AM  MAGAZINE

Issue 22 May 2002 Price: £2

~THE TeErRROR THAT COMES IN THE
Dark Hours

Investigating The Horrifying Entities Rumoured To Stalk The
Flimsy Borders Between Sleep And Waking

Merseyside’s Premier Publication Dealing
With All Forms Of Paranormal Phenomena



Issue 22 Contents May 2002

The Terror That Comes In The Dark Hours: The Oid Hag,
Noctumal Entities, The Shadowman, & Other Nightmare Visions That Stalk The

Flimsy Borders Between Sleep And Waking P:3
nght Brings The Hag: Regular Contributor Neil Amold Takes A Personal Look At
The Hag-Attack PhenOMmENON............cccecieiiiieiiieieieeceteecveeeeteeeeiteeeessaeeeersseesssessseessssesssssssssesennes P:6

The Entity & The Return Of The Monkey-Man: ndia's Very Own
Bogeyman Puts In A Re-appearance Plus A Comprehensive Review Of Channel Four's

Genuinely Disturbing Night Terror' Documentary Screened Last Autumn..............cccceceeeevennenen. P:8
QOver In The Mcrcylan (_1_2 The Ever-Wonderful Roy Kerridge On Weird & Arcane
Rituals Amidst The Surroundings Of London's ‘Celestial Church'..............c..ccccoceviivininnnnnnen. P:13

Witchcraft & Demonology: The Emergence Of The Christian Witch, Salem Witches Help Fight
The War On Terror, The Fear Of 666, 1 Was A Teenage Witch, The Return Of The Lancashire Witches, Paganism

On The Rise, The Curses Of Durham & The Lonely Lament, Plus Lots Mofe..............cccoeeoieeiecieceeceeeeceeeeenee P:19
Against The Fall Of N ight: Exorcisms On The Rise Worldwide., A Tale Straight From Hell, How
To Avoid Spirit Possession, The Spawn Of Satan, Demonic HArry PoOtter...............cocceiiiiinrneencneneneesienenneeenenns P:27
Religious Phenomena: The Fellowship Of The Ring' A Hit With Christians, Baby Gabriel In The
Company Of Angels & Real-Life MIFACIES..............cocoieeieeieeeeieeieieeieeee e teeteeeeeeteeseeseeasessessesseessessesessessssssenes P:33

GhOSﬂV Tales: Ghosts & Devils Over Merseyside, Liverpool Banshees & Spectral Women In Black, Wraiths
Haunt Birkenhead Pubs, The Spirits Are Due On Coronation Street, Mobile Phones A Threat To Ghosts, The Legend
Of Hell House, Glimpses In The Twilight, phus lots MOTe..............c.cocoeveeriereeereeiereeeeeetereeetee e enene e P:36
A Cabinet Of Curiositi€s: More Cattle Mutilations In America, The British Devil's Triangle, The
Horror Of The Monster Waves, City Under The Sea, Teleportation: A Scientific Possibility, The Killer Plants, God's
Blue Period, PIus Iots MOTE..............couiiiiieeieiecte ettt ettt et e e st et e et et e st e e s et et e nsne e e e ennaneaes P:42
Speaking With Dark Voices: An A-Z Of Modern-Day Conspiracy Theories, Remote-Viewing
Used To Track Bin Laden, Russian Psychic Predicts More Terrorist Attacks, The Man Who Predicted Sept 11th,

Killer Sweets & The Curse Of The Pharoah................cccooveouieiriiieeeee ettt ee st e e ne e P:45
Strange Days In The Animnal Kingdom:  Attack Of The Killer Sheep, Horses, Cows & Other
Assorted, So-Called Harmless Critters, Plus Examples Of Animal Kindness And Intelligence.............................. P:51

Weird Human Behaviour: Dead Lovers Reunited, The Phantom Hair Theif, Fargo' Sparks Hunt
For A Fortune, Inmate Breaks Back Into Jail, Bizarre Sex Crimes, The Face Of Evil, Total Over-Reactions, Teddy
Bears Banned ININeW ZealANd...............cc.ooeeerieeieeiieeitiieeieeeteesteeeeteeesteeeseeesssessssessssessssessssesssssssssesssssssssessssssen P:53

The Cosmic Joker's Latest Pranks:  part of Man's Peais Sucked Off By Vaconm Cleaner, Groom

Killed By Stripper's Boobs, Hit Thumb Kills Man, Wombles Cause Chaos On The M1, My Bloody Valextine, plus lots
....... P:57

Tales From The Lochside: In The Shadow Of Boleskine Editor Lee Walker's

Revised And Updated Account Of DON's' Visit To The Boleskine Burial Ground And The Formar Residence Of
ALCIStET CTOWIEY........coteutiieeieieteeeeie et ettt et et st st et e sse st et et et esae e e s st et et assessesseessastentassasasneententesesaasneans P:59
Creatures From The Outer Edge: Loren Coleman's Top Ten Cryptozoological Stories Of 2001,
Including Purple Kangaroos, Giant Snakes And Outsized Apes & Amenican Thunderbirds............. ccccocerrrrenenen. P:71

The Darkness On The Edge Of Town: Mothman Stalks Again!!! Plus:Red-Eyed
Something Sighted In Lake District, Alien Big Cats, Lake Monster Round-Up..............ccccoevevereeereeeeeneeerenennnnen. P: 74

Keep Watching The Skies: UFO Update: Weird Objects Sighted Over Turkey, Angel Hair
Falls On Florida, Invasion Of The Devil Men, The Lore Of UFO Theorists, Retun Of The Belgian Triangles, The

Gundiah MCKAay ALien ADQUCLION.............cceoveueeeeieierieteeeetesieteteesesessesessesseseesesessessesessessessesensessessesesensessesesen P: 81
Dark Entries: New Contributor Mikey Ward Reviews BBC 2's Secret Life Of Ghosts & Werewolves.... P:87
DEAD OF NIGHT MAGAZINE

Editor: Lee Walker (All Articles Written By The Editor, Unless otherwise Stated)
Contributors This Issue: Mikey Ward, Tommmy Brown, Roy Kerridge, Neil Amold
Sub Details: £12 for 6 issues Inc P&P 156, Bolton Rd East, New Ferry, Merseyside L62 4RY Tel:0151-6447095



THE TERROR
THAT COMES IN
THE PARK HOURS

I think it's fair to say that for as long as I can remember I've
always been afraid of the dark.

Blame it on an over-active imagination, my parents
liberal-minded attitude in allowing me to stay up and watch
late night horror movies, or my devouring of the work of
M.R.James, James Herbert, Stephen King, et al, or the
‘true-life’ ghost stories with which my auntie Anne used to
regale us every Christmas; the restless spirits of the two
children who'd died, trapped inside the disused arny storage
depot opposite our house, the bogeyman who lurked in the
shadow-filled depths of the school boiler room, the shambling
monstrosity that haunted the treacherous mud-flats of the
Mersey Estuary...

All of these doubtless contributed to the sense of dread I'd feel
creeping into my bones when I came to climb the stairs long
after my younger brother had gone to bed, and was forbidden,
for that reason, from turning on any of the lights. Closing the
door behind me I'd step into the near-total darkness. The thick,
heavy curtains were nearly always pulled together, even at the
height of summer, admitting nought but the tiniest sliver of
bony moonlight. It was like entering a black void where
anyone or anvTHING could be lying in wait, ready to grab at
exposed flesh with wormy fingers or tear with razor-sharp
claws.

I'm not ashamed to say that I frequently ran for the sanctuary
of my bed as though the Hounds of Hell were at my heels, and
I would leap onto the mattress with the all the grace of a shot
albatross before throwing the covers of my head and reaching

under the pillow for my plastic torch and the protective amulet
I'd copied from MacGregor Mather's KEY OF SOLOMON'
(The Fifth Pentacle Of The Moon, which, among other things,
is supposed to protect people from the night phantoms).
I never actually switched the torch on, though. I only used it as
a last resort. But just knowing I had the option of a lighi
source within easy reach proved to be a great comfort and
helped me to sleep most nights.
There were however, occasions when such protection against
'The Terror That Comes By Night' was considerably less than
effective. Sometimes I would wake up at some ungodly hour
unable to move, convinced beyond doubting that there was
something inhuman standing at my bedside, watching mc with
evil intent.
At such times, nothing, not the gentle snoring of my brother
from the bed on the other side of the room, not the ticking of
my Donald Duck alarm clock, not the knowledge that I was
‘protected' by the Fifth Pentacle Of The Moon, and that my
torch was within touching distance, could dilute the sheer
paralysing terror that held me immobile in a vice-like grip. I
would simply be unable to move, my body slimy with cold
beads of perspiration, hardly danng to breathe or swaliow i
click in my throat. I'd feel, in short, as though I'd been
drugged. unable to move or cry out, or indeed do much of
anything other than lie there and wait for the Thing In The
Room to descend upon me, a hideously grinning face looming
out of the darkness, its breath the smell of dead fiowers 1viuug
in a chamel house...
For many years,I thought I was the only person to sutter thus
particularly horrible form of waking nightmare. I mean, I
know most people have bad dreams from time to time, usually
as a consequence of eating too much rich food prior to going
to bed or when excessively stressed or caught in the throes of
depression.
But this was markedly different. I was sure I was wide awake
when what I came to call The Mur Mur Man (a chiidgisn
corruption of Nightmare Man,' one presumes) paid a
nocturnal visit.
Not only that, but that sense of a very real presence was so
palpable its existence was an incontrovertible fact.
What was even more disconcerting was the regularity of these
dreams. They would occur roughly once a month and it got sc
bad at one point that I was too scared to go t0 e, sucahiuy
back downstairs to sleep in the living room with aii the iignts
on until I was eventually caught out by my parents.
They were fairly sympathetic to my plight, but their suggestion
that I should perhaps refrain from watching horror movies and
lay off the scary novels for a while didn't appeal to me onc
iota.
And so I was left with little option other than to (quite
literally) sweat it out in my bedroom.
And the dreams continued with varying degrees of regularity,
right through my childhood into my teenage years and beyond
to the present day. Even now, in my mid-thirties, I wake up
some nights sure that something is waiting in the
black... Wating to brush its cold lips on the back of my neck
and rasp my stomach with its jagged fingemaiis. ...

*k¥
It was only in comparatively recent times that I became aware
that far from being the only ome to suffer this type of
experience there were literally thousands (and quite likely
millions) of people who had been afflicted with similar
nightmares.
In fact, it's so common, psychologists even have a typicaity
fancy term for it; Sleep Paralysis With Hypnagogic And
Hypnopompic Hallucinations.
It has a long and venerable history, too.
What follows is an essay featuring the various forms the
phenomenon can take, including percipients experiences,



theories as to their origin and what, if anything, they might
mean, a review of a recent Channel Four Dcoumentary on
the subject and regular contributor Neil Arnold's own
haunting account of THE NIGHT HAG.'
Pleasant dreams, Dear Constant Reader.

Sceaming On A Blade Of

Dreams
The main features of the typical sleep paralysis experience are
as follows; At the outset there will likely be an impression of
wide awakefulness and total immobility.
This inability to move a muscle may be exacerbated by a by a
very real fear of moving, as if, by revealing your awareness of
The Entity in the room may inspire It to act. This refusal to let
It know you are even awake may even result in you refusing to
open your eyes and be forced to gaze upon the presence. After
all, The Entity is almost always inherently Evil and extremely
threatening. It may be human, animal, or some formless
capering horror, and may content Itself with simply watching
(as in my case - up to now, at least) or, in some instances, may
choose to speak or even physically assault It's victim. These
assaults usually take the form of a feeling of intense pressure
on the percipient's chest, but it can also involve pushing,
choking or smothering.
The Entities are quite often totally silent but the most
commonly reported sound is that of footsteps or a shuffling, so
soft in the dark. Breathing, too, has often been reported.
As previously stated The Entity can take many forms, but their
appearance tends to conform to these five categories;
1: Ghostly human form in outline.
2: Dark or grey in colour.
3: Often only a disembodied face or ‘mask' is seen.'
4: Eyes are most common, and often only distinctive feature.
5: May undergo transformations or movement.
(These categories defined by J.A.Cheyne of the Department
of Psychology, University of Waterloo)
On rare occasions, the percipient may undergo an apparent
Out-Of-The-Body-Experience, a feeling of being lifted up (as
in levitation) or a tingling or vibrating sensation.
In terms of frequency, these 'nightmnares’ most commonly
occur either once or occasionally with large intervals in
between, although sometmes these intervals can be punctuated
by a 'run' of attacks lasting for the majority of one or two
weeks.
There are (thankfully) very few instances were attacks are
experienced on a very frequent or nightly basis.
Not surprisingly, sleep paralysis and its attendant
hallucinatory properties has been held to be responsible for
everything from Demonic manifestations to ghostly
phenomena to the modern-day alien abduction controversy.
The author J.A. Cheyne has described the symptoms of sleep
paralysis thus; '/t is a condtion in which someone, most often
lying in a supine position (on their back) about to drop off to
sleep, or just waking from sleep, realises that they are unable
to move, or speak, or cry out. This may last a few seconds or
several moments, occasionally longer. People frequently
report feeling a 'presence' that is often described as
malevolent, threatening or Evil. An intense sense of dread
and terror is very common. The presence is likely to be
vaguely felt or sensed just out of sight but thought to be
watching or monitoring, often with intense interest,
sometimes standing by, or sitting on, the bed.
‘On some occasions the presence may attack, strangling and
exerting crushing pressure on the chest. People also report
auditory, visual, proprioceptive, and tactile hallucinations,
as well as floating senasations and OOBEs. These various
sensory experiences have been referred to collectively as
Hypnagogic ane Hypnopompic experiences (HEEs).

'After seconds or minutes one feels suddenly released from
the paralysis, but may be left with a lingering anxiety.

'People may also report severe pain in their limbs while
trying to move them.

‘Several recent surveys suggest that between 25-30% people
say that they have experienced at least a mild form of sieep
paralysis at least once and about 20-30% of these have had
the experience on several occasions.

‘Aside from many of the very disturbing features of the
experience itself, the phenomenon is quite benign.'

It seems that sleep paralysis often begins in the years of
adolescence, although, in wruth, it can start up at any age,
though it is rare to kick in after one reaches their 30s.

The Nightmare as a form of nocturnal attack has beeu ciuseiy
linked to Demanology and stories of ghostly visitations since
time immemorial. One of the most common Entity descriptions
is that of the Night-Hag, the wizened cackling crone familiar
from fairy stories and the Witchcraft pamphlets of medieval
Europe.

The Sumerian Demon Ardat lili or Lilitu, (the prototype for
the later Hebrew Lilith and the Roman Lamia) was onc of thc
earliest Hag-Demons. She was capable of flying in i wee
hours before dawn and delighted in attacking men in their
sleep.

There are a nunber of related Evil spirits described in Middle
Eastern and European folklore who also exhibited a penchant
for sitting on men's chests and attempting to choke then: wiuic
the slept. Some of the better known spirits of this sort are
Greek Ephialtes (one who leaps upon) and Mora (the mght
‘mare’ or monster, ogre, etc), the Roman Incubus and
Succubus (one who presses or crushes), the German
Mar/Mare, nachtrnar. Hex endrucken (Witch pressing) and the
Old English maere (mab, mair, mare-hag). Other countries
such as Norway, Spain and Poland also had their
disconcertingly similar Night-Mares, and the interested reader
is advised to check out the works of the likes of D.Jj. Huiford
for a thorough overview of the history of the Old-Hag
phenomenon.

As well as attacking helpless humans in the (ahem) dead of
night, these creatures were notorious shape-shifters, able to
take on various forms during these attacks.

These Demons were often identified with the spirits of the
forest, such as the Great God Pan, as well as Satyis, Sicus
and Sylvani, and even with the Goddess Diana. Many of these
creatures were depicted as having the upper body of a human
being, and the lower half of a goat or faun.

Pan, of course, was the originator of the word 'pamc and he
was frequently described as being the ‘instigator o_, dieurns
and visions, especially those that produced sudden, vioient
terror.’

There was also certain classes of Angels called "Watchers' (not
to mention the Fallen Angels) who were said to be associated
with the Incubus. Acoording to Christian belief, some of these
'Watchers' were sent to watch over human affairs and wound
up getting sexaully involved with mortal women. The progeny
of such illicit encounters were. predictably enough, inhuniau
monsters and Demons who thought il greai spori w0 assauit
humans lying in bed at night.

But such lore is not exclusive to Western culture.

In St.Lucia, in the West Indies, an attack of Kokma comes at a
time when the victim is just falling alseep or just waking up.
The sensations should by now be familiar to you; the pressure
on the chest, the inability to move, the fear and dread of the
sensed presence. Here however, the entity is the spirit of a
dead baby that haunts the area. They enjoy juruping on the
chest of their victim's and clutching at their throat. 'Ihe victm
is therefore unable to cry out.

The Kokma cannot be controlled. They grab people's throats
for the sheer hell of it.



Interestingly, the idea that the The Terror is the spirit of an
unbaptized baby (or a whole squadron of unchristened infants)
is also prevalent in Ireland.
In Thailand, the phenomenon is known as the Phi um (Ghost
covered) and Phi kau (Ghost possessed), and involves
pressure, immobility, and something black covering the body.
In Japan, kanashibara (‘to tie with an iron rope’) is a common
and widely known experience. In Korea, people are said to be
afflicted by the ka wi nulita (‘scissors possessed’), inspired by
an overwhelming sense of fear.
Meanwhile, in Laos, da chor is described as follows; You
want to listen, you can't hear. You want to speak, you are
dumb. You want to call out, you cannot. You feel you are
dying, dying, you want to run away. You piss with fear in
your sleep.’
As David Hufford wrote, back in 1976, the Sleep Paralysis
Night-Mare 'is widespread, at least in Western Culture. It has
been regularly reported for more than two thousand years
and has been attached to a variety of narrative
Jframeworks...But  regardless of the framework, the
experiential features have remained basically the same. This
consistency of detail, apparently rather independent of
tradition, is the most surprising and difficult to account for.’
In simple English, the striking similarity of the entities
encountered and experiences shared, between the widely
different cultures, is more than a little strange.
And there is something else worth mentioning at this juncture.
Although there are literally hundreds of folk remedies
available to help ward off these nocturnal attacks, the most
common preventative measure is not to sleep on your back.
Almost all attacks have been reported by people sleeping in
this position.

%k k
There are two recognised types of sleep paralysis. One is
called (with astounding originality) Common Sleep Paralysis,
a state whereby a person wakes to find their body 'frozen'.
This temporary paralysation affects the body's motor functions
and macro muscle groups. This state can last for anywhere
between 15 seconds to a minute, although there are rare cases
of it lasting for far longer.
In fairly recemt times, researchers have discovered that
hormones released during the R.E.M./dream state paralyse the
body and prevent it from acting out the plot of your dreams.
During most regular sleep cycles, the hormones begin to wear
off even before the dream is completed and thus people wake
with a fully functioning body. In rare occasions, the hormones
are still actively suppressing the gross motor functions of the
body and thus upon waking the individual finds his or her
body temporarily paralysed.
Though waking to this state of helplessness can be frightening,
it is, by definition, fairly common and perfectly harrnless.
However, the second form of Sleep Paralysis, the one which
we've been referring to throughout this article, known as the
*Hypnagogic (the state between sleep and wakefulness) Sleep
Paralysis (HSP) or the Hag Phenomenon, is a far more
ternfying experience.
There is evidence that HSP can similtaneously afflict an entire
locale, for example a whole village, in much the same way as
an epidemic. A region that has previously had no reported
cases of HSP can overnight be inundated with stories of
sleepers being attacked by Bedroom Invaders. And it seems,
these newly-afflicted areas can remain 'infected® with HSP for
up to three years. There is as yet no explanation for this.
'HSP is a very profound and frightening experience,” a
psychologist by the name of Dr Chris French, who is currently
collecting data on the phenomenon, stated a little obviously a
few months back. 'People are very reluctant to talk about it,
either beacuse they think it really is a an alien or nocturnal
visitation, or because they think they are going mad.

One frequently asked question is why are the vicims of HSP
only ever confronted by visions of unmistakably Evil Entities
and not faith-affirming Angels?

Our old friend, Dr Al Cheyne, thinks he may have the answer.
‘Recent evidence from neuroimaging studies during RENM
shows that the (pay attention! Here comes the scieuce biti)
amygdala and several related limbic structures in the bran -
the centre of our emotional being - are active during REM
sleep. These structures associated with instinctual responses,
including fear, and what is called the "threat-activated
vigilence system"

'This is thought to be activated by subtle cues for threat,
which the system then attempts to corroborate by searchiiig
for further cues for danger. Such cues are especiaiiy aciive
during anxiety dreams and nightmares and probably
stimulate  unpleasant ~memories, including culturally
conventional images of threat, such as Ghosts and Aliens.
The fear of undetected threat is exacerbated because the
person is awake, paralysed and usually in a helpless, supine
position. These are hardly circunstances to generate
pleasant hallucinations. This throws up Ghostly images. The
confrontational Grim Reaper and other hooded figures are
popular...Some people have even seen Darth Vader!'

'What Do You Sce At Night,
When The Demons Come?’
Night-Terror Case Histories
T T ‘!\W ’ ﬁ .

We start this round-u[i, (for no good reason other than it's a
fairly typical eye-witness account) back in 1995, when David
Musson, a 29-year-old architect from Croydon, expeiicinci a
classic Night-Hag visitation.




David takes up the story;

‘I'm not sure what it was that made me wake up, but right
away I had this horrible feeling that someone else was in the
room. It was a few seconds after that I realised 1 couldn't
move at all. By then I was panicking, and at the same time I
felt there was someone leaning right over me: not touching
me at that point, but really close, looming.

'And then 1 saw this face coming quickly out of the dark, just
Jor a second, really horrible, ugly and old. And I realised I
couldn't breathe properly - it felt like someone was pushing
down really hard on my chest

I thought I was going to die. I'm not sure if the pushing on
my chest stopped before or after I found I could move again.’
January 1995 Croydon, England 'DAILY MANC'

*** During the April of that same year, two women reported
to the press of how an icy-fingered Spirit-Demon climbed into
their respective beds and made love to them!

Mrs Pamela Day and Ms.Kathleen Dallaway claimed they
suffered sleep paralysis as the Invisible Assailant had its
wicked way with them.

Mrs Day, 47, was quoted as saying; '‘We need professional
help to get rid of this Spirit. Three weeks ago I was in bed
with my boyfriend. He had his back to me. I suddenly felt a
cold presence next to me and two icy fingers caressed my
spine. Then, a week later, the Spirit got into bed with me
again and the bed began to move up and down. It was a
Ghost having sex with me. 1 later mentioned it to another
tenant, and she said exactly the same thing had happened to
her.’ Single mum, Kathleen Dallaway, 26, who lives on the
building's seventh floor, said; Two weeks ago, I could feel
him in bed with me. There was no sexual thing. I could just
Jeel his cold presence on my back. I was paralysed with fear.'
The Incubus made no sexual advances when it first appeared,
more than two years earlier. Pamela Day stated that the Spirit
used to merely play about messing up the bedclothes and
sitting on her two-year-old daughter's leg as she lay on the
couch.

'But one night, I became aware of a presence bending over
me in bed. In certain lights you can just make out the outline
of a male figure.'

23rd April, 1995 Victoria House, Leamore, Walsall
'SUNDAY PEOPLE'

*** But what if the 'experts' are wrong and these malignant
Nocturnal Entities, be they Demons, Ghosts, Aliens,
Ultraterrestnals, whatever, really exist?

Such a question could understandably be posed by the
relatives of seven residents of Canyon County, Idaho, USA,
who died in their sleep during a five month period in 1997.
Area doctors were forced to call in state and federal health
officials to help explain the mysterious deaths.

There were some unusual findings in the cases that suggest
they might be tied together, ' Mercy Medical Centre
pathologist Thomas Donnelinger told reporters, without,
frustratingly enough, elaborating on any of the details.

6th Febraury, 1997 Canyon County, Idaho 'USA TODAY’
*** Matthew Jones-Chesters, 30, a neuropsychologist working
for North Exeter Mental Health, described recently to
reporters how he often awakes ‘rooted in bed, watching as a
black shape gathers in the corner of the room, as if from
nothing. I can see it, like a huge bat, massive and caped. It
fills the room and comes closer and eventually it's around
me, cloudy and dark. 1 feel its pressure and it's holding me
and then, under its weight and power, I feel I'm sinking and
being dragged down.

1 fight to bring myself back round, but I can't - and this is the
truly awful part - I can't because I am totally paralysed. The
best I can do is make a noise in my throat in the hope that I'l!
bring myself round. It's horrible.’

18th November, 2001 North Exeter THE GUARDIAN'

WBEP BROMGS
PoiE BAG

Regular contributor Neil Arnold takes u
personal look at the Hag-Attack Phenomenon

The following tale is a true account. I believe that it may well
be rather unique with regards to the phenomenon known as the
Old Hag, or what science and psychology likes to call Sleep
Paralysis.

I have read countless books on the paranormal. and many
articles and papers on 'the terror that comes in the night.’ 1
have also experienced such an ‘apparition.' too, and now I fcci
the need to write of my experience. not least because 1 iave
never read or heard of any other quite like it. My friends and
family have also undergone a bout of the 'night terrors,’ and
have their own stories to tell, but again, they bear little
similarity to my own.

I am unable to recall the specific dates of the events I am
about to relate, although I can confinn they occurred within
the last couple of years.

After reading a book called The Terror That Comes In The
Night' by David Hufford, I was intrigued but not satisfied with
the explanations put forward for the experiences recounted
within its pages.

Okay, so the Sleep Paralysis effect, not yet fully explained by
conventional science, may well be the catalyst for maity ui il
reported encounters with (quite literally) nightmarish
phantoms, but why should witnesses from wildly ditfering
countries and cultural backgrounds all describe eerily similar
entities? And is the modem-day Alien Abduction phenomenon
a natural progression of the ancient 'Hag-Experience'?

I am not convinced that we fully understand the workings of
the mind. Is it possible that it may in itself be a seperate entity,
holding the keys to the 'super unknown?' Perhaps appaiiiions
and ghosts truly do exist, but only within the field of our own
mental perception.

I am not saying that everything peculiar we see is simply 'all in
the mind,' but when people say 'Oh, the mind is just playing
tricks,' maybe they're closer t some weird immutable truth than
they think.

The so<alled 'Hag Attack' can occur at any time. Whilst the
hours of darkness seem to be more suited to such eicouuics, 1
know a number of people who have experienced such a
presence during daylight. Many cases simply describe a
strange, forceful pressure on the area of the chest, which
gradually eases after a period of time, sometimes minutes,
sometimes (worryingly) hours. Witnesses will usuvally describe
how their bodies are overcome with an awiui suue of
paralysis, rendering their entire body immobile. ‘1his, 1t must
be stressed, is the common Sleep Paralysis attack, and may
well be explainable in pure psychological terms.

However, quite often, the comes the feeling of a dreadful
presence entering the room, often taking the shape of an old
hag, adomned in dark vestments. The bony, ancient-looking
crone may move quickly towards the bed, and in the most
extreme cases, leap onto your chest. This in fact happened w0 a
good friend of mine, who later told me that he felt as 1t 7 was
fighting to save my soul!’

It is not uncominon for the victim to feel drained mentally and
physically by this entity, although eventually, they are able to
wrestle themselves free of the presence and the accompanying
paralysis. One way of securing release, is to focus on a certain
mundane object in the room in order to be able to concentraic
upon its everyday reality and gradually conquer iheir fear.
Another of my friends, who has personally investigated the
Blue Bell Hill Ghost (sometimes described as an old



Witch/Hag), has reportedly seen just such an eutity in his
bedroom, which although appearing small , actually fought
him physically. On one occasion he was forced to grab the
phantom by the ehoulders in order to save himself from real
physical harm.

If such encounters are mere sleep-induced hallucinations, then
samething is very wrang here. Sceptics may argue that such
vivid 'dreams’' are cansed by over-active imaginations and
being deluged with media-images of the strange and uncammy,
even when we are unaware of it. But whilst I readily concede
that excessive tiredness, illness and stress can indnce
nighfinares, Idonotseewhysomanypeoplesbmﬂdbebe
ﬁ;mem being attacked by such an obviously decrepit
My own personal ‘anacks’ have involved peculiar apparifions
totally unlike the Hag and more akin to the denizens of the
realm of the ndiculous.

Now, as regular readers will be aware, I enjoy engaging in a
little bit if clandestine occult activity as well as tracking exotic
animals in and around Kent, hunting Vampires in Highgate
Cametery (see last issue of DON - Ed), and endlessly writing
papers on all things weird and wonderful. However, this
should not be taken to imply that I am more susceptible to
these nightly visitatians. Indeed. a majority of people who have
expenienced Sleep Pamlyzis its aitendant presence have not
had any interest whatsoever in the paranormal or the occult,
. and many have never even heard of the Old-Hag Phxnomenon.
My first experience came just prior to nodding off one night.
Yes, I had a lot of things on my mind, hell, most of us do. Yet
the fact that I wasn't fully asleep made the whole thing far
more bizarre.

It must have been around midnight when I caught sight of
something white in colour and about the size of a squirrel
scuttle out of my bedroam door. It promptly disappeared. This
‘thing’ never returned It pever attcked me and I npever
discerned any great degree of detail, and although I though the
whole situatian odd, I soon put if out of mind.

My next experience was a whole lot weirder.

I awoke one night after I had felt 'something’ touching my left
hand. I sat up in bed and, and in the darkness was just about
able to make out a ‘blob' sitting on my hand. This thing
samehow felt attached to one of my fingers and although it
didn't seem to be biting, it felt as though it was draining me. In
shock and horror I I jumped up and slammmed my hand on the
bed over and over, in an attempt to dislodge this thing from
my finger. Eventually, the presence vanmished and when I
summonaed up enough courage to get up and switch on the
bedroom light, there was no trace of the whatever-it-was.

The next morming, however, I discovered a blood blister on the
very same finger. I tried to dismiss this as being a direct result
of my hammering my hand against the mattress.

The strangest thing of all occurred quite recemtly, and was
completely diffexent to the other ‘wamifextafions.'

Again, it took place at night I had barely been asleep so it
must have been arounf 12:30am when I felt a presence in my
bed. I was lying on my stomach and could feel sumething on
one of my legs and it was moving slowly up my body. The
thing moved up my left-hand side I could feel it faintly. I sat
up quickly wondeting what was going on and simply sat there
for a short while.

The next thing I knew, the 'Thing’ was on my left shoulder and
it appeared to be a white, misty mass. Absalutely terrified, I
leapt up and began brushing at my shoulder with my right
hand ' The Thing’ seemed to disappear after a few well-aimed
swipes. I was no stood on the floor and then noticed that my
left arm was numb and there was a tingling feeting all over it.
The Thing' was nowhere to be seen.

How could I adequately seek to explain this incidem? The
Entity seemed insect-like in appearance, and was roughly the

size of a rugby ball. It was oval-shaped and seemed to have
wezid stnbby appendages protruding from its sides. The only
living creature I could possibly campare it to would be a
jellyfish.

After this experience 1 trawled through many books and
magazines dealing with paranormal phenomema to see if 1
could find any similar cases to mine, and whilst there were
many unique and homfying encounters, and many occurred
during Sleep Paralysis, and a goodly amount involved either
strange light formations or hag-like emtities, none imvolved
anything remotely like what I had seen.

Even more peculiar was the fact that about a year later my
father was sitting in the living room around 6pm one evening,
reading a newapaper when something canght his eye. Upon
looking up he saw a plum-sized from whizz across the floor
anf vanish before his eyes. He described the manifeststion as
being a whitish, akmost transparent form that was so weird it
was surreal. A relative of mine claimed it was ghostly plasma.
After my expreniences, my cousin also reported a strange
encoamter with what he described as a ‘black blob,' one night.
It was about 11:30pm, and he was lying on his back in bed. He
was dozing fitfully, but kept waking up. All of a sudden
sanething dropped omo his foot. This startled him, but he
surmised that one of his boolss had toppled from the top of a
stack piled at the end of his bed. But still he looked at the
afflicted area and was shocked to see 'a blob' the size of a bird
pusitioned on his foot which was under the blankets at the
time. He was horrified by the sight of the thing and flicked his
foot in a state of panic. Involumtanly he sat straight up in one
movanent The thing flicked up onto the window ledge. On
this particnlar night he had left the window open, and now he
could see the black object just behind the curtain Trying to be
ratianal he thought that maybe it was a bird or even a bat, but
then the object, whatever it was, vanished into thin air.

I have often been of the opimion that 'Psychic Vampires' exist,
at least in the sense of dark forms of energy which float in the
atmosphere and are able to somehow draw even more enetgy
from human beings. Those slumbering are, for some reason,
more vulnaerable to these attacks. I also believe that so-called
‘wet dreams' are the work of these extities which have a lot in
commaon with the old folk tales of the Incubus and Succubus;
the male and female Demons which were said to feed off the
secrctions of the Living. Agam, I accept that science will
dismiss these views as arramt nonsense, but I haven't seen
anything to yet disprove my beliefs.

I am also of the opinion that the state of sleep can samehow
enhance our ability to percieve spectres and apparitions.
Perhaps this is becanse our subconscious can enable the rest
of the body to comnect with the ethereal, which is why
everything seems normal when ope is in the dream state.
Perhaps these other ‘presences’ are able to flitter in and out of
Neil Amold November 2001

How It Is To Be
Children...Secure In Belief
And To Be Afraid Of The Dark

Children are more frightened of the dark than their parents
were because of an increase in exposure to artifical light. This
means, obviously, that they rarely expeniene total blackness.
This revelation was amnounced by Powergen, following a
study by that group.

Nearly two thirds of children aged under ten insist on sleeping
with a light on, compared with half of their parent's generation
at the same age.

Aric Sigman, a psychologist and author who analysed the
findngs, said that electric lights, television and computer



games have deeply acgative effects on an entire generation of
‘Children's imaginations need to be given space to develop.
Being in the dark gives them a blank canvas on which to
paint their own imaginary pictures. It can be very stimulating
for them to play and entertain themselves in the dark,
because all the images that they produce will be urnique...But
this rarely happens now.’

The study also indicated that the nature of children's fear of
the dark is changing as the traditional ‘Inaginary monster
under the bed' is replaced by ready-inade images imprinted on
children's minds from television, cinema and computer games.
The scariest monsters cited by children include Lord
Voldemort from the Harry Potter novels and film, Sanmmn
from The Fellowship Of The Ring', and Powell from the

computer game Tomb Raider.'
14th February, 2002 General THE DAILY TELEGRAPH'

THE RETURN OF
MONKEYMAN

And speaking of Sleep Pamlysistype entities, from
Abnmedabad, India, comes news that the noctumal terror that
gripped this region last year, has secmingly returned to haumt
the slums of Khanpur Darwaja Chhapra.

During the last week of February, residerfis of the area claim
to have seen a ‘person dressed in black and wearing a mask’
flitting amidst the squalor. The Mankeyman they describe is
aged between 20-25 years, is dark-skitmed, has curly hair and
can be secen hopping from roof to roof (a la SPRING
HEELED JACK?!) and tree to tree.

The residemis had reportedly been too scared to make an
official complaint to the local police, so convinced are they
that this is a supernafural manifestation. They have instead,
decided to set up a series of all-night vigils in the hope of
The locals reject the notion that ‘Mankeyman' could be a
perfectly human thief or drug addict. They claim that the entity
hasn't stolen anytiing and that when chased, the figure simply
disappears. Most of these sightings have been reported
between midnight and dawn.

What has served to heighten the fear is that report that two
youths, Mehoob and Farooq, managed to get close to the
‘Mankeyman' which promptly vanished when it became aware
of their presence. Ever since the encounter, both youths have
been ‘behaving abnormally,' and had to be taken to a local
priest (Manlvi) who sprinkled holy water on them.

'Four days ago, we chased the man along the river bed till we
reached the Cama Hotel. Then he just disappeared,’ says
Bashir Malbari, a resident of the area.

Coavinced that this is no ordmary human being, Malbari was
quoted as saying: I feel someone is practising hypnotism in
owr slum. This is not simply a case of someone playing tricks.
No thiefwould try his luck at the slum.

‘Mehoob, who saw the man from as close as five feet and
even attacked him, fainted. We had to take him to the Maulvi.
There have been at least half a dozen encounters in the past
Jfortright.'

26th February, 2002 Ahmedabad, India 'AHMEDARAD

THE ENTITY

(Channel Four 2001)

One the most ummerving, disturbing, and downnight terrifying
doammenmary’s I've ever seen was screened late last year, and

its effect was enough to ensure my previously mentioned fear
of the dark didn't ease any. I guess I should have known as
much when the ammouncer at the outset of the programme

issued a waming that the comtents might disturb certain
veiwers.

The lilting tones of the Scottish narrator informs us that ‘there
is a nightmare more terrifying than any other. A nightmore
that has haunted thousands of people all over the world.

‘A presence comes into the room, paralyses its victim, then
leaps on their body and assaults them.

‘Somtimes it's a shadowy figure. Sometimes an old hag.
Sometimes a Demon. But whatever shape it takes, The Entity,
as it is often called, has concrete effects, leaving its victims
battered and exhausted, their lives in pieces. Suffferers are
sure that when they see it they are awake and it is real.
Science, psychology and religion have all grapplad with this
phenomenon.

Can any explain the mystery of The Entity?’

The first eyewitness accourt comes from a surburd of
Houston, Texas, where one waman has been suffering Entity
attacks for most of her life. They began when she was just five
years old.

During an interview, (in which the cameraman seems to have a
'‘BIAIR WITCH' fixation, with lots of shots of the witnesses
bulging left eye filling the screen) Jamie Jackson, 32, relates
her personal history of Entity visitations

The first thing I remember as a child was one night, w hen my
mother had just put me to bed, and I could see the lights on
in the living room. I just lay down, and I could hear my
parents, and I could hear the Television...And I looked up,
and to my right 1 saw a couple, very shadowy, very dark, in
mty bedroom.

' was a man and a woman and they started walking towards
me. It was very frightening. I couldn't speak Iwanted to call
out to my mother but I couldn't call out to her, I was just
terrified. And round about that time my mother walked into
the room and it appeared she walked directly through the two
people who were standing to my right, and 1 began asking
her "Who are these people in my room?" "What's gping on?"
She kept telling me that it was just a dream and to go back to
bed. I told her that it wasn't a dream and that I hadn't been
asleep, I could hear the television on in the other room.’

As she Jamie grew older, the Extities that stalled her grew
more vivid and more violent.

In a chilling reconstruction that begins with a waman alane in
her bed in the middle of the night, we hear Jamie tell us; As
soon as 1 become aware that there's someone in the room, I'll
go into a paralysis. I can't move (she grips the white sheet
covering the mattress) and I can't shout out. I'm unable to call
Jor help and I'm unable to ward off any attack (ber eyes
framically scan the darkness for signs of movement) ' feels
like you've been drugged somehow.

We then glimpse a slightly out of focus, stickman-like figure,
slowly unwinding itself in the far comer of the room. Jamie
calls him The Shadowmsn, for obvious reasons.

In a sudden blur of movement, this sinister figure races over to
the side of the bed and begins thronling Jamie as she lies
helpless on the bed.

'He's very violent. He doesn't use any caution whatsoever. He
couldn't care less if my neck is broken.’

The Shadowmsn is then joined by an even more frigitening
Entity: The Old Hag, standing at the edge of the bed, draped in
many layers of clothing and with dirty unkempt hair poking
out from beneath an ill-fitting bornet, she crawis oato the bed
and sits astride her victim's chest, her hidecusly wizened face
mere inches from Jamie's.

She's not extremely heavy but she's heavy enough that it's
very hard to breathe. I can't get my lungs to expand. And the
attack becomes twofold. The Shadowman will have hold of
the base of my neck and the Old Woman will be choking me
near the top part so violently that I think that my voice box is
going to collapse. I can't move. He's got my arms down,



usually,or the Old Lady's sitting on my chest. And there's
nothing I can do.’

As stated earlier, Jamie is convinced that she is awake duning
these attacks; ‘the fear is exremely real. You're looking round
the room. You're looking for arty way out. I can see my clock.
I can see my curtains. I can see everything in the room, and
that tells me that this is real. That this is happening to me.
And I'm wondering why my husband can't hear them. Why he
can't hear the struggle. Why he can't hear the fight. And
beyond that, I'm wondering what's gonna happen to me afier
they kill me? Who's next?

Your mind and yowr body thinks you've been through it. But
to everyone you associate with, your workmates, yowr friends,
your family, your doctors...They say it's just a dream, just get
overit.’

The narrator then tells us that during research for the
programme, there were literally hundreds of phone calls from
people who claimed to have encountered similar Entities and
undegone remarkably similar expeniences.

We hear a series of tape recorded cammentanes of Night Hag
experiences courtesy of Matt Watkins, aged 25, who hails
from Wiltshire, England.

In the recordings, Matt, who is a psychology student at the
University of the West Of England, describes, in suitably
terrified tones, how the Old Hag appeared in his room. We see
the bedroom door opening slowly. Unholy white light floods
the threshold from which an ummistakably female figure
gradually emerges. 7 just remember she was old. She looked
me in the eyes. And she ran right up to my face.’ The ominous
figure runs on her tip-toes towards the bed where Matt lies
immobile with fear, with ummerving, almost spider-like speed.
'She stopped right in front of my face and literally two inches
away from my nose, looked me right in the eyes, and she had
what could be described as black eye-liner running down her
The hideous old woman, straggly hair blowing in some
unnatural breeze, leans towards him, her dead eyes bleeding
black blood, her pale, worm-like lips parted in a mirthless
Not surprisingly, these ‘visitations' and their associated
phenamena have had a profound effect upon Matt.

'It's made me question the nature of reality. It's made me look
into many different areas; psychiatry, parapsychology, all
these different areas. I realise that there could be other
explanations for this, and 1 started looking into it a bit more.
1 decided to make The Entity the focus of my degree.
‘Searching through ancient texts, 1 was surprised to find
evidence of The Entity Experience dating back over 2,000
years.'

At this point, a sinister whispening voice intones the following
quotation:

"Wben doomed to deatb | will attend vou as

a nocturnal fury:l will attack your faces and
brooding upon your restless breasts, | will
deprive you of repose by terror.”

Horace - 1st Century BC
And, as we have already seen, it wasn't just literature that
made reference to The Night Terror.
During the Middle Ages, The Entity was often represented as a
homed beast that preyed on sleeping women, and was
sometimes thought to rape them (Incubi and Succubi).
At this point, the narrator asks a couple of very pertinent
questions...Why were there so many depictions of the Entity
Expenience? And why were they so similar?
Before seeking to answer these queries, we return to the case
of the Entity-plagued Jamie Jackson; 'Every time I'm attacked
like this, I don't really repeat a lot of it, and I try to forget it,
and I'm having a very hard time describing how intense it is.

'I've woken up with cuts on my hands from my fingernails
clenching my fist. Ive cracked teeth in my sleep, just from the
intensity of everything. Clenching my jaws.

I did think a few times about taking my own life...You just
don't see arny out to it. What happens is, you get to the point
where you're so tired..and you're just so tired of
JSighting...And every night when you go to bed you know it's
going to be another fight, a struggle, you become afraid to
Jall asleep.’

In the search for a logical, scientific explanation, we are
introduced to Dr J Allan Cheyne, a bearded professor of
psychology from the University of Waterloo in Canada, (and
who bears an uncanny resemblance to the author Stephen
King.)

'When we are dreaming, a mechanism in the brain paralyses
us to prevent us acting out our dreams. Some people get
trapped in the state between wakefulness and dreaming
called Sleep Paralysis.

I have studied over 9,000 cases, and 1 believe it (Sleep
Paralysis) may have been experienced in mild form, by up to
30 per cent of the world's population.

‘Sleep Paralysis, as I view it, is a type of dream. A waking
dream. Or perhaps more accurately, a waking nightmare.
'Imagine, if you will, there are two mechanisms deep in the
brain stem. One of these mechanisms we'll call "The Wake
Up Mechanism. " And the other one we'll call "The Dream On
Mechanism." 'And they are linked to one another. In
particular, "The Wake Up Mechanism" inhibiss "The Dream
On Mechanism” ‘So when this one is turned on, you're
awake, alert, conscious of your surroundings, able to
respond to your surroundings. Imagine that as your wake up
system turns down, if there's a problem, particularly with
neuro-transmitters, it may not be inhibiting the other system,
so this one may turn on, before this one twns off, so you have
two systems on now, so you're awake and you're dreaming.’
Sounds logical to me, if a little on the ‘oh no, here comes the
incomprehensible science bit,' side.

But we still have to look for an explanation as to why
sometimes, there is a shared scenario expenenced in the
attacks.

And the good doctor may have the answer to that, too.

‘A way in which the hallucination might build might be where
you imagine there is something on your chest. Perhaps it's
simply the fact that you can't take a deep breath, because you
are paralysed, after all. One interpretation is that there
really is something on your chest preventing you from taking
a deep breath.

‘If you've also had a visual hallucination, it's easy to
conclude that whatever that thing was, that is now what is on
your chest. Initially, it's just a feeling that there is something
there, and you're searching for it, and if your eyes are
closed, you'll be thinking if you coild just open your eyes it
would be there.

'If your eyes our open, it might be just out of sight. Perhaps
you will see it. Perhaps you will see some form. Some vague
shape Maybe you'll hear something. Footsteps. Movement in
the room. You may actually feel something touching you. And
you can see, as each of these things happen, the
hallucination gets fleshed out, so these vague sense of a
presence can become a concrete entity in the room.’

But can Sleep Paralysis explain cases where the Entity attacks
reportedly go much further?

We travel next to Glasgow, Scotland, and the horrifying story
related by Mark Dillon, aged 33.

Depsite a normal childhood, Mark has been the alleged victim
of a particularly vicious series of mocturnal attacks, since
entering his late teenage years.

‘I was only about 17,when this first happened to me. I went
to bed as normal. Fell asleep, enjoyng a good sleep, when,



during the middle of the night I was awakened by the feeling
that someone was in the room.

I couldn't explain who it was. I didn't know who it was. I then
Jelt totally paralysed. I could not move. It was as if the power
that was there, the energy, was able to control my body.

‘I was being held face down on my back. I could feel his
hands on me. I could feel that it was a man. I could feel the
size of him. It was a fully grown man.

'What happened next was a sexual act, (we see disturbing
images of him being pushed up and down on the bed, as if
violent anal mercourse were taking place) 7t was as if I could
Jfeel him pushing himself on top of me.

‘I thought I was gonna die.

‘I thought the Demon was going to kill me.'

‘When the paralysis eventually went away, I felt as if the
presence had withdrawn into a corner of the room. There was
a creaking as though there was something there.'

Mark's attacks have been so horrifyingly real to him, that his
relationship with his fiancee has suffered badly as a result.

But everything's okay. Don't worry. Cos here's Dr Cheyne to
drum up another dose of logical explanation.

'‘Sexual assaults are not common, but they certainly occur.
Our dreams have sexual content because our sexual organs,
and sexual areas of the brain are still being activated. So it's
not surprising that the combination of fear and sex leads to
sexual assault scenario.’

But how does this account for the fact that Mark's bedroom,
where the assaults allegedly took place, once belonged to his
older brother, and he apparently underwem similar
experiences, unbeknownst to Mark.

‘A couple of year s before this happened (the attacks on Mark)
my brother was staying in that bedroom. I started to tell him
what had happened to me in that room and he said to me that
he had very similar experiences, such as being strangled, a
Jfeeling of someone beingt there.

Is is just a coincidence that it was the same bedroom?’

One person who has made it his life's work to study and
evaluate Night Terror experiences is David Hufford, who is up
for mterview next. He begins with tellmg us of his own
encouniter, years before he became mterested in studying the
subject.

'I once had a Sleep Paralysis attack of my own. I'd never
heard of anything like it. It had all the details that I later
Jound in traditions all over the world. I heard foosteps, 1
sensed a terrifying presence. I saw it climb up on the bed. 1
couldn't move. I thought I was being killed. It was terrifying.
I never told anybody about it, cos I didn't want anyone to
think I was crazy.

'And then years later, when I got to Newfoundland, and I
came across The Old Hag Experience, I thought "What's
going on here? How can these people have a tradition about
what happened to me in a completely different country?"

I just had to follow it.’'

Hufford discovered that whilst Sleep Paralysis might account
for people who felt pressure on the chest, it could not account
for people who felt it on other parts of their body.

Mr Hufford, again.

‘It's common during Sleep Paralysis for people to report
pressure on the chest. This could be caused by paralysis of
the voluntary muscles involved in breathing. But sometimes
the pressure is on other places. I've heard people say they;ve
Jelt their head being pushed down through the bed. Other
people said it was pressing on their feet so hard they thought

their legs would be broken. I would like these explanations, if
we're going to buy them, to really line up with the data

consistently. So far, these don't.’

To deal with attacks, not just on individuals, but on whole

communities, we travel next to the exotic climes of Pemba

Island, off the East Coast of Africa.

Residents here claim they have been plagued by a mysterious
Entity, they call the Popabowa, for more than a decade. They
look to pages culled from The Koran, for protection.

One witness, an old man in his seventies, recollects; 7 was
asleep, but I felt something in the room with me. All the
doors in my house were locked. I don't know how it got into
nty house. It wanted to rape me. When I woke up...I found
semen on my back.

I think it was a Shaatan. A bad spirit. A Devil.'

Meanwhile, another much younger man relates how ‘the
shadow came through the wall. It was walking towards me. It
was threatening.’

And a third witness, a nearly toothless individual in his
mid-50's, says The Entity came into my house. It came to
me...] was paralysed. It tried to squeeze my throat. I could
not breathe.

The villagers began to complain. We went to catch the
Popabawa. We could not find it anywhere.’

Perhaps it has taken refuge in the East Village area of New
York City...

For it's here that Ted Fillpone, 25, has been repeatadly
attacked by a particularly vicious Entity, a series of assanlts
that have apparently been witnessed by independent observers.
Ted's been so affected by these attacks, that he is unable to
hold down a regular job and as the visitations occur on a
nightly basis, he's unable to sleep most of the time, terrified of
what he might see emerging from the darkness at the edge of
his bed.

With no one else to turn to, Ted decided to go to the Catholic
Church, and seek refuge in the hostel run by Father Pat
Maloney, who claims to have witnessed the phenomena for
himself.

There was one particular time...Ted seemed to be very upset.
Not so much agitated, as fearful. He said "Look, it's at me
again. It's bothering me." I said "What is bothering you?"

1 sat in the corner about a foot away, then I got just a little
bit closer, and I felt an immediate a type of vibration. A
Physical presence of some kind. And yet, I did not feel that
whatever was bothering Ted was malevolent. It was as if he
were attracting some force. Something outside our
dimension.’

Ted's girifniend, the very lovely Ines Changanaqui, relates the
following;

I was sitting on a couch watching TV, and I was facing the
bathroom door, and the bathroom door was open and I saw
some type of greyish sillhouette walking out of the bathroom.
You couldn't really define a shape, male or female, It was
Just a silhouette, but very tall, cloudy greyish, and it was
walking towards Ted's bedroom.’

David Hufford is back on screen again; ‘/n a way, every case
is sort of remarkable, and are highly strange. The ones
though that really just AMAZE me are the ones where more
than one person is involved: Where one person is having the
Sleep Paralysis, and hearing someything and seeing
something, and somebody else in the house sees or hears the
same thing at the same time, even though they are not having
Sleep Paralysis.

'How do you account for that? I'm just baffled.’

Equally perplexed, is Father Maloney, who, at his wit's end
(and in all likelihood is probably more concerned with making
sure his Bobby Charlton-style comb-over lookd the (ahem)
part on screen), calls in, with the help of the
progyamme-makers, a 'professional Demonologist' named Lou
Getille. A practising Catholic, Gemntille claims to have helped
many people in Ted's situation.

'‘Demonology is the study of Fallen Angels. It's the study of
things that are Evil,’ Lou informs us helpfully. 7 come across
cases that are Evil, malevolent, Demoric, or diabolical om a
monthly basis.



'In a month I may get five or six cases that truly have activity
that can olny be described as Evil.'

Lou and his assistant meet Ted at the hostel and interview him
extensively, in a bid to determine whether the attacks have a
psychological or supematural origin.

Lou asks Ted whether he's ever taken drugs of any kind,
including hallucinogens (eg; acid), and whether he's ever
suffered from Tourette's Syndrome, personality disorders, or
narcolepsy. To all of these questions, Ted answers in the
pegative (well, he's hardly likely to admit to any illegal
drug-taking on camera now, is he? Cyncial Ed).

Courtesy of some snazzy speed-frame pbotography, night falls
swiftly, like a black curtain over the facade of the hostel.

Lou is convinced, after a gruelling, two hour interview, that
Ted's case warrants further investigation. Along with his
colleague, they set up fairly sophisticated video and audio
recording equipment both in an upstairs bedroom and in Ted's
room, the plan being to record any discernible unusual activity
should Ted suffer an attack.

Nothing happens for what seems like the longest time, and to
be fair, the makers of the programme do a good job of creating
an atmosphere of barely repressed tension with some suitably
eerie music on the soundtrack and lots of POV shots of Lou
and his assistant and of Ted lying motionless in his bed.

And then, Ted's feet start kicking out at an invisible
something, and he appears to wake up, raising his head from
the pillow and, although we don't actualty hear him say it, Lou
informs us that Ted said something grabbed his leg.

Lou immediately springs into action, taking with him portable
dictaphones in order, he hopes, to record any EVP
(ElaTtromagpetic Voice Phenomena) present in the room.

Lou speaks directly into the infra red camera; ‘Since Ted's
claiming that something touched him and actually pulled his
leg, I'm going to sit by him, I'm going to be asking some
questions on the recorder, and see what we get.'

While we wait for any such revelations, the scene is intercut
with footage of an earlier interview with Ted in broad daylight.
'I've tried communicating with 1It,’ he says, ‘and not only did 1
not receive a reply, the assaults got more intensified within
ten minutes of asking.’

I guess samebody should have told Lou, because, back in the
darkness of hostel, he's busy finng away queries, like there's
no tomorrow.

‘Beginning of EVP, July 30th, 2001, at precisely 2:45am.

'If there is a spirit around us now, please tell me your name
on the recorder.’

‘Are you a spirit that is out of the light of God?'

'Please release whatever has been performed on Ted.'

‘I ask this in the name of Jesus Christ, our Lord and Saviour.’
'End of recording.’

There is no audible response to any of these questions, but this
doesn't surprise Lou any. It's only when the tape recording is
played back that we hear something unusual and not a little
chilling. In the wake of each of Lou's questions, the tape seems
to emit a series of weird noises. In response to the query Is
there a spirit around us now?' we can discem what sounds
unnervingly like scratching or worse, the grunfing of some sort
of wild animal. This increases in volume with the question ‘Are
you a spirit out of the light of God?' and, with repeated
viewing, it seems that a voice is speaking, I'm sure I can hear
the words 'Read (or is it 'leave?') the tape! on the recording,
followed by a burst of diabolical langhter whilst another
whispered voice repeats faintly ‘read the tape.’

And finally, when Gentille intones the name of Jesus, he's all
but drowned out by what can only be described as the
strangled, ear-splitting roar of the completely insane...

Lou is remarkably calm about the, quite frankly,
bowel-loosening recording, claiming that the sound that we've
just heard 'in some people's minds, could be portrayed as

static discharge. To me that's ridiculous, because I've heard
the things scream blasphemies in people's houses, and
they've called people's names, people who aren't even a part
of the case.

‘What you heard is as real as it gets.’

The programme makers decided to have the tape analysed by
| forensic ‘experts.’ They suggested that the only way similar
sounds could be created would be from rubbing the
microphone or through a remote receiver, peither of which
were apparent during Lou's investigation.

With the coming of the dawn, Lou tells Ted his opinion about
| what he thinks is going on here.

It transpires that Mr Gentille believes that the Entity is
engaged upon a mission to try and drive a wedge between Ted
and his faith in God. You need to reaffirm your faith,’ Lou
assures him. These are nothing but scare tactics They're
going to poke you. They're going to prod you. They're going
to hit you. But they're not going to get completely violent
because somewhere in your heart you do have faith.’

'So if I lose more faith, they're gonna get more violent?' Ted
asks anxiously, although you suspect he already knows the
answer.

Yes'

'Oh great,’ Ted tumns to face the wall in a gesture of fearful
desperation.

‘All I want is to sleep peacefully, without always sleeping
with one eye open, looking out of the corner of my eye,
opening, closing, opening, closing, just to see if there's an
Entity in the room. I question myself "Why is this
happening? Why can't it just stop?"

Lou believes that only a return to the Church can put an end to
the Demonic manifestations and physical harrassment.

The programme's final case, is perhaps the most bizarre of all.
It concerns a man who hails from Monticello, Arkansas, USA,
who believes he is actually possessed by an otherworldly
Entity.

The man's long-suffering partner, Monica Forrrest, opens the
account by stating that she thinks her boyfriend, Cody McKee
is possessed because when he's awake he's not violent ‘and he
Jjust don't look like himself when he's having a Night Terror.
And he don't sound like himself.

'He has a terrifying holler. His eyes have a glazed look. They
Just don't look like him.'

There follows a disturbing sequence of footage secretly filmed
by a hidden camera during one of this man's attacks. Lying
apparently asleep on the living room couch, he suddenly
throws aside the single blanket and suddenly leaps to his feet,
cmitting an animalistic roar as he heads for the living room
door.

We then switch to bright daylight, and Cody, 26, is seen
pushing one of his two children on the back garden swing,
looking every bit the doting father, with not a care in the
world. He accepts that as a child, he had something of a
violent upbringing, but that with the passing of time, he has
managed to put his past firmly behind him. Cody's only
problem now, is the ever-present threat of the Night Terrors.
He cannot recall, the next moming, what it was he'd seen, or in
fact any precise detail of what the experience entailed.

His family however, have had seven years of sleepless nights,
wortying about what Cody might do whilst in his ‘possessed’
state.

Cody tells the narator; I really can't recall any of’it. It's like
1 go to sleep, I wake up, and I don't know what 1 did, or what
made me do what I've done. 1 just feel like something jumped
in my body and made me go crazy.’

Monica shows the camera some of the damage Cody has
caused to the doors of one of the bedroom's, holes that appear
to be the result of poweful punches by a man consumed by

rage.




Cody's also knocked holes through walls, and stuck his hands
in electric fans, and lost the tip of his toe when violently
kicking at a wainscott.

Cody has one, somewhat vague memory of one of these Night
Terror incidents; The only night that I can say it actually felt
like something jumped inside of me and took over my body,
was the night that I jumped out of the window. When I came
too, behind my Daddy's car, I heard somebody say "I'll see
you later,Cody."

Then I started walking back up towards the trailer, and
that's when I realised that I'd done something to myselfand I
saw I was cut head to toe. I had sixty or seventy stitches.’

Not surprisingly, Monica can recall those particular events
clearly, too. It looked to me like someone threw him out the
window because he did it from a dead stand He just went
out. He hollered and went out the window.'

And it's not just Cody who has been hospitalised by these night
attacks. Monica once had her nose broken when she tried to
prevent her boyfriend from going towards her child whilst he
was in a ‘possessed’ state. She attempted to grab hold of him to
wake him up and was struck fully in the face by Cody’s arm.
The injury was so bad a bone protruded from the top of her
nose. In the aftermath of that incident, Monica wisely decided
not to sleep in the same room as Cody and began locking her
bedroom door at night. Not only that, but she's been forced to
place items in front of the door, such as a heavy bed and a
bulky dressing table, in order to keep him out.

Her loyalty may surprise many readers of this review, but
Monica has chosen to stand by her boyfriend for better or
worse. They were unable to afford medical assistance, but the
progmmue-makers arranged for Cody to attend a sleep clinic
to see whether they could they could explain his nocturnal
awakenings. The couple wravel to the Baptist Health Medical
Centre, where they are introduced to Dr David Davila, who
elects to take on the case. He tells the cameras;

This is the most extreme case of sleep-walking and Night
Terrors that I've seen. This is the first one that we've had
here at our centre of this magnitude. '

Other doctors assemble to study Cody's brain activity and
muscle tone as well as recording him sleeping using infra-red
cameras and sound monitoring equipment.

With a whole collection of gadgets and wires stuck to his
bandaged head, Cody attempts to get a restful nights sleep
while the cameras roll.

Duning the first night of monitoring, Cody wakes up,
apparently scared out of his wits. Eyes bulging, mouth wide
open in a soundless scream, his face is contorted into such an
ugly mask of terror, he doesn't even look like himself.

The EEG machine tells the watching doctors that Cody is still
in deep sleep and not dreaming. Which kind of begs the
question, what is provoking the all-too apparent fear
transforming Cody’s features?

The next moming, Dr Davila asks Cody whether he
remembers anything from the night before, and he replies in
the negative.

All he can say, as he views the video footage, in hushed tones
of awe, is ‘it looks wicked to see me eyes open like that. I
mean, it just don't look like me...Really.’

Dr Davila tries to drum up a rational explanation; ‘With his
eyes darting around it's kind of hard to know whether he's
actually seeing anything or not. He doesn't have any recall of
opening his eyes. He doesn't have any recall of seeing
anything frightening, although he looks frightened.

In Cody's case, we carmot find a specific trigger. So he is a
mystery in that sense. And we cannot determine what is going
on in his mind.

'For some reason he is fighting to get into wakefulness and
alertness, and literally fighting his way into that.

‘I believe Cody is suffering from an extreme form of
sleepwalking that occurs during the deepest stages of his
sleep. But what Cody actually sees, or why he is driven to
such violence, still remains a myst