for thln/clng llbout lt. , 



·� still got lt, tlttlllgll. I dldll 't 'Wflllt to tlu'Ow lt away, but down to tbe cursed uound at HI feet. He then promptly 
I'm too sCIII'ell to pllly 11. Sometlma at tdglat I ea 't slup vamsbed without a trace. 

_ fortllblldngaboutlt. ' Any iDtUa1 degree of scepUdsm on Jo's part wu somewhat 

QMosTs Awo "'VllS 
OVVR "''"''YSl"l! 
More News On The 
Frankby Phantom. 

As featured In our last issue, the so-called 'Frankby 
Pbantom,' has been reportedly haunting this andent locale 
In a form that has been variously described as '11 beblg, stx 
01' seven feet tall tltat loolu!4 llU the Abombulble 
SnoMnan, ' '11 /July In crlnollne CiU7ylng 11 go/Jlfls/1 bowL ' 
and a 'w�j'loatbtgjlgul'e. ' 
Tbe furore hu died down somewhat in recent weeks, but 
not long after #15 went to preu, tbe roDowlng snippet 
appeared ID the pages of the paper which Drst alerted the 
populace of Merseyside to the entity; 'THE WIRRAL 
NEWS' 
Ken Wllldnson, an ex-resident of the county, who has lon1 
since left these shores for the United States, contacted the 
paper to tell tbem of an eacounter be experielu:ed way buk 
in the 1960's. He takes up the story tbWI; 'Myslelj'llllll 11 
friend were drlvtllg 011 Montgomery HlU towartb the 
Farmers Arms, wllm we SIIW 11 num In 11 wlllte CIHit. HewiiS' 
jloatlllg oJj the gi'OIUUI, 111111 we saw ltJm glide down tJu 
rOIIIlfOI' about 20 to JO feet 
'It Wll.f the str1111gest tltlng we'd ever seen In Olll' llve!J. It 

fre41ced u.r out. ' (Spoken like a true current resident of Los 
AngeJes, Ken - Ed) 
The reported sighting occured at aome time around 10pm 
in the Autumn of 1�. The spirit, if such tt wu, appeared 
to be entirely Ufe-like, with no hint of trausparency. In fact, 
if the euttty hadn't have been seen to be jlolltlllg above the 
ground, they mlgbt weD have assumed there to have been 
nothing out of the ordinary about the inddent 
l:JthMIII'ch, 1998. Fl'anlcby,MeneysldL 'WIRRAL NEWS' 

West Kirby Weirdness 
Now tllat the ftood of news about Frank:by has eased to a 
mere trickle, tbe latest area of Wirral to become associated 
wttb ghostly eneounten... 
Jo Wood, 1Ued to Uve together with ber family In Island 

Court, We.t Klrby. There wu an empty plot of land next 
just aext door, and almost from the moment they moved In, 
Jo's family bad been acutely aware that there was 
sometblng indefinably wrong with the neglected mixture of 
churned eartb and weed-Infested ground. •• It was almost as 
If the very soB Itself had been bU&flted. 
EternaDy poisoned. 
Rendered sour. 
They had long since managed to learn to Dve with such a 
depressing vista 'greeting' tbem each time they looked out 
of their upstairs windows, however -.Right up to that 
exceptlonaDy warm evening In the high Summer of 1997, 
when Jo's nine-year-old daughter ran Into ber bedroom 
looking for aU the world u though she'd peeked through a 
gap in Hell's back door. 
Jo wu shocked Into wakeftdness when she was Informed 
that her daughter had spotted a strange man standing In 
the centre of the plot 'wt!llrlngftuuty cJotll4 ' Apparently, 
as the girl had &azed down at the ftgure, it had pointed up 
at her in a distinctly banetal fashion. It had then pointed 

diluted when ahe ubd her for a description of the slleat, 
ominously polnUn& figure. The girl sat down and produced 
a I'CIIIal'kably detailed picture of what appeared to be a 
cavalier, replete wltb a jet balck hat, feather, pantaloous 
and sldny (leather!) boots. What made tbe picture even 
more extraordinary was tbe fact that tbe �year-old bad 
never studied that period of history at school and there was 
tberefore no obvious point of reference for her to have 
fOCIIIed upon as an Inspiration. 
Jo was later quoted as aaytq; 'I tried to IIIUg/1 lt off IIIUI 
CIJim Iter t11nm but slle wl/l llnf!l'  go btto tJult room IIJ tJu 
dllrk 1J1111ba 111111 I wlllllnD' sUin out oftlult wbulow for too 
lllllg. ,  

••• Also Included as part of tbe same ardde, was tbe 
ronowtnc brief account of a man by the name or Gary 
Sberratt, another resident of West Klrby, who 
encountered, of all things, a hallllted roundabout. ••• 

One day In the dead heart of Winter, 1997, Gary wu 
riding his bicycle to work along Saughall Massle Lane from 
West Klrby at around about Sam with the cold breath of 
February careresslng bls cheeks. 
The journey was uneventful unUI he readied the 
roundabout at Three Lanes End. TileD. all of a sudden his 
ears were assailed by a blgh pitched wall 'llllllU anytldng 
luluulnD' Ju.rd NJ'OH.. , 
At the same Ume u tbe discordant cry hung on the 
blade-sharp air the front Ught on bls bike began to 
unaccountably fade and he became cognlzmt of a 'strong 
presenatlllaroundltlm. ' 
Gary later told reporten; ' I stlll1e4 moving faster 111111 
fluter� I JllllllcUd IIIUl put 011 my bl'tlkes but tu soon a I 
releared tltemi stlulellto speetliiJI, qtdn qabut my wilL 
'TIIb colltbuled a I JHU8edtlte I'OIUUiilbout 
'I WGS l'el')' slulkDI IIIUl collftued but tJu ftu'tller away from 
tile roiUUIIJbout I got tlte Wlll7llel' I IJ«:tuute IIIUl my frollt 
llg/lt stllrted to slllne brlglttly again. I MU once again In 
colllrol of my p�all bike. Afle1' tlull my bllce llgltt l'egu/lll'ly 
faded liS I JHIUed the Slllfte spot, tiiiJUJug/1 I nevet' fell tlte 
presena agllbt. I believe tJu lnllldJng work to colltnlct tlte 
rollllllllbout mlglat lulve triggered off some pqchlc 
pluluJtnenon. , 
4111 MIII'Cit, 1998. Wat /Drily, MeruysldL 'THE WIRRAL 
NEWS' 

The Invisible 
Clothes Ripper 

Talk about tlndlnl accounts or apparently paranormal 
zolngs on In the most unlikely or places (as I beUeve we 
were a Dttle earlier), my sister, Kearry, came across this 
l'rustratln&ly brief sojourn Into tbe otbenrordly half-buried 
In the'Pe.r.rollal.Pmbltm' pate ofthe 'MAIL ONSUNDAY. '  
The writer, Karen Hugbes, who halls from Liverpool, was 
seeJdng advice (In vain lt teems, 'co• there wu no reply 
fortbcoiDing at the condullon of tbe letter) about what sbe 
should do concerning 'IIIU!XJIIIIbulble evt!llb tltllt llave 
tllkelt pltu:e Ill my IIOIUe. , 
Amongst tbe reported phenomena said to have occured 
were a series of lnexpUcable scratdael and dents tbat 
suddenly began to appear on Karell's boyfrteod's collection 
of antique turnlture. Understandably, If a trHie 
undwitably, her partaer blamed Karen for the clamqe, 
retuslnc point blank to believe there was anythln& 
remotely supernatural about tbe scratches. 



The alle2adoos that she was to blame created an air of 
increasing tension beteween the couple which resulted in 

_ them succumbing to the inevibble. •• They decided to up 
.Ucb and move house. 
If they thought that their problems were over though, they 
were soon to have their hopes cruelly dashed; 
'My elde8t son from my former IIIIIITIIIge dbaneredtlult IJI:J 
clolhes wert! IN!IIIg tom wlltk tlley 111111g la Ill& cupiNHirds. 
And now. for tht! JHISI six wub, tht! tu:tlvlty luu b«n at Its 
ldgllest. Wt! IIIIVI! b«n vlsltl!d by th1'U medbUiu from tht! 
Splrltulllbt Clulr� two ]1l'laD IIIUIIIMeiiUJdi.JtMlnl.rter ••• ' 
None of them seem to have done any good. and at the time 
ofwrtung, she appeared to be at her wit's end. 
If there are any further development. we'D keep you 
Informed. 
lOtltMay, 1998.Llvel'pooL 'MAIL ON SUNDAY' 

The Return Of 
Spring-Heeled Jack? 

The above beading may, at ftrst glance, seem to be a mite 
imprudent. Presumptuous even. Especlally when you 
consider that the only link between the famous sipUnp of 
the mysterious, black-caped enUty that have long-since 
passed into the shady realm Merseyside folklore and the 
pouiblUty that 'tU grllulblg, � lltlplltg �, 
bu cho�e�� to return 90-odd years later, Is an Item 
contained In the reader's letten page of 'THE 
UVERPOOL ECHO. ' 

And yet, even tbe most cursory glance at the account 
related here, Is enough to conjure up nightmare Images of 
'Jack,' stalJdng the backstreets and 'Jiggers' on four, 
Liverpool nights. ••• 

I guess you'd better decide for yourself; 
The letter, written by one Cberyl McDoaald from the 
Dln&le, was printed in responae to an earlier sighting of a 
'g� cspetlftprt!' previously sigbted near the ndns of 
St Andrew's Church on RodDey Street on the outsldrts of 
Liverpool City Centre. 
'My boyf/1elulii1UII llbo SIIW SOmt! VD}' stl'tlllgt! tiJIIJgs tllert! 
iii.Jt Summer,' she reports. � 11:3$pm, Wt! WD't! wlllldng 
dowll Rodney Stnetwllm we SIIW 11/fgut't! wlllu IICI'OSS tht! 
rtHid Ill front ofus. ltWGS 11 billrnd sluldow ofsometlllng Ill 
a clollk IIIUl dl4n 't � tJ soiUUI. It sumetl to Wlllbll lll the 
grtJWytiiYI. 
About a fOI'tlllgllt lllter, my /Joyft1elul tllld I Wt!l't! agalll 
walking ptut tilt! same churcll, wllm Wt! ht!llrd voices 
coming from tilt! cemetery. The entrance to tilt! 

pyrtllllill-llulpt!ll seplllclu't! MU opm. I know thb to bt! 
lmpossUJlt!, bt!ctlu3t! JIIIIVI! s«11 the door oftllt! tomb In the 
dllytllne and it is sellled witll a tlllck """"" slllb. But my 
boyfrlelul iUUI I cleiD'ly SIIW it ope11 tluzt S�U�t�tter tdgltt. 
Since tiJDa, neither of IU will t!1lal walk up RDdnq Street 
llflD' dllrlc. , 
6th May, 1991l.. Rodlley Strut, LlverpoOL 'UYERPOOL 
ECHO. 

*** A few days later, In the same newspaper, local author 
and 'post-hunter' Tom Slemen, was voicing tbe alternative 
opinion tbat tbe appartUon was In ract tbe restlesS splrtt of 
JaJI,IeS Mackellzle, a poker fanaUc wbo was so obsessed 
with the card game that he asked to be buried in a 
pyramid-shaped tomb .... That way be could be Interred in 
an upright postuon holding a wtnnlng band for all eternity. 
His ftnal wishes were carried out, and the curious tomb 
(remarked upon by Cheryl and her boyfriend) stands to 
this day In the centre of St Andrew's Churdlyard...And 
sometlmel, In the ungodly houn before dawn, when the 
good people of the world are tacked up safely In their beds 
floating on a lab of half-remembered dreams, the door to 
a tomb that can never be opened, that has been sealed shut 
forever, stands ajar regardless and an Impossibly white 
face peen out from the stylian darkness within. •• 

Waiting. 
Simply waiting •••• 

CMosTs Awo "'Vlts 
Oft'J �lSVWMVRV 
The Legend Of 

(Not-So-Sleepy) 
Hollow Lane 

Another story that featured widely in the tabloid press was 
the alleged haunting of an 18th century cottage situated In 
a beautiful corner of the English countryside. •• 

It was the old, old story, famlllar to anyone wtth even the 
sBghtest interest in the paranormal, (and just about every 
horror ftlm-maker since the sllent, Olckerlng moUon 
pictures of George MeDes); An unsuspecUng couple 
purchase the 'house of tbelr dreams' (a fairy-tale cottage) 
at a ridiculously low, knock-down price (£4.4,000 in this 
cue) in an area renowned for Ita scenic splendour and 
bUsstul lsolaUon (the Derbyshire Dales). 
And pretty soon after they move In, the self-saUafled smiles 
of those that assume thay have been blessed with a slice of 
good fortune are turned to tbe ICJ'eams of the eternally 
damned. ... 
In this particular case, tbe couple in question; Andrew and 
Joste Smith, managed to endure 'four ye.n of Hdl ' after 
purchasing their new house from the previous ownen, wbo 
1t emerges, they are now planning to sue for falling to tell 
them that the house was haunted. 
Mr and Mn Smith and their tbree children; Lindsay, 12, 
Stephen, 5, and Daniel, one, reportedly ran the zamut of 
unnaccountable 'nllsmelb' and the 'IIJIJHII'IIIoru ofiiYOIUI6 
boy 111Ul11 gii'L ' 
The cottage was said to have been exordled on at least ftve 
seperate oceasions by a local mintsten who, it was 
reported, claimed he had never encountetred such evil In 
all bls time as a servant of God. 
At the heigbt of these ultimately lnetrecUve ceremonies, 
water was satd to have seeped trom the walls (makes a 



a dwl&e from the oozin1 slime across the pond In 
Amityvllle), and on one occuion. two of the famillea pet 

_ budgies were found to have died in mysterious 
drcu.mstanc:es, preued up against the walll or their wire 
cage. 
The couple were, at the time or going to press, so lneeuect 
by the failure or the previous occupants; a pair or sisters 
named su.san Melbourne and Sandra MeDon, to warn 
them that the house was haunted. 
The tabloids made much or the fact that If the Smtths win 
their case, lt would be the lint Ume since the dark, 
superstition-riddled days of the Middle Ages that the 
Supernatural has been 2fven a de&J'ee of credence In 
EngUsh law. 

The Smitbs maintain that the two reUeent sisters neglected 
to make menUon of the ghostly restdeuts (always assuming 
that they were aware there was anytldng worth warning 
the famlly about In the nrst place, or course - cyntw Ed), 
and that as they lived 25 m.Ues away, they couldn't possibly 
have been privy to tbe low reputaUon of tbe house. 
Andrew, (a bemused father caupt in the &riP or 
supernatural forces beyond his comprehension, or 
grabbing bimself a shot at his 15 minutes of fame, decide 
for yourself), was quoted as saying that the 'tile main 011 
our family luu been IUibeiJevtiiJie. We luzve been close to 
bretllcdown lftllllytlmes, menJIIJlyiiiUIItlllrltiiJly. 
'I was a cynic about IIIUUJted llouses IH!fore Illved llere, but 
not 11.11j'1110re. Sontelllna tile gllosu Cllll be l1J a good mood 
iDUl �your f«< ill your bed. 
'TIIm otltet' times tlley lose tllelr temper. Tltey CII1J tllrow 
objeca tii'Oruul, and one lltu tried to tllrottle Josle twice. 
'Our jive-year-old son, Stepllen, Ita been confronted by IJ1I 
IIJI1Hirlllo11ln lW bedroom. 
'Sometimes tile lltmospllere goes so tllldc you Cllll leilll over 
Into II IIIUI not fall over. You Cllllful /1 go rlg/U tllrougll 
yo11. Youful a "wlloosll, "your Jullr sttuub 1q1 011 etad iiiUI 
tltere's a rl!lllly· foul smdl wltlda � you ful IJJce 
tlfrowbtg up. , 
The more sardonic amongst us might very well view as just 
a tad suspldous the fact that the family Initially eJec:ted to 
wttbhold a total of !3,000 of tbe sale price for repairs to 
the house, but later retased to hand over the cash on tbe 
pretex that their lives had been rendered unendurable. 
Not surprisingly, the two sisters Instigated county court 
proceedings December last, in a bid to recover the money. 
Equally predictable was the response from the 
Smith's ••• They prompUy ftled a counter-dalm, staUng that 

tbey had not been forewarned of the cottage's '/ltll'tllltlmt 

actlvlty. ,  
Their cue hu been given some much-needed validation by 
several purported witnesses to the phenomena, including 

the aforementioned Peter Mockford, Vicar of Blurton, but 
deps� tbdr best drum, tbe couple baTe been un:succastul 

In their attempts to Dnd a new buyer for their 'accursed' 
property. 
Numerous candidates as to tbe ldenuty of the ghosts were 
being bandied about by all and sundry, although the 
favourites seemed to be the dllembodled souls of soldlen 

executed at the hel&ht of Bonny Prince Cbarlle's failed 
rebeWon In 1745, or else a humble milkmaid named Ellen, 
rumoured to have been the vtcUm of semal abuse, and who 
took ber own life by hanging benelf In the house. 
In an attempt to add a farther modicum of validity to the 
couple's claim, Martin Stote, a reporter for the 'THE' 
DAILY SLUR' described wtw he hlmseH' aperlenced 
when vlstung the house; 'The ciJck was quite loiUL LoJUl 
enougll to IIUIIce me glluaa towartb tile stiiJrCIISe door. 
Tllen tile door opened. Not a foot, or el'ell two feet But 
about tllree feet 
I expected on tile members of tile bustling TY crews to 
appelll', or mum Josle Smllh, holding bally Daniel In her 
III7IU. 
But was t11ere nobody tllere? Not a soul. Tllen tile door sllut 

firmly. ClJdc. 
I gltlneed quJcJcly aroiUUltlle JJttle cottllge. 
CUclc. I glanced btJck at tile door. It MU openbtg 11gtdn. A..r 
wide tu before. A.nd 11 sllunmed sllut. T1tere Wtu stlll no one 
tllere. , 
We'll leave the last word on the controveny though, to one 
of the much-maUgned sisters; Susan Melbourne; 'The pair 
are tallrlng utter 110nseJUe. I /lved tllere for twenty years 
and I never saw IJIIY gllosU. Tllb ls tlldr way of getting out 
ofpaylng. ' 
5tltMID'ch, 1998. VarlousSourca. 
••• The above case reminds us of countless similar 
accounts we have on me, even a brief overview or which 
would tm a magazine ten Umes the size of tb1s humble 
publlaUon. 
The lnddent related below, which occured a couple of 
years ago, (tboup the ori&lnal clipping was only handed to 
the Editor whilst the current Issue was bdq put together) 
wiD doubtJesa sumce as an eDmple. 

A Scottish couple, Leah Livlnptone, 19, and her boyfriend 
Mark, were reportedly driven from their home by 
otherworldly entities In Klrkaldy, Fife. 
Leah takes up the story; 'Thejllltwas reallynlaandMark 
ti1Ul I spent a lot of money ftxlng 11 up. I was so IIIIJIPY to be 
stllylng wltla lllm IIIUI IIavlllg a j1Jlt of my own, but wltlaln 
two weds I gottllefeellng tlult soiiiLtltblgwasn 't rlgllt. 
'We beg1111 to lu!lzr noun - beJb rlltgblg - not tile telepllo��e 
or the door-bell, but loud hand belb. At j'lnt we tllought 
tllat 11 nuut be comlngfrom next door, but 11 always seemed 
to loud for t1u1t. We dJ4n 't el'ell lulve tUJY beJl.f l1J tlle Jlllt 
and we tried really llard to Ignore 11, hoping llwoulJJ}IUt go 
away. 
'Then we lletll'd somethlllg rolllng aroiUUl ln our betbuu 
CllbiiJm. It solllllh!a IJJce a gilDs marbk going INu:kwiJrds 
IIIUifOI'WID'tb - but tllere wa never tuaytldi.g tllerewllen we 
loo Iced. 
'Once again we tried not to tlllnlc about 11 too mucll� lnlt 
tllen tlllngs stll11ed actiUIIly dbappetll"'llg from tile J111t. 
Everytldng from money, tetJbags and even 1lllll cJJppen. 
They all}ustvtlllbhed IIIUiwe never foiUUltllem again. ' 
In the wake of such dlsconcerUng events, Leah was 
beginning to hover on the edge or blind panic, and she grew 
ever more convinced that some lurking, UDSeeD ·presence 



was watcldn& her, especially whenever sbe was left alone in 
the flat. 
And in common with our heroes from the lut story, she 
discovered, much to her chagrin, that the previous owner 
had undergone an eerily similar experience before passing 
on the keys to Leah. At least this person wasn't coy about 
coming forwards(long after he'd vacated the premises, at 
least) and admtUing that there had been a whole slew or 
unnaccountable experiences wbllst be bad resided there. 
'1 dldn 't thlnk tire f111t coll/Jl be hllllllled tlrough, Leah was 
later quoted as saying. 'It wa too new IIIUl pretty. ' 
Leah's parents were equally sceptical when they came to 

visit the flat in a bid to quell their daughter's all-too 
obviOWI fears. ... They didn't remain SO smugly dOI&-minded 
for very long, however. 
� 11111/']HUt tltru Ill tile mornblg we were � up by 
our ghdto blll!lter nvltddng lbdf on. The nuuk wa 
bllll1ng out an4 Mlll'k Jumped up to tum lt oJ1', but evm 
though he succeeded In swltclllng 1t off, unplllged 1t Ill the 
mlllns and cllec/ced tlult tlrue wue no INltterle!l In it, 1t 
wouJIIIJ 't stop no lllllttD' what we dJd. TM mu.slc tumetl 
ibdfojjllllll we evmbullly got IHJclc to sleep. I got � 
up a IJttle while lllter by tire :soruul of :something TIUIIIJng 
]IIUt the bed. I tumell to waken Mlll'lc, but foiUUI t/1111 I 
collldn 't move -itwa physically bnpoulblel 
Mark awoke of his own voUUon and was confronted with 
two ntptmarish horron; be was unable to &et Leah to 
move no matter what be tried, she was as stHr as the 
proverbial corpte. And there waa a white figure hovering 
at the edge of the bed. Galvaniled by a sheer and utter 
terror, he managed at Jut to shake Leah badt Into wbat 
passed for reality, and grabbing their belongings, they ran 
for the door. 
The couple bad had more than enough, and elected to stay 
with Leab's newly-convinced parents whUst they beseeched 
tbe councll to r�house them. Unfortunately, they were 
derided by the authorities and Ured of banging her head 
qainst a· brick wall, she contacted the local newspapen 
with her story •••• 

The lDsanely popular 'GMTV'programme, got wind of the 
couple's ordeal and tbey, In their lnftDite wisdom, seat out 
a spirituall8t, Helea Walten, to spend a night at the 
godforsaken Oat to test the validity of the haunting. 
Almost from the moment that Helen set foot In the flat, she 
became aware of 'an eerie JIIY!SDU%' and the following day, 
she was able to coldlrm with absolute certainty that tbere 
were at least ftve dllrerent spirits drifting around the four 
walla or the fta� all dating from Victorian times. ODe of 
tbese dUearnate eatwea, apparently peeved at her being 
there, actually attacked her by pressing down hard on her 
head. 
Leah was not satlsfted with relying solely on Helen's etrorts 
however, and soupt a second opinion. This second 
spiritualist, who also spent a whole night at the flat, was 
able to provide a greater degree of detail as to the Identity 
of the ghosts said to reside there. The psychic claimed that 
the major spirits at play here were two sisten who bad 
previously lived in a large house which bad stood on the 
very same patch of land as the current flat, and that their 
brother bad traglully died In the house. 
ODe of these hypothetical sisten had spinal menlngltU 
wbida resulted In her dragging her feet acrosa tbe (then) 
bare Ooorboards, thereby adding credence to Leah's 
userstlons that sbe had often heard the sound of an 
lnexpllcable drapg around various parts of the nat. 
Despite tbe &atberlng of this Independent 'evidence' tbe 
(abem) kind, undentandlng men from the councll remained 
unmoved. Leab had no option but to move in permanently 
with her parents. Mark was not quite so willing to give up 
without a ftght however. He'd just spent over a thousand 

pounds acqulrln& the damned property, after all. He 
contacted the second spirttuaiiJt once more, and asked her 
to perform an exorcism on the fbt. ••• 

The ceremony was apparently successful; she claims she 
persuaded the sptrtts it wu high time they moved on to the 
next world (wherever tlltlt might be) and aeecpt the fact 

that they were dead. FoBowlng the banishment of tbe 
restless departed, Mark was able to move back In run Ume 
- minus Leab, tbougb. lbe couple are no longer together, 
and Leab freely admits that she has a real rear of being left 
alone anyUme, anywhere. She does however, Insist that one 
&ood thin& may have come from her nf&htmarish 
experiences; 
'I blow now not to be sCIII'ed of dying. I know tlrere's life 
after dMJtll, IIIUlltOJH!IWly tlure's somewllere better for nw 
togo. ' 

' 

13rd May, 1991. Klrlcl:aldy, Fife, Scotlllnd. 'BELLA. 
J\£4GA.ZINE' 

THE MISSOURI 
SPOOKLIGHTS 

The famous 'Spooldlghts,' that I first read about In an old 
ediUon or 'THE UNEXPLAINED' magazine In tbe early 
1980's (an arUcle by Frank Smytb, if my memory serves 
me correctly), have been making the news again in the state 
of Mllsourl, USA. 
The focus tbls Ume has been centered upon the town of 
Hornet, where, on certain nights tt Is said, mysterious 
llglrts can rise slowly out of nowhere to Jllumbaate whole 
stretches of roiUng farmland and the deserted fteldl that 
Be wttldn the eounty. On other, pitch-dark Dightl, it might 
very well materlal1se along East IDglnray 50 from 
Oklahoma, dandng across the tarmac and gravel of the 
roads that double as the state line. 
AltemaUvety, If tbe wilder reports are to be beUeved, the 
Hghts can run straight t9wards a balpess witness, only to 
vanish at the last possible second, to reappear a second 
later, as tt sneaks up from behind to levitate around your 
sboulden. 
'It's a kbul of a legend III'Ound hue, and it's been forever 
tJuJt �le h� gotu out to loolc for it, '  says Suzamae J. 
Wllaon, a local writer. 'I've olll.y SUII lt Ill tile 
dbtlmce. •. .Bilt Ill� at lell.'lt S«<l lt. , 
Noel Grlsbam, who Bves a mlle or so off the 
appropriately-named Spookli&bt Road, Is equally of the 
opinion that he has stpted tbe mystery Jl&hit too. But be ts 
a tad more scepUul as to Ita origins; 'It coll/Jl be a 

.fllullllgllt for all / kllow. But wlull tile weatlu!r's 1liu llllll 
you 're sitting out Ill the ylll'd Ill tdgllt, you 'U get jfve or tm 
people a week pulllng up hollering at you. They'U holler; 
"Is llll.f whue Spookllgllt Is? We Mllltto-see Spookllgllt " 
'So it doesn 't relllly lllllttD' whetllu tire folb III'Ound here 
belleve. � it ls, it's tlrelr. Spookllght (sounds to me 
like Noel's been at tbe ol' Adrlan Shine pills-Ed), tile one 
tlrllt entranced tlrelr grtlllllptlrenD, long /Je.fore tile tourl:sD. 
A.lul tltey're prollll oflt. 
'I doll 't retJily k11ow wltllt lt l.t llllll I 1tope they fteW!I' jllul 
out. It would :spoU the mptery, ' ddrps In Joe Smith, the 
president of the splendidly named Bank of Quapaw, just 
across the state nne In Oldahoma. 
John W. Northrlp, a physics and astronomy professor, 
claims to have already solved tbe enigma however. Be 
lnvestizated the phenomenon alonz with a team of students. 
They claimed to have dlsc:overed that r1sJn& beat from 
surrounding hills wu carrying light from a nearby 
highway and making it hover. 
30tlt October, 199&. Mluourl, USA.. 'FORT W.AYNE 
NEWS SEN71NEL' 



The Exorcist: 
25 Year' s Of Fear And Loathing 

It seems hard to believe that a quarter of a century has passed by with such unobtrusive ease since I sat before a black 
and white TV screen, wtdo-eyed and not a little terrified, as a deep, stentorian voice announced that 'Somewlu!re betwem 
science and superstition, tltue Is anotlau world. A world of dlulcaess .. ' 
On the screen, a woman's face ls lit by the ruckering glow or a candle as she peers around an otherwise pitch black attic. 
Suddenly, the Dame flares dramatically as it hits an air pocket causing the woman to utter a startled scream. 
And then the flame is extinguished. Leaving only an ominously waiting darkness. 
It lasts but a millisecond, but the effect ls intensely fri&htenin2 just the same and you're struck with the notion that the 
scene is nothin2 more than a tantaliser. The merest hint of the horrors yet to come. •• 

The caugh�breath silence is shattered by the compeUng sounds or a young girl screaming for her mother over and over 
again with a sense of hopeless desperation, and a series of frenetic banging noises iuuing from a dilld's bedroom. It 
sounds for an the world like a bad night in bedlam. 
Or else the nether regions of Hell ••• 

The woman from the attic, now confirmed as the mother in question, charges headlong up the stain, and just before she 
wrenches open the bedroom door to confront, God only knows what, there's the briefest glimpse of the legs of a bed 
shaking violently as 1f lUted by countiess pairs of Invisible hands •••• 

The girl's screams take on a low, guttral quality that has more in common with some wild feral animal than anything 
remotely human. • •  

The mother stands framed in the doorway, framed in a sick, unnatural glow as the camera zooms in to show her face 
transformed into a mask of rear and revulsion. ••• 

We don't 2et to see the source of the horror and we don't need to. 
The screen goes blank save for two words. 
They say simply this: 

'THE EXORCIST' 
25 years ••• 

God, has it really been that long? 
I guess it must be because conftrmation was forthcoming in the shape of a BBC 2 programme to honour the 25th 
anniversary smack in the middle of the World Cup (13th June), and pretty compulsive viewing it made too. The mm 



was released on Bo.lin£ Day;--1973, and almost immediately 
(thanks in no small part to an ingenious publicity 
campaign) sparked a near-hysterical reaction amongst the 
movie-going public, and certain members of the clergy. I 
can remember clearly, despite the fact that I was only nine 
year's old, reading stories in the press about how people 
who bad seen the rum had either fainted, thrown up, or had 
ned the cinema screamtng. or how nuns and priests had 
formed picket lines outside the picture houses, even here on 
Merseyside, trying desperately to persuade the would-be 
viewers from watching 'the abominlltlon unJo God' And of 

how certain indivtdWlls, some or whom had only read the 
original novel (by WUllam Peter Blatty) or had seanned a 
series of newspaper reviews of the mm, had themselves 
become 'possessed by the DevU.' and had consequently 
taken their own lives to be rid of the 'darkness that had 
invaded their very souls'. 
And of course, despite the cynicism of the more rational 
and less-credulous amongst us, there's no denying that the 
rum dertves at least someor tts power from the fact that the 
events in the movie did not have their roots entirely based 
in a work of pure nction. 
As Mark Kermode, the programme's narrator and 
long-time fan of 'THE EXORCIST, ' is quick to remind us, 
Blatty had dreamed up the Idea for his best-selling novel 
after hearing the story of a real-life exorcism that had 
taken place in the suburb or Mount Ranter, Washington, 
USA, (two years after Kenneth Arnold's now legend2ry 
UFO sighting), in 1949. 
The brief facts of the matter are these; At the home of a 
13-year-old by the name of Dou21ass Deen, a series of 
unexplained scratching noises be&an tssutne from the walls. 
Naturally enough, (and as in the ftctional story) the 
occupants suspected that rats or miusort were responsible. 
But after they'd called out the pest exterminators, and 
were informed that they could ftnd not a single trace of any 
rodent infestation, they were forced to think again. Then tt 
bec2lDle disconcertingly clear that the sounds only occured 
whenever Douglass was In the vlctntty. Almost before the 
family had chance to consider this however, their house fell 
prey to a full-blown sequence of poltergeist activity; dishes 
were reported to have salled through the air unaided, fruit 
was hurled against the walls, a picture was seen to quite 
literally jloal across a room, hang motionless in mid-air, 
and then calmly sail back to its original position. Not long 
after this defiance of all known laws of conventional 
science, Douglass's bed begam shaking violently with him 
in it. 
Once it had emerged that the trouble had started not long 
after their son had been messing around with a outja board 
(and we all know bow dan£erous they C2ll be, don't we 
Readers? See elsehwhere in this very issue for more on the 
subject) the family decided it was high time they called 
upon their local minister, the Reverend M. Winston, to 
seek his advice. 
On February 17th, the minister agreed to spend the night 
at Douglass's bedside to view for himself what, if anything, 
occured. Not long after the boy had climbed beneath the 
coven, the bed began its by now, famlliar shaking routine, 
and the scratching noises in the walls were back, just for 
good measure. The good Reverend suggested truat Douglass 
attempt to sleep in a nearby armchair, but the moment the 
boy sat in it, the chair slid over towards the far wall, slowly 
tilting before throwing Douglass unceremoniously to the 
noor. Not to be outdone, Winston made up a temporary 
bed on the Door, but the second Douglass lay down, the 
bed began sliding across the Door. 
The Reverend was also witness to a series of bizarre welts, 
actual lette�g (including the words 'HELL ' and 'SPITE' 
and even a vision of a face appearing spontaneously upon 
the boys' body, and at a complete loss to explain what was 

bappenin£, he sueested Dou£1ass be taken to two of the 
nearby Jesuit hospitals; St Louis University and 
Georgetown. 
The resident medical doctors and psychiatrists were 
unsuccessful in diagnosing Douglass's ailment, and finally, 
with no other course of action open to them, the famlly 
stepped into a virtual time machine and went back 200-odd 
years to an era where superstmon was rtre. 
As that baleful voice In the movie's trailer would later 
intone, they sought out; 'Their ONE hope. Their ONLY 
hope. TheExorcist' 
A Jesuit priest aueed to perform the ceremony. He 
reportedly fasted for two and a half months on a diet of 
bread and water, and was forced to repeat the ritual on 
thirty seperate occasions. 

Fears 'follow 
Exorcist film' 

,..... 
Wll.l.IAM PETER �lAlTY ·s 

THE EXORCIST 
o.-l b. Wll.Ll.AM FRIEDKIN 

Inquest ordered 
on 'Exorcist' boy 
, BJame 'Exorcist' In - · ... � 
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The presiding 'Demon' reacted in a predictable manner. 
Dou£1ass was forced to rent the air blue with a mixture of 
obscenity and blasphemy. He went into nts of the most 
violent convulsions and spoke in a shrieking voice that bore 
uttle resemblance to his own. Even more amazing wu the 
assertion that he sometimes responded to the service of 
exorcism by speaking Duent Latin - a language which it 
was claimed, he had never consciously studied. 
It was only in the wake of the thirtieth exorcism that the 
phenomena ceased, and the boy was, so far ts known, freed 
from 'demonic possession.' 
Blatty, had been a junior at Georgetown University at the 
time of the alleged incident, and was attending a class when 
be overheard fellow students dlscussln£ 'an e:xordsm tJuzt 
was tlllcing p/Ju:e IU!III'by. ' 
Many years later, the story of Douglass Deen came back to 
haunt the author, who had since made a living scripting 
movies in the comedy genre. Intruiged by the idea of 
writing a novel based around the bare 'facts' of the Mount 
Ranter case, Blatty went to see a JesUit priest who had 
taught him in high school, named Father Thomas 



Berminpam. 
The good father, who subsequently appeared In the mm, 
playing himself, and was also the movie's Technical 

· Advisor, was only too glad to offer his assistance and the 
benefit or his experience; '1 said, l'U worlc w1t11 you tllm, 011 
one condltlon; That you tlllce lt seriously. I don't Wtlllt 
111U11J1er "ROSEMARTS B.4BY. " I want something that 
will really conft'ont tile awesome power of the EvU In (Zod's 
world. So we wor/ral for a montlt before Ju wrote the jlnt 

p� ' 
The novel of course, was to prove to be phenomenally 
successful, and it seemed perfectly natural that the author's 
next step would be to set about transferring the powerful 
narrative and wuettllng Imagery of the written word onto 
celluloid mm. 
And, despite the inittal reluctance of most major mm 
companies to even consider touching it with tbe proverbial 
barge pole, Warner Brothers, somewhat grudgingly, 
agreed to take on the project. Having secured the mm 
rl&hts, Blatty' s next job was to llnd a suitable director. He 
decided upon WUUam Frledldn, having been more than 
impresed with his handling of 'THE FRENCH 
CONNEC110N. ' 
And the rest, as they say, ts history. Or rather, more 
accurately, it has become a heady cociWlll or myth, 
half-truth and dark rumour •••• 

Almost from the start, the subject matter caused a fair 
degree of consternation amongst the cast and crew. 
Jason Miller (Ffllher DtllniDI KII17YI.t), nicely summed up 
the supersUtous dread that surrounds the subject of the 
Devil and all his works, (with apologies to Dennis 
Wheatley) even in the midat of the 10-ealled Age or 
Enlightenment; 
'When I wa.t jflmlng, I wollld go to tltb IJtt1e restt1urt1nt 
which wa In the JDIIIt qiiiU'ten, sit there and stiUiy my 

llnes. I wa In there one dily, and this very, 1'et'J' old priest 
IIIZIUWl me thb IJitJI! mediU. of tlte Blessed VIrgin, and Ju 
soid; "Do you laulwwlly I'm gtvlngyou tltb?" 
I sllid; "Wily?" 
He salll "I'm going to tell you sometltbag about 
I11terventlo11. Did you ever hetll" of tile concept of 
IlllerVelltlon?" 
I said; "No" 
He salll "It's a 114fty concept. •• ComD out of the 15t/J 
centzuy, If you do anytlllllg on the Devll. • ..AIIytlllng at all on 
tlte Devil, to reveal Him a the TrlcJc&ter tltat He Is, He will 
seelc retrlbutlo1t agtJbut yo11. Or He wUl e11m try to stop 
wllat you 're trying to do. To IUIIIUJSicHim. " 
And lie said; "This mediU. will protect y011. You be very 
CDreftll. TakeCJUeofyoiii'Sdf. n 
The old priest's ominous warnings appear to have been 
wen rounded If you believe even half the stories that have 
sJnce sprung up concerning the production or the movie. 
Terence Donnelly, the Aulstant Director, Ul quoted as 
saying that; 'of co��ne, 011 IIIIY jfJieela molltlt sclt.edrcle, as 
we luul, you certllbtly t!Xp«t tltllt tlte lllws of proiHiblllty 
WOIIId pt'QIIIne tltat_ cerlabl tlllngs 'WOIIllllulppen but, In my 

32 yean ofltlllldngjllnu, I've never lltul a set b11171 down. •• ' 
'We dld on 'THE EXORCIST. ' 
The cause of thiS devestatlng conllaaraUon which occured 
on a Sunday, of an days, and when no one was actually on 
tbe set, destroyin& tbe 'tbe MacNeil house' at the Ceco 54th 
Street Studios, u certainly something of a mystery. The ftre 
shut down production for about six weeks. 
Bm Malley, the producUon designer, remalnl perplexed to 
tbts day; 
'They couldn 't find an det:trlcalproblem, tltey collldn 'tftnd 
an arsonist, they couldn 't;ftntl a substlllltllll retJSon tit at }Ire 
luul occuretl. , 

And then of course, there were the widely-reported, 
'IUUIUIIly lllgiiiUUtlberofdeiJtlu' Involved In the making of 
the movie. ••• 

The adual total &eeiD8 to vary depending on who it i8 you 
afford the greatest level of credence, but EDen Burstyn 
(Chrls MacNetL Began's mother), claims that � nine  
deiJtJu 4ffoclllte4 w1t11 tile J'lllll. All e1U1171101U IUUtlber. 
Some W17 dlreclly, like tile lldor Jtu:k MtJCGowan (BIIrke 
Dellnblgs) wllo geb ldlJed Ill the Jllm. (He of course plays 
the En&Jish movie- dlrec:tor who. winds up with hJs bead 
turned an the way round, 360 dqrees,at the bottom of that 
Infamous night of steps leading up to Regan/Pazuzu's 
bedroom) ••• 

'He compleUdjllllllllg • ..Aiul dWl. '  (Exactly how Jack died 
Is not Immediately apparent from any of the sources that I 
have to hand. Perhaps someone out there would care to 
enU.ghten me - Incurably Inqutsttlve Ed). 
Blatty, understandably keen to belp promote the success of 
the mm, Jn one way or another, was quick to voice his 
belief that otberworldly forces were plaguJng the set. 
'It Is Impossible to put all tllese thblgs down to collu:JIIena 
- If  anyone wanted prooftltat evil forces do exist, I tJtlnk tile 
strange and lnexplkllble evmb tltat ocalTell tbu1ngjllmlng 
wollld be enough to convince tllem. ' 
Also Included In EDen's 'RoB CaD Of The Deceased' were 
Mu Von Sydow's brother, who died In Sweden, the 
Assistant Cameraman's wife's baby, born dlll'in& tbe shoot; 
died before IIJmin& wrapped up. The man who refri&erated 
the set passed away, as did a young, black ntghtwatchman 
and Linda Blatr's grandfather. 
There were a aerlea lleiD' ratalltlea, too ••• 

Jason MOler's son Jordan was struck by a speeding 
motorbike during a trip to the local beach, causing him to 
spend a brter speD In IntensiVe care, a gaffer's Dngers (or 
was it toes?) were self-amputated on set, and EDen Burstyn 
ricked her back (although the latter may have had 
something to do with the fact that FriedJdn insisted upon 
realism In IUs movies, and during one scene, had requested 
that one his assistants bodily push the unfortunate actress 
to the Door with as much force as possible). 
Perhaps tbe most bizarre cbim however, was the report 
that Blatty'a �eeretary, NoDi, had been mysteriously taken 
m, whilst her roomate had been gone completely Insane and 
had to be carted otr to a lunatic asylum in a straitjacket. •• 

Fortunately for aD concerned, the voice or sanity was soon 
provided by the aroremenUoned Mu Von Sydow (Father 
Merrin), who points out that If you only have a two to 
three week shooUng schedule, the chances are there wUI be 
nothing untoward Involved, but that If you have a 
produUon that lasts for a year, or eighteen monthl, u was 
the cue here, then it's almost Inevitable that a lot of 
lnddents are going to happen, Including acddents, 
technical hitches, and even deaths. 
Frledkbl, or courese, was only too happy to play up the 
rumoun or a ' Satanic curse' surrounding the mm. In later 
yean he would assert that the llnlshed movie contained 
'IDIUIZlng dollbleimllges'whlch showed up on the shots of 
Llnda Blatr. 
'TIIere tll'e strange lmilgD and vlslotu tlult s/towed up on 
tJu jllm t1u1t w� llnD' plmulell, ' be told the 
appropriately-named Belljamln Fort ID an Interview that 
took place In 1973. 
"1''len 11re dlnlble � Ill tile llttle girl's flu:e at tlte 
DUI oftme rultlult tll'e llllbeJJevGble/' 
At one stage, during production, he even called upon 
Fatber Bermlngham to 'Exorcise' the mm set. Not 
surprisingly, the priest dedlned. 
"I slll4 no, BlUy. I don't want to bu:retJSe IIIIJdety or 

anythblg /Jkethllt. , 



Following the 2eneral release of the rum, the world's press 
were fed stories of how Linda had herself been driven 
crazy by the psychological impact of her starring role in 
'THE EXORCIST' despite her appearing at countless 
interviews looldng perfectly healthy. 
Frtedldn also attempted to suggest that Linda had 
consented to appear in every scene, including that 
extremely disturbing crudDI masturbaUon shot. The ract 
is though, there was a stand-In for several of the more 
controversial scenes (Including the one referred to above), 
named Elleen Dletz. 
Whatever the doubtful merits or the director's moUvations 
In seeking to publldse the movie, the fact is that when the 
mm was ftnally released OD Boxing Day, 1973, it generated 
what Mark Kermode hu called 'a tUIIJl wave of� 
ltysterliJ, the IJJcefJ of whlcJI hlllbl 't beelt seen sllace the 
opening oftlle 1931 Frtllllcelutlen,from whlcJI ptltrotu ran 
screllltllng, CIUISlng clnenuJ IIUIIUJgen to lay on smdllng 
sllll& andamblllllnce crews for the tulvenely IIJJ'ected.. ' 
Not too many weeks had passed before the ftlm's 
reputation, became such that stories began to circulate that 
just viewing the mm could be hazardous to your health. 
Some of the tales took on an almost modem urban 
folldor�ish sense of unreality, (inddeDtally, the ftnished 
pl1nt of the mm, at that stage over 200 hours of un-edlUed 
footage, had to be submitted to the highly appropriate 
address; 666, 5th Avenue - bow's that for synchrontcity?) 
There were reports of people fainting, vomiting, heart 
attacks, and at least one milcarria&eo 
In Berkeley, an unn•IIM!d man sustained superftdal lnjuries 
after be Hterally threw binself at the screen in an ultimately 
doomed attempt to 'get attlleDemo11. ' 
In the wake of that account, 'THE TORONTO MEDICAL 
POST, 'featured an article that stated that four women had 
been conftned to psychiatric care after seeing the movie. 
'TIIere u no way you Cllll sit through tllat jlJm lVIIIIolll 
receivbag some llutlng negatlve or dl.rtllrblng effects, ' Dr 
Louis Scblan, a Chicago psychiatrist was quoted as saying. 
Even more wol'l')'in2 were the worldwide accounts of a 
number of caaes of criminal and suicidal behaviour the 
blame for which wu levelled at the widentably powerful 

, -:·_ tnftuence of 'THE EXORCIST. ' 
- -In the- former West Germany, the death of 19-yea:i'-old 

RaiDer Hertrampf, who shot hlmsdf with an automaUc 
rUle some undlsdosed time after seeing the mm, led to the 
usual calls for tt to be banned. 
Back here in En£1and, an Inquest concernin& the death of 
16-year-old John Power, who bad somehow managed to 
sneak put the assembled nuns, ticket coUec:tors, and 
uahen, to see the mm - strictly X-rated, you'll remember, 
found that the fatal epilepUc ftt he suffered was enUrely 
unconnected with the movie. 
Nevertheless, his death did nothing to alby tbe fean of an 
increasingly credulous pubHc, and In October 1974, 'TH 
EXORCIST' was cited as being responsible for the murder 
of nine-year-old Sandra Slmpson by teenager Nlcholas Bell 
who told a York Crown Court; 'It wan 't retllly me tllat dJd 
iL There wa something inside me. Ever since I saw that 
jlJm 'THE EXORCIST, ' Ifdl soiiU!tlllng taU possesslo11 of 
me. It ha beelt ltulde me ew!l" stnce. ' 
Some of the other alleged supernatural/subliminal 
phenomena connected with the movie Include a ghostly 
race appearing In a cloud of Mu V on Sydow's condensed 
breath (caused by the below zero temperatures induced by 
the refrigeration of the Regan bedroom set), as he sits by 
the possessed girl's bed. This supposed 'face' was said to 
have been 'C011Sclou3ly lnvtflble' to the mm's viewers. 
Likewise another subllmtnal scene, when Jason Mlller 
prays in a local church, a skull-shaped shadow was said to 
have appeared OD the white wan behind him. Neither of 

these ima&es are discernible on the video copy that I have 
In my (ahem)possesston. 
Rumours that Warner Brother's may have withdrawn all 
copies of the video print and recut the mm, removing the 
subliminal cUps in case they should happen to run into legal 
dltftcultles, are rife, but as Mark Kermode points out, 
perhaps the niost llkdy explanaUon for their absence is that 
they didn't eilst In the nrst place. 
That the mm retains a fearsome reputaUon, even today 
(despite the purported numbing of the senses in the wake of 
a plethora or so-called 'video nastles') is perhaps best 
illustrated by the blank refusal of a female friend or mine to 
even comlder borrowin& my copy of the mm, even thoup 
she'd viewed the anniversary· programme and found it to 
be nothing short of fascinating. 
When I aaked her why she didn't want to see the movie In 
its enUrety, she looked at me as though I'd put forward the 
suggestion that she strip naked and walk widdenh.lns 
around St Andrews Churc:byard on the wrong side of 
midnight In a Pazuzu mask, shounnc 'Your mother sucks 
cocks in hell' over and over until �grey llght or dawn. •• 

I didn't repeat my otrer. 
The incidents or supposed paranormal phenomena 

· conUnued, albeit on a much-smaller, leu pubUcised scale, 
with the release in 1990, of the 'proper' sequel (If we 
conveniently skip over the abysmal 'EXORCIST II - THE 
HERETIC) 'EXORCIST m-LEGION. ' 
In an Interview just prior to the Dim's premiere, WDIIam 
Peter Blatty, alluded to his experiments with Electronic 
Voice Phenomena or EVP. 
This blghly-subjecttve process is said to Involve leavln2 a 
tape recorder In a closed room, preferably sealed against 
all outside noise and sUmuU, but with the recording volume 
switebed on tall. Alternatively, you can do pretty much the 
same thing, except you remain in the room to ask any 
passblg disembodied entity whatever quesUons may 
happen to take your fancy. 
Whichever method Is used, (and many researchen, 
Including Mike McKeown of the now-sadly deftmct 
' 'GHOSTWATCH', worried about the Inherent- dangers or 
messing- around- wtt1r 'outside- forces,• - woul� strongly­
advise against using either), the idea is to rewind the tape 
at the end of the session and listen to-what, if' aaythln&, is­
recorded there. ••• 

Blatty, apparently heedless of tbe advice to leave weD 
alone, experimented with his own recording equipment and 
had this to say In a magazine interview we have on me; � 
tile risk of soiUUIIng IJJce 11 wiiCko, I'U tell you 1U1W tllat it Is 
llll llll:thmllc plte:nommotJ, these taped voices. I don't /cnow 
what they are. I don't Jaunv how tlley get on tile t11pe. 
But they're tllere. AU tllose vo� mDSIJIID In tile IIOVd 
'LEGION, ' were t11pes tllat I htul iiiiiM at MtJgiiO SoiUUl 
Stlullo ill New Y orlc City, whlcJI wa.r so loud tllat I sent it to 
Colllmblll Ulllverslty for lllllll:ysl&. Blldc it came with tile 
resll/1 that lt collklnot possibly be a IIIUIUIIJ voice: the grtJJJII 
wa prefectly evm; witll 11 hiUIUIIJ voice that's not so - it's 
irregulllr. , 
The Interviewer (Steve Biod.rowskl, for aD you compleUsts 
out there), then states that what be found particularly 
Interesting was that some of tbe voices' meuages changed 
If the tape speed was changed. Was that based on one of 
your tapes? 
Blatty: · 'Yes. The tiiUWD' was "Lacey, "  whlcJI wa not 
respomtve to my quest1o11; "Is there a Godt" 
'PIIIyed at twice the speed 1t bect����e "Hope lt. " 
'And tile sampling at M11g110 SoiUUl wa not dellrly 
lntdllgUJk IUitU I played it lit twice tile spud I recordetl ll. 
Olle talght, two people Cllllle to my hoJUe to tJSk for a 
dLmoMtratlo11. 011 tile playbacJc - I had alud to helD' the 
1UUtU!:J of the two �pht - I heard o� of the 1IIUitG. I 



IIIJered the apeed, IIIUl tlult &tUne piece of lnftl17llllllon 
became the other person's IIIUIIe - 111111 the IUIIIIeS were 
tollllly dlff'erent. Don 't tuk me llow  - wlletlter tllere ID'e two 
dlff'eretlt freqllelldes rldblg on top of t!IICh otller, IIIUI 
dlanglllg tile pitch by dlangtng the speed llllows one 

ft'equmt:y 10 /JeCOme lllUIJIJie while the oilier Is not- I don 'I 
lcnow. My jHenllswereutterly slluuJed. 
'I'll teJJ. you this, though. Btued on my own aperilnellts, If 
tlu:se lll'e the dead, they don't know 1111y more '"'"' tJum 
wllm tlley were IIIJve. No sllpi!I7UltiU'IIl JH1H'et'S or 1111ythlng 
else-tltey're }lut on11 d!fJ'erentfrequency. 
'J1111g tiiiUd llbout tlult, the otller sllle bebag 11 ldgller 

frequency, bectllue tlley ID'e bwUlble to us, llJce 11 spinning 
propeller. In filet, oae ofllle tldngs I hellrtl on llle 111pe WfiS 
a vol« saying; "We lulve two souls, "111111 much lllter, In my 
relldlngs on Ozrl J1111g, I Cllllle IICI'OSS a slbn vobune of Ills 
re&elll'ch On llllimbtlc belleft 111110ng the SeluuJl tribe In 
A/Hell, 11114 011e oj'thdr belleft Is t1u1t we lulve two sollls. 
Illleratblg �� 6ut I'w stopp«l lt. It t111ra too 
IIIIICit lntelue COIICelltrtltlon. I CIRI 't do lt for IIIOI'e tluiiJ 
twenty 1lllluda lit 11 time. Alulyou lellm IIOthlng. "Hello, 
my 1111me Is Joltn. I'mjbiL How lll'eyout" 
'You 're lllltgolng to get IIIIY gretlt llbunbultlon. 
'Titen IIIIIJ' � pldlosopllen tmthe otlter sllle � curiously, 
If you ak •lp�J�l:tutt llllll llnpol1lutt quatloiiS, or biYHIIlly 
pldlo&opldt:IJl ones, you get eltlaer wry qptk t���SWerS or 
none at lllJ. Evasive' 
And maybe, when you get right down to wbere the cbeele 
binds, it's tbat very evulveaeu, that cblld-Uke stubborn 
refusal to provide us with anything more profound than the 
type of small-talk you pus with a straqer, lharinz the 
park bench durln& your afternoon lunch break, that feeds 
our darkest fears. Is there an afterlife? Does the b1111Wl 
IOUl aurvtve biological death? And If 10, wbat awaits u on 
'the otber ...1lde?' 
UDbrldled joy at the end of beart's looglllg? 
A pennaneat half-llpt, where aotblDg Is certain but 
uncertainty? 
A noctumal land of dark lbadows and darker dreams? 
'THE EXORCIST' may not have provided all (or Indeed 
Gn)') of the answen. 
But it aure belped druiD up a whole new Jet or questlom, 

Including tbe one tbat frilhtals me most; 
· 

IstltD'eso�bullleytlll1'!'!' 

Lee Walker. New Ferry, Merseyside. 
June, 1998. 

The 'Real.-Life ' 
Exorcist Speaks Out 

And wouldn't youJust lmow it. several months or so  after 
I'd llnlshed writing the piece OD the 'haunting' of that 
damned houe In Derbyahlre, along comes an Interview 
wltb tbe very same Reverend Moekford, who attempted to 
exorcise Lowes Cottaae. Tbe March 7tb ediUon of 'THE 
DAILY EXPRESS' somehow contrived to sUp tbrough tbe 
net until it was rescued by one or our regular 'cllpaters' 
(step forward - Thomas 'tmtell my ciiUIIepiMit' Brown), 
and so, even though lt may be hopelessly out or sequence, 
we mclude it here regardless ••• The good Reverend begins 
bls spiel by asserUng that wblch you may think ls patently 
obvious from the outset; 
'1 believe In posts IIIUl the partiiUI17IIIIl Some people .find lt 
lulrd to IUidentlllul that a scientist sllolll4 believe In such 
IIJIPIIl'IIIOns, but to me there Lf no contnullctlon. Indeed, lt Is 

my sdentlflc tralnlng,.tu IJIIICh liS my theoiDglcal, thlll luls 

led me to coiiCIIuktlult sucll tldngs abL 
I 11111 11 mlnbter of tile Cllurclt of Ellgkuul, but I 11111 llbo 11 
'�. 'As sucll I have been Involved In wlult tZre 
commonly Clllled exorcbms tblrillg my nine ymn In a 
Jllll*h In SIDIU:-on-7ralt, Slq/fOrdrlllre. 
I am 11 ltlll'tl-lleluled and l'llllonlll num bllt ��e��rly every 
fortnlgllt I am clllle41n to resolve ltllllntblgs or partiiUI17IIIIl 
dbtllrbtuu:es. In my work I come IICI'OU IIllsorts ofgltosts, 
mostofwldch lll'eiiOtremDtely frllllttelllag. 
HIUIIIIbags Cllll be brOII4ly dlvld«l blto tltree Clltqorla. 
Fint,tltenarepaycldc� Tltey�boolu:tues 
being Teiii'J'tDigell, pictures being piiiJed o.ff Willis, 
01'11111111!111 being tll1'oWn IIIJolll 1'00IIIS wltiJollt llJIJIIIHIIl 
CIIIISe. Sclmtlsts Cllll the lnexpiJcllble 111011e111e11t of soUd 
objeets psyclloklnals - C1117'led out by wltllt lll'e JHIPIIllll'ly 
luuJwn asPollergebts. Tltae lncldent&tlrelnwlrlably llnJced 
10thepresenceof6trtmg, repreuedt!IIIOtiiJiu In theltouse. 
T1te •ecolld lcbul og lullultblg Is tlu tru1J1 ptiiYIIIOI'Iftl It 
IIIIIJ' be 11 lll4y Wtlllcblg tlowlullllrs In a gown; lt lftiJ)' be 
Ronum soldiers nuzrclllng IICI'OSs 11 jiDor; lt lniJ}' be the 
sollllll of a cJdl4 crying. Lots of people aperlelu¥ t1te &tune 
tltblg over 11114 over agllln, liS tlwugh a 11llleo were being 
� pkl:yed w1t1t a ptii1JciiJIIr room., dDorwtly or 
•llllrct���e for ots •ettbtg. S11C1t � lftiJ)' CIIIUe fMr 
bllt otllerwl.teseem to brlllg IJttJe lulrm. 

Less llgl't!l!lll* ��re cares bwolvlng dbtul'bed spb1ts. Petlple 
Cllll feel attaclced In tltelr lunues, tlley lftiiJ' be piiiJed fr0111 
their beds. In oae recent lllddent, I vl.tlte4 a woiiUIIi wlt�e 

bedcJotiJes .flew off IJer bed every nlgllt Ill Jam. After my 

bla.rlng, lt 6IDppetl lulppelllng. 
As I Wlllketl through 11 tJIJt1rwtly In one IIIIIIJ 's ltome, I WIIS 
ltll by wlull fdl lllce sCIII4blg Wilier ctnllblg strtllgltt up my 
trOIUers. A.r SOOII tu I pa•e4 the tltrallold, tile •eiUI6tJtm 
Cl!l8«l. 
I collldn 't believe 1t, so I Cllllell ln IIIUIIJter cJergynum IIIUl 
exactly tiJe S11111e thing ltllpJIDied iO ltlm. It lllter emerged 
t1u1t tile ltome-mmer 1u11t recDitly suffered tile loss of a 
rellltlve. As soon liS he let go oftlle grlq; the plteaomemm 
stopped. 
Tlle:re /cbul of events ojlen ltqpen In pllu:es wltere 

consllleriJble trlllllftll luls tllken plllce. Blllldbtgs absorb 
wllllt luu gone 011 llullk tlaem. In the 'WQ)' tlult 11 Clllludrtll 
aborbs the Jll'tiYet'S oftllose tlult wonhlp In lt IIIUl requires 
the feeling of being a ltoly plllce, so otlter blllldlngs feel 
IUICOmf01'111ble beclzlue of sad or evil evenJs tlullluqlpelu!d 
within their Willis. 
E11e1Y tllocae luJs a spedllllst te11111 tlult deiJJs wllll 
hlllllltlngs, but I 11m ojlen ctUJed to detll with tile more 
problenlllllc OIIG. 



As a sdentla4 I look for tk clellrest, slmp/Dt apltuullllm 
tluit flD tk ftu:U 111111, In 1IIIIIIY ClUes, tile most rlltlolllll 
explluuztlotl u tile JHD'11110171N1l one. If tlure u 11 terrible 
smell In 11 certl6bt 1'00111, )'011 /oolc for 11 plrplctll Ct��Ue. But 
If tile drains have beDt clta:ked, or tllere u no detul 1'tlt 
IUUier tile flOoi'IJtHD'ta - and you CIIIJ Jfndno pllysk:lll CIIIIU 
- tiJen a JH1r111U1171111l expiJIIUitlon becomes a Iegllblulle 
llypotllatt. 
ScJt!ll« retpdres a gDUilnely open mlluL The euence of 
tlult ope11 mllul WG.t tJua dacrlbell by Sller/ocJc Holma: 
"WIIm you lulve dbnbultl!d tile bnpouibll; wlultever 
relltllbu, howeverllllprobable, lftiUt betlletru:IJI. " 
Paranormlll lldlvlty a abo t:nlullu:ed l.fpeople bubllge In 
prlll;lll:a t1u1t encourage lt. 0111/tJ Botlrtb, Tlll'ot 
retldlnp...tllese lll'e tlllngs tJuzt Cllll letlll to gretJt 
unluzpplnas and I reglll'tl them as being extremely 
dJingeroJU. Cotullltlng medJunu to see Into the jtltllre la 
expressly forbl44en bathe Holy Bible. 
But 11 IIIIIUitblg In your lloJUe u IIOtllbtg to get llllduly 
aiJzmtetl abtnU. PNyt!r doa worlc lllllli have ialmedtltb a 

1tllldJ throllgll experience as throllgll fliiiiL 
I penOIUIIly dal with 20-30 ctJUS a yelll' IIIUl our tuna 
lulluJJes more tlulll 100. TIJese an not strlctly exort:lsiiU, 
sill« tlult wortl iiJIPila to people posses&ed by evil spb1b. 
For b11Jl4btp, we ,.e ptYJyD'IIIIIl bleulllp tocllluuetlle���. 
Alul tt work& In 99 per cettt of ctl.ft:s, ajiD' a sbagle vlsll 
people do Uve free fromfeiU. 
I CIIIUIOt cllllm compleU succas ftom a Jlnt encounter, 
sin« the CtJSe at Lowes Cottage - wlllcll luu llltrtU:Ietl so 
nuu:1t llttelltlon - luu so fill' nee�Wlflve sepel'tlle ses&lolu of 
blesrbags II1Ul JIIYIYf!'· 
Ill !01111! bullllbt.p, UIIJuqlpy btciiiDib wldcll toolc p/�Ju Ill 
tile dUtllltt]HI.ft C11118eotller, morerecDJt, miseries. 
TriiiiiiUI CIIIJ blll/4 IIJIOII tl'tiiUittls IIIUl removllag than 
lmolva going IHu:lc IIJyer by IIJyer,ft'om the 111061 recent to­
tile elll'llest - ��M peeling tiJe s/cln of 1111 onion. 
Hllllllllngs Cllll ojlen /uqlpen ln 11ew houses lliUI terl'tlced 
stl'eels, 11.1 well a ln tllldellt cotlllges IIIUl catle& The CILia 
our letlllll lulve e11Ct111111end rt���gefrom llllpiel&tllllt smellr 
to wet wlllls, ft'OIII 111!1lou of m1111ge JII/IU'a to rt!CIII'I'bag 
ilHIIIIu - tlunlgll to my�I luJve yet to set qa 
011 11 'lrlllupllrent IIUiy Ill wltlle. 
People do get j'l1ghtenelllly the plll'tiiUI17Ifl but there u no 
IU!ed. I cer1llblly doll 't fe/11' tt - In  fllct,. I fed fll'etlt symptlllay 
for tile gllom tJuzt I come IICI'DA 1'llen a a sllllllas about 
tltDII IIIUl you CGII fed tile ft'lutl'tltloll of sp#rlb trybtg to 
esct�pe. Above all, the:Je etiCOIUI'Ien 1ltllke me retdbe tlultwe 
/h1e Ili a  wor/11 thllt u deeper IIIUl more compllcllt4 t111111 we 
am ever lmllgl1u! ' 
71/IMIII'ch, 1998. 'DAILY EXPRESS. ' 

Witchcraft And 
Demonolgy In The 

World Today 
CJfte <wi.tcftes Of Ghana 

In tbe heart or modem-day Ghana In &eneral, and In tbe 
region or Gambaga In parUcular, belief In tbe power of 
witchcraft remains hlgbly prevalent. 
The cue or a young woman, accued or ldlllng a llttle boy 
by employing a siDister form of magic, has made the 
headlines in the local press. In a sequence or events that are 
eertly famillar to anyone weD-versed In the 
superstition-riddled history or both 16th and 17th Europe, 
the woman In quesUon was attacked by her former Mends 

and netptboun, shunned by her own family, and was 
llnally driven Into Involuntary exile, along. wltb tbe one 
person who reftued to :abandon ber and instead ch...e to 
remain loyal; her husband. 
She sought retuge in Gambaga, the vUiage that has recently 
become· sometbblg of a haven for tho8e suspected or 
witchcraft. The residents there are forced to live In a 
duster or makesbUl, mud-walled compounds situated on 
tbe edge or the town, nurturing a vain hope that they wm 
one day be allowed to retain some last vesUge or tbetr 
former lives. 
'1 don't lau1w wlult lulppenetl, ' says tbe woman, who Is 
known only by tbe name or Banga, and who now Is 
burdened wttb tbe belief tbat sbe somehow managed to 
piKe a cune upon her aepbew, ftnt maldng blm sick, 
before eveatually kiDIDg blm. 'OIIly Gotl Cllll tdL I dtlll't 
know how I dill it, '  she 

· -- � -· , • .;,..-,., .. ;'0"· .;.3"!�rr-.:; 

In a country where cellular phoDa and satellite TV mix 
freely wttb ap-old bellefl ln the power or tbe supernatural, 
where everyone from cabblet mbdlten to mtstsonartes 
believes In wttcbcraft, tbe 'Wltdl-�' of Nortbem 
Ghana have become the centre or a debate over how a 
modem government should deal with aometlmea brutal 
tradiUoua. 
If the Wltcbes of Gambaga live In abject poverty, 
forblddea from leaving tbdr place of eslle wttbout prior 
permission, their gbetto Js also one or tbe rew places wbere 
they are safe. 
'If I go INu:k I would not aiii"VVve, ' says one woman, Hawa, 
who came to Gambaga a few montlls prior to tbe compWng 
or tJds report. 'Tile fatller of the btlby I bewltcJud wolll4 
lllllltmedown. ' 
Slllc:e Ume lmmerorlal, tbe eftkacy of witclw'aft has beeD 
UJed In tbls part or the world to explain natural 

phenomena, everytbillg from pollo to impotence. In 
another dlaeoneertblg echo of tbe European witch lore of 
the Middle Ages, nearly aD the acCUied are elderly women, 

the weakest members of An1can vOJage nre. on many 
occasions, the accuser Is a jealous neighbour or another 
wife In a polygamous household. 



*** Two teenqers were dw'Eed wttb plannin& a hiP 
school shooting as part �r a Satanic JdWng crusade. 
Grant Boyette, 18, and Justln Sledge, 1� were originally 
charged wttb conspiracy to murder, but the new dulrges 
were made pubBe after prosecuton described Boyette aa 
tbe ringleader or a group called 'THE KR.OTH,' wblch 
sought to destroy Its enemies and practlced 'Satanic' 
worship. 
For months, tbe small group or Ddsnt teenagers allegedly 
plotted an elaborate plan to raid Pearl mgh School, In 
Missouri, USA., and they chose member Luke Woodlwn 
as an assassin. 
W oddham, 16, was charted wttb stabbln& bls motber to 
death In tbelr home on October 1st, 1997, and tben ealmly 
driving to school and gumdng down two studmts -
including a girl he'd dated - and wounding &eVen othen. 
Four other teeaagen were also ebarged wttb cODSplraey to 
murder, and they each faced up to lO years In prison, if 
they wound up being coovtcted. 
1be Indictments claimed tbat Boyette and Sledge met 
several Umes wttb W oodlwn to convince blm that 'ltlll1'der 
Wll.f 11 � 1llelliU of IICCOmplb/llllg tile JIII11HISD IIIUI 
gOIIb oftlae•lullwl bt!&.fqftem. ' 
Investigator Greg Ekhmd testUied in a court hearing that 
Woodbam's former zlrU'rlmd, Chriltlna Meneree, was 
targeted. 
'On 1111111y, 1111111y occtUioiU, Boyetle tolll Luke Woodlulm 
tllat he sltolllll }lat /rill her llllll be done wltlt lt so Ju w011 't 
Junte to su her agllln, 'Eidund said. 
Menetree, 16, was the ftrst person Woodham shot after 
taking a rUle Into a crowded school commons before classes 
OD 1st October, 1997. 
1701 Octobel-, 1997. Ma•olll'l, USA. 'ST LOU19 
POST-DISPATCH' 

*** In Mlnneapo.lls, US� Yer Vaqm wu forced to 10 to 
court clutclllq a ba& ftlled with papers, hopln& aaatnst 
hope that she would be able to perform a naUve ceremony 
that would cause tbe death of anyone who lied at her trial. 
Not surprisingly, you may feel, tbe prealdlng judge reftued 
point blank to agree to her request, saying that she would 
have to go and ftnd mother venue to perform the Hmong 
ceremony. Equally predictably, Yer was less tban ecstatic 
about a Jury's verdict In a racial dlscrtmtnaUon case that 
she brought against her former employer. 
The Hmong are a mountain people who emigrated to the 
United States from Southeast Asia after the dkutrous 
Vletaam war. 
Vang apparently bad counted on asking for divine 
lnte"enUon in ensuring that justice was seen to be done. 
'I'm siU'e the Gods will llllllentJDul, ' said Judge Harry 
Cramp, who dectded tbat 'rule3 of decorum do not IIIJow 
demonstratlolu wlthJn the courtroom area ' 
He also rejected V ana's moUon for a new trial or a revUed 
Judaement. 
Vang sued Cateralr InternaUonal Corp, an airline catering 
company where she wu a food preparation worker from 
1989 unUI 1996, for racial dbcrimlnatlon. 
In Ocotber, 1997, a Jury rejected all of Vang's claims, 
except one. The jurors ruled that a supervisor had 
assaulted her tn 1996, by yeiUng and putting a ftnger in her 
race. She was awarded 51,107. 
After leaving the courtroom In something or a hutr, Vang 
went straightaway to a Twin ClUes cemetery and empUed 
her bag or papers - some or them court documents, others 
decorated with scalloped edges and painted red - on tbe 
uave or Y ee Lee, a Hmona Shaman. 
As the paper burned, sbe wept and chanted in her naUve 
tongue, bowed and kissed the ground. Her interpreter said 
abe wu �king God for justlce - and that anyone tn her 

le&al case who wu dishonest or dlicrimlnated aaalnst her 
should die. 
'EJJ'I!C1hte tot:llly, you will s� sollll!!:tllblg lulppm, ' said 
Vang't interpreter, Cbanbla Yang. He also added, wttb a 
due sense of e.xhortlon and dread that the deaths would 
take place wtthtn three years. 
14tll December, 1997. Mlnnetlpolb, USA. 'ST LOUIS 
POST-DISPA.TCir 

*** In Gold HIU, Oregon, USA, poBce cblef Katle 
Bolmboe wu tired for seiBng Mary Kay eosmetiea out of 
her cruiser and praytng OD behalf of a suspect that she 
believed was possessed by the DmJ, oftldala said. 
Sbe was the only paid omcer tn tbe 1,000 resident town. 
llltiJA.Ilgust, 1998. GolllHlll, Orego11, U&4. 'USA. TODAY' 

*** A Broadmoor patient fully admitted attempting to 
murder the infamoua Yorkablre Ripper by stabbing blm 
ten times in tbe eyes with a baD-point pen. 
lan Kay, aged 30, was sent to tbe mental hospital after he'd 
stabbed a Woolworth's shop manager to death tn 199S. 
I>urtq lds tenure, Kay accepted be attacbd Peter Sutcmre 
in lds room after asking, In an preteaded Innocence, if be 
could please borrow an envelope. 
SutdUre, 47, wu blinded tn bls left eye (aaah, shame) 
during the 5 minute attack In Marcb, 1997. 
Kay informed the doctors that be set about attaddng 
SutcJUre 'beCIIIUe 1t wcu tile Devll's worlc. ' He was further 
quoted as saytng; 'He slllll God told him to lrlll 13 womm, 
IIIUII say tile Devil to/4 me to kllllllm bectuue oftlult. ' 
He was sentenced to be detained without restrtcUon or 
Ume, althoup there are those who think be should have 
been lfven a medal for lds actions. ... The ramBles or the 
Ripper's victims, for a start. 
lBtiiJIIIIIIIII'Y, 199&. Bl'otllbnotw. 'DAILY MAIL '  

***VIvbn MJranda, 39, of Sayvllle, New York, US� and 
her daughter Serena, 20, were charged with second-degree 
murder after they sufl'oeated another daughter, Charity, 
because they believed that the 17-year-old was possessed 
by Demons. 
20th JIIIUIIII'Y, 1998. Stzyvl&, New York, USA. 'UM 
TOD.4Y' 

*** And a town haD cleaner by the name of Sophle Eotvos, 
has been (abem) unceremoniously sacked for tbe betnous 
crime or bein& a self-confessed Wttch. 
The mayor In superstition-riddled Rlpicenl, Romania, 
c1atms that Sopble, aged 65, Ut a set or candles on an altar 
and placed a curse upon him. Seems her magic wasn't so 
eftlcaclous though, tbat tt could save her Job. 
8t11May,199&. Rlplcelll,RoiiUIIJIII. 'DAILYSLUR. ' 

The Curse Of Macbeth 
Strikes Again 

For just about the only Ume In my Ume on the planet, the 
so-called •comic' Jlm Davkllon actu11y made me utter 
aometblng approaching a gtute. • .But only becaue I wu 
laughing at him, rather than wiiJa him. The radst, seDst, 
lurvable cockney with a hugely Intelligent Bne in 
catch-phrases (and I don't tbtnk), feD victim to tbe 
weD-known 'Curse or Macbetb,' after he'd foollsbJy 
mnedoned the title or what 11 universally referred to 
(especlally amongst the actors and stagebands) u tbe 
ScotUsb Play, during a performance of 'Dick Whlttlngton.' 
Within mere minutes, the pantomime at Manchester's 
Palace Theatre suffered a string or mishaps. First, 
Davidson acddentally struck bls glrlfrieod Debbie 
Corrigan on the bead with bls sword, the nearly stabbed 
eo-star VIctor Sptnettl ln tbe eye. 



Women accused or sorcery have few choices but to seek 
protec:Uon in a 'Witch VIllage.' Tber� the chief Is believed 
to uve the abutty to drain a Witch's powers before 
shunting her otr to llve in the sorcerers ghetto, where most 
of the women eventually come to beHeve they really are 
Witches. 
Gambaga, a coDedlon of mud-and-thatch huts and 
colonial- era neldstone bUOdlngs, ts one of tbe three known 
'Witch vmages' remaining In Gbma. Durtng tbe last 
century, nearly every village in the region had ita own 
Witch ghetto, but they &radually disappeared under 
pressure from the missionaries and the British colonial 
authoriUes. Gamba1a has a populaUon or a few thousand, 
about 130 or whom are supposed to be Witches. According 
to reporters it lookl very much Hke any other ordinary 
town. •• .Except that the Witches' camp Is spotleuly neat. 
'No men, ' one woman explains. 
The allged Witches, most of them in their 40's and 50's, are 
largely uneducated and come from small, rural villages 
wbere rear ot witchcraft runs deepest. Many wtD spend 
decades in the camp, llvtng there unUI they die. 
Most are desperately poor. Whlle the chief otrers the 
women protecUon and the eveataul prombe or a proper 
burial, be providea them with Uttle In the way or food. 
Instead, they rely on charity, tbe sale of firewood md tbe 
food they receive from worldng in the chief's ftelds. 
Ruling over Gambaga 1s Chtef Yahaya Wune, a sometimes 
benevolent autocrat wtth a nrm beHef In tile rtghteoUSDesS 
ot the Wltcbes ghetto. 
'It's not by IIUJglc tJuzt I /ceq them, ' be says through a 

tnnslator. 

'It's merely a tradltlo11 Juuuled down from gmeratloll to 
gmeratlon to provide sandlulry. ' 
The Witches ghetto stands near the humble, thatched-root 
dweDlng that the chief calls lds palace. 
Yahaya's rule has changed Uttle from tile days when his 
forefathers ran Gambaga. Here, Is word Is law, and he Is 
lfeeted with bows and hand-dappin1 when he walks 
throup town with hla black. wooden statr. 
He becomes very angry when he talks about tbe 
accusaUona levelled agam.t the Witch VIDages from 
hundredl of miles away In Accra, the capital. 
'Wiult � lttwel Ctl1ltlltlttetl1'he demands. 
'Those tluzt adJullly did lt - are proved to be Witches - I 
accept, '  be says. 'But we sl!llled them ltere to prevent them 

frmn being allildred. , 
Stlll, after eDiting qWetly for at lealt 150 years, the Witch 
Vlllagea have become a poHUcal lssue. 
Government omc:tals, human rights adlvlsts and church 
groups decry them as Inhumane prisons where elderly 
women languish unless the chief decides they no longer 
pose a threat and their home village wtD take them back.. 
Freed Witches must also repay the chief for his protection, 
giving him a goat, some chickens and the equivalent or 
about $10, a sizable payment for a Gbanalan villager. 
'It u olnuJxlola and b a vlollltlo11 of the rlgltts of women, ' 
says Ama Benytwa-Doe, Gbana's deputy mbaster or 
employment and sodal welfare, who wants to do away with 
tbe villages and protec:ute the chiefs. 
But even the harshest or the criUcs concede that In a 
country where an accusaUon of witchcraft can weD and 
truly be a death senten� the Witch VIDages provide a 
necessary haven. The chief 'u not 11 cruel 111111l, ' c1atms the 
Reverend Emmanuel Arongo, the Anglican bishop for the 
Gambaga region and a harsh criUc of the camps. 'W1uJt 
he's able to do, M does. ' 
Some activists say that instead or cloainl tbe havens, the 
government should improve the Hves of tbe women by 
providing aid, particularly deliveries or food and dean 
water. 

As for the women, well. some dream of the day when thetr 
accusers die otr and they can return to their own vfDages, 
but tor others the Witch ghettos become tbeir real home&. 
'1 wo11 't go tu�ywllere, ' says Banga. 'I doll 't WGIIt to go btu:Jc. 
Thb Lt mylto� ' 
jtJt JIIIUUII'Y, 1998. Gambagrl, Glt111111, AjHcll. 
'COLUMBUS DISPATCH' 

The Workers Of 
Dark Miracles 

Proof that the Witches of Gambaga would be well-advised 
to remain sate ID their self-created sanctuary can be 
provided In spades by the foDowtng account from an 
equally remote village In Papua, New Guinea. 
Five women suspected of employing sorcery to attain their 
heart's desire were either hacked to death or else stran&Jed 
(somebfl choice!) deep In tbe blptanda or that country. 
Last reports Indicated that six men had been charged with 
the ldiHngs at Navt vtnage in late January, this year. Chief 
Inspector Buddey Iarume or the Eastern Highlands 
district. 
Iarume was quoted as saying that the vtllagers in the South 
Paclllc Ocean country believed lmpUcltly that tbe women 
had been castln& a powerful mixture or evO spells and 
curses, wbtch had resulted in both people and pigs dying 
under mysterious circumstances. 
12tll Felmuuy, 1998. NIIVl Vlllllge, Pap1111, New Gllbutl. 
'COLUMBUS DISPATCH' 

*** Isnell rlght-wtnger Avlgdor Eskln wu sentenced to 
four months in jail for pladng a death curse on the late 
Prime Minister Yltzbak RabiD a mere two weeks prior to 
hla uauatnatlon. 
EaldD wu convicted last May for lndtemellt to violence 
beeauae be uttered tbe c:une In front of TV camera. 
Two weeks before the November, 1995, ueuekuaUon, 
Esldn and several, unnamed others, performed a so-called 
'pulsa denura' ceremony outside RabiD's home In Tel Avfv. 
A 'pulsa denura' 1s a Jewish mysUcal curse which C2lls tor 
someone's death. 
llst July, 1997. Jenulllem, lsrlld. 'ST.LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCll' 



Then a microphone packed In, and the Hpts went out in 
what appesred to be a power cut. Stage manager Anthony 
Bishop broke his arm after f211lng down a rught of sblrs. 
He'd been e2rrylng his young son who'd broken a 
leg ••• 'AIUl aU bectuue of tile M-word' Davidson 'quipped' 
sometime later (arf, and indeed, arf''!!!) 
16th JanlliDY, 1998. Paku:e Theatre, Manchester 'DAD..Y 
EXPRESS' 

• • •  And ftnally, for this lttue at leut, consider this case 
from Greenevllle, Tennessee, where six young Kentuddans, 
including one who datmed to be none other than Satan's 
daughter, pleaded guilty to murdering a couple and their 
sii-year-old daughter. Tbe killing took place as the ramny 
were returning n-om a Jebovah's Witness conference. 
None of the six will face the death penalty, but were all 
likely to imprisoned for ure without the chance for parole 
for three counts of murder under the terms of their plea 
agreement. 
Prosecutor Berkeley BeD said that the deal was supported 
by the relatives of Vldar and DeHlna Llllelld, who were 
shot to death with their daugtber, Tabitha, In April, 1997. 
Their son, Peter, aged 2, survived a bullet through his eye 
and is currently living wtth relatives in Sweden. 
The pleas, which were entered three days before the 
scheduled start of jury se.ledton, were accepted by Judge 
Jam.es Bedmer, who asked the six if they were pllty. EKh 
answered, 'Yes.' None showed any trace of emoUon. 
The sa are; Jason Bl.ake Bryant, �, Natasha Cornett, 19, 
Crystal Sturgill, 18, Karen HoweU, 18, Dean Mullnl, 10, 
and Joe Rlsner, 11. 
The brief, but nonetheless shocking details of the murders 
ar e these; The LilleHds were headed home trom the 
aroremenUoned conference ln Johnson City on AprD 6th, 
1997, when they stopped at a highway rest stop tn 
northeast Tennessee. Their bodies were later round in a 
muddy ditch along a gravel road, several miles away. 
Vldar, shot six Umes, and Delftna, shot eight Umes, died 
with their children in their laps. 
Two guns were used to shoot the family. Jason Bryant, 
who wu aged just 14 at the Ume, was one of tbe ldllers. 
InvesUgaton were unable to detenniDe who elM pulled the 
trigger. 
The suspects were arrested in Arizona while driving the 
LilleUd's van two days after the slayings. 
Cornett, the reputed ringleader, told her tint lawyer that 
she was the daughter or Satan. Prosecutors say that two 
days before tbe ldlllngs. tbe group held a bJzarre ritual in a 
Plkeville, Kentucky, motel room that induded 
self-muttlaUon and bloodletUng. 
:J21Ul Felmuuy, 1J98. GreetrvUle, Telllle!l:r«, USA. 'ST 
LOCDS POST-DISPATCH' 

The Grim  Reaper Is 

For Rea l 
Mark Chorvlnlky, Editor of the highly-acclaimed 
STRANGE MAGAZINE, '  (u well u being a more than 
capable stage magldan), has apparently coUated over a 
hundred reports and eyt>-wltnesa accowrts concerning one 
or history's most enduring Images; the personUicauon or 
death as The Grim Reaper. The enUty, replete with the 
grinning, m1rthless rictus of a skuU shadowed by a monk's 
cowl and clutching an hour glass In one hand and a 
lethal-looldng scythe ln the other, has played a lar&e part in 
the widely disparate cultures of both ancient and 
modem-day man. 

Mark's ftndin&s, which centre upon a str1n1 of siptlnp 
that have occurred over recent decades, were presented at 
tbe 'Fortean Times UnconvenUon,' which took place in 
April, 1998. 
Understandably, many of the alleged wttneeses have been 
more than a little slow in coming forward with their 
stories, and remain reluctant to state pubHcly what they 
have seen. Not only Is there the ever-present threat or 
ridicule trom the hordes of do�mlnded scpeUcs, but by 
its very nature, the inddents occur at a Ume of intense 
personal grief brought about by the loss of a loved one. 

'The Angel Of Death,' has been an ttrtnste part of Westem 
folkore for thousands of years. In Occult tradiUon, whilst 
there are very many durement types or representation, 
they can be loosely catergorlsed Into two camps; the 
Demon, and the DemonUied projection. Of the former, we 
can say that Occult tradiUon also decrees that tiUs personal 
Angel, the spirit that has hepled &Wde us throughout the 
period of our Dves (or has, at the very least, tried Its 
11i1m1u1e8t to), only becomes visible to us at the very point 
of death, and it can on no way assist (if that's the right 
word), ln the actual process or our dytng. 
In Hebraic lore however, the second personUicaUon of the 
Angel Of Death, is far more dramatic and is said to appear 
as the Demon Llllth, a temptress intent upon inducing the 
human soul to 'sln with her, ' even as the person is IJ1nl 
helpless on their deathbed. The purpose of course, Is to 
procure the soul to suffer eternal damnaUon In HelL 
In the Qabballstlc tradlUon tbe Angel or Death lt called 
SaJDJDael, whose main aim is to 'et'ti.V tile Immoral 
lmperfectlotu IJMorbed by tile :rOill of 11 dying lflllll ' tn order 

that he may ascend to the Henvenly Spheres to share 
Doorspace with the assembled ranks or Cherubim and 
Seraphim . 
In Mohammedan lore, it Js Azrael, 'tile null of tile wind 
CIIIUed by ld.t�p being llellrdwllen someone dJa. ' 
In most parts of Europe however, it is tbe Guardlu Of 
The Threshold that man comes to race u he draws hll 
dying breath. Thil awesome-10undlmg enuty lt actually 
less an Angel, more a DemonHicaUon of the spiritual 
elements 'tlult remtlbl ruulevdoped wltllln the being of tile 
dying person. , 
Abrtman too, Is well-known as a Death Demon wtthln 
esoteric lore, but the being we are most concerned with 
here, has more in common with the symbol or plague and 



pesUience that stalked the whole of Europe durin& the 
aptly-named Dark Ages. 
Tbe article which we have on ftJe, menUons the fact that in 
the modern-day accounts at least, the Angel or Death is a 
gentle and paUent negotiator 'wlto helps people tltroaglt 
detlth, or sometlntes penlllllla them to stay aUve. He � 
111/ks to witnesses IIIUl c111ms them. ' 
He ts said to glide, in the manner or a pbantom, rather than 
walk In tbe conventional sense, and Is clothed In a black 
monk's hood over the requisite skeleton face with hollow 
eye sockets, sometimes aflame with a blue or red tire. 
'People I have Interviewed are tot/IJly sincere about this, ' 
claims Mr Chorvinsky. 'Tiaen an CJUa wlu!n tltoe are 
mulllple 'Witllasa, wlten two or more people wlao dldll 't 
evat laaowtltepenon who dledluwe seen tile Grlmilellper. ' 
Included In the accomrts Mark hu In his collection Is the 
rouowtng trom a former nurse, now aged 76, who saw tbe 
hooded ngure J(H)dd years ago when sbe was working In a 
Texas hospital. 
She described how she saw a taU, tm.posing ngure dressed 
In what appeared to be monk's robes, standln& motionless 
by the bed of an old lady. 
'Hls face WG.t ll  skull with tiny red jlra for eyes. HU lt1111ds, 
skeletlll, were plltlmtly fo/Jle4 over eliCit other lmdle tile 
dllrk sleeves. 
'My Impression war tltat he war very patient, waiting, ' she 
said. 
Tbe nurse, who despite tbe serenity of tbe scene, fled the 
room in abject terror, later found out that the patient had 
been OgbUng off death for over a week and did In fact, pass 
away nor long afterwards. 
Then there was the case of the man from New York, who 
claimed the Grim Reaper warned him that his wife bad 
taken an overdose. 
He told Mark how tbe apparttlon appeared at his stde In 
his Uvlng room one evening holding the uniform scythe. He · 
satd; 'He wore a blilcJWJooded robe. His face wa a 
g/emnlng white skuJJ. He wa.t just loolcbJg at � I fell a 
cold chUJ.come over� ' 
Tbe ngure then travelled through the door and vanished. 
The man, ftlled with a dark foreboding, raced to h1l 
bathroom, where he found his wife unconscious, with an 
empty boUle of pills at her side. Fortunately, and thanks In 
no small part to the Grim Reaper, she made a run recovery 
later In hospitaL 
24thAprll, 1998. GeneraL 'DAILY MAIL ' 

Religious 
Phenomena 

Studying The Power 
Of Prayer 

In aearwater Beach, Florida, AIDS patients who were 
being prayed for, and remained bllsstully unaware of the 
fact, were reportedly healtlder a few months later than 
equally m patients who received no prayers. 
A study of 40 paUents was coDIID1ssloned by the CaJifomta 
Padftc Medial Center, San Francisco, and one of the 
psychiatrists based there, Ellsabeth Targ, was moved to 
comment; 'The results of the study are small and hav� to be 
replkllted, but it's obvious tJuzt tills Is worth panlling.' 
Before the study began, patients In two groups were 
matched to about the same age and comparably m. 

Prayer volunteers represented 10 reHetoDI and heaiJna 
tradiUons. For an hour a day, for one week, each paUent 
wu prayed for by a volunteer who was given a photograph 
and ftrst name. Everyone In the prayer group eventually 
received prayers from aU 10 volunteers during the study. 
The second group of 20 wasn't prayed for. 
Six months later, those prayed for had spent an average of 
10 days In the hospital compared wtth 68 days for paUents 
excluded trom prayers. They also bad less severe 
AIDS-related new d1seases and less emoUonal distress. 
A similar study on heart attack paUents several years ago 
also found prayer beneftdal. 
'Our lllllleniiDulln of� u llu:omplele...1'1u!l'e 
lfiiiY be nen more colltlld between people t1uut we might 
ordbulrlly ��Dame,' aaya Targ. 
But the findings remam • trifle dubious because paUents 
excluded from the prayers In the study probably were 
prayed for by someone else, argues Wllllam Jarvis of the 
NaUonal Coundl Against Health Fraud. 
'They're not a trlle-controlgroll]J. ' 
12tla March, 1998. Clellrwater Bud�, Florldll. 'USA 
TODAY' 

'Qlfte <Ho£ 'l Spud' 
Maintaining tbe tradlUon of ftndlng symbols of religious 
slgntllcance In the middle of a seemingly mundane 
vegetable, (witness last year's 'holy writing' discovered 
inside a tomato and the apparent message from Allah 
bidden In an aubef21ne), Llnda Coles, 32, claims that she 
has found a crudftx inside a common or garden potato •••• 

Wh2t made the 'find' even more remarkable, at least In 
Linda and her family's eyes, wu the fact that the spud bad 
been sliced daring the height of the Easter celebrations. 

'We arm 't really rellgloru, Linda's husband Shaun, 35, was 
later quoted as sayin&. 'But I took the pot11to aroiiiUl to the 
tlelll'est cluu'ch llllllthey collllba 't beJJeve 1t. ' 
'Lbulll W4f slullcell becmu� site r«DDtly knt Iter l'ltOtJter tlllll 
tltoaghttltl!l mJglttlltnesomelt#IIMitrellgloll!llftelllllllg 
Also, oar three-year-old son Jtnllllll ha been lU with 
tuniii!Sia IIIUlwe thought he'd need a transfliSID& Tllea the 
other dlly, he got the alJ-clear. 'We're hopliag tills I& a slgn 
that t/Jbags are loolcbJg llJ1 for us. ' 
24th April, 1998. Hull, EnglllluL 'DAILY EXPRESS' 



In The Eye Of 
The Beholde1r: 
Is Tb�Tu�tin Sb�toud 

Tb� Ci�nuin� Htttiel� 1 
The arguments for the veradty or otherwise or the Turin 
Shroud have been ra&tn& ever since the arUfact tlrst came 
to Ugbt, and they certainly show no signs or abating now. 
Just the opposite, in fact. With the ftrst pubHc display of 
the Shroud for twenty years, a stream of claims and 
counter-daim.s nowed across the news pages of both 
tabloid press and World Wide Web. Lut Halloween, news 
broke that Swiss archaeologist, Maria Gnma Siltato, bad 
'discovered' that there appeared to be the words 'Jesus 
Nazpdh, ' written on the cloth shortly after the body was 
wrapped in it. 

'This Is the only dlcumentthat proves the 11Ulterilllpresence 
of Christ 2,000 years ago, ' SlHato told a press conference. 
'It Is the only rt!lll, concrete rellc. Now Its authenticity Is 
beyond all doubt ' 
She also claimed that tbe Carbon-14 tests C2ITied out on 
the Shroud in 1988, were wrong because the fragment 
tested was a corner or tbe cloth repaired ftve times since 
1400. 
This "'explained' why the scientists dHrered about the reHc's 
age, dating tt from between 1260 and 1390. 
Then, In late March this year, scientists In the USA, were 
making claims that they had successtully Isolated DNA 
from the Shroud. A spokesman was quoted as sayong; 
'What we have dbcovered is luutuua blood 11111111 is 1llllle. ' 
The tests were apparently done on scraps removed from 
the cloth by a team at the Univenity of Texas. 
The Roman CatboHc Church, notoriously jealous of 
guarding what it regards as quite possibly Its greatest 
material article of faith, has been less than enthusiastic 
about gtvtng the team any further samples, thereby 
throwing the proverbial spanner In the works wtth regards 
to establlshtng beyond doubt the age or the Shroud and 
vital questions concerenlng the man who's blood it 
contains. 

'You coulll even Jcnow the rtu:e andf'l'om what pan ofinael 
theywerefrom, 'claims researcher Leonclo Garza-Valdes. 
The author and investigator lan Wilson has further alleged 
that the Te:us team, led by Dr Vincent Tryon, director for 
Advanced DNA Technolo2fes, has obtained dramatic 
evidence that the cloth may indeed date from BlbUcal 
times. And, just ltke Ms SlHato, they also beUeve that the 
Carbon-14 testing wu fatally flawed, but not for the 
reasons she has outHned. Instead, they theorise that the 
tests were skewed because the samples were covered with 
bacteria and fungi which resulted in errors. 
The researchers think that the placing of the blood traces 
clearly indicates Jesus's Involvement. 
'Not many people In the First Century suffered all those 
lesions, the CrudjlxJon woiiiUb, the crown Of Thorns, the 
spear wound In the right side ofthe chest, thejlllgdllltJons, ' 
says Garza-V aides. 
Professor Stepben Mattlngly, bead of Microbiology at the 
University of Texas, beletves the Vatican is against further 
tests because it does not know how to deal with the results. 
But a spokesman for the Arch-diocese of New York 
Insisted; 'The fldlh that the Shroud has Inspired Is going to 
transcendwhatevertestlngproves ordJsproves. ' 
By far the most ridiculous cJalm so far, however, is that 
Christ might very wen wind up being cloned from the 
DNA ••• The recreation of the perfectly Dtvlne? •••• Gtve me a 
break. 
Ffnally, in mtd-Aprll, came further tantalising evidence of 
the age or the Shroud, when the faint, almost Imperceptible 
Image of a Roman coin was discovered on the cloth. 
After closely studying the Shroud, the dim impression of a 
coin dating from the reign or Tlberius, in close proximity to 
the left eye on the face of the imprinted body. 
The coin is said to bear the letters TIB and CAI for 
Tiberius Caesar and LIS: L for year, I for ten and S for sb: 
- the  16th year of Tiberius' reign, or AD 29, by modem 

reckoning, when Ponthu Pilate was governor of Judaea. 
Turin University forensic medicine professors Pierlulgi 
Balma - BoUone and Nello Balosslno said 'It was commot1 
Hebrew practlce to p/Ju:e cobu on or near tile eyes after 
detltiL ,  
31st October, 1997. 'THE TORONTO STAR 'I 30th Mlll'ch, 
1998. 'DAILY MAIL ' & 'DAILY EXPRESS'! 13th April, 
1998. 'DAILY MANC ' 

The End Of The Vision 
A woman who cla:ims she has received visions direct from 
the Vlrgtn Mary since 1990, has announced to over 30,000 
beHeven who attended at her farm that Her 1998 message 
was very 1ikdy to be the ftnal one. 

Nancy Fowler, who maintains that the BVM has often In 
the past, and asked her to dellver messages to the pubUc, 
said that Mary's image appeared inside her home at 
1 :20pm, and lasted for a grand total of eight minutes. 
'I llllllenlluul that from Our Ltuly that next yetll' wUl be the 
ltut of her pubUc messages, ' she said. 'My life wUl continue 
but the pubUc message& will come to an end. ' 
Somewhat frustratingly, Fowler never so much as hinted at 
the reasoning behind thia 'Heavenly' decision. Otherwise, 
her half-hour speech was pretty much Identical to the ones 
of previous yean, in that she told her audience to pray and 
mend their ways. 
Fowler's annual messages attract people from as rar away 
as Mexico to the town or Conyers, Atlanta, USA. 
Initially; Fowler deHvered the messages on the 13th of 
every month, but in 1994, said that the Virgin Mary would 
appear with a pubUc message only once a year; October 
13th. 
14th Odober, 1997. Conyen,AilantiJ, USA. 'COLUMBUS 
DISPATCH' 



NUMBERS SIDE 
WITH CREATIONISM 
Mind-numbinE mathemadw equations crawl with 
agonisinE slowness across the pa2es of a book by Dean 
Overman. like Indecipherable Hebrew letters in the Dead 
Sea Scrolls. He has cWmed that they prove beyond a 
reuonable doubt that there la a 'creator.' 
Probabutty theory seems to be the key, as well as new 
discoveries in microbiology and the laws or physics. 
The S4-year-old member or Mensa, explains that only 
scientists can fathom why he concludes tn � ClueAcddellt 
And seq Organivltlon, ' that the odds life evolved by 
random chance are inftnttesimally small. 'They ID'e siiUIIJer 
thllll the odds that a I077Uldo swooping over a junlcyll1'd 
could acddmtiiJ1y buJld a 747 from debris suc/ce4 Into Its 
� ,  
Overman, who has studied at Harvard, Berkely and the 
University or Chicago, and holds degrees in law and 
sdence, is not alone In lnsistJng that matb and physics can 
prove what theologians ak us to take entirely on faith; that 
the universe that spawned life could not be a product of 
mere chance. 
Not everyone Is in agreement or course. 
Paul Kurtz; chairman or the Commttte For The SdentUic 
Investigation Of Claims Of The Paranormal, states that 
wbilst it's true that probablltty theory can produce 
accurate answers, numbers tortured hard enough w1Il 
confess to Just about anytblng. 
'To cliJlm chance could not explllln the emergence of Ufe 

forms by process ofevo/utlon ls merely a presumption. ' 
Overman Is at pains to point out however, (together with 
an increasingly impressive list of colleagues), that they do 
not accept the Bible's creation story at face value, but 
rather as a metaphor. 
They've become convinced that the laws or physics and 
other constants or nature just seem right for ure to have 
evolved, though not by chance. 'There is clearly 11 bulll-in 
order, a sign oflnlelllgence behltut tt. ' 
In his book 'ReUglonAnd Sclmce, ' Ian Harbour, a retired 
physics professor, argues that there have been too many 
'rt!IIUll'lcllble coincltlences since the Big Bllllg 15 bliJion 
yeiii'S ago for even the simplatfonns of Ufe to have evolved 
by IJCCidenL 
'The statlstlcs. .. lmply some guide. The only conceivable 
explluultlon for llfe must involve the illws ofiUllure plus the 
catlll.ysts in just the right p/Ju:es at just the right times. ' 
Another author, Patrick Glynn, once an atheist, contends 
he saw the Ught when he learned of the so-alled 'anthropic 
principle' - widely accepted by scientists - that contends the 
universe seems to have been intricately fine-tuned from the 
start. 
The principle shows that tnftnitesimal changes in any or the 
scores of known universal constants would have resulted in 
a uretess untverse. 
'In order to get ll;{e to appetll' Ill the lllllvene btulons of 

yetD'S after the unlvene began, you hllll to stllrt plllnnlng 
very etll'ly from the flnt1UUUJsecotul. ' 
Instead or provtn& that chance ruled, he said, new 
discoveries have led scientists to uncover new layers of 
intricate order from tbe quantum level and up during the 
put 30-odd years, leading to the discovery or intenlgent 
design, which ls dltT'erent from so-called 'creation sdenc:e.' 
'1 b� bectuue I bdleve ln the liiWS of physics, and the 
lllws of physics tell me that God exists, ' says Frank Tepler, 
a one�ttme Baptist and Tulane University physics 
professor. '1 don 't beJJeve ln anything without scientljlc 
evidenct! ' 

Mlchael Behe, a microbiologist from Lelgh Untverstty, 
contends intracellular processes underly1ng the foundation 
of even the simplest llfeforms are impossible .. to explain by 
natural selection and could not be thge product of chaos. 
'The IHuls of llfe Is enormously complex, very resistllnt to 
gradua'ktlc DarwlnJiln solutions, ' he said. 
'No sclentUt CDII expklill tlle comp/4x IIUIJ!IJblery oftlu cnL 
bl D«rwbbUut t1n1u. WJJea w. 11u complexity bl ewn-ydsy 
ll;{e, we concbule ltwa designed. ' 
He and other sdlolan dismiss accusations that they had 
preconceived notions before embarking upon a wrtUng 
career, the result of which has been a successful series of 
books. They deny too the claim that they have cynically 
used their speclalltles to 'prove' the unprovable. 
'I dld not set out to ]11'0Vt! my own rellglous ��Uumptlons, ' 
said Overman, an Episcopalian. �sties and atheists will 
not 1Jke my book, but tlu writing wa.r not at all dotu wilJJ 

JIOIIIIklrlty ill mbul. , 
9th Febraury, 1998. General. 'THE COLUMBUS 
DISPATCH' 

Tree Said To Contain The 
Image Of The Virgin Mary 

In Colma Cemetery, San Jose, Calltomta, a tree trunk, , 
which apparently harbours an image or the BVM, drew 
more than a hundred pilgrims in just a week, each of them 
armed with Dowers and rosary beads. 
The image, formed by a pattern of tree �ap, appeared on a 
portion of a 100-foot California pine tree about 1()...12 feet 
oft' the ground in an area where a branch had been cut otr. 
Robert Lefebrve, general manager of the Ollvet Memorial 
Cemetery, wu quoted aa saying; 'If you look at 1t from 
certain 1111gles, you Cllll see what appears to be a halo over 
the top, 11 cape coming tlmm over dark hair, the face, and 
then the hlliUb held In prayer at the chest 
'You can choose for youneif whetlter to beiJeve or 
ills bellevt!. , 
Visitors, both curious and devoted, have been drawn to the 
sue, and a makeshift shrine has sprung up around the tree 
trunk - a collection of medalllons, flowers, rosary bea� 
candles, garlands and a picture of Our Lady or 
Guadalupe, the patron of Mexico. 
21st December, 1997. San Jose, Callfoml& 'COLUMBUS 
DISPATCH' 

Unearthed - The 'Well Of 
Jesus Christ' 

In Cairo, Emttan archaeologists were announctn2 the 
discovery of a well which Jesus Christ was said to have 
blessed during the Holy Family's tllght into Egypt. 
The well was found during excavation work in the 
Sharqtya region of Northern Egypt's fertile delta by 
archaeologists from Zagazlg University. 
The Holy Family of Jesus, Mary and Joseph fled to Egypt 
to escape retribution after Christ's birth when King Herod 
ordered the massacre of an boys under the age of two inthe 
Bethlehem area. 
Before entering the ancient city of Bubastts, the Holy 
Famtly were said to have retired under a tree and the 
VtrEiD Mary, carrytna her son, went to ask vlllagen for 
water. 
It Is supposed that after the vtllagers refused to give her 
water, Mary cried, prompting Christ to wipe ber tean and 
then trace a circle on the ground from where the water 
flowed. 
4th October, 1997. Cairo, Egypt. 'COURIER-MAIL' 
Australlll 



WEIRD CRIME 
THE LA rEST JA fCH OF 

HOPELESS lOJJEl'S ANP. 
JUDI.Al'S 

A couple of would-be barglan broke IDto a house In 
Buft'alo, New York, Intent upon stealing tbe copper 
plumbing contamed In tbe basement. Tbey caretully shut 
otr the electricity, but · neglected to do the same with the 
water supply, and pretty soon it was waist-bigb. Wben the 
poHce arrived, ba'fiD& been Upped otr by a Jleilbbour, the 
two men attempted to escape detection by mbmerpng and 
holding their breath. In tbe end however, tbey bad no 
option but to come up for air aDd u tWr f'raDtk splasldng 
gave tbem away, 110'1'eDder tbaalelve1 to tbe boy• In blue. 
�IUI MIII'Cit, 1998. BllJTIIIo, New York, U&4... 'THE 
CHRlSTlAN SCIENCE MOMTOR. ' 

*** A bank robber In Raldgb, North Carolina, USA, was 
caugbt In the act by poUce In tbe direct aftermath of tbe 
crime because Ills would-be &flaway driven were too 
busBy engaged In bavtng sex. 
Mlc:bael Gullbault, 19, and anotber member of his gang 
were left stranded outside the car as the couple remained 
bllllfully oblivious oftbe world around them. 
19tlt JIIIUUII'Y, 1998. Nortll Oll'olbul, USA. 'DAILY 
SLUR ' 

*** The Banque Paysan In Toutourac, France, was the 
sceae of an attempted robbery last May. 
The unusal aspect of this case was tbe fact that the 
would-be robber was armed with, of an tbJn&s, a 1arden 
strtmmer. He entered the butldln& with the implement at 
run throttle and pointed it In tbe dlrecUon of the bank 
tellen In a threat.eatng IIUlllller. So doing, be ordered tbem 
to band over the cub. •• 'It wa o� of tlltMe """' duty 
strlmmers for tJUclc grus tlllll sllrubberles, ' one badly 
frlgbtened staff member wu later quoted as saying. 'We 
were terriJ'IelliiiUldlll everyt111ng lie tuked. ' 
WhUst the statr were busy trying to stutr the bags the 
robber bad thoupttully brought along with him, be kept 
them an at arm'• length by oceutonaDy ltrbnmtng piecel of 
paper and bta of the carpet, just to prove he meant 
business. And when at Jut tbe bdst was completed, he 
raced out onto tbe street, only to trip beadftrst onto the 
hard, untor&Jvlng pavement after be comded w1tb another 
gardening Implement, tb1s Ume a hovver mower, that 
someone bad left standing on the stdewalk. 
He was arrested before be could get to his feet. 
5tiJMq, 1998. TolltoiD'tu:, FriiiiCe. 'THE BIG ISSUE. ' 

*** Before embarking upon a robbery at Berman's F1ne 
Jewellery Store In Des Molnes, Iowa, USA, Keanetb Ray 
Bruner, a mbdster's son, amazingly decided to hold a 
prayer meeting with his seven accompnces, tn order to ellct 
the Good Lord's assbtance tn carrytna oat a sacceuf'ul 
hekt. AccordJn& to a Federal tncUctmeat, Bnmer Informed 
lds 18111 of not-so-merry mm; 'We're golllg to diJ btul 
tlabags, bllt�'n IUJt blulpeople. , 
AD eight memben were quickly arrested at the height of 
the meeting. 
25tlt June, 1998. Des Mobles, Iowa, llSA.. 'ST. LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCH' 

*** Kurt Littlewood was jailed for a total of 
three-and-a-half years after he thoupt it mtpt be a joUy 
good wheeze to rob a petrol station armed with a vacuum 
cleaner suction tube (there seems to be something or a 

trend developJn& re&ardtn& tbe business end of these 
normally bortngly tuncUonal machines - see the story of 
Fred Flnnegan elsewhere In this luue). Llttlewood 
threatened statr behind tbe counter with the metal tube and 
got away with the not-so-princely sum of £200 from the till. 
Perhaps, considering the sheer level of bufoonery we've 

become accustomed to In compUing these paps, we 
shoUldn't be too surpriSed to learn tbat tbe station be chose 
to rob was less than 30 yards trom ldl own house. ODe of 
the attendants wu able to recognile him as a regular 
customer (hardly astounding when you conlider that 
Llttlewood bad neglected to don any kind or cUsplle) and 
the ponce were calllq round to arrest him before he'd 
even bad a chance to count lds booty. He'd dropped most 
of it anyway on tbe short joumey home. 
12tiJMq, 1998. Flllmolltlt,E11glmul. 'DAILYSLUR. ' 

*** A faintly ridiculous gang or four bank robben were 
easDy caught after a raid OD the Mldvale ZIODI Bank In 
Utah, USA, after a passing motorist reported seeing them 
'tllrowlllg lllllllq up Ill tile 1111' tiiUl tHiootblg tiiUl 

G-llo/Jerlllg. , 
. 

5tiJJIUII!,1998. Utllll, U&4. 'SUNDAY PEOPLE' 

*** Even more bizarre wu the story of the 18111 of llrrt!e, 
who took to stealing handbags from unwitting vtcUms, 
before maldng good tbeir e�eape on pogo stlcb. 
At the Ume of going to pRa, the 'J»>OI pilferer's bad not 
been apprehended and bad reportedly struck OD nine 
seperate occasloDL 
8111 MID'cll, 1998. Montpelller, FriiiiCe. 'BEUA 
A£4GAZINE. , 

*** A eouple of teeaagen attvked a loDe WOIIUID tn 
Dalton, near Haddenfteld, and matched her plutlc 
shopping bag a they ran otr. One presumes the tbetves 
would be somewbat less than satlsfted wttb tbelr ID-gotten 
galn.s however, because the bag contained nothing more 
than a large plle of dog sblt the woman bad cleared up a 
while earlier deposited by ber pet terrier. 
11tiJMq, 1998. Dllllon,NrHIUIIIenJkUI. 'DAILYMAIL '  

*** Motorcycle poHceman Dean Stepban arrested a 
unnamed man for assault In Mesa, Arizona, last 
Sprlng • ...He'd come under unprovoked attack from about 
20 feet away by a man wbo'd, for some reason best known 
to himself, took to pelting the ponce omcer with 
freshly-baked doughnuta. • .At least one of which was ftled 
with jelly. 
101Jt MID'CIJ, 1998. Ma., Arl:on& 'ST LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCH. 

*** And on a more tralfc note (altboup it doubtless gave 
the COllide Joker a good dose of belly · laagh.s) a federal 
m.anbal &bot Andre Burgeu, 17, after mldaJdng tbe 
wrapper of a chocolate bar for a bandgun. 
Andre bad had the miafortune to have been walldng right 
by a car IUied with undercover law enforemeat omcen 
�yiD& In wait for a fuptlve drug dealer. When the teenager 
reacbed IDto ldl pocket, tbe omcen shouted at ldm to drop 
bls '&1111.' Startled, Andre turned sharply and was 
promptly pnned down. 
lltiJAprll, 1991. KIIIUIU, l7Stt. 'DAILYMANC , 

*** A defendant appearing at a court In Hartford, 
Connecticut, USA, decided to bring along a copy of tbe 
Bible to be1p blm tbroap his trial for clrlvtn& an 
unregistered car. Unfortunately for him, the sberUI's 
deputy asked to see the Good Book and, after having 
flipped through tbe paps, found a cannabis dgle 
apparently being used a marker. 
The defendant was pretty soon fadn& a further charle of 
pouesston of marijuana. 
21Ul MID'dl, 1998. Hlll'lfortl, Co1111ecticut, USA. 
'CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR' 



' ITS TIME FOR THOSE 
BONKERS PILLS TO 

KICK IN AGAIN' 

***Alter betn& ordered by a court In Forssa, li1nland, to 
apologise unreservedly to bis neighbour Pepe Aksb over a 
boundtry dispute, pedantic Thomas Drab screamed 
'sorry' through a megaphone, painted the words on Aksb's 
drive, then, sUII not satlafted, hired a troupe of singers to 
belt out a chorus of 'sorry's' In the (ahem) dead of night. 
8tll March, 19911. Furs$a, Flnllmd. 'THE VIRGINIAN 
A£4GAZINE. , 

""* In Hong Kong, a reUgtous fanatic by the name of Syed 
Atta Muhammed, was commltted to a loal mental hospltal 
after he was seen to assault a 22-year-old female tour 

guide. 
Muhammed, who refers to himself, rather unsettllngly, as a 
'Knight Of God', tore Into the hapless &Qide simply because 
be believed that her breasts were far too large for her to be 
considered a servant of the Lord. 
June, 1998.. Hong Kong. 'FHMMAGA.ZINE' 

***  A total of ten men were given a series of unspecified 
Jail terms by the fanatically strict fundamentalist Islamic 
regime In Afghanistan for comlttlng the terribly heinous 
crime of adually watclUng someoae dance In the street. 
My God, (or should that read Allah), that's almost u bad 
u whlatUng on a Friday!!! 
It's not recorded what happened to the dancer bbn or 
herself •• 

23rdJIIIIe, 19911. A.fkhanlnlln. 'DAILYMANC'. 

***And the leading candidate's for this Issue's 
'Most-Hard-Faced-AD-The-Sodai-Sidlla-Of-A-Paranoid 
Skunk' award lndudel the twenty-something couple who 
were arrested by police In Tunbridge Wells, for having sex 
outside a sports shop In broad daylight. What was even 
more outrageous was the fact that the woman had been 

unashamedly usln& one or her two clilldren as a pillow as 
she made whoopee In the street. ••• 

Also to be given an honourable (If that's the right word) 
mention, is Albert Hindley, an alleged forger from 
Georgia, USA, who, after the Judge had had the decency to 
post ball at £1,200, had the temerity to settle the court 
costs with a dud cheque. 
Detalls or the subsequent sentence are not recorded. 
May, 199&. TUIIbrldge Wells. 'FHM MAGAZINE' 14th 
June, 1998. Georglll, USA. 'NEWS OF THE WORLD' 

fHE JlAIN EA fR. 
Bandan& Lanp, a Malaystan plantation worker, was 
convicted recently or feastin& upon bis wife's brains after 
be' d kOled her for some unstated motive. 
In offering quite possibly the worst piece of mlUgation In 
the enUre hlltory or worldwide law, he attempted to 
explain to the arresting omeers that be had only intended 
to eat a tiny portion or his deceased spouse's brain, but 
that, (like the greedy rat kid who sneaks downstairs on the 
wron& side or midnight fooling themselves Into believln& 
that they are only &ofnl to pinch the oM cbocolate-cblpped 
cookie from the biscuit barrel, knowing tuB well that 
they're not gonna be able to stop unUI It's empty) be liked 
the taste of the organ so much that he simply couldn't resist 
ftnishing it otr. 
He was promptly sentenced to death for his crimes. 
12th Jwae, 199&. Malayslll. 'UVERPOOLECHO' 

THE HOOVER-LOVER, 
ftO-HOPPER'S,CRAZY 

QfSESSIVES, ANO GENERAL 
OVER-REACTOR'S 

Three pretty plssed otr employees or the Cartago coundl ln 
Colombia merclfully won an Industrial dispute after they 
hit upon the less than sane notion of crudfying themselves 
to protest at the proposed prtvaUsaUon plans. 
The men were apparently hooked up onto self�rected 
crosses and had ftv�lncb nails driven Into the palms or 
their hands. The coundl ftnally aceded to the martyr's 
demands after three seemingly endleu days had elapsed. 
July, 1998.. Colomblll. 'FHMMAGAZINE' 

* ** A funeral turned Into a full-blown altercation after the 
deceased's ex-wives, an amazin&Jh'e In number, kicked otr 
over who should be afforded the honour or sitting nearest 
to tbe coftln. Up to a dozen gnvestde mournen were 
forced to Intervene and managed to pall them apart and 
acted as a peac�keeptng force until the police arrived on 
the scene. 
Undertaker Gerhard Lotrenburg, of Essen, Germany, was 
quoted as saying; 'I've 1levt!1' seen anytltlng UJce 11. ' 
14111 Jwae, 1998. Essm Gemuuay. 'NEWS OF THE 
WORLD. ' 

••• A Tlnton Falls, New Jersey, man was jaDed for joining 
complete strangers in their beds as they slept bllsftdly 
unaware of bis presence. 
Tho Le, 24, was charged with lllegally enterlilg two homes 
In the early houses or the morning and calmly climbed 
beneath the covers alongside the slumbering occupants. 
In one or the cases, accordln& to Lt Gerald Turnln&, tbe 
Investigating omcer, 'he joined a sleeping couple tuUl 
aclluJJly foiiiiUd tJu WOifUIII. Tile WOIIUUI wou up, IUUI she 
tuUl Iter boyfriend clatued tlte lntnuler out of tlte house. 
Two nlghu later, he entered another house on the same 



street and crawled into bed, tills time with a 1111111 who wo/ce 
up and chased him out. ' 
Le was eventually caught after a poliu dog tracked his 
scent to the 'bed-hopper's home address. 
22nd February, 1998. Tlnton Falb, New Jersey, USA. 'ST. 
LOUIS POST-DISPATCH' 

* * * The all-consuming mania surrounding the build-up to 
the World Cup in France this Summer, h2d already 
reached (ahem) fever pitch in the suburbs of Paris, several 
weeks prior to the great event itself. 
The wife or a 31-year-old man committed the cardinal sin 
of switching channels during the midst of the UEFA Cup 
Final between Lazto and Inter Mllan. Quick as a nash, the 
rooty ran turned back over, resulUng in bls beloved issuing 
an utUmatum that she would rung herself from the balcony 
it he refused to allow her the luxury of watching her own 
programme. He refused, and just to show he meant 
business, he claimed he'd follow suit. So saying, he cHmbed 
onto the balcony and promptly lost his balance falling 1!5 
noon to his death. 
July, 1998. Paris, FriiiiCI!. 'FOUR FOUR TWO' 

u And here's Uving proof that 'clean.Uness isn't always 
next to Godlinels ••• whatever your parents/teachers at 
school/boss at work (delete were applicable) may say to the 
contrary •••• 

A 41-year-old man from Cardlfr, by the name of Kevin 
Pleece, wound up being made the subject or a 12 month 
probation order after he took to spending up to nve hours 
a day happlly cleaning up the courtyard that dominated the 
other fiats in Cathay's Terrace. 
No harm in that, you might well say. But then, the 
latter-day 'Mr Clmn, '  (ask the once and jilture king of 
ldod, Paul Wdler-Ed), progressed to staring in through his 
neighbours' window& and shouUng at the astonished 
residents that their humble homes were simply not clean 
enough. 
The nnat straw was when an argument erupted with Julle 
McNamara, 21, and at Its height he threatened to blow her 
car to smithereens if she didn't keep her house tidy to his 
own, fastidious standards ••• 

July, l998. Cardiff, Wales. 'FHMMAGAZINE' 

... Someone who would certainly incur the wrath of our 
hero above was Fred Flnnegan, �1, who rather than utllstse 
his vacuum cleaner for normal purposes, chose Instead to 
get his sexual kicks by Inserting his penis Inside the 
machine (as you do). 
All well and good you may feel, but unfortunately for Fred, 
when he elected to go out and purchase a brand new 
hoover, he failed to realise read the instructions 
properly • . •  The model he'd bought featured rotating blades 
tn the nozzle of the hose designed to chew up the 
accumulated rubbish. Fred's much-abused penis didn't 
stand much of a chance when it duly came into contact with 
those razor-sharp blades and he very nearly bled to death 
as a result. 
The poHce who arrived on the scene were shocked to 
discover various pieces of chopped up foreskin in the 
blood-soaked dust-bag. 
1st July, 1998. Long Branch, New Jersey, USA.. 'ST LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCH' 

*** And the Award For The BIJ!2est, Most Highly 
Irrational Over Reaction Of The Year, So Far, must surely 
go to the incredibly short-tempered popualce of a vUlage in 
Yemen. 
A staggering total of fourteen people were ldlled and thirty 
wounded during a vicious tribal war sparked over, of all 
things, an argument about who in the remote village, 
actually owned a chatnsaw 
30th �March, 1998 Yemen. 'DAIL Y MANC ' 

Laugh ter In 
Heaven: 

THE LA TEST BATCH OF 
COSMIC JOKES 

A truly remarkable 'coincidence' occurred smack bang on 
the 86th anniversary of the sinkinE of the '11TANIC, ' 
when a pub restaurant that was planning to feature a 
'TITANIC' dinner theme night was forced to cancel after 
the place was all but gutted by a nre. 
Chef Helder FIHpe, 26, had hit upon the not-so-bright Idea 
of dishing the identical seven-course meal which was served 
by the prtvllged nrst class passengers a few short hours 
before disaster struck on the night of April 14th-15th, 
1912. 
The idea seemed to have been a good one at the outset. In 
the wake of the renewed public fascination with the 
tragedy, due in no small measure to the phenomenal 
success of the James Cameron movie, reservations for all 
30 places at the restaurant, selling at £21-a-head, had been 
snapped up wttbin tour days. 
Diners and staff had planned to dress In period costume 
and the same bill of music by Mozart would have been 
played by the house band. 

Perhaps Helder should have known better than to have 
tempted fate however, because in the early hours of the 
Tuedsday, almost at the precise hour that the '11TANIC' 
was coWdlng with its nemesis In the t�cold waters of the 
Atlantic, a ftre broke out at the Beaconsfleld Arms at 
Oecoid near Eye, Sutrolk. 
TM beamed dining area of the quaint, 17th century pub 
where table settings, glasses and naplins had been caretu.lly 
set out was badly damaged in the blaze, the precise cause of 
which had not been established at the time of going to 
press. 
Like the m-fated liner, the pub sustained a substantial 
amount of water damage, although this was caused by the 
firemen in their attempts to quell the names. 
Portuguese-bom Helder was quoted as saying; 'It is very 
strange and peculkJr to tllinlc that the fire happened on the 
very day that the 'TITANIC' � to grief. 
'1 am quite levd-headed and not supersitlous, but it is an 

uncanny coincidence. It feels llJce something from 'THE 
TWILIGHT ZONE. ' 
1 7thAprU, 1998. Oecoid, Suffolk. 'DAILY MAIL 



*'llfha"C Are Th.e 
Cba;nce& 01' Th.a� 
:Happe"D.:In.j�, Eh.�· 

*** A whole series of the most amazing coincidences were 
pubUsbed in the March 7th, 1998, ediUon of 'THE DAILY 
EXPRESS' (I guess it must have been a real low news day), 
and we re-prtnt a selection of them here for your 
delecatatlon. •••• 

The ftrst e2se concerns a Ron Norman, aged 69, who hails 
from Ipswich. We let Ron take up the story; 'Justajlerthe 
Second World War I was serving In the RAF at 
Waterbelu:ll, netZI' Ipswich. I was on my way home to 
LoiUlon to visit so� .fr1Dub but just mbsed tile bus. A 
yoiUig coupk plllkd up to off et'� 11 Uft. 
'They told me tlleywere visiting an lUUJt In Wlllesden. I stlld 
I was bom In WUlesdell In 1926, and mentioned the 
address. They both giiS]Ied witll QIIUIZ.ellle1Jt - thtr was the 
exm:t address they were going to. ' 

*** Tracy Wrtght, 31, from Colchester in Essex, bad the 
following blrthdate anomaly to relate. ••• 

'My 1/TIIIIIImother wa bom on March 10111, 1914; I was 
bom on the st���U day In 1967, on her 53rd blrtlullq. When I 
fell DretiiUIIIt aroUIUJ the mldiiJe of 1991. nw tble dllU WIIJ 

_, .& G � ' " 

Mllffll llst, but my dllllgltter wt11 bom a fortntgllt etll'ly, 
two houn btto my blrthdlly. ' 

*** Helen Long, a woman who's reached the venerable age 
o( 80, and who lives in Coventry, had a strtldngly similar 
series of coincident dates she was eager to tell the paper's 
readership about. ••• 

'Ten ye��n 11110 I nut 11 ji'IDul at 11 1Dclll Liulla' Lundleon 
Club. She happened to metltlon her blrtlldlly 'Wtl.l on May 
14tll - my blrtlldlly too. She mentioned her wedding 
IIIUitvenary, llgllbl the same dlly as mine - 20111 September. 
We were tiiiiiU.ed to then discover that both our youngest 
dllughters were bom on December 23rd. Her dllugiUel' is 
Helm. My 111.11M tr HeleiL My 1U1111e tr Helen Mary and my 
friend's nametrMIII'Y· ' 

***  Next up t.s the account related by Dlana Robtnson,. 57, 
who's employed as a PR consultant in Blshop's Stortford, 
Hertsfordshlre. •• 

'1 was Clllllping wit1J my family In the 1950's at a remote 
CllrtiVtlll park lnDunoon, Scotlllnd, when tile heavens quite 
/Jierally opened. A motorbike and sidecar drew up and one 
1111111 began pitching a tent. The other, obviously from 
WIJI'Iftel' c/Jmes, loo/ced on, mtrerabk and cold. My father 
could not belli' to watch them struggUng and invited them 
ill. 
'The lu!m Clllllpet''s jHelulwa from VI!IU!VU!la, a slllllll. 
co� as my mother Nllllde luult1 brother ha CariiCII.t. 

The V� then protblced from htr dlllry, 11 sUp of 
paper In Nande's brothB's handwriting, with lnstnu:dons 
to look my family up, with our 1UIIIIe, adll1'ess lliUl telephone 
tUUtJber wrllten there. , 

*** And ftnally, we consider tbe case of George Dickenson. 
aged 75, from Calverton in Nottinghamshire. He was 
apparently serving aboard tbe HMS Valorous, back at the 
height of the last war, in 194% ••• 

'I was doing convoy duty between Rosyth IIIJd Sheerness In 
the North Sea. One very windy morning when I was 
sttuullng on declc, my C11J1 blew off into the sea off 
Fllllnborough Helld and, as it bobbed away, I thought tllat 
was tile end of tllat. Luddly, I dldn 't get into any troubk 
over it. 
'Some weela later, ii'Wtl.l plclced up ha Bltllceney Harbour ha 
Norfollc, some 150 1lliles away. My name was stmnped 

inside the CllJI � it  was ta/cen to the lociiJ. butcher's shop 
of the same IUIIIIe. The CllJI was identJfled by the butcher, 
who luJppDJed to be my father. I just could not beJJeve it 
when hehtlllded�btiC� 
7th March, 1998. Various loclltlons 'DAILY EXPRESS' 

Fate was certainly smlllng down upon a store clerk in 
Henderso� Nevada. U� early this Spring. 
Slndy Alien, 18, was working at a health store In the town 
when she picked up what she llrst thought to be a 
discarded, but unopened, bottle of soda. 
It turned out though, that tbe bottle was part of a 
'Pepsi-Colll' promotional contest called 'Globe Buclrs, ' and 
its plastic cap congratulated themllUon-dollar winner. 
'1 chec/ced the IJottJe IUUl lt stUd, "You've won, " the all but 
flabbergasted young lady was quoted as saying later 
(doubtless after she'd had ten tons of smeU1n2 salts rubbed 
under her nose and had an operaUon to llft her jaw from 
where it had bit tbe shop's Ooor). 
Not so pleased was green-eyed eo-worker Llnda 
Ricbardson, who claimed sbe bad actually purchased tbe 
cola, but bad thoughtlessly put it to one side without taking 
a swig or checking the lld of the bottle. She'd forgotten to 
take it home with her and w� at the Ume of going to 
press. tb.ln.ldn2 of taldn2 the matter to court. 
21st March, 1998. Hendenon. Nevtlllil. USA. 'ST LOUIS 
ffl.ST-!l!&.A..TCH' 

Killer Mushroom's, Hapless 
Treasure-Hunters And 
St)!lish Clog-Popp.ers .... 

The terminally unlucky Roy Barret, 70, managed to 
dislocate his knee after slipping on a mushroom at a local 
Tesco store in Chichester, West Sussex. He later died as a 
result of heart failure brought upon by shock. 
8th May, 1998. Chichester, WestSussa. 'DAILYMANC ' 

* * *  MeanwhUe, over in Manila, the capital of the 
Phllippines, a World War ll bomb that was unearthed by a 
group of Dve would-be treaure-hunters exploded when the 
men began pounding it with hammer in an uiUmately 
doomed bid to try and open it. 
Police later said that the men had dug up the bomb aJong 
with a sta£k of empty bomb shells in tbe town of Teresa, in 
Rlzzal Province, 2% milel east of Manila. 
The men stored to two-foot bomb and the shells in a house, 
and left them there for a month or so. At a loss as to what 
they should do with the items, they eventually decided it 



The men stored tbe two-foot bomb and the sbells In a 
house, and left them there for a month or so. At a lou as to 

_ .  what they should do with the � they eventually decided 
it might be a jolly good wheeze to · have a go at opeaing 

the explosive by pounding tt wttb a hammer (u you do). 
AD-too predictably, the damn ·thing didn't take too kindly 
to being treated that way, and prompUy blew up In their 
races. They were all kOled lnstanUy and some nearby 
homes were damaged. 
The local authorities Issued a belated warning that both 
U.S. and Japanese bombs are sUII being round In the 
Philippines more than SO years after the war •• .And lt is not 
at all advisable to set about striklnl at them, bell for 
leather with a hammer, or Indeed, any other sbnilar 
implement!!! 
J3rd MIII'CII, 1998. M..U., PIIIJJppbta. 'ST-LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCH' 

One of this magazine's most-valued contributor's is 
Fortean news-clipper extraonlinaire; Ray Nelke. A 
resident of St. Louis, deep In 1be beardand of tbe US 
of A, Ray has very kindly sent us, not the just usual 
bunch of highly unusual press cuttings, but a bunch 
of stuff off bis own Web Site on 1be 
lntemet.-Induding the foUowing stories of what he 
calls, the 'DarwlnAward Candldqtn for 1998' 
Seeing as it's his show, we'D let Ray himself set about 
introducing 1bis mini-section of 1be terminally 
UDbinged.-
'It's that time of year again. Vote for the person 
you feel ha8 best helped humanity · bv taking bia 
DNA out of the gene pool. For the uninitiated, the 
Darwin Awards are given each year to the person 
who does the eene pool a hie, kineaized favor by 
getting himself 1dlled in a creative way. These are 
the very latest nominees; 
••• Buxton, North Carollna. • .A mm died on a beach when 
an etght-foot-deep bole be bad dug Into the sand caved In 
as be foollshly sat Inside 1t. Beachgoers said that Daniel 
Jones, 21, either dug tbe hole to amuse hbnself, or else to 
protect hbnsel1 from the wind. Either way, be had been 
slttln& In a beach chair at Its bottom late In the IOJll lftell 
ll&ht or a Summer's aftemooa, when lt suddenly collapsed, 
burying him beDeath ftve feet or sand. 
People OD the beach situated OD the Outer Banks, used 
tbetr bands and shovels, In an ultimately vain attempt to 
try to claw tbetr way to Jones, a resident of Woodbrldge, 
VIrginia. 
Unfortunately, despite their best eft'orts, they couldn't 
reach him and lt took a professional rescue team usUll 
heavy equipmeat, tbe best part or an hour to dl& him out. A 
crowd or over lOO ghoulish gawbrs had gathered to view 
the laevttable oakome, and Joaes wu duly pronounced 
dead on arrival at a local holpltal. 
'You COIII4tl 't beJleve tit� tJIIIilofll'lllg of COIICD'II, peop� 
dlgglng wltJt tltelr ltlllllb, rublg Jllllb jtom lrllb, ' Dare 
COUDty Sberlll' Bert Austin was quoted as saying. 
Klnda r&-DeWJ your faith human nature, don't lt? 
H you make aDowances for tbe crowds or 'gboullsb 
gawkers,' that Is.-

*** In February, 1998, Santiago Alvando, aged 24, was 
killed In Lompoc, California, as he managed to sUp and fall 
raco-llrst througb tbe cellln& or a bicycle shop be was In tbe 
process or burgling. 
Instantaneous death resulted when the large flasbUght he 
had plaeed to his mouth (In order to keep his hands free) 
crammed against tbe base or his skull as be hit the floor. 

*** Sylvester Brtddel, Jr, 26, wu also ldlled last February 
In Selbvville. Delawar� after be won a bet with frtends 

who said that be'd never dare put a revolver loaded wttb 
four bullets Into his mouth and pull the trigger. 

** * And sUcking with February last, poUee in Windsor, 
Ontario, Canada, stated that Daniel Kotta, 27, and Randy 
Taylor, 33, died In a bead-on coDision, thus earning a tie In 
the game or chicken they were playing wttb their 
snowmoblles. 

. *** Back In Odober, 1997, a ... year-old stockbroker, 
who 'totally zoaed when he rm,' according to his wife, 
acddentaOy managed to jog his way oft' a 200-foot-blgb cllft' 
In the midst of his dally run. 

*** And In September of last year, a 41-year-old man from 
Detroit, somebow contrived to get hbnself stuck and 
drowaed In two reet or water after squeezing beadftrst 
through an 18-ineb-wlde &eWer grate to retrieve lda aet or 
car keys. 

*** Also In September, a seven-year-old boy feD oft' a 
bundred-foot-hl&h bluff near tbe wondertully named Ozark 
Ark, after be bad lost his grip swinging on a crou that 
lll.al'ked the spot where another person had fallen to his 
deatb back In 1980. 

A BATCH OF DARWIN 
WANNA-BE'S 

In Guthrle, Oklahoma, last October, cruel Jason Heck • 
tried to ldD a mDIIpede with a shot from hls .22 callber 
rUle, but tlds totally-over-th&-top reacUon resulted to the 
bullet rtcocbetlng off a rock near the hole and bit his friend 
Antonlo Ma.rtlnf2 In the head, fracturing his skull. 

Last February, Matthew Hubal elected, for reasons best 
known to himlelf, to sUde down a sld run upon a DIY 
'sledge' made from yellow foam. He died when he crashed 
Into a nn tower. 
The Ironic thing was, those same Oft towers were meant to 
have been cushioned by this foam, and the tower that he hit 
was, yes, you've guessed it, the one be had stolen the 
material from to make his sled. 
6111 F�lmulry, 199&. Slln .Aiuelmo, Olllfonalll, U&4. 'THE 
GUARDIAN' 

*** In ElyJ1a, Ohio, a111n last October, Martyn Esldns, 
attempting to clean out cobwebs to his basement, «<NIIned 
to ...., a broom In favour or propane torch and caused a 
ftre that completely gutted the ftnt and second noon or his 
houae. 

*** On March 17th this year, An&Jer Fellpe Ortlz died In a 
way uncannily similar to a ftsb when be somehow manaled 
to book blmlelf' In tbe mouth and choke to death. •• 

The wind appareatly blew the line into hls mouth where lt 
eventually got duck In tbe back of bJa throat OD a river In 
Lorlca, Columbia. 

*** In July,· tbls year, a couple engaged In a bout or 
passionate lovHIIaldJII were electrocuted when tbe 
husband acddentally touched an exposed wire. 
Geao and Claudla Favlo were sUO locked together In an 
eternal, naked embrKe wbea tbeir bodies were diKovered 
in Glugllano, Italy. 

*** Also this July, Emlle Palenca decided to commit 
suicide after his best friend, Carl Warny, has tbe sheer 
effrontery to beat him at chess for tbe ftnt Ume In over 20 
years. 
Cart, who'd played Emlle every day without ran. was all 
but disconsolate ID the wake or b1l best rrtend's death and 
wu quoted u saying; '1 wl&II IIOW I ltllll }lut lost 118 ruiUJL ' 
9thJulv, l991l.Arlon. Bebllum. 'DAILY MANC' 



*** And ftnally, Paul SUIIer, 47, was hospitalized In 
Andover Township, New Jersey, and bls wife Bomde was 

- also InJured, by a quarter-sUck or cJynamtte that blew up 
their car. 
Wb8st driving around at 2am, the bored couple decided to 

Ugbt the dynamite (it isn't recorded bow they managed to 
come by this dan&erous Item - but tbeD; we are talkinE 
about Amerlctl here, pys and &ala) and tbey tried to toss it 
out or the car window to aee what would 
bappen ••• Somehow bow though, they failed to notice that 
the window wu cloled. 

Against All Odds 
Hlro Yuldmora attempted to break Into a Tokyo school 
dUJ'In& the annual vacadon last Sprin&, and wound up 
spending a total or six lonely days wttb bls band stuck 
firmly In a vending machine. He wasn't ftnally rescued until 
the new term began. 
:J6tll MIII'CII, 1998. Tolcyo, JIIJHIIL 'NEWS OF THE 
WORLD. '. 

*** A 25-year-old Argentinian died after leapiDg from an 
ctgbtb floor window In a bizarre effort to murder bls wtre. 
He bad previously shoved her out or an apartment block In 
Boedo, but she beame enmeshed In electricity power 
cables as she plunged. The man then threw blmself out , 
hoping that he'd land on top of her. 
He missed. 
May, 1998. Boedo,A.rgentbul. FHM MAGAZINE 

*** And speaking as we were earlier, or occurences that 
defY all numerical logic, consider tbe ronowtng case or a 
computer-science teacher named Ernle Carey, who asked 
his dass In American Fork, Utah, for the probabmty or two 
or his daughters giving birth on the . same day ••• The 
students responded by claimln& that stadsically, there was 
very Uttle chance. 
When be then threw In the posslbnty or a third daughter 
delivering the same day, they actually laughed out loud. So 
much for probabiiiUei. •• Carey't daugbten beat what bU 
Utah State College students calculated as 1-ln-50-milllon 
odds, giving blrtb, as his daughters duly did, to two boys 
and a girl. 
17111 M11rch, 199&. Amerlcllll Forlc, Utllll, USA. 'THE 
CliRlSTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR' 

*** The same bullet that a Detroit man fired Into biJ own 
bead as be committed suicide also killed a friend, ponce In 
the USA, were moved to state. 
Elrod mu, 47, shot hh:nself with an AK-47, and 
accidentally ldlled Brian Olesky, 46, who was unlucky 
enough to be sltdng next to mu on a sofa, when be decided, 
to quite Uterally, bite the bullet. 
3rdFelmuzry, 19_98. Detrolt, U.£4. 'USA. TODAY' 

11*11 An Alcohollcs Anonymou member was caught by the 
poUce nearly three times over the drink-drive Dmlt alter 
becomln& addicted to, of an tJdD&s, a mouthwash. 
Robert Jowle, who was bom In England, was banned for 
two years, and was quoted u saying that drlnldng 
'LYterlne' gave him '11 goodfedblg. ' 
Unfortunately for him the m.outlnrash contains 26-27 per 
ceDt alcohol by volume. 
11stDecember,1997. AlutriiJJ& 'SUNDAYMANC' 

11** Three Afghan men who were convicted of the crime of 
sodomy (which can1es the death penalty In that strictly 
ftmdamentalllt, not to say war-tom country) were 
coundng their blessings after their sentences were 
commuted foUowlng their amaztng escape from 'summary 
justice.' TaDban soldiers tied the men up beneath a massive 
brick wall and then used a tank to knock tt down on top or 

tbe 'Infernal slnnen.' Somebow however, tbe men were 
pulled out or tbe wreckage aDve. 
17tlt May, 199&. AJ111um1.Utm. 'D.AILY MANC' 

*** And here's proof that even if you try to lead a good, 
honest, seUiess life, Fate can sometimes choose In her 
eternal capriciousness, to deal out the unldndest hand 
lma&Jn•hle.... 
In Henderson, Nevada, an S8 miDion lottery winner who 

· llbd to share his money drowaed as be tried to make bU 
way to hll mother' a boute through raging floodwater. 
Harold 'Mel' Dlttmer was knocked down by the water at a 
ftooded llltenedlon and swept under a parked car at the 
peak of a JCVere tlnmdentorm. 
Passers-by managed to puB blm out or tbe deluge and tried 
11DS11ccessftdly to resuscitate blm. 
He died later at hospitaL 

Dlttmer, 58, won the California lottery two years earUer 
and happily spnt the money with bls mother, rrtend's said. 
'He ,.,, tile most gmet'OJU 1111111 J'l.te ever /cnow1J, '  Bob 
McClone, a close friend, was quoted as sayblg. 'WIIm Mel 
ldt tU Cllllf017111J lottery lu dld notllbtg but give lt to otJter 
peopk,peop� he dldn 't even kllowl'U}'Wdl. ' 
15t11 August, 1997. Hendenon, Nevtlllll, USA. 'ST-LOUIS 
POST-DISPATCH' 

*** A mature student by the name of Jlm Buck, was more 
than deUgbted to hear he'd won a hmlry short break In a 
compeUUon promodng tbe btt mm; 'THE FULL MONTY. ' 
However, his dreams or an unforgettable, romandc 
weekend were dashed when be discovered that the break 
was In Sbeflleld, where the mm was shot. •• .And Buck has 
Hved there an his life. 
30IJIMIII'Clt, 199&. Sll� 'DAILY EXPRESS' 

*** Bridegroom Roger Baker wound up In court facing 
assualt charzes alter be punched the hooker bls friends had 

(ahem) tboughttully, and In true 'MEN BEHA VING 
.BA.DLY'-style, booked for bls sta& ni&ht In Phoenix, 
Arizona. 
Incredibly, and just to add to the fun and rrona, the 
scantily-dad girl turned out to be none other than hll 
llancee. 
As Bob Mortimer would doubtless say at tbil juncture, 
'Nlce onem• 
6t11May, 199&. Plloenlx,Arl:,otu1, UStt. 'DAILY SLUR' 

*** Cbarlle Hunt's brand aew motorcycle bad the temerity 
to break down less than a week after be's boupt tt, so be 
angrily, and somewhat Indignantly, pushed lt back to tbe 
Texas showroom from where he'd bought it, over a mile 
distant. 
Just as be was about to tear into the salesman however, it 
was politely pointed out to hbn tbat the vehicle had merely 
run oat of petroL 
8tleMIII'clt, 1998. Texll!l, U.£4. 'FHM MAGAZINE' 

*** The Loser's RJ&hts Union, founded by a p-oup or 
Norwepan.s, who, rtghOy or wrongly, feel they simply can't 
win, 11, predictably enoqh, on the verp of complete 
failure. 

· 

Tbe aroup launched In November, 1993, was formed to 
belp people who have, for one rea1011 or another, milled 
out on a deceDt ddldhood, aever received an adequate 
edueaUon, were wrongly IDatltaUoDallae or otherwise 
seaned to be discarded by society. 
Tbe group, at tbe Ume or going to press, needed 100,000 
Kroner ($140,000) or it would be Itself, doomed to failure. 
16111 November, 1997. Norway. 'A.CJS1'llALIAN SUNDAY 
MAIL ' 

*** Ponce omcers managed to persuade Dan Debtasco, 50, 
not to kiU blmseU' by refusing point blank to return bls set 
or ratse teeth. 

• 



s RESS 
Drop Dead Curious 

One or the weirdest cases or an unexplained death we've 
come across In a long time concerns the untimely demise or 
Susan Laws, 27, who, according to press accounts, was 
getting herself ready for a night out when she suddenly 
collapsed in front of her husband. 
She was rushed to l\1iddlesboroug.h General Hospital, but 
died shortly after her arrival. . 
Her husband, Paul Lofthouse, who h2ils from Crossftelds, 
Coulbynewham, Teeside, later suted that Suan 
approached him and said; 'I feel dizzy.'  She then fell down. 
He fully expected her to get to her feet as she didn't appear 
to be In an unduly bad way. But of course, she didn't 
recover, and doctors were later at a complete loss as to 
ascertain the cause of death. There simply appeared to be 
no reason why she should have passed away. Despite 
extensive tests by the National Heart and Lung Institute at 
the Imperial School of Medicine in London, the inquest 
into her death was told that there had been no satisfactory 
conclusion as to the cause. 
Dr Richard Jones, the pathologist who actually performed 
the post-mortem examanatton, satd there were no stgns of 
any drug abuse or high blood pressure. He was forced to 
concede; 'Tile cause is unascertail1able, wllich is very rare. 
There may be a proportion of people to wllom tills llappens, 
bw the utulerlying causes of it are twt really known. ' 
He added, somewhat ominously, 'Researcll is currently 
gong on which may ilulicate that this can happen to a 

relalively sma.Jl percentage of people. No abnormaJJties 

were found in her brain and heart AU her organs and 
systems were found to be hea/lhy. ' 
27th August, 199& Crossjleids, CoulbytJeWIIam Teeside. 
'DAILY TELEGRAPH' 

INVASION OF THE 

SNAILS 

The cold, damp, depressing, never-was-summer of 1998, 
has seen a vast increase in the number of snails and, 
according to press reports, their vast numbers have led to 

:m unprecedented demand rrom gardeners for pest pellets. 

'THE DAIL Y 1-w.AIL ' reported that at Polhlll Garden 
Centre, near Sevenoaks, Kent, new supplies of the pellets 
are being immediately snapped up. 
And the problems are not confined merely to snails - just to 
add to the fun and frolics, there are also more slu2s around 
than ever before. The theory behind the apparent 
population explosion is that the exceptionally mild winter, 
rain-lashed spring and complete washout of a summer has 
contributed in no small way. 
Hey, no shit, Sherlock. 
The common Garden Snail, hdix aspersa, just loves the 

humtd, d2mp conditions that have been the norm this year. 
During the winter, or if the summer here is exceptionally 
dry (fat chance), the snails retreat into their shells. 
And it isn't just the common Garden Snail that has 
benetltted from the weather conditions ••• Rarer varittes, llke 
the edible Roman Snail, have also been spotted in record 
numbers. 
A spokesman from the Natural History Museum's 
womderfully-named Mollusc Unit, in London, was quoted 
as saying; I went for a waJJc in London two weelcs ago and 
there were at least ten or twelve big Roman Snails lying 
around. I have JJever seen so many. I could have had lutJch. 
'A/Jhougll siUlils are the most noticable pests in the garden, 
slugs area far bigger problem for agricuJJure. ' 

7th July, 1998. Britain, GeneraL 'DAIL Y MAIL ' 

The Curse Of The 

Edinburgh Warlock 
The West Bow area o f  Edinburgh, Scotland, i s  reputed to 
be the haunt of Thomas Weir, and whilst today it is often 
frequented by specially organised ' Ghost Tours,' the locale 
sttll retains a decidedly sinister atmosphere. 
Not surprisigly, the tourist industry has been quick to 
make a killing in the wake of fairly recent accounts of 
apparent ghostly phenomena. 
'It's certainly an eerie plllce, espedally after dark, ' Des 
Brogan, an employee of Mercat Tours, which. cynics may 
suggest, renders his opinions somewhat dubious. Sttll, he 
goes on; 'Peopk say they don't like the atmosphere - even 
beforetheyknowwhathappenedhere. ' 
And, you may be wondering, just what did happen back in 
the dlm and distant past.? 
Well, accordlng to local legend, Thomas Weir, who was 
born in 1599, had acquired a less-than envious reputation, 
not least because his father was rumoured to be a traitor, 
and his mother; a Witch. 
Folklore dictates that at ftrst, Thomas was hell-bent on 
restoring some degree of decency to the family-name. He 
joined the army, and went on to become the commander of 
the Edinburgh City Guard. He was also an ardent 
Presbyterian lay preacher and was later to lead a zealous 
sect called the Bowhead Saints. He remained a batchelor 
all his lite, residing instead with his sister, Grizel, in West 
Bow - an area of little narrow jiggers and sidestreets near 
to Edlnburgh Castle. 
In 1669, however, his attempts at redemption were well 
and truly abandoned when he announced at a prayer 
meeting that both he and his sister had made a pact with 
the Devil. He readily confessed to both human and animal 
sacriftce and the strange twisted stick be carried was his 
famillar. He also admitted incest with Grizel •. 

For a goodly whlle, his followers tried their damndest to 
uphold the sect's reputation, and keep the confessions of 
their leader covered-up but inevitably, the rumours 
reached the city' s Lord Provost, Sir Andrew Ramsay. 
Equally inevitable was the resultant arrest of both Thomas 
and Grtzel. They were subsequently tried and Thomas was 
subsequently burnt at the stake (on 1 1th April, 1670) 



wbllst Grtzel was r:�tber more merctruny, hanged :1 couple 
of days later. 
Weir's execution made major headline news amongst the 
good folk of Edinburgh. One of the stories doing the 
rounds at the time was that when Thomas burned, his stick 
was transformed into a snake - writhing in the names. 
His ashes were later scattered on the surface. of the River 
Forth, u it wu then considered to be eommon knowledge 
that a Warlock could not cross running water, and so his 
earth-bound spirit would at least be trapped. 
Sightings of what are presumed, by their percipients, to be 
the shades of Thomas and Grizel, have been made well into 
the 19th Century, especially In the area around 
Lanarkshire, where the two had spent their chlldhood 
years together. 
Just before he uttered his dying breath, Thomas was said 
to have loudly cursed their former home in West Bow. Not 
surprisingly, given the superstition-rtdddled cllm2te, the 
people took him at his word. One of the many tales 
concerning strange phenomena in the locality concerns a 
gen.lewoman and her maid passing through the house on 
the wrong side of midnight, sometime in the early 19th 
Century. They suddenly became aware of three women 
standing at the windows ••• shouttng, laughing, and clapping 
their hands. A female apparition appeared at the door, 
twice the height of an ordinary person, and chased the 
terrified women away. 
In 1819, an army omcer by the name of Sgt Patullo and his 
wife elected. against the advice of their family and friends, 
to move into the house in West Bow. They ran screaming 
from the building after spending just one night on the 
premises. They'd reportedly seen 'the hideous apparltlon of 
a two-laeaded, IJiood-stained calf, that appelll'ed in lllelr 
bedroom, sttzrlng stelld.fastly aJ them. ' 
The house remained empty for a good many years after 
that. In fad, no one saw tlt to move in before it was finally 
demolished in 1878. 
Strange lights and inexplicable noises continued to be seen 
and heard however, terrifying passsers by. The site often 
rang with the sounds of spinning, dancing and howling� and 
Weir' s  ghost was reported to have emerged from the alley 
at midnight, mount a headless black horse, and gallop off in 
sheets or name. There are a whole slew or other stories, as 
well, Including tales of how the very Devll Himself drove 
up to the house in a coach drawn by six black horses to 
take Thomas and his sister to Hell. 
The locals, and not a few tourists have since claimed to 
have beard Weir' s  'demonic' staff tapping its way around 
West Bow, as wen as visions of his fire-blackened face. 
May, 1998. West Bow, Edlnburgh, Scotland. 'THE 
VIRGINIAN .l�MGAZINE' 

And Now, A Right Pair 
Of Headcases! ! !  

A psychic by the name of Janet �1, 44, had the 
bare-raced cheek to claim that her other-wordly powers 
were lost to her after a plank of wood fell on her head in an 
Orlando DIY store. 
Her £1.6 milllon damages case was thrown right out of 
court. 
19th July, 1998. Or/Juulo, Florlda, USA. 'SUNDA YMANC' 

• • •  And a snorkeller named Sergto M.antt, thought it might 
be Jolly good wheeze to strap a rubber nn to his back and 
swim amongst the gondolas terrtrytng those sailing along 
the canals of Venice. 
Unfortunately for him, his trick was too good and after a 
tourist literally fainted upon catching sight of the 'shark,' 
Manti was jailed for three days for pulling such a stunt. 
19tJa July, Venice.. 'NEWS OFTHE WORLD' 

UFO ' S  AND THE 
PARANORMAL 

M .A. R.A 
Confe rence 

Saturday October 31st, 1998 
l lam-6pm 

At The Unity Theatre, Hope Place 
(Just OtT Hope Street), Liverpool 

Speakers Include; Kevin McCiure: 

Nazi UFO 's, Secrets Or Lies? 
Jenny Randles; Spontaneous Human 
Combustion 
Nick Redfern: UFO's And Official 
Government Documents 
Dr. Carl Williams: Examining The 

Paranornal 
Mark Glover & Tony Eccles: UFO's 
Over Merseyside 
Colin V ea cock: 

Merseyside . 
Hauntings In 

Tickets: £6 per ticket. £5 Concessions 
Available From 52, Hawthorne A ve; 

Halewood, Liverpool, L26 9XD 
Or Telephone: 0151-486-0356 


