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TH� T�ftftOft 
THAT OOM�S lN 

TH� "AftK HOUftS 

I think it's fair to say that for as long as I can remember rve 
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 anny 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 rd 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 rd step into the near-total darkness. The thick, 
heavy curtains were nearly always pulled together, even at the 
height of swmner, admitting nought but the tiniest sliver of 
bony moonlight. It was like entering a black void where 
anyone or any'IHING could be lying in wait, ready to grab at 
exposed flesh with wormy fingers or tear with razor-sharp 
claws. 
rm 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 
rd 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 uf a li� 
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, con"inced beyond doubting that there was 
something inhuman standing at my bedside, watching me ..-;ith 
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 alann 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 daring to breathe or swallow ili� 
click in my throat. rd feel, in short, as though rd 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 flowca� IVi.Uut; 
in a charnel house ... 
For many years,I thought I was the only person to sutter thts 
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 chiidisil 
corruption of 'Nightmare Man,' one presumes) patd 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 so 
bad at one point that I was too scared to go to bW, :;ucakiu.� 
back downstairs to sleep in the living room with ali the lights 
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 one 
iota. 
And so I was left with little option other than to (qwte 
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 .fingemail.s. __ _ 

••• 

It was only in comparatively recent times that I became aware 
that far from being the only one to suffer this type of 
experience there were literally thousands (and quite likely 
millions) of people who had been afflicted with similm 
nightmares. 
In fact, it's so common, psychologists even have a typically 
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 .Amold's own 
haunting account of"'HE 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 '\\ill likely be an impression of 
wide awakefulness and total immobility. 
1b.is 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 hlllJUlD., 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 assauh 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, bas 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 ofWaterloo) 
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 'niShtmares' most conunonly 
occur either once or occasionally with large intervals in 
between, although sometimes 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 modem-day alien abduction controversy. 
The author J.A. Cheyne has described the symptoms of sleep 
paralysis thus: 'It 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 foeling 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 folt 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 reforred to collectively as 
Hypnagogic ane Hypnopompic experiences (HEEs). 

'.After seconds or minutes one foels 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 sleep 
paralysis at least once and about 20-300/6 of these have had 
the experience on several occasions. 
'.Aside from many of the very disturbing foatures of the 
experience itself, the phenomenon is quite benign. ' 
It seems that sleep paralysis often begins in the years of 
adolescence, altho� in truth, 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 dusdy 
linked to Demonology 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 one of the 
earliest Hag-Demons. She was capable of flying in tht: w� 
hours before dawn and delighted in attacking men in their 
sleep. 
There are a nwnber 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 them -wlWc; 
the slept. Some of the better known spirits of this son are 
Greek Ephialtes (one who leaps upon) and Mora (the night 
'mare' or monster, ogre, etc), the Roman Incubus and 
Succubus (one who presses or crushes). the Gennan 
Mar/Mare, nachtmar. 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 3. Hufford 
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 P� as well as Satyrs, Sucm; 
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 'panic' and he 

fr tl des "bed be" the ,. . � .1' 1 was equen y en as mg rnstigator OJ urc�um.l 
and visions, especially those that produced sudden, vioiem 
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 belie( 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, inhuul4il 
monsters and Demons who thought it great �'}>Ori. tu 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 vf a 
dead baby that haunts the area. They enjoy jwnping un ihe 
chest of their victim's and clutching at their throat. The vtctun 
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 infimts) 
is also prevalent in Ireland. 
In Thailand. the phenomenon is known as the Phi wn (Ghost 
covered) and Phi kau (Ghost possessed), and involves 
pressure, inunobility, and something black covering the body. 
In Japan, kanashibara ('to tie with an iron rope') is a common 
and widely kno�n experience. In Korea, people are said to be 
afflicted by the ka \\i 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 Huiford 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 nan-ative 
frameworlcs . . . 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. 

*** 
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 1 5  seconds to a minute, although there are rare cases 
of it lasting for far longer. 
In fairly recent 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 hannless. 
However, the second form of Sleep Paralysis, the one which 
we've been referring to throughout this article, lmown as the 
*Hypnagogic (the state between sleep and wakefulness) Sleep 
Paralysis (HSP) or the Hag Phenomenon, is a far more 
terrifying experience. 
There is evidence that HSP can similtaneously aftlict 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 remam '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 ofDr Chris French, who is currentiy 
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 victims of HSP 
only ever confronted by visions of unmistakably Evil Entities 
and not faith-affirming Angels? 
Our old friend, Dr AI Cheyne, thinks he may have the answer. 
'Recent evidence from neuroimaging studies during PJ1�f 
shows that the (pay attention! Here comes the :s�i�uu: uii.i) 
amygdala and several related limbic structures m the bram -
the centre of our emotional being - are active during REM 
sleep. These structures associated with instinctual responses, 
including foar, 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 searching 
for further cues for danger. Such cues are especially ac:live 
during anxiety dreams and nightmares and probabiy 
stimulate unpleasant memories, including culturally 
conventional images of threat, such as Ghosts and Aliens. 
The foar of undetected threat is exacerbated because the 

person is awake, paralysed and usually in a helpless, supine 
position. These are hardly circumstances 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 See At Nisht� 
When The Demons Come?' 

Night-Terror Case Histories 

We start this - round-up, (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, experieu\..ru 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 I 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 I saw this face coming quickly out of the dark, just 
for 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 folt 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 dawn. It was a 
Ghost having sex with me. I 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 
feel 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 malce 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, 
Ultraterrestrials, 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. I feel its pressure and it's holding me 
and then, under its weight and power, I feel I'm sinldng and 
being dragged dawn. 
'I 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'll 
bring myselfround. It's horrible.' 
18th November, 2001 North Exeter THE GUARDIAN' 
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Regular contributor Neil Arno/d takes u 

persona/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 paranonnal. and many 
articles and papers on 'the terror that comes in the night. ' I 
have also experienced such an 'apparition,' too, and now I feel 
the need to write of my experience. not least �ws� I iJa v� 
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 � 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 confirm 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 ma.uy vJ.' w�;; 
reported encounters with (quite literally) nightmarish 
phantoms, but why should witnesses from wildly dlttenng 
countries and cultmal backgrounds all describe eerily similar 
entities? And is the modem�y 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 appa.titi� 
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-called 'Hag Attack' can occur at any time. Whilst the 
hours of darkness seem to be more suited to such eu(.vtiui.�;;• :s, i 
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 usually describe 
how their bodies are overcome wilh an awfui Stale oi 
paralysis, rendering their entire body immobile. '11ns, It 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, adorned in dark vestments. The bony, ancient-looking 
crone may move quickly towards the bed, and in the mo�-t 
extreme cases, leap onto your chest. This in fact happened lO a 
good friend of mine, who later told me that he felt as 11 '1 was 
fighting to save my soul!' 
It is not unconunon 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 a.ccompanymg 
paralysis. One way of securing release, is to focus on a certain 
mundane object in the room in order to be able to concentrcrtc 
upon its everyday reality and gradually conquer i.b.eir fear. 
Another of my friends, who has personally investigated the 
Blue Bell Hill Ghost (sometimes described as an old 



WJtdJ/Hag), bas reportedly seen just such an entity in his 
bednxm, which altbough appearing small , actually fought 
him physically. On one occasion he was forced to grab the 
phantom by the shoulders in order' to save himlelf ftcm real 
physical harm. 
If such encounters are mere sleep-induced hallucinations, tbeo 
S001f!lbing is very wroog here. Sceptics may argue that such 
vivid 'dreams' are caused by over-active imaginations and 
being deluged with media-images of the straDge and uncanny, 
even when we are unaware of it. But whilst I readily cmcede 
that excessive tiredness, illness and stress can iDdoce 
nightmares, I do not see why so many people should be be 
reporting being attacked by such an obviously decrepit 
figure ... 
.My own personal 'attacks' bave involved peculiar apparitions 
totally unlike the Hag and more akin to the deoi:rens of the 
realm of the ridiculous. 
Now, as regular readers will be aware, I enjoy mgaging in a 
little bit if clandestine occult activity as well as tmddng exotic 
animals in aDd around Keot, hunting Vampires in Higbgate 
Cemetery (see last issue of DON - Ed), and eodlessly writiDg 
papers on all things weird and wcotedbl. However, this 
shoold not be taken to imply that I am more susceptible to 
these nigbtly visitatioos. Indeed.. a majority of people who have 
experieDced Sleep Paralysis its attendaqt � have not 
had any interest whatsoever in the paranormal or the occuJt, 

. aDd many have llC'WCI' evm heard of the Old-Hag Phenomeo<n 
My first experieoce came just prior to nodding otJ one nigbt. 
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 tar 
more bmme. 
It must have been around mjdojgbt when I awgbt sight of 
800ifthing white in colour and about tbe size of a squirrel 
scuttle out of my bedro<m door. It promptly disappeared. This 
'thing neYer retumcd It never attcbd me and I neYer 
discerned any great degree of detail, and aldlougb I though the 
whole situation odd, I soon put if out of mind 
My next experieoce was a whole lot weirder. 
I awoke one Digbt after I had feh 'something' touching my left 
hand. I sat up in bed and, and in the darlmess was just about 
able to make out a 'blob' sitting oo my hiDd. This thing 
S<mehow felt attached to one of my fingers and although it 
didn't seem to be biting, it feh as though it was draining me. In 
shock and horror I I jumped up aDd slaJJJIJ100 my band on the 
bed over and over, in an attempt to dislodge this thing from 
my finger. Eveotually, the presence vanished and when I 
summoned up enough courage to get up and IWitch on the 
bedroom light, there was no trace of the wbateYer-it-was. 
'!be next morning, however, I discove.ted 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. 
1be strangest thing of all occuned quite tecaltly, and was 
axnpletely diffen:ot to tbe other 'manifestatioos.' 
Again, it fide place at night I bad barely been asleep so it 
must have been arouof 12:30am when I felt a preseoce in my 
bed. I was lying on my stomach and could feel 80IIlCtbiDg on 
one of my legs and it was moving slowly up my body. The 
thing moved up my left-band side I could feel it faintly. I sat 
up quickly wondering what was going m and simply sat there 

· for a short wbile. 
1be next thing I knew. the '1bing was oo my left shoulder and 
it appeared to be a white. misty mass. Absolutely terrified, I 
leapt up aDd began brushing at my lhoulder with my right 
hand.' The Thing' seemed to disappear after a few weD� 
swipes. I was no stood on the floor and tbeo noticed that my 
left arm was numb and there was a tingling feeling all over it. 

'The 'Ibing' was nowhere to be seen. 
How could I adequately seek to explain this incident? The 
Entity seemed insect-like in appearance� and was rougbly the 

size of a rugby ball. It was owl-shaped and seemed to have 
werid stubby appeadages protruding from its sides. The oo1y 
living aeature I could possibly compare it to would be a 
jellyfish. 
After this experieoce I 1rawled through many books and 
magazines dealing with paranormal plalomena to see if I 
could ftnd any simiJar cases to mine, and whilst there were 
many unique and honifYing encoout:ers, and many occurred 
duriDg Sleep Paralysis, and a goodly amount involved either 
stnmge light fmmations or hag-like entities. none involved 
anything remotely like what I bad seen. 
Even more peculiar was the fact that about a year later my 
father was sitting in the living nxm around 6pm one eveoiDg, 
reading a newapaper when sometbiog awgbt his eye. Upon 
looking up be saw a plum-sized ftom wbizz across the t1oor 
anf vanish before his eyes. He described the manifeststion as 
being a whitish, almost transparent form tbat was so weird it 
was surreal. A relative of mine claimed it was ghostly plasma. 
After my exprerieoces. my cousin also reported a stnmge 
encoonter with what he described as a 'black blob,' ooe Digbt. 
It was about 1 1  :30pm, and he was lying on his back in bed. He 
was dozing fitfuDy, but kept wald:og up. AD of a sudden 
80IIlCtbiDg dropped onto his foot. 'Ibis startled him, but he 
swmised that me of his books had toppled from the top of a 
stack piled at the eDd of his bed. But still he kdced at the 
aft1ided area. and was sbodced to see 'a blob' the size of a bird 
positioned on his foot which was under the blankets at the 
time. He was horrified by the sigbt oftbe tiling and t1idred his 
foot in a state of panic. Involuotarily he sat straight up in one 
movement. The thing flicbd up ooto the window ledge. On 
this particular nigbt he bad left the window open, and now be 
could see the bJack object just behind the curtain. Ttying to be 
ratiooal he 1hougbt that maybe it was a bird or even a bat, but 
then the object, whatever it was, vanished ioto thin air. 
I have often been of the opinioo tbat 'Psychic V8lllpiRs' exist, 
at least in the sense of darlc forJm of energy wbich float in the 
atmosphere and are able to somehow draw ewn more enetgy 
from hwnan beings. Those slumbering are, for some Ie8SOil, 
more vulnaerable to tbese attadcs. I also believe tbat so-called 
'wet dreams' are the work of these entities which have a lot in 
rommon with tbe oJd folk tales oftbe Incubus and Succubus; 
the male and female Demons which were said to feed off the 
secretions of the living. Again, I accept tbat science will 
dismiss these views as 81T8IIl noosense, but I haven't seen 
anytbing to yet disprove my beliefs. 
I am also of the opinion that the state of sleep can smnebow 
embance our ability to percieve specttes aDd apparitions. 
Perhaps this is because our subconscious can enable the rest 
of the body to connect with the ethereal, which is why 
everything seems nonnal when one is in the dream state. 
Perhaps these other 'presences' are able to f1itter in and out of 
our dream-induced visioos. 
Neil Arnold November 2001 

How It Is To Be 

Children ... Secure In Belief 

And To Be Afraid Of The Dark 
Children are more frigbtened of the daJk than their parents 
were because of an iDcrease in exposure to artificalligbt. 1bis 
means.. obviously, that tbey rarely experieace total blackness. 
1bis rewlation was announced by Powmgeo, following a 
study by that group. 
Nearly two thirds of childrm aged under ten insist on sleeping 
with a light on, compared with baJf of their parents generation 
at the same age. 

Aric Sigman, a psychologist aDd author who analysed the 
fincfings, said 1hat electric lights, television and computer 



games have deeply negative effects on an entire generation of 
children because it was stifling their imagination. 
'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 stimvlating 
for them to play and entertain themselves in the darlc, 
because all the Images that they produce will be untque ... But 
this rarely happens now. ' 
The study also indicated that the nature of children's fear of 
the dark is changing as the traditiooal 'imaginary mooster 
under the bed' is replaced by ready-made images imprinted on 
children's minds fn:m television, cinema and computer games. 
The scariest moosters cited by children include Lord 
Voldcmort from the Hany Potter DOYels and 1iJm, Saruman 

_ftom The Fellowship Of The Ring� and Powell 1tom the 
computer game Tomb Raider.' 
14th Feb1'Ull1')', 2002 General THE DAILY TELEGRAPH' 

THE RETURN OF 
MONKEYMAN 

And speaking of Sleep Paralysis-type eutities, from 
Abmedabad, India, comes news that the nocturnal terror that 
gripped this region last year, has stmtingly returned to haunt 
tbe slums ofKbanpur Darwaja Cbhapra. 
During tbe Id week of February, residents of 1be area claim 
to have seen a 'person dressed in black and wearing a mask' 
ftittiog amidst the squalor. The Mookeyman they describe is 
aged between 20-25 years. is dark-skinned, has curly hair and 
can be seeD hopping trom roof to roof (a la SPRING 
HEELED JACK!) and tree to tree. 
The residents bad reportedly been too scared to make an 
otJicial complaint to the local police, so cmvinced are they 
tbat this is a supernatural manifestation. They have instead, 
decided to set up a series of aD-night vigils in the hope of 
defeating the <6erworldly intruder. 
The locals reject the notion that 'Monkeyman' could be a 
perfectly human dlief or drug addict. They claim that the eatity 
hasn't stolen anydliog and that wbm � the figure simply 
disappears. Most of these sigbtings have been reported 
between midnigbt and dawn. 
Wbat has served to beigbten the fear is that report that two 
youths, Me:boob and Farooq, managed to get close to the 
'Mookeyman' which promptly vanished when it became aware 
of their presence. Ever since the mcouoter. both youtbs have 
been 'behaving abnormally,' and bad to be taken to a local 
priest (Maulvi) 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 
Basbir Malbari. a resident of the area. 
CmviDc:ed tbat this is no ontioary human beiDg, Malbari was 
quoted as sayiug; '1 feel someone is practising hypnotism in 
our slum. This is not simply a cose of someone playing tricks. 
No thief would 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 

fortnight., 
26th Feb1'Ull1')', 2002 .A.hmedabad, India 'A.HMEDABAD 
NEWSLINE' 

THE ENflTY 
(Channel Four 200 1) 

One the most unnerving. disturbing, and downrigbt terrifYing 
documemary'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 announcer at the outset of the programme 

issued a warning that the cooteots might distutb certain 
veiwen. 
The Jilting tones of the Scottish narrator informs us that 'there 
is a nightmare more terrifying than � other . ...( nightmare 
that has haunted thousands of people all over the world 
� presence comes into the room, paralyses its victim, then 
l«lps 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. Slfiferers are 
sun1 that when t1wy see it tlwy are awalt:e and it is rf!QL 
Science, psychology and religion haw aU grappkd with this 
phenomenon. 
Can� eqJiatn the mystery ofThe Entity?' 
The first eyewitness account comes ftom a surburb of 
Houston, Texas, where one woman bas 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 
'BUJR WII'CH' fixation, with lets of shots of tbe wi1Desses 
buJgiog left eye fiDiDg the screen) Jamie Jacbon, 32, relates 
her penooal history of Entity visitatioos 
The first thing I remember as a child was one night, when 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 
pczrmts, and I could hear the Television. . ..And I looRJ up, 
and to my right I saw a couple, wry shDdowy, very dart, In 

my bedroom. 
'It was a man and a woman and they started walking towards 
IIHI. It was wry frightening. I cmddn't speak. I wanted to call 
out to my mother but I couldn't call out to her, I was just 
terrified And 1'0JI1Jd 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 I 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 hodn't been 
asleep, I could hear the television on in the other room. '  
As she Jamie grew older, the Eutities tbat staJbd ber grew 
more vivid and more violeot. 
In a cbiJliDg reconstruction that begins with a WOOI8Jl akDe in 
her bed in the middle of the night, we hear Jamie tell us; � 
soon as 1 become aware that there's someone in the room, I'll 
go into a paralysis. I can't move (sbe grips the white sheet 
covering the mattress) and I can't shout out. I'm unable to call 
for help and rm unab le  to ward off any attack (her eyes 
framically scan the darkness for signs of movement) 'It feels 
like you've been drugged somehow. 
We then glimpse a sligbt1y out of focus, stickman-like figure. 
llawly Wl1Viodiug itself in the &r corner of tbe room. Jamie 
caDs bim The Sbadowman, for obvious reasoos. 
In a sudden blur of m.c:MmeUt, this sinister figure races over to 
1be side of the bed and begins throttling Jamie as she lies 
helpless on the bed. 
'He's wry violent. He doesn't use any caution whatsoever. He 
couldn't care less if my neck is broken. ' 
The Sbadowman is then joined by an ewn more fiigbtming 
Fmty: The Old Hag, standing at the edge of the bed, draped in 
many layers of clotbing and with dirty uokempt hair poking 
out from beneath an ill-fitting bouoet, she crawls onto the bed 
and sits astride her victim's chest, ber hideoos1y wizeDed filce 
mere inches ftom 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 
attaclc becomes twofold The Shadowman wiU have hold of 
the base of my mu:k and the Old Woman wiU be choking me 
near the top part so viokntly that I think that my voice box is 
going to collap3e. I can't mow. 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 during 
these attacks; 'the fear is exremely real. You're loolcing round 
the room. You're loolcing for any 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 thts 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 after 
they lcill me? Who's next? 
'Your mind and your body thinh you've been through it. But 
to everyone you associate with, your workmates, your friends, 
your family, your doctors . . .  They say it's just a dream, just get 
over it. ' 
The narrator then tells us tbat 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 experiences. 
We bear a series of tape recorded commentaries of Night Hag 
experiences courtesy of Matt Watkins, aged 25, who hails 
from Wiltshire, England. 
In tbe 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 1'0001. We see 
the bedroom door opening slowly. Unholy white light floods 
the threshold from which an unmistakably female figure 
gradually emerges. '1 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 unnerving, almost spider-like speed. 
'She stopped right in .front of my face and literally two inches 
away from my nose, loobu:J me right in the eyes, and she had 
what could be described as black eye-liner running down her 

face. ' 
1be 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 
grin. . . .  
Not surprisingly, these 'visitations' and their associated 
phenomena have bad 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 I started loolcing into it a bit more. 
I decided to m.ah The Entity the focus of my degree. 
'Searching through anciflnt tflXIs, I was swprisfld to find 
evidence of The Entity Experience dating back over 2,000 

years. , 
At this point, a sinister whispering voice intones the following 
quotation: 
"Wben boomeb to beotb I will otteoo vou 05 
o nocturnal futy:l will attack your faces onb 
brooNng upon vour restless breasts� I will 
beprive you of repose bv 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 
Experience? And why were they so similar? 
Before seeking to amwer these queries. we return to the case 
of the Entity-plagued Jamie Jackson; 'Every time I'm attad:ed 
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. I've cracked teeth in my sleep, just from the 
intensity of everything. Clenching my jaws. 
'1 did think a few times about talcing my own life . . .  You just 
don't see any out to it. What happens is, you get to the point 
where you're so tired . .  and you're just so tired of 
ftghttng . . . And every ntght when you go to bed you mow tt's 
going to be another fight, a struggle, you become qfraid to 
fall 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 wakefolness and dreaming 
called Sleep Paralysis. 
'1 have studied over 9, 000 cases, and I 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 walcing 
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. nAnd the other one we'll call "The Dream On 
Mechanism. " 'And they are linked to one another. In 
particular, 'The Wake Up Mechanism" inhibits '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 turns off, so you have 
two systems on now, so you're awah 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, tbere is a shared scenario experienced in the 
attacks. 
And the good doctor may have the answer to tbat, too. 
� 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, qfter all. One interpretation is that there 
really is something on your chest preventing you from talcing 
a deep brflQth. 
'Q' 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. 
'Q' yofll' eyes our open, it might be just out of sight. Perhaps 
you will see it. Pflrhaps 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 jleshed 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 nocturnal 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 awalcened by the foeling 
that someone was in the room. 
'1 couldn't explain who it was. I didn't know who it was. I then 

felt 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 foe/ 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 intercourse were taking place) 'It was as if I could 
feel him pushing himself on top of me. 
'I thought I was gonna die. 
'1 thought the Demon was going to lr:i/1 me. ' 
'When the paralysis eventually went away, I felt as if the 
presence had withdrawn into a comer of the room. There was 
a crealr:ing 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 resuh. 
But everything's okay. Don't worry. Cos here's Dr Cheyne to 
drum up another dose of logical explanation. 
'Serual assaulu are not common, but they certainly occur. 
Ow- 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 filet that Mark's bedroom. 
where the assaults allegedly took place, once belonged to his 
older brother, and he apparently underwent similar 
experiences, unbeknownst to Mark. 
� couple of years before this happened (the attach 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 
feeling 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 interview next. He begins with telling us of his own 
encounter. years before he became interested in studying the 
subject. 
'I once had a Sleep Paralysis attack of my own. I'd never 
heard of anything lilce it. It had all the details that I later 
found in traditions all over the world I heard footsteps, I 
sensed a terrifYing presence. I saw it climb up on the bed I 
couldn't move. I thought I was being ldlled 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?" 
'1 just had to follow it. ' 
Hufford discovered that whilst Sleep Paralysis might account 
for people who feh 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 
felt their head being pushed down through the bed Other 
peopk 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 K� for protection. 
One witness, an old man in his seventies, recollects; '1 was 
asleep, but I felt something in the room with me. All the 
doors in my house were loclced I don't know how it got into 
my house. It wanted to rape me. When I woke up . . . I found 
semen on my back. 
'1 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 walldng 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 repeatedly 
attacked by a particularly vicious Entity, a series of assaults 
that have apparently been witnessed by independent observers. 
Ted's been so affected by these attacks. that he is unable to 
bold down a reguJar job and as tbe visitatioos 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 tbe 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?" 
I 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 ldnd. 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 girlfriend, the very lovely Ines Changanaqui. relates the 
following; 
'1 was sitting on a couch watching 1Y, and I was facing the 
bathroom door, and the bathroom door was open and I saw 
some type of greyish sillhoUI!tte walking out of the bathroom. 
You couldn't really define a shape, male or fomale, It was 

just a silhouette, but very tall, cloudy greyish, and it was 
wallr:ing towards Ted's bedroom. ' 
David Hutford is back on screen again; 'In 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, � though they are not having 
Sleep Paralysis. 
'How do you account for that? I'm just bajJled ' 
Equally perplex� is Father Maloney, who, at his wit's end 
(and in all likelihood is probably more concerned with making 
sure his Bobby Charhon-style comb-over lookd the (ahem) 
part oo screen), calls in, with tbe help of tbe 
programme-makers, a 'professional Demonologist' named Lou 
Gentille. A practising Catholic, Genti1le 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. '1 come across 
cases that are Evil, malevolent. Demonic, 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 bim 
extensively, in a bid to determine whether the attacks have a 
psychological or supernatural origin. 
Lou asks Ted whether he's ever taken drugs of any kind, 
including ballucinogens ( eg; acid), and wbether be's ever 
suffered from Tourette's Syndrome, personality disorders, or 
narcolepsy. To all of these questions, Ted answers in the 
negative (well, be's hardly likely to admit to any illegal 
drug-taking on camera now, is he? Cyncial Ed). 
Courtesy of some snazzy speed-frame photography, 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 ofTed 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 � although we don't actually 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, be hopes, to record any EVP 
(Electromagnetic 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 aslcing some 
questions on the recorder, and see what we get. ' 
Wbile 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 It, ' he says, 'and not only did I 
not receive a reply, the assaults got more intensified within 
ten minutes of asking. ' 
I guess somebody should have told Lou, because, back in the 
darkness of hostel, he's busy tiring away queries, like there's 
no tomorrow. 
'Beginning ofEYP, July 30th, 2001, at precisely 2:45am. 
'If there is a spirit around us now, please tell me your name 
on the recorder. ' 
�re you a spirit that is out of the light of God?' 
'Pkase release whatew:r 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 Loo'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 discern what sounds 
unnervingly like scratching or worse, the grunting of some sort 
of wild animal. This increases in volume with the question �re 
you a spirit out of the light of God?' and, with repeated 
viewing, it seems that a voice is speaking, rm sure I can hear 
the words 'Read (or is it 'leave?') the tape!' on the recording. 
followed by a burst of diabolical laughter 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 ftanldy, 
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 
ofthe 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, neither of which 
were apparent during Loo'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 loss more faith, they're gonna get more violent?' Ted 
asks anxiously, although you suspect � already knows the 
answer. 
'Yes'  
'Oh great, ' Ted turns to face the wall in a gesture of fearful 
desperation. 
�11 I want is to sleep peacefully, without always sleeping 
with one eye open, 1oolcing 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 fiDal 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 
just don't look like himself when he's having a Night Terror. 
And he don't sound lilce himself. 
'He has a terrifying holler. His eyes have a glazed look They 

just don't look like him. ' 
There follows a distmbing 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, 
emitting 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, be 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 morning, wbat 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, 
worrying about what Cody might do whilst in his 'possessed' 
state. 
Cody tells the narrator; 'I really can't recall any of it. It's like 
I go to sleep, I wake up, and I don't .know what I did, or what 
made me do what I've done. I just feel like something jumped 
in my body and made me go crazy. ' 
Monica shows the camera some of the damage Cody bas 
caused to the doors of one of the bedroom's, holes that appear 
to be the resuh of poweful punches by a man consumed by 
rage. 



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

Cody bas 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 walldng back up towards the trailer, and 
that's when !'realised that I'd done something to myself and 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 bas been hospitalised by these night 
attacks. Monica once bad 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 tbat, 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 
p� arranged for Cody to attend a sleep clinic 
to see whether they could they could explain his nocturnal 
awakenings. 1be couple travel 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 
Te"ors that I've seen. This is the first one that we've hod 
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. 
During the first night of monitoring. Cod.y wakes up, 
apparently scared out of his wits. Eyes bulging, mouth wide 
open in a soundless scream, his mce 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 morning, Dr Davila asks Cody whether he 
remembers anything ftom the night before, and he replies in 
the negative. 
All he can say, as he views the video f<XDge, in bushed tones 
of awe. is 'it looks wicked to see me eyes open like that. I 
mean, it just don't look lihJ me . . .  Really. ' . 
Dr Davila tries to drum up a ratiooal explanation; 'With his 
eyes darting around it's ldnd of hard to A:now 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 � loo/a frightened 
'In Cody's case, we cannot 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. 
'1 believe Cody is s'4ffering 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 mystery. ' 
Cody, needless to say, is less than impressed with the doctor's 
diagnosis. 
They haven't given me a reason why I do it. They haven't told 
me 'cos they don't know why I do it, or what causes it. All 
they know is that they can put me on medication and maybe 
that'// stop it. And you know, I hope to God it does. I hope I 
can rest at night and sleep and not hurt anybody or myself.' 
At the time the programme was due to be aired, Cody bad 
been taking the medication for three months. Although his 
attacks have reduced in number, they still occur and are as 
unpredictable and violent as ever. 
At the programme's conclusion, the narrator sums up by 
saying; 'For many, who s'lffer from nocturnal assaults, their 
testimony is evidence of an experience that is still not fully 
understood ' 
David Hutford adds his voice; 'I've seen lots of different 
explanations offered as THE scientific explanation of this 
phenomenon. In general, in fact all of them that I know ot do 
not fit the data of the experience well. Now maybe someday. 
people will be able to get to the point where they really do fit 
well. But I do think that it's not fair to people's ecperience 
and people's understanding of this sort of thing, to take a 
loose, sloppy, hypothetical scientific explanantion, and to 
hear "Oh well, at least it's scientific. We ought to accept it. " 
'No, that's not right. It ought to really account for what needs 
to be accounted for. None of them do yet. Good luck, 
everybody. keep worldng on it But let's not · claim that it's 
been done. ' 
Whether or not science will one day be in a position to offer an 
acceptable to all parties-type explanation for these nocturnal 
attacks is unclear. But as the narrator points out, just before 
the final credits roll; 'What IS clear is those that s'4ffer will 
continue to live in fear of what lurks on the other side of 
sleep. ' 

Reviewed By Lee Walker 22nd April, 2002 



Over lnTIIe 
Mercyland 

Most of the glossy magazines for Nigerians in Londoo devoted 
pages. covers and headlines to the kingly funeral of Samuel 
Bi1ewu Oshoffa. This took place in 1he Autumn of 1985. 
Oshoffa was the founder and the leader of The Celestial 
Church of Christ, or 'Cele' for short. 1bis has become the 
archtypical Yoruba church, its 'parishes' spread across the 
world, wherever Nigerian Yorubas have made their homes. 
'Papa,' as Oshoffa was known, was born in the Republic of 
Benin in 1909. His mother's forebears bad been kidnapped 
from what is now Southern Nigeria. by fierce Dahomean 
warriors, during a Nineteenth Century tribal 'WW. 

Although brougbt up in BeDin, Oshotra always feh an affinity 
with Nigeria. His grandmother bad taken him to the Nigerian 
village Imeko, in Ogun State, to see where he might have lived 
if the Adubi War had never bappeoed. Oshoffa never forgot 
tbis trip. It was to Imeko that Oshoffa's coffin was borne by an 
entourage of thousands marching and singing in procession 
from Lagos City Hall, where his body had first ·been Jaid in 
state. Trumpeters preceded the coffin, and women hurt 
tbemselves in the struggle to touch the holy casket. 
Now Imeko has been declared a Celestial CitY. bearing the 
shrine of Oshoffa. For all this, Oshotfa :oewr declared himself 
to be God, merely God's servant. He was especially venerated 
by lnmters, who sang their traditional soogs as the procesion 
advanced. The name 'Oshotra' derives ftml tbal of a magic 
standing stone tbat was worshipped in the prophet's family 
aepound in Beoin. Today a plaque in Oshoffil's memory 
stands beside the stone. Attempts by Beninois to 'kidnap' the 
body for burial in Beoin where thwarted. As the prophet was 
laid to rest in Imeko, ·an unexpected eclipse of the Moon 
occurred. 
The young Oshoffa bad first realised his mission in life when 
exploring the forests of Beoin by canoe, in search of ebony. 
'AFRICAN CONCORD' magazine published a first-band 
accowrt of his vision. 
'When I opened my eyes, I saw a white JJlOD1CeY with two teeth 
e8ch on top and bottom. with winged hands and feet like those 
of a bat. When it wanted to fly, it flapped its wiDg9 forward. 
But it was stationary.' 

.!;o 

In a trance-like state, Oshoffa then cured his canoe-paddler of 
a stomach ache by laying his hand on the affected part. In 
terror, the cured paddler mn away, leaving Oshoffa stranded 
in the 'bush,' unable to paddle his own canoe. It was three 
months and many visions later before he was finally rescued. 
From tbis strange bq;rnring. an empire of churches has been 
created, and there are branches in London, Paris and New 
Yolk. 
The best-known English 'Cele' is in Cloudesley Square, 
Islington, where an historic Bany Church has been leased to 
the sect. This is Holy Trinity, completed in 1828, an elegant 
neo-Gotbic masterpiece that compliments the grandiose 
dwellings of the Square. Nowadays, the church is full of 
dancing white-robed figures, and Afiican hand-drums vie with 
trumpets, electric guitars and conventional drumkits for the 
worshipper's attention. HowgJass-shaped 'speaking dmms,' 
boiund with palm fronds and carried under me arm, are hit 
repeatedly with hooked drumsticks. Some of the robed figures 
are known as 'war leaders' and can be possessed by 'Warrior 
angels.' Here I was told that Oshotfa's death had been 
announced by an eclipse of the Sun, not Moon, as reported, 
and that a power�e over his successor might ensue. 
A typical Celestial setvice at Cloudesley Square begins with 
clouds of inceose and the spraying ofHoly Water. The rest of 
the worshippers, already changed into their white robes or 
'soutanes' wait in their dressing rooms and given permission to 
enter and worship. Women wait in a room to 1be left of the 
entrance, men to the rigbt. This separation continues inside the 
main building, where the sexes are separated by the aisle that 
leads to the gorgeously decorated altar, aglow with candles, 
patterns of tiles, and a neon sign that reads 'Mimo,' 1lie Yoruba 
word for 'holy.' Large 'garden centre' ornamental white vases 
are abrim with flowers. 
Shoes are left on shelves outside, and once the service has 
begun, the worshippers kDeel and rest their foreheads m the 
wall-to-wall carpet. The rows of prostrate white-robed 
barefoot figures would not look out of palce in a mosque. 
Women wield considerable power in the church, and 
similarities to Islam are superficial. 
All the pews have been removed and repJaced by foldable 
chairs. Songs and sermons alternate between the EngJisb and 
Yoroba languages. 
Celestial music combines all the glories of early jazz and 
gospel music. Louis ArmstroDg meets Maha1ia Jackson, but 
the English translations of Yomba songs seem odd, to my 
ears, at least. 

'Jesus turns my sorrow to joy, 
He erases all my sadness! 

He sees me as a great sinner; 
Long life, resounding health!' 

A long Yoruba song, to tbe dJ.ytbm of speaking drums and 
COIJ81l drums, eods in a flourish of organ music aod muted 
trumpets. The next song. 'I Will Enter His Courts, ' is 
well-known to all members of West Indian and English 
evangelical churches. 

'He will make me glod, He will make me glad, 
'I shall rejoice for He will make me glad!' · 

Music over, for the time being, the church settles down 
COOlfortably for the Preacher's sermon. The story of Daniel in 
the Lion's Dell, followed by a spiritual message. 
'Yes, the lion's jaws were locked by Angels, and Daniel was 
unharmed! Let me talk to you about Angels. There are many 
kinds of Angels. Perhaps you have heard of Seraphinrs. The 
Seraphims are the Messengers Of God Each Seraphim has 
six wings. Six! Yet they only need two to fly with. -what do 
they do with their other four wings? They use them at all 
times to cover their faces before God! God is such a shining 
light, they cannot see Him; they are not worthy. And if 



Seraphim are not worthy, what are we? At all times they are 
ready, eyes covered in case God should call them. We should 
learnfrom the Seraphim. .. ' 
Half an hour later, the 'Message' ends, a song is sung and the 
chairs are cleared away aud stadted against the walls. At the 
Preacher's orders, everybody faces the north, south, west and 
east in tom, arms raised to 1be cbant of 'Jebovah! Holee! Jesus 
Christ! Saint Michael! Holee!' 
An usher goes around proferring a large wooden collection 
box on a long handle, a candle burning in a built-in holder. 
Candles are sacred hele. and deemed very pleasing to God. 
Silver trays are placed oo the floor, beside the aisle, aud 
members who choose to do so put money in these. Collectioos 
are popular, perhaps because of a feeling that a· grateful God 
always answers prayers. And there is so much to pray for -
jobs, health, passports, visa extensions, exam passes and, 
above all, children, or 'Fruits of the Womb.' Crowds gather 
around candle-sellers. and to the music of the jazz band, 
candle-offerers crocodile in line up to the altar, swinging their 
bodies in • to the rhythm, aioging loudly in Yoruba all the 
while. When the altar seems ablaze with lit amdles in h<>lders, 
the people crocodile � still singing as drums thud and 
trumpet soar. Once more, the four corners of the church and 
the world are loudly saluted: 'Holee!' 
When the main service is over, men and women mingle aDd 
chat, aDd small groups from here and there beneath the slender 
Ootbic colUIDDS of the attradively designed church. These 
groups pray, prophecy. wave holy wands and coo.duct 
minature ceremooies under the direction of men or women 
prophets. Others take ftuit fum the altar and stroll around 
eating. Just such a sceoe may have been witnessed by visitors 
to Stonehenge at the close of a great ceremony. thousands of 
years ago. Do the great columns recall the standing-stooe in 
Oshoffa's compound in far away Beoin? 
A big, vigourous old lady takes her small grandson by the 
band up to the table where sits the stem but tair figure of the 
Preacher, Father Peter. Togetber with the frail, timid child, she 
kneels silently before the Preacher, holding .a burning candle, 
as she seeks a boon. 
'Father Peter. my grandson is sick and weak ' she says, when 
given permissioo to speak. Gravely, the Preacher anoints the 
five year old's head with olive oil from a bottle, then makes a 
wax cross on top of his bead with a dripping candle. 
'Young man, you must be good tn church, then God will not 
punish and you wiU grow up strong, ' he warns the child. 
Meanwhile, felvem prayers are taking place at a chmch 
sandpit placed near the altar, with low brick walls to keep the 
sand in place. In Nigeria, services are held facing the sea on 
sacred beaches. Church sand pits are consecrated as 
MercylaDds, or indoor beaches. Here candles are placed in 
saucers on the sand, and prayers have extra potency. Prophets 
call out the names ofthe various types of prayer. 
'Fruits of the Womb!' is roared in a costermoogel's bellow, 
and men and wc:men who loog fOI' children hurry over to 
Mercy)and. 
Sometimes the playful children who scamper around the 
cburch are rounded up by strict Shepherdesses, herded into 
Mercyland and coonnanded to 'Pray!' 
Obediently they do so, lmeeliug with eyes closed and beads 
nuzzled into the sand, while adults crowd and lean over the 
wall to watch and eocomage them. 
N"Jgerians in EDg1aDd who admit to a belief in tbeir traditiooa1 
pre-Christian 8Dd pre-Moslem gods are few indeed. One that I 
met, a mini-cab driver aDd dewtee of <>gun, god of iron aod 
war, fiercely dismissed CbristiaDity as the imposition of 
'colonial masten. ' 
He spoke warmly of the gods of the land, sea and air, of 
Oduduwa, the mythical founder of the powerful Yoruba tribe 
(or nation), and ofYoruba kings past and present. 

'Worshippers of the Sea God pray on beaches, all robed in 
white, ' he told me. 
I reached my destination, paid him and could hear no more. 
Nevertheless, a trace of the Sea God's influence could be feh 
in Oshoffa's Celestial Church of Christ. Did Oshoffa 
consciously decide to worship Christ in a Yoruba style, 
borrowing num pre-chrlstian tradltlons? Whether or not he 
did so, his Celestial Church of Christ has achieved such a 
blend of traditions, one that-is immensely satisfying to Yoruba 
worshippers who now feel that the Christian God is truly their 
own. 
When a bewildered non-Yoruba visitor from Angola asked 
Father Peter if 'the old Gods' were worshipped at 'Cek, ' he 
met with a firm reply. 
'We are Christians!' 
Togetber with broadcaster Michael Tunde, a Y oruba 
intellectual, I attended a Naming Ceremony at the Cloudesley 
Square 'Cele. ' Such ceremonies, conespooding to Church Of 
EDg1aDd christeniDgs. are traditiooa1 to the Yomba people. In 
the Church Of Fngland, the significant moment of the 
child-welcoming ceremony, is tbe splash of Holy Water on the 
baby's bead. Only thm, to an orthodox believer, is the child's 
soul secure ftom harm, as a member of the Church. Among 
Yorubas, both Pagan and Celestial Christian. the conferring of 
the name is the aucial JOOO'Iel'f Only at that moment of 
nomenclature does the child truly become a Y oruba or a 
Heaven.protected member of the Celestial Church of Christ, 
with his or her own soul or individuality. 
We arrived during the formal part of the service, before the 
Ceremony had begun. Rows of foldable chairs still lined the 
church, and we took 01ir seats. As Father Peter concluded his 
sermon. I could hear the man sitting bebind me whispering 
about a friend of tbein who had been deported to Nigeria, an 
abnost weekly occureoce in these anti-immigrant days. Pity 
was tempered with amusemeut at the deported one's folly in 
getting caugbt. 
As usual, once the chairs had been cleared away, the 
atmosphere grew more African and relaxed. Glorious Celestial 
music played, a girl group singing in sbril1 Yoruba as drums 
and guitars boomed and nmg. and clave-players expertly 
cracked their criss-crossed sticks. Throughout the Ceremony, 
in singing and in preacbiog. Yoruba and English were used 
alternately. White robed Shepherds and elders of the church 
swayed in unison. 
When the musicians subskted, all had been made ready, a desk 
with chairs placed in the central aisle. Most of the aisle, from 
the desk to the altar, had been piled with delicious-looking 
fresh fruit, great bunches of bananas, grapes, apples, 
pineapples and cocoouts. Prophetess Skerritt, a pale, freckled 
West Indian convert, sat in her white robes at the desk, 
holding the yet un-named baby in her 8DDS. Only eight days 
old, the required age for the ceremooy. tbe little fluffy-beaded 
girl seemed anxious.. bereft of her mother. Her father sat near 
the Prophetess. but her mother would be deemed unclean for 
forty days after giving birth. 1be equally-anxious mother stood 
outside in the ball, peeping like a woman barred from visiting 
her child in a fever hospital. 
Over on the women's side of the aisle, relatives of the parents 
stood against the wall, dressed in the fimtastic colours and 
silvery headwraps of f.ashiooable Nigeria. On our more sober 
side of the aisle, Michae1 Tunde and myself also stayed in the 
rear, as ooly those who wear the white 'soutaue' have complete 
freedom to move arouud while a lel'vice is going on. 
Prophetess Skerritt now aroee aDd held the baby aloft, a little 
bundle in white. 'Ibree prophets and three prophetesses stood 
close by. 1t was a dramatic m<meot. Like tbe Faeries at the 
christeoing of the Sleepiog Beauty. the prophets and 
prophetesses prayed tbat the baby girl might be gifted with 
WISdom, Prosperity and HeaJth. No wicked Faerie appeared to 



mar the scene, but the new Sleeping Beauty awoke and cried 
dismally for a minute or two. Prophetess Skerritt soon calmed 
her. 'Prophets' and 'Prophetesses' were no empty titles. but apt 
descriptioos of church leaders traiDed in psychic powers. 
None but the Prophets and Prophetesses knew the name God 
would confer upon the tiny scrap of mortality held in 
Prophetess Skerritrs arms. In tbe Celestial Church, panms 
and relatives do not choose names for tbeir cbildren, but first 
hear the name with happy surprise at the Ceremony. 
A tall, impressive Prophet unrolled a scroll of parchment 
worthy of any Royal Proclamation. and read aloud in English: 
The child's name is Mary Adek/cun!' 
Relatives gasped in wonderment. Several more names were 
added as the scroll unrolled. The Prophet announced 'Mary' as 
'Merry' some of the time. A metal ttay was brougbt forward, 
containing sugar, honey and salt Sugar and honey were placed 
on the child's lips to the cry of 'May your life be sweet!' 
Next, the tall Prophet dipped his finger in the salt and placed a 
grain or two on Mary's mouth. 
'Salt is for preservation! May you also be pressrtlflt1 from all 
harm!' he boomed. 
Overjoyed, the father gave a cheer, then leaped into the air 
with a shout of 'Hallelujah!' Unable to cootain herself: Mary's 
mother burst open the church doors and also cried 'Hallelujah!' 
in respoose, her eyes shining. Several members laugbed 
sympathetically. The mother bad only leant forward, and had 
not set foot in tbe church, so all was well Maiy Adelekun now 
definitely existed in the eyes of God, and the main part of the 
ceremony was over. 
Loud, exciting music burst out anew. with the thud of palms 
on drums, and men and women alike began a bendy, 
half-crouched Jack-knifing dance. Walls of Yoruba gospel 
music nmg out from the band, song after song, with an 
occasional chorus in English. 'Michael, Row the Boat Ashore, 
Hallelujah!' 
Father Peter walked up and down, scattering Holy Water. 
Women appeared from somewhere behind the scenes with tray 
after tray of hot food. Micbael Tunde and I had cans of fizzy 
drink pressed on us. 
1f you must go, have your rice and meat in Chinese style, ' a 
kindly woman in a yellow sash urged Michael, handing him a 
hot takeaway carton. 
'Refusal would be a great insult, ' he whispered as we left. 
'When I was named as a baby, in traditional pre-Chrlstian 
style, a cola nut was broken for my prophecy. Cola-nuts are 
important to most Yorubas, but to the Celestial Church 
people they are an abomination, like alcohol. Most 
non-Celestial Naming Ceremonies have cola nuts served and 
plenty of gin and whisky, but Celestials get fruit instead 
Palm oil is sacred to most Yorubas, but Celestials regard it 
as Pagan and use olive oil at ceremonies. Only in the 
Celestial Church do children get surprise names from God at 
the Naming Ceremony. Parents and relatives usually choose 
children's nama, all over Nigeria. In England, nearly all 
Nigerian parents are afraid that their children will grow up 
as Jamaicans, as the Jamaican influence is so strong in 
British schools. 
'All the children at Cloudesley Square talk like Jamaicans, 
unless they've just come over from Nigeria, ' I said 'White 
children and Indian children become Jamaicanised too - it's 
just part of London life. ' 
'Wel� Nigerians are srored as Hell about this!' 
Later, back at 'Cele,' I asked why a baby bad to be Named 
when it was eight days old. 
Turn to your Bible and read Luke Chapter Two, verse 
Twenty One, ' came the reply. 
"And then eight days were accomplished for the drcumdsing 
of the child, his name was called Jesus, which was so named 
of the Angel bf!jore he was conceived in the womb. " 

Where Romford Road leads tmffic from the East End to the 
dreary north eastern suburbs of London, there stands a large 
red brick Victorian church. A thick-set tower with windows 
shoots up ftom one corner of the somewhat misshapen 
churchm lending it the air of a school crossed with a fire 
station. Inside, it has been newly refurbished, with shiny 
pblewood floors on several levels, a kitcben, a dance floor (for 
services) and even a minstrels' gallery. Ever since the Grand 
Official Re-opening 8Dd Dedication in September, 1993, the 
church has been known as the 'Ultra Modern Cathedral 
Church. ' of the Celestial Church of Christ. The official name 
of the church is '&venth Year Parish, ' because God provided 
a place seven years after Oshotfa died. 
Mastermind and guiding spirit behind this church is Doctor 
Reverend Captain L A Haastrup, tbe Evangelist-in-Charge. A 
big, forceful, energetic man, Rev. Hasastrup is a former ship's 
captain and also captain of sevel8l indistries and businesses in 
the neighbourhood of Port Harcourt, Nigeria. These include 
the Concord Holiday 8Dd Health Farm Resort Ltd.. the 
Haastrup Line, the Haastrup Industries, Ltd., Haasoil 
Indepeodeot Marketers and Haastrup Communications Ltd. AB 
ambitious in the spiritual as in the commercial reabn, be 
spends much of his time in the East End, pastoring his church. 
The cburch had been opened with immense cenmony. the 
official Scissor Bearer cutting a tape across the doorway. The 
Dedication sevice lasted a week, some of the worshippers 
�iog on the premises. 
I looked on the third day of the Dedicatioo, and was presented 
to Rev. H.aastrup with great formality. Fellow-Celestials 
treated him with (ahem) reverence, ducking and bowing. Since 
S.B. Oshoffa diecL the affairs of the Celestial Church of Christ 
have been in turmoil. The Leader of the Church is now 
Revereod AA. Bada, said to be Oshotfa's named successor. 
However, some Celestials hold this in dispute. Very keen to 
show he was a peaamaker, H.aastrup invited Bada and his 
contestants for the Celestial crown to take part in the 
Dedication ceremonies. The Leader could not make it, but 
Oshoffa's son, Evangelist Ebenezer, was presellts together with 
other Celestial bigwigs. Oshoffa's widow, Superior Senior 
Prophet Elizabeth. had been invited. but sent her apologies. 
Enormous hot meals of rice and meat were being seved when I 
arrived, and church ladies competed with one another in 
carrying the tastiest portions in bowls to Rev. Haastrup . So 
the Rev. was in great spirits when we met. Wrth his floppy 
velvet Tudor hat, small chin-beard and impressive stature, he 
reminded me of a Nigerian Henry vm with spectacles. To my 
regret, I found I bad missed the strangest Dedication 
ceremony, a setvice held around an empty coffin draped in 
flags, the coffin symbolising the death and Ascension to 
Heaven of the Prophet Oshotfa. 
'We kept the coffin a secret, berouse if it were lcnown, every 
Celestial member in England would be here, and the place 
would be too crowded. ' I was told. 
In tbe dining room, there was a roar of conversati� and my 
eyes were dazzled by the colourful dresses and head-ties of the 
women. Musical instruments �re heaped in a corner, 
tentatively practised on by small children. One bright-eyed boy 
beat out a rhythmic tattoo on the cooga drums. Carrying my 
shoes, I sidled through the crowrds to the small shoe I'OOID, 
whose floor was lined with footwear. Padding about in my 
socks, as church custom decreed. I explored the modernised 
iDterior of the former Methodist Church. Steps led here and 
there, the polished floors gleamed and the minstrel's gallery 
awaited the musicians and Holy Motown girl group. When 
these came on, tbe service started I took my seat beneath a 
ceiling hung with blue and white balloons, and tried to join in 
the singing. 

'Little ants give thanks to God, 
&md of sea shore offer thanks. 

- - ---------------------------



Let us also give our thanks! 
Hallelujah to the Lord! 

He takes care of every ant. ' 
Many of the songs and messages were in Y oruba, but at least 
two thirds of the Dedication that day was in English. Ai a 
meeting on the previous day, I learned. somebody had 
propbesised tbat the cars parked outside in the road ought to 
be blessed People bad run out of the church, scattered Holy 
Water on the cars, and made wax crosses of candle grease on 
the windscreens. Unaware that their cars bad been so 
honoured the good-humoured Cockneys of Romford Road 
must have scratched their heads in puzzlement when they 
returned to find their vehicles wet and X-marked. I explained 
the mystery to one Cockney family, and they took it in good 
part. Cars belonging to church members bad been driven over 
lit candles planted in the road, for an extra blessing. 
Welcoming Superior Evangelist P H.Ajose, a big jolly 
moustaciod man in crimson robes, Reverend Haastrup bad this 
to say; 
"Our preacher is Bada's representative! After the death of 
Pro�t Oshoffa, our Founder, people have been trying to 
divide the Celestial Church. But the Church should remain 
one! Every religion finds itself incltMJed in the Celestial 
Church! Moslems and Roman Catholics are invited on the 
first Thursday of every month. You will see tlu:zt some 
members are lying on the floor, under sheets, with candles 
burning. They seek Healing, so we shall le� them as we 
proceed, and just let the Angels do the wor.l: ' 
After reading several verses ftom the Book of Jeremiah, 
Evangelist Ajose delivered a resounding blow against the sin 
of Murder. 
'Murderers are vile. they are wicked. the are Anti-Christ. 
they .. .  they are killers/ ' he  exclaimed passionately. Criminals 
of all kinds were condemned equally, and the man next to me 
grew un.easy. He had kindly offered to share his hyum book 
with me. 
'Excuse me, I must go outside, I saw some white youths 
standing near my car, ' he muttered. 
As the music played, two long lines of men and women in 
white danced to the altar bearing silver trays piled high with 
fruit, cocoouts, oranges, pineappJes, grapes and bananas. This 
delicious offering. or sacrifice, was later eaten by the 
congregation who sat around on the floor and feasted joyously. 
Some of the women had beautiful lace patterns on their 
soutanes. a sign of superior rank. 'Celestial' is a beirarcbial 
church with many grades of Shepherd and Prophet. 
Lac&-bearers are known as Lace Superior Sisters. 
While speeches, prayers and Y oruba soogs followed one 
another. my eyes kept straying to a large coffin-like object 
covered by a white cloth. Could it be another empty coftin? M 
last the mystery was solved, as a statuesque Shepherdess 
ceremoniously removed the cloth to reveal a large cake! It was 
shaped like an open book. covered in icing. with messages on 
both 'pages.' written in blue icing on white. Oshoffa's name 
headed each page. More speeches \\"ere made over the cake� 
both in Yoruba and in English, and then church dignitories 
were invited to cut. First the men and then the women gravely 
cut neat slices out of the cake with a silver wedding-ake 
trowel, and ate tbem with evident enjoyment. The Celestial 
Church of Christ could almost be called a gourment church, 
with a kitcben tbat is always busy. No wonder the women's 
headwear resembles chefs hats. Such enjoyment has a serious, 
symbolic side, for everyone grew solemn when the name 
'Oshoffa' was finally sliced up and swallowed. 
A glorious throaty trumpet sounded above the soulful organ 
and insistent drums, as tbe hymn 'Jehovah, Onibu Ore' was 
sung from a song-sheet. I mimed along with the rest, in good 
School Assembly &shion, and suddenly realised that the words 
bad become English: 'Jehovah The Beniifactor. ' 

Thou who did pass Thy order to 
Birds of the air to traffic in 

Delicious bread and flesh indeed 
For Prophet Elijah. 

By Jordan River, hearken unto us 
Who call up Thy name. 

To make provision for our daily needs 
In ways mysterious for Thy chosen one, 

King in rich abundance!' 
Redolent of mystery and hunger, the song wailed on from a 
thousand throats, like a choral 'free form' blues. Three 
trumpets weaved and bobbed, seemingly trying to outdo one 
another in a 'cutting contest' - not cake-artting, but competitive 
jazz-playing of the kind once beard amoog the saxophone 
players of Kansas City. I later found that each trumpeter 
represented a di1fereot church. Even if they were trying to 
outdo one another, the effect was one of glorious hannony. No 
such trumpet music, with a 'gospel voice,' has been beard since 
the 1ast heady days of1he jazz era in America. 
The evening ended with an exchange .of voices, or chants, 
between tbe whole congregation and the band. Sometimes the 
congregation seemed to chant a question in Yoruba and receive 
a musical reply. At other temes they made a triumphant 
statemeot, capped by one yet more triumphant from tbe 
musicians. Wrth swollen cheeks� tbe musicians blew notes that 
no doubt conespooded to the chanted words, for Yoruba is a 
tonal language. In Y oruba tradition, dnun-playing imitates 
speech and can send messages for miles - the  'bush telegraph.' 
Then came a collection, the Benediction and the saluting of the 
four corners of the church, with seven 'Hallelujahs' for each 
corner. 
Afterwards. I wandered around in my socks and admired the 
grotto-like Mercyland, with its figure of the Virgin Mary 
standing over a sandpit, or holy beach, in prayerful attitide. 
This outdoor Mercyland resembled an aquarium, as it bad 
been mclosed by transparent perspex around the vestry's 
French windows. I peered through the glass at Maiy on the 
sacred sand. It is said, in 'Cele, ' that if you ligbt a candle and 
pray seven times in Mrecyland, God will amwer any request. 
Ever since I recieved a Celestial Church Prophecy, or holy 
fortune-telliDg, I had woodered how the Church Prophets and 
Prophetesses were trained. Before I left, I asked Rev. Haastrup 
about this. 
'Future Prophets and Prophetesses are made to hold small 
objects, ' be told me. Then the chief examiningProphet asks 
each member ofthe group to tell him wlu:zt the others are 
holding. Some get it wrong - tlu:zt's because they are 
controlled by the wrong spirits! The Prophet keeps on asking 
people, once they are "in the spirit, " in a spirit-filled trance, 
and some get right answers because the spirits are from God 
Others keep on being wrong, because the spirits in tMm are 
not from God When a trainee gets everything right, he or 
she is a Prophet or Prophetess. ' 
In just such a repetitive way did Elizabeth, the 'African Witch' 
of Joyce euys novel, train a little girl novice in the arts of 
pre-Christian Nigerian magic. Eveutually the child's 'outer 
self, ' was wom away and she became psycbic, an apt pupil 
for the formidable Elizabeth. 'The African Witch' was 
published in the 1930's. Reverend Haastrup would not be 
amused to see the techniques of his church compared with 
those of a 'Witch' or fetish priestess. 
Some Nigerians do accuse the Celestial Church of Christ of 
practising Wrtchcraft. I discovered one of1hese critics not long 
ago, thanks to a visit to my friend Chris the Printer. 
Chris Thomas is the English D8llle of a tall, good-looking 
Beninais member of the Celestial Church. I often visit him in 
his little printer's shop at Haggeston, in the East Eod. 
Sometimes his two playful young sons are there, making merry 
as their harrassed father answers phone calls concerning 



wedding invitations and business cards. Thomos 
Reprographics' would be a flourishing business if only the 
customers paid their bills. 
When I called there the other day and asked 'How's tric/cs?' 
Chris wearily gestured towards the Board Of Shame. Here, on 
the wall, he has pinned all his bounced cheques. If only they 
badnt been dWJ, he WOU1<1 be a riCh man t0<1ay. I<lly, I scanne<1 
the signatures. 
Prince Banlrole-Ojo, ' I  read. 
'Why, this one's a prince!' I exclaimed. 'You'd think he'd be 
above bouncing cheques!' 
'Not only a prince - he's a pastor!' Chris told me sadly. 
Wishing my friend better luck with his customers in the future, 
I took a bus up to Ball's Pond Road, and looked into the Africa 
Vidoe Centre.1bere, to my surprise, I came across a magazine 
called 'SOUL WINNERS� On the cover was a picture of the 
editor , beaming, bespectacled Pastor Bankole, also known as 
Reverend Doctor Bankole Ojo, the President of Soulwinners 
International Christian Missionaries (Worldwide). I g]anced 
through the mag and saw that it was addressed mainly to 
Nigerians who bad grown disilluisoned with the Celestial 
Church of Christ or with similar 'spiritual, white garment 
churches. ' In all probability, a magazine that attacked Chris 
Thomas's church bad been printed on Chris's own Origina 
Heidelburg. machine completely free of charge! (Later, I now 
learn that Pastor Bankole has paid up like a gentleman). 
In an attack on magic in church, Bankole printed the 
Testimony of Joseph Olatoye Faluna. Drifting around London, 
unlucky in jobs and in love, Joseph had sought solutions for 
his problems in a 'white garment church. ' 
Apparently, he bad been told to equip himself with candles, 
cl� red soil and coins. He had handed two hundred and fifty 
pounds to a church leader, and was taken to the seaside at 
night. 1bere, on the deserted beach, both men faced the waves 
as if in devotion to a sea god. Acting in his mysterious 
mentor's instructions, Joseph kneeled and prayed. 
� I lcnelt down, I heard some weird birds malcing strange 
noises, ' he afterwards wrote in 'SOUL WINNERS. ' These 
birds were probably right-flying seagulls, not supernatural 
devil-birds as Joseph appeared to imagine. In any case. the 
prayers did not work, and Joseph's bad luck continued. One 
day, he met Pastor Bankole, who urged him to accept Jesus. 
Joseph did so, and according to his testimony, employment and 
love soon came his way. 
An article by Bankole in the same journal showed that magic 
spells were not regarded by him as nonsense, but as all-too 
real manifestations of Satan, to be conquered by prayer. 
There is absolutely nothing to fiar in Satan and all His 
worh, ' Pastor Bankole states, sanguinely. 'Whatever weapon 
they fashion against you, be it �ow. gun, spear candle (any 
colour) matches, incense oil, cutleass, hoe, needle, thread, 
alligator pepper, incantations, night meetings in the trees, in 
the rivers, in the bush at the three junctions, in the air, 
wherever, shnll in no way prosper. ' 
A lighter note was provided by a joke column. 
Teacher: 'What is a Witch or a cannibal?' 
Pupil: '1 don't lcnow, sir' 
Teacher: 'What would you be if you ate your mother and 
father?' 
Pupil: � orphan, sir. ' 
Later. I learned that Bankole had once been an Assistant 
Evangelist in the Celestial Church of Christ, but had broken 
away to form the Soulwinners Ministry, apparently run on 
more orthodox Pentecostalist lines. He secured a major coup 
when enlisted by a 'Black' televison crew, who sought to show 
the Celestial Church as a Devil-worshipping Witchcraft cult. 
This they did by interspersing shots of innocent Father Peter at 
the Cloudesley Square 'Cele' with studio montages of 
frightening Black Magic equipment set up by programme 

organisers. Then Bankole came on and roundly accused the 
Celestial Chruch of being 'money mad' because members had 
to pay for holy candles. 
The starting-price for such candles is usually twenty pence, 
but some members believe that the more they pay the more 
efficacious their prayers may be. Although Father Peter's 
sennons at ·cete· may seem strange to BDgUSJl Clll1st1ans, he 
and his fellow Leaders are not 'money-mad,' an epithet that 
more accurately fits white American stadium-hiring 
evangelists. Apparently, the television people bad sent a spy to 
Cloudesley Sqaure, who took clandestine film and hid a 
microphone in the Mercyland sand. 

Filled with curiosity. I attended one of Pastor Bankole's 
meetings at Cissold Road, Stoke Newington. A large, bleak 
hall, beside a tower block estate, was packed from end to end 
with excited, happy-looking Nigerians, men in suits and 
women in bright traditional costume. Probably most of them 
were Yorubas, as were the preachers and musicians on the 
stage. Quite a few West Indians and English people were also 
present, all full of high spirits, leaning forward or bouncing in 
their seats in fevour. On stage, a girl group sang shrilly to the 
music of keyboards and a drum machine. 
I could not dislike Pastor Bankole, a frenetically jolly, tubby, 
quick-moving, fast-talking man, gleaming with sweat and 
spectacles, like a fast-forwarding Mr Pickwick. He bad little to 
say on his own account. but appeared to be a build-up man for 
the star of the evening, Pastor .Anwuzia, just over from 
Nigeria. It was clear that Bankole hero-worshipped Anwuzia, 
and seemed oveljoyed at his good luck in procuring such a 

speaker. 
A roar of applause heralded Anwuzia's appearance. He was a 
young man, dad in white robes, with a shadowy beard around 
his chin. 
'Here is the Man of God, a man who truly follows Our Lord 
Jesus Christ, a man you must all listen to - Pastor .Anwuzia!' 
shouted Pastor-Prince Bankole. 

MY friends, I have a message, only believe, believe.. .  and 
wealth shall be yours!' Anwuzia pronounced in thrilling tones. 
Everyone in the audience went wild at this news, and huge 
women leaped from their seats, clapping. screaming and 
ululating. When the applause had died down, Anwuzia 
explained that wealth could be obtained through Giving. 



'Give now, with prayer in your heart, and within one week it 
shall be returned a thousandfold God will send you the 
increase! One thousandfold! Just think! Praise the Lord!' 
An usher passed up and down the ball with a bucket, into 
which five, ten and twenty pound notes were thrust 
rapturously. Another burst of preaching was followed by 
another bucket, aoo another, aru1 an01ller. FJna.Uy, lt was over, 
and free food was served to the worshippers. I introduced 
myself to Bankole, who shook my hand cordially, but said that 
he had no time to ra1k. Pastor Anwuzia swept out to his car, 
followed by his entourage, Pastor Bankole and many other 
well-wishers, all behind him in single file. 
'You see how they follow him everywhere, just like the 
Disciples of Jesus, ' came a voice at my elbow. It was Mike, a 
West Indian acquaintance, now seemingly unbalanced by 
religious zeal. He accompanied me back to my bus stop 
occasionally pausing to shout or hit at his three anxious, 
starveling children. 
'Demons and agents of Witchcrqft are everywhere, ' he intoned 
ominously. Tyrone, get out of the way of that car, are you 
mad?' 
When I described the meeting to a Jamaican friend, she 
declared that I had seen a 'Prosperity Churck ' This  was a new 
one on me. Hitherto, I had vaguely classified Protestant 
Churches as High or Low, in the Anglican manner. A! the 
High end of the spectrum is the fast-vanishing Calm Church, a 
place of stillness, stained glass, cool grey stone, organ music 
and carefully-reasoned sennins. In Low-style churches, loud 
rhythm, raw emotions and shouted messages lead to a different 
experience of God, a one-ness through Shamanic possession 
and a return to the ancient idea of Healing by Faith and the 
casting out of Demons . Celestial' Christians combine elements 
of High and Low, fused together by traditional Y oruba lore. 
Prosperity Churches seem to be a Low Church offshoot -
instead ofHealing, their leaders invoke God to cure poverty. In 
so doing, they may well fall under the spell of Mammon. 
A week later, I attended another Yoruba Prosperity Church, a 
stone's throw from the Cloudesley Square Celestial Church of 
Christ. It seemed to me that Pastor Bankole-Ojo had little right 
to condemn the 'Celestial Church' as being 'money-mad.' This 
church too was full, though the audience, all Nigerians, were 
more calm than the leaping crowds who had rejoiced around 
Pastor Anwuzia. As I entered, the mild Pastor began his 
sermon, urging wives in the congregation to forgive their 
husband's unfaithfulness. 
'Adultery is wrong, but the most important thing is to save 
the marriage, ' he declared. 'Now I must ask a question. Why 
are so many Christians below the poverty line? There is no 
need to be poor if you have faith in God My own wife, 
speaking in the Spirit as the Spirit descended on her, asked 
the Spirit of Poverty to leave her. So then the Spirit of 
Poverty appeared to her in the very room. He was a skeleton 
holding a basket Imagine that! In my very house! If I had 
been there at the time, I would have been frightened. really 
scared What he had in the baslcet, I do not know. Slowly, the 
Spirit of Poverty left my house forever. There was also a big 
snake and an alligator in the room. The alligator made for 
the window, but the big snake caught it and swallowed it. 
;All this while, my wifo prayed for the Holy Spirit to touch 
her tongue. Now her tongue is blessed Anything she asks for, 
she can get. We have banished Poverty, and with prayer and 
fasting, you can do the same. Hal-lelujah!' 
Ahhough the coogregation repeated the Pastor's 'Hallelujah' 
with many embellisbments, they seemed more restrained and 
sceptical than the people at the Anwuzia meeting. 
'Did you know that some of the people outside in the street 
aren't human?'  the Pastor pursued. 'Satan has the power to 
put his spirit into corpses. Evil Spirits look for bodies and go 
into corpses to make them get up and walk and talk. Such 

corpses pass as human, but it is the Devil inside them. Just 
look at some of the people outside. You can tell the ones who 
are not human, because of the their funny eyes. ' 
A! this, a young man laughed outright. 
This is no laughing matter! This is serious! Now is time for 
our discussion - Can Fallen Angels go to Heaven?' 
FUll or keen tmerest, 1lle congregation vte<t wtth one another, 
opinion for opinion. 
Since some people pray to 'Fallen Angels,' the arguments had 
a practical side to them. All the same. I decidced to slip away, 
taking with me the latest edition of Bankole's 
'SOULWINNERS, ' on sale in the lobby. It contained an attack 
on 'Mercyland Sand,' holy candles and other cherished 
practices and artefacts of the Celestial Church of Christ. 
'Herbalists' were also condmened, along with all Magicians, 
and a quiz on the back pages offered prizes of thirty pounds 
apeice. 
One advertisement caught my eye, for a video of Reverend 
Balogun, a refonned herbalist who had been 'the head of 
Witches and Wizards worldwide for thirty eight years, ' before 
his conversion to the Redeemed Church. · 
'Hear his testimony exposing Ogbonis, Witches, Wizards and 
False Prophets, ' I read. (Ogbonis are devotees of an Earth 
Spirit cult. and have developed into a traditional Y oruba 
equivalent of Freemasons. Judges, barristers and politicians 
are often members of Ogbooi. 
Outwardly, the anti-Celestial 'Prosperity Churches' I had seen 
resembled ordinary Penetecostal fellowships. 
Prayers, hymns and music were not unlike those heard in 
chapel-type congregations of English, Welsh or West Indian 
worshippers. Only the sermons differed. taking me into a 
nightmare world from which I was very glad to emerge. 

* * * *  
So what might be the future of the Celestial Church of Christ 
and its fervent soutane-dad worshippers gathered at the 
Mercy land? 
The boom time for converts seems to be over. Some of my 
friends have left, and change and unrest hover perilously near 
the unseen Angels in the incense-laden air. 
'Celestians!' Father Peter addressed his flock recently. 'Ever 
since the Prophet Oshoffa died in 1985, the Celestial Church 
has been sinking. A ship jettisons cargo when it sinlcs, so see 
tlult you do not become that cargo. ' 
Prophet Oshoffa ruled over the church he founded for thirty 
eight years, until his death. From his deathbed, in Nigeria, 
Oshotfa declared that God had chosen Pastor Alexander Bada 
to be the new prophet-ruler of 'Celestial.' This appointment 
wasn't taken too well by some priests and prophets. Dissenters 
were dismissed from the church and some looked around for a 
way to discredit Prophet Bada. 
Soon the new Prophet found himself accused of Paganism! 
Had he not worn a necklace of 'fetish cowrie shells' when he 
was annointed Head of the church? Such cowries, it was 
claimed, there of a type used by 'herbalists' when performing 
acts of 'black spiritualism' (non-Christian magic). 
Prophet Bada defended himself from the charge of using 
cowries to cast spells by saying that a 'strange man' had given 
him the shells. 
According to this man, Founder Oshoffa had discovered the 
cowries on a West African beach during a prayer session in 
1957. On seven Bibles the unamed man had sworn tbat these 
were Oshotfa's cowries. They had Christian powers, he said, 
and would provide the owner with food and money. Upon 
receiving the cowries, Prophet Bada put them in a drawer and 
forgot all about them. He denies all accusations of 'Paganism . •  ' 
and there the matter rests. 
It is my belief that all this is a storm in an (ahem) sea-shell, 
and the Celestial Church of Christ will endure. 



'It: however. the Church does split up into schisms, the West 
African style of 'spiritual worship,' in whitre robes, with drwns 
and bells. will continue. ever-growing. until Judgement Day. 

Roy Kerridge 
London, November 2001 
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The Emergence Of The 
Christian Witch 

The following appeared in the excellent publication 
HISTORY TODAY', last November. It provides a fascinating 
insight into the background of the the Christian concept of 
Witches and their craft, and so here, without further ado are 
the 'highlights ' ofthe piece, written by P. G. Maxwell-Stuart. 
It begins with the emergence of Christianity as the dominant 
religion in the Roman world, and the subsequent difficulties 
the infant faith had in dealing with the concept of magic. 
Magical practitioners were as widespread as they were 
numerous, and were highly regarded by those who clung to 
Pagan beliefs. 
Those who sought to convert to Christianity initially did so on 
the understanding that the priests or orders of monks would be 
able to exercise the same degree of control over the 
supernatural forces that impinged on the lives of 'mere 
ordinary mortals,' as did the Pagan magicians. 
This stubborn clinging to the 'old ways,' persisted as late as the 
twelfth century. Saints played a major role in this preternatural 
activity. They worked their fair share of wonders and miracles, 
exorcising Demons and curing the sick. Even the once-sacred 
amulets of long-forgotten gods, were remoulded to represent 
Christian deities. and were worn by converts as good luck 
talismans in exactly the same way as their Pagan forebears. 
1bese selfsame converts also considered that Jesus Himself 
must have been a great magician, seeing as how He was so 
successful at expelling Evil Spirits, feeding the starving 
multitudes and turning bread and wine into representations of 
His own body and blood. 
This attitude obviously caused the Church a great deal of 
concern. Christian missionaries were able to draw on Pagan 

willingness to accept the possibility of the downright 
miraculous more or less without reservation, and hence belief 
in Christ's resurrection and the efficacy of the sacrements; but 
still they had to explain why the miracles of Christ Himself: or 
those of the Apostles or later Saints were genuine, whereas 
those of Pagan magicians such as the first-century AD Simon 
MagUs. or his comemporary. ApOllonius of Tyre, were 
fraudulent. 
They also set about re-interpreting the notion of nature spirits 
and Pagan Gods, and transfonned them into the denizens of 
Hell, ruled by the Fallen Angel, Lucifer or Satan. Daimones, 
the intermediary spirits akin to Faeries, once worshipped by 
the Romans, became Evil Spirits and in that guise were 
associated with every branch of magic because of the 
supposed pact between them and human beings. 
The Christian concept of the creation of the world also 
required a major overhaul of the once-accepted theology. As 
Maxwell-Stuart points out; 'Everything took on a Manichean 
aspect; God was mi"ored by Satan, (even though Satan was 
always acknowledged, at least in theory, to be weaker and 
not divine); creation became a battle · ground between the 

forces of Good and Evil, with humans allowed, by free will, 
to choose which side they would fight upon; and Angels were 
divided into ranlcs and had their counterparts in Hell. ' 
Concepts and beliefs . in supernatural power, such as the Evil 
Eye however, continued to hold sway over many people's lives, 
although the efficacy of such fonns of 'Black Magic' could 
now be countered by the power of prayer and recourse to the 
wearing of Christian amulets. Meanwhile. those who sought to 
cast wicked spells against their fellow man, could now be 
identified as being 'adherents of Satan' and therefore idolaters 
and apostates of Hell. 
As Maxwell-Stuart points out; � a result, the early 
Christian state came to treat magicians of any lcind and their 
clients as potential trouble-makers or even enemies. The 
collcection ·of edicts known as the Theodosian Code (AD 
428), which contained legal pronunciamenti from more or 
less the whole of the fourth century, forbade conSultation of 
magicians and diviners, regarded necromancy as being 
highly dangerous, since it sought to foretell the future by 
raising and communicating with the dead, and imposed the 
death penalty on practitioners of magic. 
Those who confossed to worlcing harmful or poisonous magic 
(maleflcium and veneficium) or had been found guilty therof 
by due process of law, were not allowed to appeal against 
their sentences and their families were liable to lose any 
possible inheritance; nor were convicted defendants able to 
benefit from any Imperial pardons issued in honour of Easter 
or to celebrate a birth in the Imperial Family. 
'Indeed, being a worker of harmful magic was considered 
sufficient cause for a woman to sue her husband for divorce, 
as though he were a murderer or a violator of graves, and 
some of the edicts went as far as to describe magic in 
medical terms, as a pollution which contaminates those who 
come into contact with it. ' 
The state had no qualms about imposing the death sentence 
against magicians who dabbled in neferious arts, but the 
Church (in marked contrast to the later. Medieval Witch 
Persecutions) were much more reluctant to add their voice to 
the call for the carrying out of the ultimate sentence. Eager to 
show they had a huge capactiy for forgiveness. the Church 
would seek to guide the offenders along the path to 
redemption, by the issuing of a stem verbal rebuke, a session 
of fasting and the uttering of countless prayers. 
In contrast to this comparatively lenient attitude, some of the 
laws passed by the Church Councils between the fourth and 
eight centuries were more than a little eccentric. Women were 
forbidden from keeping watch m cemeteries, one asswnes on 
the grounds 1hat they might be tempted to rifle the graves or 



seek to invoke the spirits of the dead. People were not to call 
Angels by names not to be found in Scripture, a prohibition 
clearly aimed at the ingrained custom of including Hebrew and 
Egyptian names in magical invocations. Also on the 'forbidden 
list' is showing excessive devotion to certain Angels, such as 
Michael. The explanation for this we presume, is that such 
adoration might be uncomfortably close to Pagan worship. 
'Witches, magicians, diviners and other practitioners of the 
occult sciences did not exist on the margins of society in late 
antiquity, nor were they confined to a particular group by 
virtue of age, sex, or education. Anyone at all, cleric or 
layman, might practise magic in some form at one time or 
another. We should also avoid drawing strict boundaries 
between magic, religion and the natural sciences. Parents 
with a sick child, for example, might offer prayers for its 
recovery, turning to the priest for exorcism if the illness were 
of a kind which warranted that assistance, and seeking the 
help of an apothecary or amateur herbalist for infusions or 
poultices whose ingredients might or might nor be gathered 
in accoradance with astrological calculations, and put 
together and administered to the accompaniment of prayers 
or magical formulae, or both. Magic was not an exotic 
recourse to which people turned when religion or 'science ' in 
the form of medicine hadfailed or seemed to fail them. It was 
a valid alternative way of seeking to exercise power, or tap 
into the hidden forces of creation, for personal benefit, even 
if the official line of both Chruch and state declared that 
magic was a dubious activity best left alone. ' 

No one, least of all the clergy, it seemed, questioned the reality 
of magic or its (sometimes) beneficial effects. And yet, as 
Christians, they had to deal with the unpalatable truism that 
practising magic was dangerous to the soul, and therefore were 
left with little option other than to publicly condemn those who 
sought recourse to the occult. 
'In the world of late antiquity or the early Middle Ages, it is 
impossible to define someone as a Witch (as opposed, for 
example, to an amateur herbalist, a heretic or a scold), and 
none of the legalisation of the time attempted to do so. 
Offenders were designated offenders by virtue of their 
peiforming various actions or wearing certain objects 
declared by the legalisation to be condmned or forbidden. 
For all practical purposes, the 'Witch' had not yet been 
invented. ' 
Instead, there were simply practitioners of different degrees 
and types of magic, of both sexes, who might well belong to 
any rank of ecclesiastical or lay society. 
It was the crime of heresy that eventually inspired both the 
clergy and the state authorities to clamp do\\'n on 'magicians .' 
It was always inevitable that the Chruch would take a 
less-than-rosy view of any manifestations of magic which it 
did not itself approve or control. For example. if a person 
uttered Christian prayers aimed at affecting the current 
weather conditions, then that was all well and good. But if 
Pagan prayers and rituals were offered to achieve the same 

ends, then that was interpreted at best as being a direct snub to 
the Church, and at worst, outright heresy. 
� a result, magic and heresy were almost bound to be 

perceived as two sides of the same coin. ' 
The consequences of this viewpoint proved to be hugely 
significant. 
Before too long, Paganism and magic would come to be 
regraded as an organised movement \vith its own belief system 
and its own deities, in direct contravention of the Christian 
faith, with its One True God. Once perceieved as being a real 
threat. it was all to easy for the Church to equate 
Paganism/Magic with heresy. 
Thus, in 1437, Pope Eugenius IV issued a bull addressed to 
all inquisitors, deploring the fact that so many people were 
practising various forms of magic, worshipping Evil Spirits, 
and maldng pacts with them. In consequence of this, he said, 
those people were to be arrested, brought before inquisitorial 
tribunals and, with the assistance of the local bishops, tried 
in accordance with canon law, after which they were to be 
punished If necessary, the Pope �ded, the secular 
authorities should be called on to render their assistance. 1 
By the later Middle Ages, the Church had begun to declare 
that Daimones had become a major element in explaining how 
Witches were able to operate. and why an all-powerful God 
allowed them to do so. 
Alfonso de Spina (died 1469), writing in Latin but recording 
some Spanish tenns for spirits and Witches, noted some of 
their names and types; 

'Just as good angels and blessed souls are divided into nine 
ranks, so evil spirits fell frotn these nine into another nine 
ctttegories and damned souls along with thetn. Those evil 
spirits who belonged to the higher grades of the heavenly 
hierarchy became correspondingly worse and more inferior 
in that part of the meridian whose ruler the Psalmist, has 
called "the destuction that wastes at noonday. " 
But there are popular names for many of these spirits and 
their various grades. Sotne are called Fates, others (in 
Spanish) Duende, others Incubi and Succubi. Sotne of thetn 
cttuse wars, others eat and drink with human beings and 
appear in their dreams. Some are said to be generated from 
the smell given off by a man and a woman during sexual 
intercourse, or from planetary rays. Some are 
hermaphrodites, sotne are dean and others filthy. Some 
deceive men - and women who are called jorguinas or brujas 
in Spanish. Many people claim, to have seen spirits of this 
type and stick to the truth of their assertion. '  

The significance of this for Witches is pretty obvious. 
The Daimones in pre-Christian times, were widely regarded as 
being neutral or even benign figures, but as the new religion 
began to establish itself more fully, these entities became 
gradually regarded as evil spirits who had fallen from Heaven. 
And those who continued to worship them were increasingly 
looked upon as malignant heretics, whose sole purpose was to 
sow discord and turn people from the path of Christianity. 
The net result of this was that; 'it became virtually impossible 
for Christian theologians to dissociate the practice of magic 

from traffic with evil spirits; when de Spina discussed 
jorguinas and brujas (different words for "Witch''l, he used a 
verb illudere capable of more than one meaning. The spirits, 
he said, "deceive " them in the sense of ''playing with "  them 
or "makng fools of them, " as well as "using them for sexual 
pleasure. " His is thus a complex description of a sinister 
relationship. 1 
As we move into the Middle Ages, so the penchant for blaming 
virtually any kind of misfortune on the machinations of Evil 
Spirits grew. 
'God might be all-powerful and all-mercifol, but he was 

prepared to permit Satan and his demons to punish people 's 



sins or to test their faith, as the Biblical case of Job 
demonstrated The serried ranks of angels and demons 
became opposing armies in a continual war between good 
and evil. It could therefore be argued trgat any human being 
who practised magic was liable to be doin gso with the hapl 
of Satan and thus to be an enemeny of God 
The sttua/ton was summed up by the fifteenth century 
theologian, Pedro Ciruelo: 

• Anyone who maintains a pact or treaty of frienship with 
the Devil commits a very gmve sin because he is brealdng 
the first commandment and is sinning against God, 
cotnmitting the crime of treason or lese tnajeste. 
His action is also contrary to the religious vow he made 
when he · was baptised. He becomes an apostate from 
Christ, and an idolator who renders service to the enemy of 
God, the Devil.' 
1he scene was all but set then for tbe emergence oftbe classic 
Christian concept oftbe Wrtch. In truth however, the basis for 
'her' behaviour had long since been established. In c. l l l5, for 
example, Guibert de Nogent recorded in his autobiography, 
Monodiae (Solitary Songs) details of the behaviour of certain 
heretics from Soissons . They would meet, he said, in 
UDderground chambers wbere tbey would light candles and 
then, coming up behind a woman who was lying on her 
stomach with her naked buttocks on view for everyone to see, 
they would 'present the candles to her.' (and you can doubtless 
use your own imagination as to precisely what was meant by 
that, Dear Constant Readers!!!) 
After these ritual acts, the cancUes were extinguished, everyone 
shouted 'Cbaos!' and indiscriminate sexual intercourse took 
place. Any baby which might result from tbis orgy, was then_ 
brough to another meeting and thrown ftom one person to 
another through the flames of a large fire until the unfortunate 
child was dead. after which its body was reduced to ashes, 
made into bread, and eaten as a kind of blasphemous 
sacrement. 
These details were by no means unique, and similar tales 
had long been told of all kinds of heretics and, In the early 
days, of Christians themselves. Yet they were adopted with 
only certain changes to provide the picture of Witches' 

. &zbbats, which rapidly became the norm. ' 
But whilst tbe Sabbat itself could be explained away as being 
nothing more than anti-Pagan propaganda, the Witches 
supposed ability to be able to fly had other, more folkloric 
roots. 
The earliest known description of Witches' magically taking to 
the air is to be found in the Canon Episcopi. a piece of canon 
law dating frool c.906 

'Certain wicked women turn themselves round to face 
the other way behind Satan and, led astray by 
hallucinations and Bgments of their imaginations created by 
evil spirits, believe and maintain that during the hours of 
night they ride upon certain beasts along with Diana (a 
Goddess of the Pagans), or with Herodias and an 
innutnerable host of wotnen, traversing many areas of the 
earth in the silent dead of night; that they obey her 
commands as though she were their mistress, and that on 
speci6c nights they are called to her service.' 
Perhaps the most notable aspect of records concerning the 
flight is the degree of scepticism which attended them. 'Ibe 
Canon Eptscopt itself calls such stories hallucinatioos and 
figments oftbe imaginatioo. This sceptical attitude was further 
maintained by tbe likes of John of Salisbury who, in a passage 
devced to dreams and visions, declared that there were S<me 
people who were so driven by their sins and the free rem they 
gave to wicJredness that God made tbem attain such a pitch of 
madness they believed that something they were experiencing 
in spirit was actually happening to them bodily. 

Despite these sceptical views however, the stories of Witches' 
flights maintained a certain allure. Thus in the mid-thirteenth 
century Thomas of Cantimpre told the tale of how a 
nobly-born girl, was carried away at the same time hour each 
evening, by a bunch of Evil Spirits, and although her brother, 
a monk, tried his best to prevent this occurring by grasping her 
1bmly by the arms� as soon as the appointed hour arrived, she 
promptly disappeared. 
And in the early fifteenth century, Jobannes Nider, whose 
Formicarius is considered to be an important repository ofkey 
ideas in the development of the theories surrounding 
Witchcraft and the behaviour of Witches, was informed of the 
experience of a fellow-Dominican who bad arrived at a village 
to be confronted by a woman who claimed that at night she 
flew with DiaDa; and although neither Nider nor his informant 
believed her story, the fact of its being told is enough to 
indicate that belief in such ftigbt was common. Then, in 
c. l440, Martin le Franc, secretary to 1he anti-Pope Felix V, 
wrote a long poem. Champion des Dames, in which two 
speaken exchanged views on Witches and their evil practices. 
One of them descn"bed women going to the Sabbat on foot or 
on sticks, 'flying through the air lilre birds, ' and the 
manuscript illustrated the point with two marginal minatures 
showing one woman astride a besom and the other riding a 
long, stout staff. Significantly, they flew under the heading 
'Vaudoises.' 
'By the second half of the fifteenth century, then, there had 
come Into existence a notion of the Witch which was not 
completely at variance with earlier conceptions and models 
of the magical operator, but which tended to concentrate on 
certain newly developed 'theatrical' (as opposed to everyday 
magical) aspects of her behaviour. In much of the literature 
which was beginning to specialise in these aspects, the Witch 
now seems to have been visualised more or less as 
distinctively female. What's more, her activities were 
described as those of a person who was less a depraved 
individual and more a willing member or adherent of an 
organised anti -Christian sect of Devil-worshipper whose aim 
was to help Satan corrupt the society of the faithful and 
thereby swell the ran/a of the damned in Hell. ' 
November, 2000 'HISTORY TODAY' 

Sakm Witeb� H�lp Yigbt 
Tb� Ulatt On T �Jtttott 

According to reports in the American press, just prior to 
Halloween, entire covens of Witches were planning on joining 
together to achieve a common cause; to aid the victims of the 
September 1 1th attacks on New York and Washington. 
In an eerie echo of the reaction of British Witches during the 
darkest days of 1he Second World War, these Wiccans have 
elected to pool their resources imo both defending their 
homeland ftom malign forces and bringing comfort to the 
spirits of those who have been cut down in the prime of life. 
'Pagans DTfl thinking about the extremely high number of 
people who have died very abruptly since September 11th, ' 
says Grove � project manager of Harvard University's 
Pluralism Project, which apparently bigbligbts the 
multireligi.ous nature ofNorth America. 
The Witches purpose, says Mr Harris, is to 'honour and 
communicate with the spirits of the thousands believed killed 
in the terrorist attach. 
This ti111e of year, states Grove, referring to Halloween, 'is 
about going into the darkness and seeing where you are with 
the blessed ones who have passed on. Many Pagans will link 
with the recent dead through seances, psychic channelling 
and meditative listening. ' 
I'm not exactly sure what practical good this will do for 1he 
tiagically bereaved. but according to tbe account I came 



across, the scheme certainly won't be lacking for support in But if that's what it takes to clear her name, then that's what 
terms of sheer nwnbers. There are anywhere from 200,000 to I'll do. ' 
1 million neo-Pagans living in North America, alooe, two ....:--�f!'1'1'1,_......,...�----�--t...., 
thirds of whom are women. 
These Pagans, Wiccans, call them what you � are at pains 
to point out their religion has nothing whatsoever to do with 
Satanism. An unidentified spokesman was quoted as saying; 
'In fact, this Halloween, with missiles hitting Afghanistan (the 
majority of wbich seem to have an uncanny ability to hit 
tumbledown sheds, Red Cross warehouses, 'ftiendly forces, the 
already shattered homes of innocent civlliaDs . . . Everytbiug in 
facts save those they're supposed to be targettingl� many of 
North America's Witches are holding healing circles for 
peace. 
'Since Paganism Is an ecological religion maintaining that 
all of life is interconnected, most members are inclined to 
shun violence' 
21th October, 2001 USA '1HE ARIZONA REPUBUC' 

The Fear Of 666 
Meanwhile, over in Greece, last year, a civil-servant who also 
happened to be an avid Christian, simply refused to clock on 
for a total of four montbs in order to defeat what he saw as a 
'Satanic conspiracy, ' resulting in him being regularly late for 
work. 
Surprisingly, given that Greek courts are hardly reknowned for 
their sense of justice and fair pJay (witness the appalling 
treatment of those British plane spotters placed in custody just 
recently, for the heinous crime of er .. . spotting pJanes), the 
Supreme Aministrative Court in Athens, ruled that the woman, 
identified only by the initials E.P ., should not be sacked, but 
merely reprimandOO. 
The Council of State found that the Deposits and Loans Fund 
should not have stopped paying the woman her wages simply 
because she refused to use the electronic clocking-in system. 
She explained to her employers, and later to tbe court, tbat the 
microchip on her card contained the dreaded nwnber 666, the 
so-ailled 'Number Of The Beast ' 1be State Legal Council 
duly consulted the software manufacturers, who (what a 
shock!) denied that any Satanic link. 
The court accepted E.P's argument that sbe had signed the 
company book upon eotJy and departure. 
But it still deci� in its ineffable wisdom, tbat she should be 
reprimanded for regularly being a few minutes late over a ten 
month period. 
27th December, 2001 'KATHIMERINI' Athens, Greece. 

I Was A Teenage Witch 
Only in Amercia. ... 
You'd hardly think it was possible in this day and age, but in 
tbe '1and of the (ahem) free,' a sixteen year old girl with the 
really rather marvellous name of Brandi Blackbear. has been 
accused of practising Witchcraft by Union High School 
officials after allegedly placing a curse upon art teacher Kyle 

Kemp. 
Despite ber protestations of innocence, the curse was assumed 
to have been successful when Mr Kemp suddenly fell ill. 
Bnmdi's father, Tim, was quick to leap to his daughter's 
defence by stating that 'She's a good girl with good grades, 
and she had a good group of friends. Her life has been 
tumtld upside down by these accusations. 
'She's an outcast and has srtfered continuous ridicule and 
humiliation from her classmates. 
'Her horrible experiences have caused her a great deal of 
anguish - as well as stopping her from getting a proper 
education 
'It's hard to believe that in the 21st century, rm going to 
court to defend my daughter against charges of Witchcrqft. 

The story began when Brandi was unexpectedly called to see 
school assistant headmaster Charlie Bushyhead, (come on, 
that's gotta be a made up name - Incredulous Ed), who'd 
apparently heard that sbe'd been studying the Wiccan religion. 
Bushybead claims that he was told that Brandi had put a curse 
on a teacher who had been rushed to hospital the nigbt before 
with what turned to be appendicitis. 
Not smprisingly, Bmndi was reduced to tears when 
Bushybead and a school councillor, in true Spanish 
Inquisition-style, literally bombarded her with quite ridiculous 
allegations, (and no doubt screaming 'confess! ! !  confess! ! !  
confess! ! !" over and over like enthusiastic students of that 
infamous Witchfinder, Matthew Hopkins, back in the 17th 

century). 
They were hostile and accused her of being a Witch, ' Tim 
told reporters. They said she cast spells on people including 
Mr Kemp, causing him to be hospitalised Brandi denied the 
accusations until she just wasn't strong enough to 
emotionally to do so. 
Because of continued hostility, she finally admitted she could 
be a member of a Wicca coven. ' 
Bushyhead indicated that a five-pointed star with a circle 
around it written in ink on her hand was 'proof that she was a 
Witch,' along with the fact that she couldn't display religious 
emblems - even though other srudents wore crucifixes. She 
was deemed 'an immediate threat' to the schooland was duly 
suspended for 15 days. 
Classmate Loreua Coleman was quick to jump on the 
bandwagon and claim tbat her fellow pupils had good reason 
to fear Brandi who had begun to 'act weird' by (gasp!) 
dressing differently and streaking her hair red and green. Sbe 
adds, Brandi went to seances and said she hexed people' 
(what? at seances? how's that supposed to make any kind of 
sense? - Totally Bemused Ed). 
Brandi's dad couotered by saying that Kemp was one of 
Bnmdi's favourite teachers and that 'she didn't do anything 
and she was never given the chance to defend herself. All she 
did was check out a book on Wiccafrom the library. ' 
The article I came across thinks it bigbly significant that 
Bnmdi is an avid reader of the horror stories of Stephen King 
and the sbe loves to write macabre short stories. She'd 
allegedly been taking books out of the school library and 
maldng notes, until she was spotted by classmates who, with 
all the cbann of your typical teenager, began taunting her with 
accusatims of W"rtchcraft. To be fair to the author of the 
piece, he or she is keen to higbligiJt the fact that W"tca. bas at 
least 250,000 adherents in the USA, and that its basic tenets 
are not based on Devil worship or Black Magic, but on the 
ce1ebmtim of the elements; Earth. Air, Fire and Water. 



The growing religion, which emphasises petJce and unity 
with nature, is approved by the US government and is 
practised at military bases and aboard US .nm,' vessels. such 
as those Cll1'1'ently stationed in the Gulf and the Indian 
Ocean. '  
It may well be that Brandi's multi-racial background has 
s<medling to do witb tbe Wttcbaa.ft: acct�S8ti<lm. Slle's balf 
Cberokee and woddog clus, and so was always going to be 
singled out as being different in a school reoowned ·for its 
exclusive nature. This would newr have happened if Brandi 
had've been the prom queen or class swot, ' ber dad insists. 
not unreasonably. 'She's just an average kid who goes to 
school, does he1' homework and enjoys kaming. ' 
Brandi's troubles actually began at her previous school, where 
she had respectable grades, a perfect attendance record and no 

disciplinary problems. 
Not loos after tbe tragic events at Colorado's CoJumbiue High 
School, Brandi's principal 8Dd school COUDCiUor had 
questioned her about a story she bad writtm about a boy 
killing several other students. 
Searcbing for weapoos, they seized ber backpact, ransacked 
her locker aud cmfiscated her writings, mostly horror stories, 
which included one about a shooting 011 a school bus. 
'It was just a story about a guy who got on the bus with a 
gun. ' says Tim, not unreasonably. 'And yet she was suspended 
for the rest of the school year. ' 
Her stories were never returned (hey, maybe someone, 
somewhere's planning on publishing tiMm unt.ler their own 
name - Cyncial &V.the Blackbears believe tbey"ve been 
destroyed, 8Dd sooo after Bnmdi was branded an outcast. 
Taunted constantly by kids asking if they were 'on her hit list 
of potential victims, • Brandi inevitably fell behind in her 
studies and bad difficulty catching up when sbe started high 
schoool. The gossip about her reputation soon reacbed her new 
principal aud she was subsequently singled out as a potential 
problem child. 
The American Civil Liberties Union. which Tim's wif� Toni. 
38, contacted, is suing the school for violating Braudi's civil 
rights, and is dernatvting millions in damages. 
A spokesman for the ACLU was quoted as saying; 'Kids were 
asking Brand/ how and why she did tt, after they'd heard a 
rumour that she'd put a spell on one of the teacher's. ' 
The pentagram dmwing was, in fact, a star and a smiley face 
doodled by the bored teen, according to the ACLU - which is 
seeking damages for the 'emotional and physical pain' -
Brandi has suffered. It wants her school m:ords erased and · 
says she should be allowed to wear any religious item, 
including a pentagram, if she so desires. 
The lawsuit states; The school's action has been a deliberate 
attempt to suppress lliO' inclination she may have toward the 
religion of Wicca and has been an attempt to force certain 

religious concepts on her. 
These outlandish allegations have made Brandi's life 
unbearable. I'd like to see the evidence tiM schixn has that a 

· 15-yem-old girl made a grown man sick by casting a spell. ' 
The fiunily's laW)'el'. JOOil Butlet. calJs it a load of 
hocus-pocus, saying This is kllcing us back to the Salem 
Witch-Burning Times. ' 
But, school officials remained adamant, at tbe time of BOing to 
press, that they were 'concemed about tM opporhlntty for 
stlldents to learn without fear. ' 
The School District Superintendent Cathy Burden, claims their 
students aren't SU8IQ1ded for expressing reJigious views, 
wearing jewellery or ctisplaying tattoos.. but 'if a student 
threatens or is D danger to others that l'tltllau it D "lfety issue, 
and the student will face consequences. ' 
Meanwhile Brandi is faced with the prospect of going to 
school with her fellow pupils constantly whispering behind her 
back. And she's lost her love of miting. She was quoted as 

saying; 'Yo11\le got to feel to write, and I just don't foe/ like it 
anymore. It makes me nervoiiS. ' 
The trial was set to be heard before a federal court at the time 
of goiDg to press. 
October, 2001 Tulsa, 0/ckzhoma, USA THE SUNDA.Y 
MANC''s SUNDAY MAGAZINE' 

The Return Of The 
. Lancashire Witches 

(Well, two of'em, at least) 
Hot on the heels of Brandi's story and her retbsal to 
admowledge tbat she bas ever been iD1Ierested in becoming a 
Witch, came news that another young girl here in 
not� EnglmJ, is more than happy to admit she is a 
Wiccan. 
Alice Willow, who bails tbe W'Jtch..baunted coumy of 
Lancasbire, is appanmtly a 1 0-year-old 'apprentice Witch, ' 
who (and this may provide some fuel to the fire of 1hose 
religious bigots we'll regrettably be meeting up witb a little 
later). loves to read 1be wotks of J.K. Rowliog. 
Alice lives with her divorcee mother, Sara, and two brotbers, 
as well as a tirteen-year-old sister. 

(Above): Sera ond luw daughtsr Alice preJ1t11Y1 to celebrt:IU thsir 
W"JCCm religion. . .And protect ths British countryside from harmful 
di.seasu like foot and -.outh. whilst thtly're tJt it. 
The tabloid canyiDg 1his story makes great play of such 
'incriminatiog evidence' of Witchcraft as the fads that she's 
allowed to keep a pet boa COilltrictor, has (lawdy, Miss 
Scawlet, wbatever next?) white mice in her bedro<Xn, and a 
broomstick leaning agaiDst her froDt door ... 
Or at least she did have the latter� until reaotly. 
The broomstick was my mum's, but it mysteriously 
disappeared at Halloween. ' Alice told reporters. quicldy 
addiDg that sbe believed it was eatirely human 'trick or 
treaters' who had conspired to spirit it away. 
� lot of Witches have brooms and when one is placed 
outside the door, it means a Witch ts at home. We don't ride 
them, before you ask. ..  Unless there is a full moon, ' 
37-year-old Sara cackled mischievously. The article describes 
the W'dlow's borne as being perfectly ordinary (aside from the 
mice and tbe soaJre. of course). aad the journalist iasists 1hat 
'there is nothing remotely spoolcy about either A/ice or her 
lmiiJf, and there is not a cauldr_on in sight, ' 



Alice, it seems, has only come to regard herself as being a real 
Witch for the pasts six moutbs, a time marked out by her 
decisioo to emulate her mother. She maintains that sbe has 
already acquired the ability to eDbance a person's level of 
fortune and can banish the all-too heavy stress of hoosewmk. 
Her mum eosures that Alice doesn't over-step the mark, and is 
constantly under her supervision. 
Being too young to officially join a coven, Alice has to be 
educated in the ways of Wicca by Sara and her ftiends, and is 
allowed to attend the social gatherings called Moats, held on 
the nearest Saturday to ewty tbll moon. 
And as far as W1CC811 1essoos ue concerned, Sara revealed to 
reporters that the two most importaDt � a juvenile Wrtch 
has to learn is 'firstly. a rule spoken in the old tongue: "An it 
harm none" 
'It means that whatever you do, nothing should be harmed in 

the process. This obviously includu cursing somebody. but it 
can include casting a love spell on somebody who doesn't feel 
anything forD partic:ultu-person. 
'Tiul second is the 'Thtvlefold Low. Witch.s IHiliiiWI that 
anything you do will come back to you threefold So ifyou 
bless someone or curse someone, it will return to you three 
times as powerful. It is just a guidline for life in general, and 
is like the Christian doctrine of "as you sow. so shtzll you 

TBDP· " 
There will, of course, be those who'll quick to condemn Sara, 
and accuse her of brainwashing her young daughter, and 
dragging her headlong down the Left Hand Path. 
Sara dismiMeS this notion right at the outset, and in doing so, 
displays a refreshingly relaxed attitude about her offspring's 
faith, or Jack of it. 'I let my children make up their own mind 
about what they believe. My two sons are agnostic. and Lily 
is only mitlly interested in spells. 
'1 balance the information I give my children about 
Christianity and Paganism. I became drawn to boob about 
Paganism in the local library, and found that it was 
something that appealed to me and made sense. ' 
Alice meanwhile, has this to say; 'I learnt about Christianity 
at school but it didn't interest me. What my mum told me was 
exciting and interesting. ' 
To coofinn bet' beliefs, Alice was, at the time of writ:iog, 
preparing for her 'Pagarring ' a Pagan version of a christening 
(Alice is the ooly one of Sara's children not to be baptised). 
Alice has to choose her Witch uame, based on tbe names ftom 
the Wicca religion. 
'I have chosen Athene, 'Alice confided to the joumalist. 'She is 
the Goddess of Wisdom and I li/r;sd the sound of her 1Jf.UfHI. I 
must find out mo� about her before my Paganing. which I 
hope will be at my next birthday. ' 
The last word goes to Sara; 
'We are not Devil-worshippers, or people who don pointy 
hats and cast cursu or weave evil spells. Any spells we do 
are for the good of others. 
'Eight months ago. Witcha up and down tM country united 
to use their powers to alkviate the foot-and-mouth crisis, and 
soon after, the epidemic was drastically eased ' 
In point of fact, just a couple of days prior to our going to 
press, the Government declared that the crisis was finally and 
officially over. 
30th October, 2001 Preston, Lancashire 'DAILY EXPRESS ' 

PAGANISM ON 11IE RISE 
And both A1ice 8Dd Brandi may be cheered by the followiog 
item regarding the religion they are supposed to be actively 
practising. According to an article publisbed m the 
ever-excellent FOKIEAN TIMES website, and penned by 
regular cootributor, David V. Barrett, 'Britain's rapidly 
growing band of Pagans were in celebratory mood for their 
2001 conference. ' 

And well they might be for they bad quite a bit to celebrate, it 
seems. For a start, the occasion marked the 30th anniversary 
of the formatioo of The Pagan Fedemtiml. or PF. inaugurated 
bade in 1971, and it was also 50 years since the welcome 
abolition of the Wrtchaaft At:t. 
About a thousand adbenmts numbedog W1CC8DS, Druids and 
Odinists amongst thetr ranks. gatbered at the Fair1leld Halls in 
Croyden, last November . 
David writes; 'beciliiSe of the anniversaries, this year's 
conference Wti.S' called 3050, but it could just as easily have 
been called "Looking Back, Looking forward " There seemed 
to lH a sense that this is a religion which has successfolly 
passed through odokscence, and is about to join the 

grown-ups. , 
He then gives us a potted history of Pft88nism, be«innin.g with 
the aforementiooed repeal of the 1735 Wltdlcraft Act in 195 1, 
and its replacing with the Fnwduleot Mediums Act. The 
original statute was droduced in order to mtlaw those who 
'pretend to exercise or use any kind of Witchcrqft, Sorcery, 
Inchantmmt, or Conjuration, or U1'ltlertoke to tell Fortunes, 
or pretend, from his or her SlciU or knowkdge in any OCCJdt 
or crafty science, to discover where or in what manner any 
Goods or Chattels, supposed to have been stolen or lost, may 
befound ' 
The 1951 Act, oo the other hand, aside from being a whole lot 
more readab� makes a lot more seose, aimed as it is at people 
who express an 'intent to deceive, purports to act as 
spirltUDlisttc medium or to exercise any powers of telepathy, 
clairvoyance or other similar powers. ' 
This does not mean. of course, that professional magicians, 
illusionists and the like are barred from uti1isiDg such practices 
for entertaimnent purposes. 
Good news too, fo.- those found guilty of &lling foul of the 
Act. Back in 1735, a miscreant could expect a maximum of 12 
mootbs in jail and ooe day each quarter to be spent standing on 
the pillory in tbe centre of the JDalket lqU8Je for 8ll hour. 
doubtless having various types of rotten fruit 1brown at you, to 
four months and/or a £50 fine. Oh, and no standing in the 
pillory, dodging foul-smelling cabbages and 
well-past-their -seU�y-date tomatos. 
David tben introduces us to GeraJd Gardoer, a retired civil 
servant who, it is strongly rumoured, set up a coven of 
Wrtches in tbe New Forest, and set about writing openly cm the 
subject in his inftUflltial book 'WITCHCRAFT TODAY 

(J9j4). 
Others soon jumped on the proverbial bandwagon, including 
the (ahem) shy and retiriD& Alex Saunden, who promptly 
aDilOUilCCd himselfto be The King Of17Je Witches. ' Wrth the 
dawning of the 1970's, various covens bad formed, pledging 
their allegi� to either the Gardeoarian or Alexandrian 
variety ofWrtchcraft. 
Mention is then made of Janet and the late Stewart Farrar. 
Janet actually spoke at the confereoce., and David takes up the 
story. 'Stewart and �� were a111011g the first to write open. 
accessible boolcs about Witchcraft, beginning with 'WHAT 
WTI'CHES DO' (1971). In a liwly presentation, Janet Farrar 
and her new husband Gavin Bone, who eo-wrote several later 
books with the Farrar's, spoke of their personal history 
through Paganism, and the many paths they followed before 

finding their own. The days of Kings and Queens of Witches 
are gone, they smd, the cult of personality, perhaps 
necessary in tM early days of struggle. is dying out . .Janet 
apptiQl«i to dui young Pagans, "the new face of the Old 
Religion, " to be rwolutionary, to challenge authority, and 
she appeakd to the older members of Paganism to accept 
this, rather than insisting that their own way, "the old 
traditions, " must be right 
� Pagans. our strength is that we're aU doing different 
things. This applies geographically as weU. Traditions must 



be different in different places - they d01t't travel, she said As 
to whether they thought of themselves as Pagans or Witches, 
she had a helpful explanation which should cut through any 
confusion. 
''Wicca is a holy order within the religion of Paganism. n 
In fact, Fa"ar and Bone revealed for the first time that, 
although they eschew titles, they have recently been ordained 
as priests in the Aquarian Tabernacle Church, and are now 
officially the Reverend Janet Farrar and the Reverend Gavin 
Bone - and. in a startling revelation, that this church has 
been formerly accepted as a "proper" religion in the 
bpuhlic of Ireland, where they live. ' 
The current President of tbe Pagan Federation is Prudence 
1ones� and she bad this to say to assembled faitbtbl; 
'For the next fifty years, Pagans need to engage in serious 
dialogue with those of other religions, but we also need to 
defend ourselves from the right wing lunatic fringe. 
Paganism must be recognised as a religion, not just as a 
hobby. Religion is more than just a set of moral rules, it's 
about making contact with deity, and with celebration. 
'In our pluralism we have so much to offer the world. In 
monotheistic religions, one answer solves everything. In 
reality, this just isn't so. Paganism is pluralistic - we haw 
many ways of worshipping deity. it is the religion of the 21st 
century. It respects individuality and it respects others. It 
welcomes diversity and other ideas. ' 
Novermber, 2001 'FORTEAN TIMES WEBSITE' 

The Curse Of Durham To 
Blame For Foot And Mouth 

It never ceases to amaze us here at 'DON,' the readiness with 
which people often seek to blame supernatural forces for 
cataclysmic events (See last issue's September 1 1th aftermath 
round-up, for ample evidence for this penchant). We're not 
saying they're wrong to do so, of course. That would be 
incredibly patrooising, not to say decidedly un-Fortean. We 
simply make the point. And leave you. the reader. to decide. 
Consider if you will, the allegatioo that a curse written by tbe 
Catholic Archbishop of Glasgow, back in the 16th century, 
was the root cause of that regioos particuJarly virulent foot 
and mouth epidemic., at the outset of2001.  
The curse was intended to condemn pillagers in the 1500's to 
'the torments of Hell, ' but moderJHJay clergymen fear that the 
power of the ancient enchantmeot may have been revived after 
it was inscn"bed on a giant stone to form the centrepiece of a 
millennium exhibition. 
As a result, Anglican leaders, including the Bishop of Carlisle 
the Right Reverend Graham Dow, called for the stone to � 
exorcised. 
He was quoted as saying; 'Words have power and in an much 
as tM curse wishes evil on �ople it should be revoked.' 
1be oath was issued SOO years ago against tbe Border Reivers� 
English and Scottish sheep rustlers. Cootemporary priests 
used to recite the words oftbe curse to the local caogregatioos. 
Just three years ago, scuJptor Gordm Young saw fit to carve 
tbose selfsame words into the circumfenmce of a giant gnmite 
ball to be showed off at an exbibitim in the New Millemlium · 
Gallery in Carlisle. 
Certain members of the cletgy believe that the fad that it has 
been on public display for so 1oDg, visitors iDDOCelltly walking 
around it in an anti-clockwise (or Wtddershins) directim. 
The Vicar of Scotby, the Revereud Kevin Davies, even goes so 
far as to demand that the stooe be smashed to pieces. 
Of a sligbtly more tolerant belll is the aforementioned Bishop 
of Carlisle, who had put in a request to tbe Catholic Church of 
ScotJaod to lift the curse by blessing tbe stone. 
'1 would prefer it if the stt»''e wam 't there. If it has to stay I 
woalld lilr:e a blessing to offset it. ' 

{Above): Secrets In Stone Untold: The 'cursed' lump of 
granite on display at the New Millennium Gallery, Carlisle. 
Awaiting further visitors to walk its circumference 
widdershins, and propagate its Evil? 

1be more sceptical members of the clergy however, are more 
than a tad bemused by the furore. The Rewreod Gavin 
Oilchrist of St Helbert's Church, Carlisle, told reporters; '1 
can't see a problem with someone walking around the stone 
to read the inscription. ' 
6th November, 2001 Durham 'DAILY MAIL ' 

And The Curse Of The 
Lonely Lament 

The fact that pop star (and sometimes actress - in the loosest 
sense of the word) Mariah Carey bas suffered a breakdown 
has been blamed � as you might be forgiven for thinlring 
her more irritating than bleach on sunburn vocal style and 
material that is about as tuneful as a cement mixer in full 
effect, but a cursed soog. namely, the tear -jerking weepie, 
'WII'HOur YOU. ' 
Apparently, Carey's version of the song. whiCh was her :first 
British Number One and featurd on the Bridget Jones's Diary 
soundtrack, somehow resulted in her being admitted to 
hospital suffering from exhaustion, and rumours of a failed 
suicide attempt. 
And what evidence do we bave that the soog is cursed? Well, 
the lead singer of BADFINGER, Peter Ham, banged himself in 
1975� five years after eo-writing tbe tune with Scouser Tom 
Evans. who himself committed suicide in 1983. 
Harry N"llsson's acclaimed wrsion bit the Number One spot in 
1972, and he was forced to wage a coostaDt battle against 
alcoholism, before dying of a heart attack in 1993 
14th August, 2001 General 'LIJIERPOOL ECHO' 

ltllteh .0oetor .J• Jin•eh 
Of 7rMins �t--r.ts 

An Afriam spiritual healer called Mr Madiba. was taken to 
task by tbe Advertising StaDdants Authority as they 
questioned his suppoted ability to be able to mend broken 
marriages and sua:essfuliy render any evil spell totally 
ineffedive. 



Mr Madiba, who currently resides in Bradford, bas also 
claimed to be able to cure men of impotency, magicaDy help 
students pass forthcoming exams and aide those faced with the 
dauntiDg prospects of a court appearance or a new job. 
The self-styled Witch Doctor might well have avoided any 
trouble with the advertising watchdogs had he not sought to 
circuJate adverts openly boasting of the efticacy of his 
'abilities.' 
West Yorkshire's Trading Standards Office recieved a 
complaint that Mr Madiba was attempting to expbt the 
emotionally wlDerable. and challeaged whether the claims 
could be substantiated. Mr Madiba. bad publicly stated in tbe 
circular that he could help people with all sorts of problems 
'regarding love, marriage, court cases, exams and jobs. ' And 
if that wasn't impressive enougb, be also claimed he could 
assist with problems 'concerning good luck, health, stdfering 
from asthma, breaking spells and, if your partner has run 
away from you, he can get him/her back. 
'He can help somebody szdfering from Black Magic spells 
and also men sadfering.from impotency probkms. ' 
Whilst Mr Madiba refused to respond in writing to the 
authorities enquiries, the ASA understood that he prayed for 
people. 
Upholding the complaint the ASA considered that (not 
surprisingly) the advertiser had not substantiated his claims. 
It agreed that some of the claims exploited the wlnerable, 
while others breached the codes. 
1be ASA told Mr Madiba he should not seek to repeat the 
claims or refer to serious medical conditions in future adverts. 
In repsonse, Mr Madiba assured the ASA that he would indeed 
alter the circular, although what these changes w� the report 
didn't say. 
19th September, 2001 Bradford, West Yorlcshire 'DAILY 
EXPRESS' 

Tlie Joy Of (aftem) Sects 
Chinese women who belong the White Tigress spiritual sect 
apparently share the belief that the secret of retaining youtbful 
looks is based on copious amounts of oral sex. 
But Hsi Lai, who bad the foresight to write their Sexual 
Teachings, was quick to point out that they may well require 
up to nine different partners a week! 
24th October, 2001 China 'SUNDAY PEOPLE' 

7lte Sacrifice Of 
Jnnocence 

And talking of people being overly fanatical about their 
beliefs. consider tbese cases of ritual human sacrifice. the 
ultimate in attempted bids to curry favor with mJRX'SPd 
wrathful deities. 
In New Delhi, India, (a countiy curreotly rife with war and 
rumours of war) a self-styled 'God Man' was alleged to have 
decapitated his own soo, hoping to appease a God and acquire 
powers beyoud the pale of ordinary men, (sounds like a line 
from one of those old MARVEL comics I used to love to read, 
as a lcid- Nostalgic Ed) 
Cbandrase Kharan, 46. was arrested by police whilst actually 
hodiDg the head ofhis 20-year-old SOD, Sbamnuga Suodanun. 
The father bad chopped off his head with an ornamental 
sword, and was beard to be chanting hymns whilst sat in froot 
of a series of portraits oflndian deities. 
His wife and mother -in-law tried their level best to ioterveoe 
on Suodaram's behalf after they were alerted by the boy's 
screams. but they were unable to reswe him due to Kbaran 
swinging his sword at them like a maniac. 

Police later said that Cbandrase bad fully admitted ldlling his 
son � he dreamed he would gain supernatural powers if he 
did so. ' 
At the time of writin, those 'supernatural powers' bad 
remained conspicuous by their absence, as Kharads only 
reward for slaughtering his son has been to lie cooped up in 
jail awaitiDg trial for munler. 
October New Delhi, India 'UNUED NEWS OF INDIA' 

••• Meanwhile, elsewhere in India, Bijnor, to be precise, a 
Hindi temple priest was arrested early this year, (2002), for 
allegedly sacrificing an eight-year-old boy. 
Otlicers claim tbat the priest chopped oft' the boy's head and 
hid the torso in bushes near to a holy temple. 
News of the incident broke not long after the boy was reported 
as being missing after he had gone to the Shiv temple to play 
with a group of his friends. 
His body was later recovered from tbe nearby bushes. 
At the time of going to press. there was no official motive as to 
why the sacrifice was carried out. 
3rd January, 2002 Bijnor, India 71IE PRESS TRUST OF 
INDIA' 

Touched By The Hand Of Glory 
A few of our readers were a little non-plussed by the fact that 
the cover art gracing the last issue of our bumble publication, 
which showed a mook (bearing an UDC8DilY resemb� to 
Gary Neville - though not quite as terrifyiDgly ugly. 
obviously), holding a Hand Of Glmy in one clenched fist, did 
not feature in any of the articles printed inside. 
I could try and argue that I simply overlooked a planned 
article, or that there was simply no room to include it in that 
particularly packed issue. I could do. But rd be lying. 
The truth is, I was way past the intended publication date (no 
change there, then)5 and I could hear the 90UDd of 
disembowelling cutlasses being sbarpened as angry 
subscribers demanded their mag, or 1heir money back, on pain 
of death. It was tberefote a matter of convenience that I 
happened to come across an old drawing buried in 10111e old 
dog-eared back issue of tbe classic pulp magazine, 'WEIRD 
TALES .' 
I had to go with sometbiog suitably lurid fur HaUoweeu, and 
the Hand of Glory pie seemed just the ticket. I simply hoped 
no one would notice. Turns out I was wrong. 
Regular contributor and keen-eyed reader Mr Roy Kerridge, 
proved to be the most vociterous of those who spotted the 
error of my ways. 
This is what be had to say in a recent letter; 
After deaervedly admooishiug me over the omission, he 
writes, There is a Hand of Glory in the museum at Whitby, 
North Riding. As }'011 must blOw, The Hand of Glory is the 
dried hand of a robber cut from his dangling corpse after 
he'd been hanged at a crossroads gallows, so the custom 
must have ended by the Victorian era. 

' 



'Unless (as happened in .America), a prison guard cut one 
from the jail gallows, prepared it in the traditional way, and 
sold it. I'm not sure when crossroads-gallows ended in 
England - was it 1820? 
Anyway, the severed right hand of a robber would be dried, 
then fitted with fingertip candles, as in your picture. Armed 
wtth this hand (!) another robber could expect every door to 
open at a touch an every person in the house to fall into a 
deep sleep. A great many Hands Of Glory were made, mostly 
in the 17th and 18th centuries, but I can't believe that any of 
this worhd It would be ironical in the extreme if a robber 
armed with a Hond Of Glory was caught, hung, and then lost 
his own hand to a Hand OfG/ory-mt.lker. 
I don't J:now why exactly, it's called a Hond Of Glory. 
There is a long poem about it, called 77IE HAND OF 
GLORY, ' foim;ly enough, in a quaint book of Victorian ghost 
stories set to rhyme by a vicar from K£nt, the Reverend 
Barham (sounds lilr.e the first line from a liiMrick; There was 
an old vicar from Kent, ' mdf said). 
This boolc, which has horrifYing woodcut Bngravings, is 
called '11/E JACKD.A W OF RHEIMS, ' which used to lHJ in 
every :school poetry book in my clay. 
17th October, 2001 Kensal Green, London ROY KERRJDGE 

J. GAINST .. fH£ FAll OF 
I l tGHTt 

Exorcisms On The Rise 
h may seem straDge at the dawniog of the 21st century. and its 
attendant days of supposed scieotific rational� but 
nevertheless. British priests bave been reporting a sigoi1bmt 
increase in the number of exorcisms they bave been ca1led oo 
to perform, just recently. 
'People believe the world has become more Evil in the walr.e 
of September 11th, ' appears to be the ID8IJtm spouted by those 
seeking an explanation for this upsurge in spirtual cleansing. 
Depsite the &et tbat neither the Catholic Church nor the 
Church of England have saw fit to release official figures on 
the precise number of exorcisms they bave carried out over 
any given year, the Reverend Tom Willis. one of Britain's 
foremost Exorcists, (or 'Minister of Deliverance,' to coin the 
new, PC-frieudly term) has been prepared to go on record as 
stating that the volume of cases has increased dramatically 
over the past decade. 
Predictably, ministers from both Protestant and Catholic 
churches believe this increase to be the direct result of a loss 
of faith in Christianity combined with a growing fa..qcjnation 
for the so-called New Age religions. and Paganism This 
turning away from the &ce of God has resulted, so the clergy 
maintain, in Iegioas of Evil spirits gaining access to our world. 
And, some things it seems, never change. 
Nearly 30 years after it first hit the screens to nationwide 
hysetria. the re-release of WJlliam Friedldn's THE 
EXORCJSI', ' at cinema's in 1998, and subsequently on video 
and DVD, (eoo�plete with missing acmes, iDcluded the 
notorious 'Spider Walk') was still being cited as a direct cause 
of the increase in the number of people clamining to be 
possessed. 
The Reverend Willis told reporters; More people are 
dabbling in the occult than ewr, thanks to the New Age 
phenomenon. These people are bringing more Evil into the 
world I get on average, two requests a wuA; more than I can 
cope with.Part of the reason is that there is a worse Evil in 
the world. There is a better goodness. too. but Evil is turning 
nastier. There hasn't been an Evil as big as the fall of the 
World Trade Cmter since the H-bombs in World War Two. 

1be incieasing number of Exorcism cases have been 
bigblig]tted by the aforementioned Cures of Durham, (see 
elsewbere in this issue) and also by the oews 1hat the Bishop of 
Oxford had set out to remove a curse placed upon Third 
Divison Oxford United's new, state-of-the-art footy stadimn, 
rumoured to have been the direct cause of the team's (ahem) 
'diabolical' start to tbe season ( in wbidl case, I wonder wbat 
Evertonian's are seekiDg to blame 1br their Jack of fonn, then -
Ob, wait. I remember - Heysel! Silly question really!). 
1be stadiwn was built oo a field where local gypsies had once 
parked 1beir caravans while helping with the harvest. 
When the field was � sold to the club, the gypsies, banned 
from usiDg it, promptly placed a curse upon The Kassam 
Stadimn. 
A team of 14 'experts' set out to cleaDse the stadimn in early 
November, and the Revemed Walker (no relation-Eel), told 
Radio 4 listeners that 'We don't make a big tiring of it 
{Erorcisms) because people who are perhaps emotionally 
vulnerable or haw a psyhcological iUness can latch on to 
soiMthing like this. 
'Ninety ptn' cent of coses tum out to haVe a perfectly rational 
explanation. ' 
Having said all this, however, the Bishop was at pains to point 
out tbat he hadn't in fad: exorcised the stadium insisting 
instead 1hat he had simply prayed to God to bless the ground 
and make it free from Evil. 

1be R.ewreod Willis maintains that, high-profile as these two 
cues � they represent ooly a tiny proportion of the true 
nmnber. It is estimated that there are more than 200 Exorcists 
in the Church of England and 22 in in the Catholic Church, at 
least ooe in each diocese. In fact, the demand aDd subsequent 
wOJkload has been so great tbat tbe Anglican Church has felt 
compelled to set up a working party -The Christian 
Deliverance Study Group, I to train local priests. 
The group receatly held it 8DIIU8l traiiDg confeence in 
Newbwy, Berkshire, where 25 cleJgy were taught how to 
become Exorcists. 
The leader of the group, the Right Rewrend Dominic Walker. 
Bishop of Reading, was quoted as saying; 'Bishops usually 
have a team of people and every so often they need to add to 
them beocuse priests retire or move away. 



These priests are taught how to recognise various symptoms 
and the tMology of Exorcisms. Some come for refresher 
courses. ' 
As for the Catholics, ooe of tbeir spokesmen; Father Jeremy 
Davies� a Westminster Exorsist and eo-founder of the 
ZOO-strong Intemationa1 Association of Exorcists� stated; 
There are more people in need and the church is dealtng 
with the problem more effectively. 
The incidence of the Demonic on the whole is rising. At the 
centre of this is 1111l11's growing pride and attempted 
self-reliance. ' 
1be Vatican issued a new manual for Exorcism in the year 
2000� replacing the hopelessly antiquated version of 1614. The 
new manual, which took 20 years's to complete courtesy of 
Vatican �ogians, encourages priests to work in tandem 
with the medical profession to distinguish between genuine 
Demonic int1ueoce and mental illness. 
It also encourages priests to spend more time in prayer with 
possessed J)eq)le. 
But it's not only the Christians who have been reporting an 
increase in 1he nmnber of Exorcisms. Our old friend Kevin 
Carlyon, the self-prodaimned High Priest of Wbite Wrtcbes, 
t<d time off fiml sabotaging Swedish mooster hunters at 
Loch Ness and exorcising the curse of the dreaded 'Scottish 
play,' to say; Yon people than ever artz coming to me asking 
that I remove Evil spirits 
The New A� phenomenon is growing in popularity. We are 
seeing more cases of Poltergeists beacuse people are now 
less afraid to admit they've seen them. ' 
'Harry Potter and Sabrina The Teenage Witch are making 
Witchcrqft the in-trend I have 1,600 members and more 
people than ever are asking to join ' 
Meanwhile, FORTEAN TV's very own Reverend Lionel 
Faothorpe was busy telliDg reporters about an incident that 
occurred on some undisclosed date in the RCeDt past. 
A journalist, Bob Williams, traveUed with the good Reverend 
to Hullbridge in Essex, to visit a supposedly haunted 
semi-detached house. 
Requested to visit tbe premises by a wmum given the 
pseudmym 'Karen' to protect ber true identity. the pair 
travelled to the town and were immediately struck by the 
unexplained chill pervading the living room. The lotmge, it 
seems, is haunted by 'negative spirits' and the reporter and the 
Reverend are informed tbast 30 odd yearas ago, a man bad 
committed suicidce near the front window oftbe lounge wbere 
a chest now stood His spirit had appareutly not left the room 
in which he killed himself. 
In order to I'CIJlOYe 'this vile prsence' u Karen ca1led it, Mr 
Faothorpe set about performing the exorcism ritual. He fust 
presented Karen with some Holy Water in a vessel made of the 
Nanteos CUp which, legend has it, is 1he Holy Grail. He gave 
this cup to K.aren to keep for her own protedim. Lionel than 
asked for some more waterw which be duly blessed and began 
to iotme a prayer, directing his words towards where the 
fonner occuapat had taken his own life. 
He read; 'Lord of all Power and Might, God of itrfinite Love 
and Infinite Wisdom, all things vtstble and lnvtsibk, spiritual 
and material, are Yours to control and command We come 
before You, 0 Lord seeking help and guidance for this 
distressed soul. You are the Good SMpherd. most loving 
Lord, and so we ask that this spirit-being who has not yet 
reached the eternal and alnmant joy of Your heawmly 
presence may be helped and gvidsd to find everlasting 
happiness and love with your Saints and Angels in the light 
and beauty of Your Eternal Kingdom. We ask this prayer in 
the Name of Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. ' 
A soon as this was over, Mr Fanthorpe picked up the egg-cup 
of Holy Warer he had just blessed and began to sprinkle it 
around 1he room. 

'With this Holy Water we ask for God's protection, ' be 
boomed. May its cleansing power renew and refresh. ' 
That appealed to have bad the desired effect. The vicar then 
asked Karen if she wanted anytbiog else done She immectiately 
asked; 'Is it possible you could close tne down?' 
It appears that Karen is a medium who bad been having 
trouble wldl her -psyeblc guideS," wllldl she �It were not 
protecting her fum the spirits she was channelling. 
She was theefore open to malevoleot forces and wanted ber 
'psychic door' firmly closing for good. 
Liooel duly obliged, went over to her and made the sign of the 
Cross on her forehead with some more Holy Water, saying; 
May she only channel spirits she wants to channel for joy 
and peace. Keep her from all that causes her difficulty. ' 
With tears copiously rolling down her cheeks, Karen left tlbe 
room, reliewd that the ordeal was finally over. 
According to 'Patricia,' � medium present at tbe 
Exorcism, the room jmrnedjateJy felt wanner and more 
comfortable. Soon afterwards Karen returmed smiling; Tm 
stiU amdous, ' she said to Mr Faothorpe . . 'But I'm heartily glad 
that you came. ' 
••• And just a couple of months later� and much closer to 
hmne to yours truly, the Bishop of Liverpool, tbe ReYereod 
David Gait, Liverpool's advisor to the aforemeotioned 
Deliverance Ministry, wall on record to state that he was a 
fully-ftedged Exorcist. 
He was also keen to dispel the public's perception oftbe ritual, 
as he told reporters; � lot of people think it is like it is in the 
film THE EXORCISF. But it is nothing like that. People don't 
scream and writhe about while the Devil is gotten rid of 
'1 recite the Lord's Prayer and a special tkliwrance prayer 
as part of the Exorcism ritual and I encourage the possessed 
to laugh. 
The last thing that pleases Evil Is laughter. It makes it feel 
powerless because poeple are laughing at it. lAughter is very 
powerfid in what I do. 
But sometimes you cannot help anyone beause they do not 
want to show up at the church qfterwards to receive the 
follow-up prayers and support. ' 
The R.evermd Gait, 53, divides his time between working as a 
parish priest in WJdness and training Jay preachen. 
But in additon to an already punisbiDg work schedule, he still 
finds time to fu1filt his responsibilities to the Deliverance 
Ministry. Every week he is called upon by the Church to visit 
someone who believes they are possessed or that their house is 
haunted. 
What is especially inteiestiog about this particular vicar is the 
tact tbat wben be was a studeot at Oxford, back in the 1970s, 
he was not only an atbiest, but was actively involved with 
what he tenDed; 'the other side. ' 
Not surprisiDgly, the RevereDd Gait is IOIIleWbat reluctant to 
reveal tbe preceie nature of bis dabbiiDg in the occult otber 
than to say; 'it was far darker than ouija boards, ' and that if 
he hadn't have succumbed to 1a nagging /«ling that it was 
becoming too dangerous, ' his obsesssioiJ. might have 
developed into something very serious. 
David, who grew up in Norris Green, travelled to a Cbristian 
youth camp in Devon when be was just 21. Instinctively, he 
walked towards a group of stmngas and was told that God 
was ready to protect him ftom Evil. 
This startling conversion to Cbristiaoity was campouoded two 
years later when he was completing the final research on his 
Masters bio-physics prqect ioto deaxnpression sickness. He 
was in his science lab� tbinldng about taking up the position of 
associate professor in Boston, when he claims he heard a voice 
urging him to becoole a vicar. 
Reverend Gait qualified when he was 24 but kept his past a 
secret. being very careful about who be told. only a select 
bunch of people who he was coovioced he could trust. 



However, when he was a young curate working in Bootle, a 
botched Exorcism in West Yotkshire led to the Angkican 
Church setting up its Deliverance Ministry in 1974. Given his 
scientific background and his experiences with the paranonnal, 
the Reverend Gait was the ideal candidate for a place on the 
Liverpool Diocese's team and he has been working on it ever 
since. 
'It means I am very thorough and do not jump to conclusions. 
I investigate everything to make sure there is no other 
explanation for someone being possessed. 
'1 have only ever exorcised three people in all the years I 
have been on the team. Nevetheless, I am called out weekly to 
people who have been oppressed by an Evil spirit at some 
point. 
� lot of people have been squashed by something nasty. 
'It is like a carpet that has had a sofa on it. Although the sofa 
has long gone, there are still marks on the carpet and it talces 
a long time for the carpet to recover and get back to how it 
was before the sofa was on it. 
'Peple get squashed in a similar way and feel as if the nasty 
thing is still inside them even though it has gone. 
'1 also have visits from a lot of people who have mental 
health problems and mistalcenly believe the voices they are 
hearing are those of the Devil or another Evil spirit. 
'In that situation, I can do nothing but pray with them and 
refer them on because Exorcism is more likely to exacerbate 
rather than alleviate the problem. 
'1 have lots of friends who are schizophrenics but 
unfortunately I cannot help them because that is not what I 
am there for. 
'&hizophrenics are not possessed by Evil spirits. They need 
psychiatric help and counselling instead. But I can tell you 
who can be helped by spiritual cleansing. The Church is 
good at detecting when people are ill. 
'1 openly admit to watching and enjoying the /ius of BUFFY 
THE VAMPIRE SLAYER, but I would like to point out that 
becoming too obsessed can have its downfall. 
� lot of people are really getting into Angels but they have 
no idea what they are dealing witk They think it is all 
hanrless, but it is not. 
The probkm is at the moment Angels are trendy but the 
Church is not. They don't want to link the two together 
because it isn't fashionable. ' 
8-18th November, 2001-16th January, 2002 Oxford/ 
Essex/Liverpool 
'DAILY EXPRESS'I'DAILY MAIL '/LIVERPOOL DAILY 
POSF' 

�ROM Hl!'ll 
The synopsis of the follwing account of a modem-day 
Exorcism was written up in one of the most unlikely of 
paranormal sources, the satirical weekly magazine THE 
SPECTATOR ' 
The story begins in the Convent of Santa Gemma in northern 
Tuscany, just beyond tbe walls of a small village called Lucca. 
Rod WiJliams, a journalist working for the mag, reports that 
within the confines of tbe non-&script convent, something 
truly extraordiamy is taking place. A 16-yea.r-old girl named 
� is strapped to chair by the convent chaplain, Father 
Alfredo. The girl, beautiful in that classically ItaHan mould, 
saeams at the priest to let her go, even as her true father helps 
to tie down her right arm. Father Alfredo struggles to ensure 
that her wildly kidciug legs are restrained, but is UDable to 
prevent the girl ftom catching the 76-year-old priest in the 
chest, sending bim spinning to the tloor. 
'Go to Hell!' she screeches, compelling the distraugbt mother to 
take out a plastic bottle and sprinkle Holy Water down the 
back of her daughter's neck. The room is instantly filled with 

decidedly unholy slnieks of pain. In a phrase uncam.ily similar 
to that uttered by the Pamzu-possessed little girl in THE 
EXORCIST, ' Martina yells in agony; 'It bums! It bums!' 
A few seconds later however, the girl falls unexpectedly quiet. 
Her legs and anns are quickly 1Bstened to the chair with 
leather thongs. The exorcism can now begin. 
Mr W1lHams takes up the story; 

'We filmed this scene while making a documentary series for 
Channel Four abou tthe less well-known aspects of life in 
Tuscany. The renewed popularity of exorcism is something of 
a paradox in what has traditionally been one of Italy's most 
anti-clerical regions. As church-going declines, Paganism 
booms. 
'Belief in mal occio - the Evil Eye - is widespread, and 
Tuscans of all social backgrounds visit sorcerers and and 
wiuzrds to have it removed {with olive oil and rosemary). 
According to the Catholic Church, it is precisely those 
people who have dabbled in the occult who are most 
vulnerable to possession and who are now flocking back to 
the Church. Over the past three years, Father Al.fredo has 
become an Exordst by popular demand; every Sunday, 
dozens of parishioners visit the convent to seek his blessing 
and to Jumd over tht! talismans and crystals which they had 
unwisely purchased One of 15 licensed Exorcists to be 
working in Tuscany, he performs up to ten exorcisms a week 
� warm and loquacious man, he is a monk as well as a 
priest; the Church requires Exorcists to have a rock-hard 
spiritual centre in order to resist the blandishments of Satan. 
Many people come here and say "Exorcise me, " he tells 
us. 'But you can't just do it to anybody. There has to be a sign 
that !M Devil is there. Because it is an imperative, you say 
"Satan. go away. Go to Hell!' you have to be sure that He's 
there. Otherwise you're saying "go away" to thin air In that 
case, Satan would start laughing. 
'From Hell. ' 
'In the story we were invited to film, Father Al.fredo had no 
doubts - Martina's hysterical reaction to the application of 
Holy Water had been conclusive. ' 



At the time Rod Wtlliams and his crew arrived on the scene, 
Martina had been coming to see Father Alftedo twice a week 
for six months. And still the air is turned blue with 'diabolical 
growls and torrents ofTuscan expletives. ' 
'Leave her, revolting spirit!' the priest attempts to command 
the 'Demon' inside her. 
'Go foc/c yourself, you shiny little priest!' tbe entity 
charmingly replies. 
There then follows a trading of insuhs, neither side giving any 

quarter. 
To Hell! Off with you. Leave this place to the Holy Spirit' 

'1 raped this girl! Raped her! Raped her!' 
'Antichrist, Antichrist, Antichrist! 'You are our slave. You are 
Christ's monkey!' 
'She's mine! 
After the Exorcist session, Martina tells the reporters that she 
feels fine, like another person, 'calm, like I am in bed with the 
MadolUJa' (sounds like a catchy title for an egotistical 
semi-documentary featuring Mrs Ritchie, to me -Sarky Ed) 
'Unfortunately, this joy doem't last long. Sometimes I can 
smell the stinlc of sulphur in my bedroom (a commonly 
reported feature of Alim Abduction accounts, intetestiogly 
enough). 'Sometimes the Devil leaves mar/a on me; he puts 
hot hands on me here on my back. ' 
Perbaps not surprisDgly, Martina's parents were pretty much 
convinced that their daughter was, at the very least, bewitched, 
and sought the guidance of Father Alftedo. Piles of so-called 
cursed items were destroyed, incJ.udin& bimrrely enough, most 
of the living-room furniture. 
To his credit, Father Alfredo is well aware of the potentially 
serious effects the carrying out of exorcisms can have on a 
child's mental state. He apparently keeps in close contact with 
Professor Eugenio Sanguinetti, a clinical psychologist who 
hails from Pisa. The Professor, open-minded though he may be 
about the physical reality of Devils and Demons, is of the 
opinion that exorcisms can have therapeutic etfects. In fact, be 
often refers some ofbis patients to Father Alftedo. 
After making a brief appraisal of Martina's case, be 
immediately ruled out schizophreoia or psychosis, and 
unsually for a psychologist. endorsed the priests own finding; 
that she seemed to be possessed by ooe or more 'negative 
presences. ' 
According to Rod Williams, 'In the Professor's view, the nuns 
would play a vital role in Martina's liberation. "What really 
counts is prayer delivered by an ascetic community with 
profound faith . .All praying together - even when the subject 
is far away. That can bring about liberation. " 
The nuns, it seems, were more than keen to help out, ooly for 
Martina's condition to worsen considerably. 1be Devil, or 
whatever Demon had taken over her body, decreed tbat she 
would not be able to walk, and constantly bedridden, she had 
to be carried to the sessioos with the priest On me 
memorable, for all tbe wrong � occasion, Martina's 
mother tried to apply Holy Oil to her daughter's vagina in an 
attempt to drive tbe Evil Spirit from out of her body. 
'Cht your hands off me, you whore!' came the riposte. It's 
your fault your daughter Is 11/ce this. ' 
Sttangely enough, Father Alfredo was encouraged by this 
deterioation, as it convinced him that the Demoo was cornered 
and figbtiDg to retain control of its hwnan host. 
And sure enough, Martina's h'beration was not too far distant. 
During an exorcism that took place m 7th April, 2001, at 
precisely 4:30pm, she told ewryone within earshot that she felt 
m if someone hi1IJ thrown a pail of hot and icy water owr 
me, from head to foot, as if the Holy Spirit was enveloping 
me and hmlfreed me. ' 
She later claimed that she was certain a total of 22 Demons 
had eventually fled her body (me ofwhool turned out to be an 
SS officer who had killed more than 200 people). 

Aside ftom a couple of 'minor exorcisms' tbat subsequently 
tooks place over the phone, Martina is blessedly sure tbat she 
no longer needs Father Alfredo and is currently aiming to eke 
out a living as a professional singer. 
Martioa's father, who had lost his fa.ith, has now returned to 
the welcoming arms of the Church. inspiring his wife to 
ponder, 'Perhaps this Is what the Lord wanted from Martina. 
He permitted this thing to happen in order to recreate His 
suffirings, to give them to others, to attempt the conversion 
of many people. ' 
I don't know about you, Dear Constant Readers, but such 
sentiments remind me of tbat which a noted film critic once 
said ofWilliam Friedkin's classic 1973 shocker; 
'THE EXORCIST is the greatest advert for the Christian 

faith since the Resurrection. ' 
Jth January, 2002 The Convent of Santa Gemma, Tuscany, 
Italy 71/E SPECTATOR' 

llow To Avoid gpitit 
Pot�IJ§�ioh · 

And i( after all these accounts of apparent 'Demooic 
possession,' you're filled a growing sense of unease and dread, 
you may care to read the following as a way of (hopefully) 
emuring that you don't fall victim to these unwelcome 
intrusions.' 
Worryingly, accordiog to some sources, absolutely anyone can 
potentially become possessed, even those who consider 
themselves to live righteous and holy lives. Modem Western 
psychology and psychiatry, do not, of course consider 
possession to be a clinical reality, but amoogst the more 
open-minded practitioners and researchers there is a feeling 
that certain types of psychosis, such as schizophrenia, or any 
sudden or radical change in a person's bebavior, could well be 
attributed to spirit possession. 
Theologists are often asked, What kind of spirits do this? Why 
do tbey possess the living? and What is their purpose? 
Brad Steiger, a prolic author aod 'expert' on many forms of 
straDge phenomeoa, seeks to provide answers. 
'Current modalities of the uniwrse maintain that energy can 
never be destroyed Therefore, it is reasoned, even though we 
may discard our bodies at death, the Soul energy that we 
have created during our lifetime exists even after we have 
died .At death, this psychic energy force seperates itself from 
the body and begins a new existence on the spirit level. 
� number of parapsychologists have declared that there may 
be very little difference between the two worlds. The 
electromagnetic structure of the Soul continues to have the 
same habits, thoughts ,memories, feelings and flaws as exist 
in the physical plane. 
'T'hus, if a person has spent his entire existence in pursuit of 
pleasure, the psychic soul personality will experience the 
same mediumistic drives as after death. He wil attempt to 
return to an his old, pleasurable places. 
Think of the tremendous, unresolved shock when someone 
dies unerpectedly and enters the spirit world 
'And if there were additional negative factors, such as a feud 
left unsettled, an old score left unpaid, an argument left 
unresolved, then that spirit might hunger to return to the 
physical world and obtain vengeance. 
'Such a negative eartiJxnmd spirit might seek to attach itzelf 
to a SJISceptible person and ma/ce him or her do things 
unnatural to and against his or her will Such spirits become 
parasites. 
According to Mr Steiger, reliable signs of spirit possession are 
any or a combination of the following behavior patterns; 
1: Hearing voices directing the person to perform acts he or 
she may not have ever considered doing. 



2: He or she will frequently see or sense the image of thtJ 
possessing spirit as it existed in its physical life. 
3: The victim may blackout or faint without knowing what 
transpired during that tiMe. 
4: Sometimes in th� midst of a conwrsation, he or 11he may 
� a mental block and act in a trance-like manner. 
J: He or she may be observed talbng or walking diJferently 
or acting in a strange, irrational manner. 
6: The victim may act in a way they have never don. before. 
Their friends and family may see them as a totally different 
person. 
7: In tits wont case scenario, tits possession may reach a 
climax where the person may commit a crime, oft�n vioknt 
or atremely anti-social in l'llltiiT8, or even commit suidde. 
B: He or she may speak in tongues, and perform lewd acts 
and avoid religious objects (like a crucifix, rosary, etc). ' 
Another researcher, clinical psychologist Edith Fiore, over 50 
per c:eot of those confined in meota1 hospitals in tbe United 
States are not insane but victims of spirit possession. 
22nd October, 2001 '11IE INQUIRER NEWS SERYJCE' 

fCWitcftcraft' !K.urtfer 
qn S{gntfon 

The Metropolitan Police bave gooe on record as saying tbat a 
boy whose dismembered torso was found in the River Thames, 
1ast September, may have been the victim of some bizarre 
WJtchcraft-inspired ritual. 
The officers investigating tbe case openly discussed the 
possibility that his death was peqo«uded by W'rtcbdoctor's, 
who had used his body parts for use in some undisclosed 
magical potion. 
Tbe body of tbe Aftican-Caribbean boy, with his head, arms 
and legs missing, was spotted by someone crossing Tower 
Bridge in September. 
At the time of writing, nobody had come forward to ideotify 
the boy. who has been estimated to have been five-years-old. 
Detective Inspector Will 0' Reilly, from the serious crime 
group, was quoted as saying: 'Some 11ort of ritualistic 
motivation is one of many lines of inquiry we are currently 
looking at. We are not ruling anything out. 
'Statistically, this is very, very unusual, there has not been a 
case in the UK. of this type of child dismemberment since our 
records began over 30 years ago. ' 
Police had not ruled out the possibility that the child had been 
murdered by a gang of paedophiles, although there was no 
obvious sign of a sexual attack. 
Investigating officers recently met with Dutch police currently 
involved in tbe discooceltingly similar murder of a youug 
white girl in Holland. but officially no conoectim has yet been 
made between tbe two kiDiogs. 
16th October, 2001 London, England 'BBC NEWS' 

The Spawn Of Satan 
The husband of an Ecudorian WOOI8Il apparmtly believes that 
she's pregnant with tbe 8011 oftbe Devil. 
He describes the mediacaJ ecan of1be � foetus 
as 'looking nothing like a lnmtan baby. ' 
He claims bis wife bas sutfered a series of fits duriDg which 
she gains unexpJaioably supedluman streogth and shouts 'Let 
me out! Let me out!' in an odlerwordly deep, guttural voice. 
VICede Suarez and his neigbboun in Jipijapa, Ecuador,. told 
tbe local press that Digoa. 17. is defiDite1y beariog Satan's 
child. 
Those selfilame oeigbboura were in agreement that the girl 
often goes into a traDce, at the height of which she openly 
praises tbe Devil. She also is said to be unable to bear the 
presence of cbildRn or religious images. 

'When the Devil is in possession of her 1Jo4y, sM spits at 
anyone who t1]1J11'0QChu. She kicks out and sM drinks urine 
as if it were water. ' her husband was quoted as sayiDg. 
Dipa's family aDd friends say, that until her pregnancy, sbe 
was a shy, hom&-loviDg girl. They beliew Satan took control 
ofher body during one of those higbly-wadvisable ouija board 
sessions 
Residents are currently raising mmey to pay for a tbrorougb 
mediad examination wbidl will be foDowed by an exorcism if 
tbe doctor's state that it is necessary. 
27th August. 2001 Ecuador, South America 'ANANOYA' 
NEWS' 
••• Meanwhile, in Jeddah,. Saudi Arabia, local police 
discovered that a watchman who was supposed to be looking 
out for a building where tbere was a � practised WJtchcratt. 
Firefigbters who were caJled in to CODtain the blaze were quick 
to alert tbe police about his nocturnal adivities. 
The man,. who was handed over to tbe Commissioo. for the 
Pmnotim of Vutue and Preveotim of Vice, stated that he had 
been practising Blade Magic since fint arriviDg in the 
kingdom, nine months earlier. 
23rd November, 2001 Jedt:kzh, Saudi Arabia 'AL-MADINAH' 

Witchcraft In Malaysia, 
Romania & Loudon 

Starting this round-up in Malaysia. three people have recently 
been hanged for tbe 1993 murder of a member of the state 
assembly in a Black Magic ritual. 
1be trio had been 1JDS1JCCeSfuJ. in a whole series of appeals 
after beiDg sentenced to death in 1995 for 1he murder of the 
politician,. Mazlan Idris, two years earlier. 
During a quite sensational trial, the court were told of how the 
'W'Jtchdoctor' couple and their assistant bad chopped Mr 
Mazlan's body into pieces (see tbe Loodoo, September case 
featured above) and used his money to cany out shopping 
sprees and plastic swgery. 
Mr MazJan, an US ednarted assemblyman in Central PahaDg 
State, had originally approached Malaysian W'rtclldoctor, 
Mona Fandey, for magical help aimed at boosting his political 
career. 
Fandey, 45, and ber husband Mobamed Ammdi Abdul 
Rabman, 44, and helper Juraimi Hussin, 3 1, toot part in a 
ritual in which the politician was persuaded to lie oo tbe floor,. 
cl� his eyes. 8Dd wait for mooey to 'fall from the sly. ' 
He was then beheaded with an axe, skinned, and his body vut 
into 18 pieces before being buried in a cement-mvered hole. 
The jmy were told that the motive behind the murder was 
purely money. Within hours of tbe killing, the couple went 
shopping in tbe capital, Kua1a Lumpur, and Faodey paid for a 
facelift for herseJf 
During the trial, Faodey,. real name Maznah Ismail, attracted 
regular publicity by regularly modeiJiDg glamorous outfits. 
She also claimed to haw provided politician clieots in the 
ruling Umno patty with a variety of c:barlm and talismans. 
A prison official claimed tbat the trio had expressed not the 
slightest remorse at the p�Hawn execution. 
1be cue has led to ca11s for Wlkhcraft of aJ1 forms to be 
outlawed 
October, 2001 Malaysia 'BBC NEWS' 

••• Meanwhile, in Rmnania, a woman tetumed to bel' native 
village in tbe Jiu Valley to visit a 'WODI8Il who briefly touched 
bel' life but left a life1oog impressioo upon her. 
All Silvia Radan remanbers of tbe cln1dhood expeaience are 
tiny bits 8Dd pieces; a tirade of fast words whispered ferwudy 
above her heed, a sudden wet glob of spit on her forebead. She 
recaDs beiDg vay )'OUDg and very sick, and sbe bad just bad 
ber first eocouoter with a real..JHe Wltdl. She bad been 
brought there by bel' grandmother to remove the Evil that that 



was making ber so ill. Her grandmotber genuinely feared for 
the 1ittle girl's life, laid low as sbe was by this mysterious 
ailmeot. And so, at her wits end, sbe felt sbe bad no ot1a 
option than to take bee, not to the local doctor, but the local 
W'Jtch, for treatment. 
Magic, both of both tbe Black 8Dd White varities.. are still 
practised in Wttcli/Vampire/Werwolt-baunted Romania, and 
Silvia was determined to track down the woman who had 
helped her an tbose years ago. 
And Silvia found ber much as she remembered her smoking 
like the proverbial chimney and still in business. The woman 
mainly casts spells over children, but she receives adults, as 
weD. People from all the villages in the area ftock to her for 
advice and tJeatment 8Dd for tbe power of her healing hands 
and magic wqrds. 
One of the ways sbe reportedly tells the future is through the 
use of 41 corn gJ'BiB9. She claims she mastered tbe art by 
watcbiog her own grandmother practice it and insists tbat the 
best WJtcbes are the ooes who learn mm others and master 
knowledge that can't be fOUDd in any other book. She switches 
the grains arouod ioto differeut groups while reciting spells 
and casting tidings for the ooe wbo is receiving tbe teadiag. 
1be WJtcbes are not just aydjl'lfd to small villages and 
outlying areas. howeYer. At least not in Romania, anyway. 
Many are to be fouod living in wban areas and they often 
make a profitable liviDg from their trade. 
'I'bey perform Tarot readings, purchase a spell to ward off Evil 
or obtain true love. So popular are some Wrtches, they bave 
large queues lined up outside tbeir gates waiting in tum to see 
them. Others have set workdays that would easily rival that of 
a successful coo.ventiooal doctor, only seeing clients on 
Tuesdays and Thursdays. for example. Sane adapt the spells 
aod the fees tbey charge iDdividually to meet the resources and 
needs oftbeir client. 
As age old as their trade is, modem business concerns are 
influmcing the way they practice. 
Many Wrtcber are finding a new reason to be discreet about 
their professioo and their clieotele, as Romania's income 
revenue system becomes more effiicieot it becomes 
increasingly likely they'll be taxed on their earnings like any 
other professional. Even a Witch's best spell isn't able to ward 
off the tax collector. 
7th November, 2001 Romania 'REUI'ERS' 
••• And finally, over in Loudon County, USA, items seized 
from tbe home of two local residents accused of the murder of 
a scientist named Robert M. Schuhz, included swords and 
documents relating to human sacrifice. 
Michael pfobl, 21, his 19-year-old girlfriend Katherine Inglis, 
aod 18-year-old Kyle Hulbert of Woodbridge, were charged 
with murder following the December lOth, 2000, discovery of 
Schwartz"s body in his remote lone on Mouot Gilead, 
southwest ofLeesbwg. 
Officials have said that the tbree suspects were an ftieods of 
Schwartz's youngest daughter, Clara, a 19-year-old studeat at 
James Madison Uniwnity. On December 1 11h, PriDce 
Williams offidals issued a search warrant for a home in EriD 
Drive., Haymadtet, weR P1bol and Ingtis lived with his 
relatives. 
Police seized clothing, shoes and cleaning supplies., along with 
at least nine knives, tbree swords and a macbete. 
Also listed oo the search inveotory was 'assorted altar items. 
a green reclmlgu/al' stone plate, computer and discs. ' 
Loudon County Sheriff Stew Simp&oo has criticised R1p0rt8 
that tbe stabbing death had cult.orialted uoderpionings aud 
denied earlier reports that a letter 'X' was carved into the back 
of Schwartz's neck. 
Simpson's investigations fouod multiple laceratioos to the 
body, but these JDaiks would be coosistent with a freozied 
killing resulting from rage, according to Simpson. He does not 

dispute that the suspects may have known each other through 
an interest in the occult, however. 
1be affildavit signed by a Prince Wtlliam detective states that 
during the Decembe£ 1 1th search of the Pfbol home, police 
found 'mis�lloneous documents tht:zt contain language of 
killing and human sacrifice in a Wiccan fashion. Wicca is a 
cult that involves Pagan rituals and sacrtjlces. ' 
Fortunately. for WJCC8DS, Scott Cmuringbam author of 
'LIYJNG WJCCA: .A FUKI'HER GUIDE FOR THE 
SOLITARY PR.ACTICIONER. ' was quick to point out that 
Wtcean traditioo states tbat w ritual animal sacrifices may 
be mode. 
'Wiccans simply don't cause harm to others. ' 
2nd January, 2002 Loudon, USA. WUDON 
TJMES.MIRR.OR ' 

The Deadly Fear Of The 
Number Four 

In Western culture, it seems 1hat the Nmilber 13 is the single, 
most dread-incJncing �. respoasible for such 'irrational' 
Wlwritten rules as there being-

a distinct Jack of a thirteenth 
floor in most high-rise buildings, and people refusing to climb 
out of bed when Friday the 13th ames rolling round. 
In Asia. however, it's the number four that inspiies feelings 
ranging fnm mild UDeaSe to outright tmnr. 
According to a study carried out by the University of 
California, it may well be the case that certain individuals are 
quite literally scaring themselves to death on the fourth day of 
every month. 
A study of death certificates over a 25-year period showed that 
the number of 'average' deaths in the Japanese and Chinese 
American populatioo jumped ·by (cue TWJLIGHr ZONE' 
theme tune) 13 per ceoton the fourth of the mooth. 
In areas such as California, where there is a more c:oo.amrated 
population of Chine8e and Japanese residents, the number 
spiked to 27 per ceot instead, suggestiug that tbe power of 
superstition is magnified when it's reiDfooced by a lager group 
of people who share the same belief. 
The word 'four' is read as 'si' in Chinese Mandarin and 'sbi' in 
Japanese, a close h<monym. for the word death in both 
languages and in tbe Cantonese dialect spoken in Hoog Koog. 
Just as with the nmnber 13, the number four is often avoided 
in numbering hotel and hospital rooms in China and Japan. So 
deeply rooted is this fear tbat the Chinese Air Force avoids the 
number in designating military aircraft. 
Despite these commonalities between the superstition of the 
numbers 13 and 4 in the two cultures, there did not seem to be 
a corresponding increase in US deaths on the 13th of each 
JDODth among those with American or European ancestry. 
1be results oftbe survey lend new meaning to the term 'scared 
to death.' It does indeed seem quite possible to do just that if 
your belief is strong atOUgh in the things you fear most. 
24th December, 2001 University of California 'REUJ'ERS' 

Lord Of The Rings And Harry 
Potter In The Dock Again 

ADd here we go again. 
No sooner have a couple of hugely-imaginative (not to say, 
massively entertaining) cinematic blockbusters hit the screen, 
tban people acting as spokesmen for the Christian religion 
start bleating 00 about how spirituaDy damaging films dealing 
with the fantastic can be .. .  Especially to their target audience; 
1he yooug aDd deJightfully open-minded. 
First up, we have Father Gabriel Amorth (whose surname, 
amusingly eoougb, makes him sound pretty much like a 
character from Hogwart's or tbe land of Goodor) an his 



rantings that he beliews Satan is the guiding force behind the 
Harry Potter novels. 
Rome's oflicial Exorcist saw fit to seek to warn parents 
against the 'Evil' contained within the pages of J.K. Rowling's 
bestsellers. They could feature innumerable postive 
references to the Satanic art, ' be  told reporters. 
He believes the books try to make a distinction between Black 
and White Magic., but maintains that such a distinction doesn't 
exist 'because magic is always a turn to the Devil. ' 
Fortunately, many other, tbankfully enlightened seoior 
churchmen have sought to praise the novels. 
••• Meanwhile, over in the former Soviet republic of 
Kazakhstan. so-adled 'Tolkien groupies' are being rounded up 
beaten and arrested as subversiws. 
State police � curreutly crackiDg down on �  they perceive 
to be 'dangerous Bohemians, ' akin to Satanists. 
Previously bauned in that countiy, Tolkien's books became a 
massive hit in 1990's Russia with societies holding organised 
readings and mock battles. 
'We are pnfoctly kgal, ' oae Tolkienist comp1ained to 
reporters. 'In fac� we spend most of our time in the 
mountains. It's our lifestyle. 
16th January, 2002 Rome, Italy 'DAlLY TELEGRAPH -
January 2002 Kmalrhstan TaJ'AL FllM. ' 

R£1.16IOUS 
PHENOMENA 

Too Folowmlp Of TOO Ring 
� Polrt� With 61-lat� 

Contrary to the negative reaction to Peter Jacbon's excellent 
celluloid version of Tolkien's classic series, tbltured above, 
conservative Christians over in the States have decreed that the 
trials and tribulations of Frodo, Sam, and the rest of the 
Fellowship, are infinitely preferable to the 
'Satanically-intlueoced' Harry Potter noveJs. 
Catholic publicatioas are reportedly 'ecstatic' about the movie 
with the Archdiocesan newspaper in Boston, THE PILOT, ' 
cJaiming that the film highlights 'the message of the Gospels� 
and the weekly 'NATIONAL CATHOUC REGISTER' 
declaring: Move over Harry Potter. The .Hobbits are 
coming!' 
Some religious newspapers even went so far as to devote their 
entire front pages to photographs of Frodo Baggins (played by 
Elijah Wood) complete with a quote from a 'specialist' (m 
what exactly, the clipping doesn't say) saying that the tale 
conveys 'fundamental Christian truths. ' 
Meanwhile, even the more evange1ical of Protestants have 
proven to be equally entbmriastic in their appraisal the first 
part of the trilogy. One pastor over in New York, has been 
reading the series of books aewral times a year, and has even 
gone so far as to teach himself Elvish, Tolkien's invented 
langauge ofthe Elves. 
Robert Crosby. pastor of Mount Hope Christian Church in 
Burlington, Massadwsetts, was planning on holding a 
discussion during the course of this soomingly never -ending 
winter, on haw parents should best handle the works of 
Tollden and Rowting. 
What bemuses tbis writer some, is the nndewriable fact that the 
basic plotlines of both Harry Potter and The Lord Of The 
Rings share many cmunon themes: Responsibility for being 
the deciding factor in the eternal struggle between the forces of 
Good and Evil, is thrust upon a small, seemingly insignificant 
individual. Aided by magic, fortune, and not a tiny amount of 
plain old fashioned good sense, these underdogs manage to 

triumph against all the odds. Wrth a little help from their 
friends, of course. 
So why the widely differing reactions to the release of the two 
movies, and the novels that spwaned them? 
The answer, it seems, is every bit as cynical as it is bigoted. 
Catholics are at pains to point out that the authors are poles 
apart when it comes to revealing where their religious loyalties 
lie. Tolkien was a devout convert to Catholicism, whose faith 
informed his writing, whilst J.K. RowJin& a member of the 
Church of Scotland, has fiilled to emphasize her religion as a 
centml part ofber biography. 

Tolkien was also a friend of C.S. Lewis, the famous Christian 
writer who penned the 'CHRONICLES OF NARNIA, ' that is 
also supposed. by some, to be a Christian allegory. 
'BOSTON GWBE' reporter, Michael Pau1soo, writes; 'Critics 
argue that Tolkien's treatment of issues such as Evi� 
powerand heroism is richer than Rowling's and more closely 
reflecu Christian conceptions of the world And some 
contrast his celebration of the heroism of an ordinary folk -
Hobbits - with Rowling's elevation of a special class, 
Wizards, over regular folic, whom she calls Muggles, and 
tends to describe derisvely. 
The popularity of the Harry Potter books immediately 
spurred criticism from soi'IM evan�lical Protestants, who 
argwd that the f0111' boola and tM movie glorify the occult. 
That view os not unaminous. Harry Potter has evangelical 
defenders, including Charles W. Colson. who went to jail for 
a Watergate-related crime and is founder of an evangelical 
prison ministry. 
The American Library .Association placed the Harry Potter 
boola at the top of its list of most-often challenged boolcs of 
kut year (2001) saying that critics hod sought to ban the 
books for occul� Satanism and anti-family themes. ' 
James A Herrick, one such critic who researches religious 
controversy as a professor at the Hope College in Michigan 
(nice work if you can get it - UndeniablyJealous Ed) was 
quoted as saying; 'Certainly the Harry Potter boolcs are not 
the most sinister thing. but they have piqued interest in 
Witchcraft and occult-related themes. 



'And in the Potter books, you get this sharp division between 
Muggles and magical people, and I think that's something 
worth being concerned about. ' 
(Personally, I think there's about a zillion things on this 
Godforsaken, spinning ball of sorrows to 'be concerned about,' 
right now, but hey, I'm just a humble magazine Editor, so what 
dol know?) 
Perhaps the last word on the subject should go to a 
conservative Presbyterian minister named Tim Keller. He first 
read 'LORD OF THE RINGS' when the woman who is now 
his wife gave him a copy at Gordm-Conwell Theological 
Seminarv. Both are now Tolkien fanatics. 
But Keller stirred up the proverbial hornet's nest when he 
sought to praise Hany Potter during a sermon at his church, 
arguing, not 1)Ill'eaSOD8bly, that the books do a good job of 
portraying Evil as a force in the world, portraying the power 
of the supematura1, an portraying tbe importance of sacrificial 
love as illustrated when Harry Potters mother dies saving her 
infant son. Keller claims he has been verbally criticised by a 
small group of people vocally upset 1bat be attempted to praise 
Potter. Keller says such criticism is 'inexpliCtZble. ' 
His wife, Kathy, goes even further. '1 learned that anything 
can be misued when one of our sons picked up a big Bible 
and dunked his brother on the head with it. But that doesn't 
mean we banned Bibles. ' 
5th January, 2002 USA THE BOSTON GWBE' 

NEW DAWN'S FAITH 
Maybe it's nothing more than a hefty dose of wishful thinking 
on behalf of the populace in the wake of September 1 1th, but 
according to a receot survey carried out by the SCRIPPS 
HOWARD NEWS SERYICE, ' in conjunction with the Ohio 
University, most Americans believe in the existence of Angels. 
The results of the questionnaire seem to indicate that one in 
five of US residents are convinced that they have either seen 
Angels themselves, or tbey know of someone who claims to 
have done so. The survey covered 1.127 randomly chosen 
American citizens. 
When asked; 'Do you believe in Angels, that is, some kind of 
heavenly beings who visit Earth, do in fact exist?' a 
staggering 77 per cent responded by saying 'Yes!' 
Almost as many of them, 73 per cent, said that they believed 
that 'Angels still come into the world, even in these modern 

days.' 
· Both sceptics and believers alike concur that in recent times. 

public interest in Angels has increased dramatically. Some 
attribute tbis upsurge to popular (if somewhat cheesy) TV 
shows like TOUCHED BY AN ANGEL' and 'HIGHW.A.Y TO 
HEA YEN, ' and big-screen productions such as John Travolta's 
appearance in the movie 'MICIL4EL. ' This might not be 
evideoce of an increase in the level of people's faith, but rather 
a general rise in interest in spirituality. 
The survey also seemed to indicate who amoogst the 
population was most likely to profess a belief in Angels. 
A spokesman for Obio University told reporters; 'Belief cuts 
across almost all ranges of education, income and lifestyle. 
Women and young peopk are slightly more likely to believe 
than men or older Americans, but a majority of almost every 
demographic group has faith in these supe1'11JJfural beings. 
'And not tNef'Y01IB thinh this is a good thing. 
The FC1fllfder for &cular Humanism bemoans these findings 
as an indication of a "very disturbing new trend,leadlng to a 
decline in critical thinking and scientific literacy. " 
'Others balk at being labelled a victim of a surge in 
superstition, insisting that the experience happened to them 
and it was as real as it could get. citing instances of a helper 
appearing out of nowhere in a dangerous situation and then 

. just as mysteriously disappearing once they were no longer 
needed 

'Others who took the poll have a slightly more broad 
definition of what an Angel is to them, arguing that there are 
people who, through their very actions, must be considered 
Angelic. Acts of extreme kindness or seljkssness as given as 
proof of their other-worldliness. 
'.And who is less likely to believe in Angels? 
'Folks with post-graduate degrees, households with $80,000 
income or more, Jewish individuals, and those with no 
religious preference tended to have a much more mortal view 
of things than others in the study did ' 
26th December, 2001 USA. 'SCRJPPS HOW.A.RD NEWS 
SERVICE' 

Baby Gabriel In The 
Company Of Angels 

And someone who very definitely believes in the existence of 
Heaveoly entities is three-year-old Gage Gabriel, (how's that 
for a Cosmic Joke Name Game?) who, last Christmas Eve, 
was found shivering on a beach alongside ·the body of his dead 
mother on the banks of the Bay of Fundy, in Cumberland 
County, USA. 
Gage later told police tbat he saw two Angels floating above 
tbe water, and that they both smiled at him and kept him 
company. 
'One of 018 officers was talking to him and he mentioned that 
h saw a couple of Angels with wings on the water, ' Amherst 
RCMP Sgt. Dave Bogie told reporters. 
'Anything's possible, let's face it, when you look at someone 
surviving a crash like that. ' 
The crash in question occurred wben Gage's mum, Tobi 
Gabriel, lost control of their car and was killed instantly when 
tbe vehicle plunged off a cliff and landed on the rocky shore 
off Lower Cove Road. near a place called Joggins, sometime 
between 10-10:30pm. Miraculously, (perhaps quite literally!) 
Gage survived both the impact of the crash and the numbing 
cold out on the beach all alone. 
He was found to have frost-bitten toes and a bump on his head 
but he was otherwise unharmed when a neighbour stumbled 
across him at 9am on Christmas Day. 
Gage told his rescuers tbat two Angels suddenly appeared on 
the water where his mother's lifeless body floated near the 
overturned car. 
Tobi's grandfather, Roy Gabriel, has no difficuhy in accepting 
that the Angels saved bis gteat-grandson's life. 
'He said that he saw two women in white dresses standing in 
the water smiling at him all night. ' Roy confided to 
journalists. That's what kept him alive. If it wasn't for that, 
the boy would have died then in the rain. ' 
And Sgt. Bogie expressed a similar point of view when he was 
quoted as saying; '1 believe Gage's story because he hadn't 
talked to any adults when he told the tale. It sets you back on 
your heels in a way. He's three-years-old - how cQUld he 
simply come up with this? There's a higher body than me or 

you. ,  
Auglican minister Mel I .angille, not surprisingly, was keen to 
point out tbat he totally accepted Gage's heart-rending 
account; 'Angels touch people's lives quite often at times 
when we are at most need, ' he said 
They were co"fforting him and keeping him from despair, 
and letting him feel the warmth of God's love. ' 
31st December, 2001 Bay of Fundy, Cumber/and County, 
USA. 'HAUFAX D.A.ILY NEWS' 

F ATIH HEALER RE'IURNS FROM 
BEYOND 1HE GRAVE 

A Filipino husband decided to have his faith-healer wife's body 
exhumed after he claimed she had visited him in a dream. 



Guillenno Anselmo reckoos his wife, MarceJina de Lean told 
him her missioo on Earth was still not finished 
Now her body bas duly been exhnmOO as requested and the 
local villagers are once again flocking to her house in large 
numbers to be treated for various ailments. 
Bai Marcing, as she was known. used to appareody cure 
people using a combinatioo or water, betel nut and palay in 
Bugallon. Pangasinan. 
Now that her body bs been disinteried, it is currently lying in a 
specially built room at the back of ber house and her son and 
graodchild treat tbe sick after coosnlatafioo with her corpse 
whilst rubbing tap water on the aftJic:ted part of the patieot's 
body. Her 1Bmily were surprised to find her body soft and not 
cold Ouillermo told the authorities be will rebmy his wife's 
remains if the body emits a foul odour or when she tells him in 
another drearii it is time to do so. 
7th Janaury, 2002 Pangasinan, Philippines THE 
PHILIPPINE SI'AR' 

'GOD TOLD ME TO' 
A former drug dealer by the name of Kenny carter, 40, bas 
elected to don a ridiculous 'comedy" outftt, resembling a giant 
pepper. and adopting the nickname 'Peppy The Pepper' 
(Nought out of ten for originality. I thought Abdullah 
Abdullah and Neville Neville were bad.'), because he claimed 
he heard God's voice thunder in his ears late one unbearably 
lonesome night. Kenny, sorry, Peppy, takes up the story; 
'1 was crying out: "Oh, God, " 'when I heard a male voice 
saying; ''You will be a vegetable!" 
So I mode a costume, wrote a song about my experiences and 
began singing it at branches of 'Super Fresh in Maryland, 
USA., where I am community relations manager. ' 
January, 2002 Maryland, lJS..t 'FHM' 

Waiting For A 
Miracle 

Debate over whether or not science can ever prow or disprove 
the existence of God was raging ooce again early this year, 
with the publication or the very latest clinical trials held to 
discover whether or not the simple power of prayer can aid the 
physically sick in any way. 
The two previous studies, the last of wbich was published in 
1999, appeared to provide some evidence that seriously ill 
patients in Coronary Care Units improved medically if they 
were prayed for. Unfortunately, excitement at this quite 
frankly, heartwarming news was somewhat tempered by the 
results of the latest study of 800 Coronary Care Unit patients, 
pubJished in YAYO CLINICAL PROCEEDINGS� showed no 
significant beneficial e1fect of prayer. 
Tbe publication has predictably given rise to calls ftom 
'serious' scientists for an innntdiatc cessation of such resean:h. 
No matter bow rigorously conducted, say the sceptics, it could 
never reveal the Hand of God 
What kind of 'filir-miDded' God, they argue, would give help to 
patients wbo were pra}'ed for ten times a day, as opposed to 
those who were prayed for just once a day? 
Despite such loaded, though rmrth eles: re1evant, questioos 
being posed in the halls of aatdemja, the town of Lourdes, in 
south-west France, is still regarded by some, as being the ideal 
m-location 1aboratoiy scieotists investigating tbe reality of 
God or otherwise, have been aying out for. The six miiiioo 
people who fiock to Lourdes each aud ewry year, because of 
the town's reputation for miraculous hea1ings of iDcorable 
diseases,. doo.'t need to have scieotific coofinnation or denial 
thrust upoo tbem, of course. For these desperate souls, 
whether hopelessly deluded or entirely justified in their belie&, 

all that matters is the reteotion of faith, pure and simple.And, 
according to various sources, miracles do happen at Lourdes. 
The most recent example is tbat of Jean Pierre Bely, a 
FrencJunan, wbo was confirmed in 1999, by two seperate 8Dd 
scientific committees associated with Lourdes, as having been 
cured of multiple sclerosis following his pilgrimage to the 
town, in a manner tbat was scieotitlcally inexpllcable, the 
science code for a fully-fledged miracle. 
A local medical bureau was set up eight years after tbe first 
reported 'miracle' at Lourdes, in 1875, in order to check 
allegations of mexplicable cures'. and also in order to protect 
the town ftom unscupulous fraudsters who might seek to make 
a profit by making false claims of miracles. 
Granted, many cynics would say that these supposedly 
independent doctors and scientists are simply clubbing 
together to perpetuate the myth ofLourdes, and ensure that the 
easily-led and increasingly desperate coobnue to tlock to tbe 
towm in their millions. Yet this committee, which bas grown in 
size and sophisticatioo with the passage of the years, is now 
iDtending to spend years cbecting individual cases, with up to 
250 different doctors interviewing and testing a patient, before 
a claimed cure will be deemed accepted as not explainable by 
conventional science. 
And even at the conclusion of this quite exhaustive process, 
tbe case is then turned over to an independent intematiooa1 
medical committee, where another set of doctors and scientists 
re-examine the case and conduct further tests. Then the 
phnomenon is finally submitted to a vote among the 
investigating scientists, as to whether any other explanatioo 
other than a miracle is plausible. For example, was the 
condition accurately diagnosed in the first place? 
The final part of the process occurs when the Church is invited 
to decided whether it wants to prooounce they deem it a sign of 
God's direct intervention in the aftBirs of mankind. 
Given such scientific rigour, Jean Pierre Bely had to wait ten 
years before sudden ability to walk during a mass at Lomdes 
was officially recognised as a true miracle. 
The touhgness of this scientific process explains why a mere 
66 Lourdes cases since 1862 have made it to official 'miracle 
status.' 
This is in stalk CODtrast to the number of people who have 
claimed to have been blessed with an inexplicable cure . . . 7,000 
and counting at the time of going to press. 
The church though, is choosing to rely m scientists first to 
validate the claim that an event cannot be accounted for by 
natural phenomena. 
This would seem to indicate a huge swing away ftom the 
previous reluctance of the Chruch to look to science for 
verification of its alleged religious phenomena, and by 
definition, proof that God exists. 
The journalist. Raj Persaud. recmtiy recounted for THE 
DAILY TELEGRAPH, ' the story of A1exis Carrel, one of 
F111!1Ce's greatest physicians in the first half of the 20th 
century, and a winner ofthe Nobcl Prize for Medicine. 
'Carrel hDd been a sceptic and lost his Catholic faith before 
he went to Lourdes on ll1J iiiWllid train, out of scientific 
curiosity. He became especially interested in a woman he 
thought was too severely ill even to reach the goal of her 
pilgrimage. However, she mode it to Lourdes, where her 
stomach was bathed in a pool and her large abdominal 
tumour soon disappeared - Carrell believed that he had 
witnessed a geniune mirack. ' 
Sceptics however, will always smile wryly and shake their 
beads at man's capacity for simple beliet: aud ask why there 
are not hundreds, nay thousands of wooden and prosthetic 
limbs piled high alongside the crutcbes cast away by tho8e 
who had supposedly been cored The implication being that 
these so-called miracles did not radicaJly chaJ1eoge 
fundamental Jaws of physics or biology. 



But as Mr Persuad points out, 'there are many astonishing 
remissions of large cancerous tumours amongst the official 
miracles of Lourdes, 1 though he also accepts that 
'spontaneous remission of cancer is not unlcnown in tM 
outside world 
'One theory is that spontaneous regression of a cancer 
represents a suden mobilisation of natural host defence 
mechanisms. Since it is well established that OUT immune 
system is influenced by OUT emotional state, it is possible that 
strong emotions evoked by visiting Lourdes could have 
beneficial physical tdfects in suddenly galvanising an immune 
system to start attacking the CQIJCtiT. 1 
A British study testing at regular intervals the mental state of 
pilgrims to Lourdes discoYered tbat up to a year later, the 
pilgrimage had produced significant reductions in anxiety and 
depression, an effect equivalent to the strongest 
&Dti-depressants. 
The fact JemaiDs however, that even the most open-minded of 
ClYI)IJ'Iflltators, such as Dr Patrick Tbeillier'. Head of The 
Lowdes Medical Bureau, have receatly been forced to admit 
that tbe number of authentic miracle cures have become 
markedly fewer in recent years, as tbat which lies beyond the 
pale of scieutific explanantion appears to inexorably ctimirrish 
Paradoxically. a receot survey of the spiritual beliefs of 
scjentjfiallly-trained an:h-sceptics and debuDkers, revealed 
that an amazing 39 per cent of biologists, physicists, and 
mathematicians said not only did the accept the existence of 
God, but also in a God who answers prayers. Even more 
astonishing was the revelation that the bigbest rate of belief 
was found in the field of mathematics, the language of the 
sciences. 
The final word goes to Dr Raj Persaud. the journalist 
responsible for these findin&', (as well as being a consultant 
psychiatrist at the Maudsely Hospital in London); 
The most recent attempt to review the link between religion 
and healthfound that across 42 studies, involving nearly 
126,000 people, highly religious people were found to be 
almost a third more likely to live longer, for reasons that still 
remain mysterious. The best scientific theory is that religious 
and spiritual practices engender positive emotions like hope. 
and limited nl!gative emotions liu hostility, and this has 
profound long-term hormonal and immune system benefits. 
� it would seem that if you follow the latest science, faith is, 
oddly, still the most pragmatic approach for a long life, but 
you should only start relying on prayer after you have 
exhausted what medicine and science have to offer, after al� 
isn't that what the Church does in Lovrdes? 
16th January, 2002 Lourde:s, France 'DAILY TELEGRAPH' 

QHOSTt. V TAt.�S 
Gliosts And Cfle"i{s 
OveP [XePse-rside 

Just prior to Halloween. last )'ear. our old fiiend Tom Slemen 
was once more gracing the pages of the local press as part of a 
seasonal round-up of Merseyside troe-life tales of the 
Supernatural. 
Reproduced � are a just a few of the bigbligbts: 
We start back in October, 1968, at a house just off Pigue 
Lane, in the Wavertree district of Liverpool. A lady by the 
name ofMrs Crowtber was cleaning dishes at the kitchen sink 
wben sbe clearly saw a man dressed an in black waJk directly 
past ber wiodow. He wore a black peaked cap aDd carried a 
1oog, iron bar. 
W'rthout warning, the man suddeoly vanished in the midst of 
the backyard, and Mrs Crowther likely doubted her semes at 
this point. Fortunately for her sanity, ooe of her neighbours 

also saw the weird, threatening-looking stranger on the 
following night, and he was quoted as saying that the man 
loc*ed like a railway worker carrying the type of bar the 
shuDter men ooce used to undo railway line couplings. 
A week later, at bang on midnight, a family in the same street 
watched in amazernmt as their cbandelier suddenly began 
swaying of its own accord They then heard a strange 
nunbling SOUDd. Omamental plates fell off the walls with the 
vibration. Everyone in the street came out of their houses, 
doubtless thinking there's be an earthquake. 
1b e following Friday. again at precisely midnigbt. a Mrs 
Ridwdson was sitting on her soo's bed, teDiDg him a bedtime 
story, when she heard a distant roar, coming in her direction. It 
SOODded like a heavy rumble. 
1be noise got louder � and passed through tbe downstairs 
part ofthe house. 'lbeA an ear-splitting whistle sounded. It was 
ranirrisa:ot of a whistle of a steam train. Secoods later, the 
whistle ceased m1 the noise suddeo1y ended. 
Mrs Ridwdson rushed down the stairs with her son hanging 
ooto ber cbeu. Sbe found the place in t«a1 disanay.Tbe table 
bad mowd towards the window, an armchair was owrtumed 
and the windows themselves were dripping with condensation. 
The exact same pbeaome:Da seemed to have overtaken the 
tDire street. Two women said tbat they had seen the ghost of a 
steam train emerge from the last house oftbe street and vanish 
into the night at the eod ofPigue Lane. 
T<m later discovered that a railway track had run through the 
same street in VICtOrian times. 

••• More recently, in 1994, to be � a university srudeot 
uamed Philip Branoigan left the Philhannmic pub on Hope 
Stt=, at just after Jut orders, and was waiting on Hardman 
Street for a taxi to take him h<me. He heard the sound of a 
wanan aying nearby, and decided to see if the lady was okay. 
The sobbing sound was coming from a narrow alleyway 
between the pub and a restaurant, so Phi1ip went down the 
passage. and saw smldfring tbat was to give him a whole host 
of sleepless nights. 
The proverbial Woman In Black stood before him. She had 
1oog. snow-white hair that COYaed her face, and she was 
emitting a spioe<hiUing wbistJing noise. Philip was ccmvinced 
that he was conftrooted with a Banshee, the legendary Celtic 
harbinger of death. 
Not surprisingly, the badly 1iigbteoed man turned m1 mn for 
lone just as fast as bis legs would cany him. 



Not surprisingly, the badly frightened man turned and ran for 
home just as fast as his legs would cany him. 
And as he anived at his bedsit in U1let Road. Phil's phone was 
ringing. Trembling, and filled with a dark sense of foreboding, 
he answered it . . .  Only to hear the broken voice of his mother 
informed him that his Dad had dropped dead of a heart attack, 
at l lpm, the precise moment Pbilip first saw the Banshee. 

••• And for a tale of revenge from beyond the grave that 
wouldn't be out of place in one of those classic EC Comics of 
the 1950s, TALES FROM THE CRYPT, ' say, or 'VAULT OF 
HORROR, ' we travel back to the mid-1970s, where, at an 
undisclosed address in the Anfield area of the city, the body of 
an Irish-bom man who had died from a heart attack was laid 
in an open coffin, as is the tradition at a wake. 
The grief-stricken widow was comforted by her sister and 
brother-in-law, as well as a host of friends and neighbours, 
who comnbined to accompany her to a local pub. 
Understandably, the widow got herself pretty drunk, aud when 
she returned home, her sister went into the kitchen to make her 
a supper she very likely didn't feel a whole pile like eating. 
On impulse, the widow told her brother-in-law tbat her dead 
husband had regularly dabbled with the OUija board, and 
against her better judgement, doubtless clouded by drink, she 
decided to bring the board into the parlour. 
She then succeeded in persuading her sister's husband to put 
his fingers on the upturned glass used to spell out 'messages 

from the other side.' 
Immediately. the widow felt the glass slide across the board 
causing her to retract her fingers and accuse her 
brother-in-law, in time-honoured filsbion, of pushing the glass 
to, rather tastelessly, scare her. 
Her brother-in-law promptly took his band away 1tom the 
glass, but it simply kept moving, with no visible agency. 
The glass slowly, and inexorably spelled out the word 
'Adultery,' and the coffin containing her husband's body began 
to move as though imbued with a life of its own. 
Suddenly, the coffin slid off its stand and stood upright. 
The white-shrouded corpse was flung from the coffin, and it 
landed in an undignified heap on top of the widow's 
brother -in-law. 
Not surprisingly, the terrified man suffered a devestating 
nervous breakdown, and later tearfully admitted to his wife 
that he had been having an affair with the widow. 
One almost expects to hear the cackling voice of The 
Crypt-Keeper or The Old Witch, uttering awful puns at this 
neat and satisfYing conclusion. 

••• One of the strangest cases I've come across in quite some 
time, wa.S said to have occurred in the early 1980s at the Royal 
Liverpool Teaching Hospital, and was allegedly witnessed by 
at least seven people. 
A middle-aged man walked into the casualty department with a 
bruised forehead and bloodied nose. He calmly told the 
receptionist that he had just been in a car accident near Fraser 
Street in London Road, and suddenly feh 'very strange. ' His 
actual words were: '1 feel as if I am dead ' 
Two nurses attempted to take the man into the emergency 
ward. but he simply refused to go with them. Instead. he just 
stood there with his hand on his left wrist, trying in vain to feel 
for his own pulse. 1be man then abruptly informed the nurses: 
'I knew it. No pulse. I'm dead, aren't I?' 
One of the nurses was concerned enough about the man's 
injuries and his increasingly bizarre behaviour and telt the 
man'S! cartoid artery in his neck and 1here was no pulse there 
either. Even stranger, he was stone cold. 
At this point. the man pushed the nurses and ambulance men 
aside in a blind panic and walked Qut of the Casualty 
Department shouting: 'I feel as if I'm dead!' 
One of the ambulance men raced out after the � but whtm 

· he got outside, there was nobody there. 
Less tban ten minutes later. the same ambulanceman was 
called to tbe scene of a car crash off London Road. The very 
same man who had stumbled into the hospital earlier that night 
was dead inside the vehicle. His forehead was badly bru.ised 
and his nose was bloodied., just as they bad been when he 
visited casualty. 
31st October, 2001 Merseyside 'LIVERPOOL ECHO' 

G\Vraitfts <Haunt QJhe 
G\Vors[e! A_nd QJhe 

Cavendisft 
The Worsley Anns in Woodside, Birkenhead, and The 
cavendisb., on Grange Road West, are the latest in a long line 
of Merseyside pubs to gain a reputation for being haunted. 
At The Worsley, owners, Ken and Sheeoa Ormond, as well as 
various members of staf( have reportedly experienced 
disembodied cack:liog voices, glasses unaacountably falling off 
shelves, strange smells and sudden changes oftemperature. 
The pub, situated on Chester Street, was built in 1844, at a 
time when Woodside was in its heyday, with hordes of 
travellers from far and wide stopping en route to taking the 
short hop across tbe river to Liverpool. 
'The three-storey building is rumoured to have been erected 
directly above a tunnel which runs from the basement to the 
simi1arly ghost-infested Birlreohead Priory. 
The owners of the pub decided to call in a team of local 
paranormal investigators; The Supernatural Encounters 
Association. or SEA, for short, last October. They set up tape 
recorders. camcorders and cameras in various parts of the 
building and recorded four 45-minute sessions. 
And there has been some degree of success. 
Electromagnetic Voice Phenomena, or EVP, bas apparently 
manifested itself in the shape of tape-recorded voices saying 
'Goodnight,' and 'They can't deceive.perceive her.' as well as 
calling the name William. 
Mike McManus, the leader of the group, told reporters; The 
equipment we use is very basic. The electromagnetic on the 
tapes piclc up things that we can't always hear or see during 
the vigil. 
'We have heard different whispered voicu trying to 
commumcate wuh us on the tape and believe The Wonley 
Arms has a portal entrance to the spirit world. It is a very 
unusual building and one of the oldest inns in the area. 



This is going to be a continued investigation. Our ultimate 
goal is to capture evidence on camera. ' 
Offering assistance to the team are academics at John Moore's 
University. 
Doctor Micbael Daniels works at the Centre for Applied 
Psychology at JMU where there is a special unit dedicated to 
studying alleged paranormal activity. He was quoted as 
saying; 'We have no reason to suspect that this is a hoax. 
What SEA has is clear voices on tape and here at the 
University we have the facilities to take a closer look at these 
tapes. , 

We await further developments with interest. 
Meanwhile, over at 1be Cavendish, the landlord, David 
Owens, has also been experiencing strange goings�. 
David takes up the story by way of an open letter to the local 
press ; 
'1 bought the pub 12 years ago. It used to be an old bakery by 
the name of Stubbs. 
� with most old places, it seems there is something III'IUSual 
with it, and a numbn- of my staff have report«/ strange 
happenings. 
For example, my manager Richard said that recently, while 
he was working in the cellar which is below ground /eve� the 
cellar temperature gauge was thrown at him and gas _bottles 
were turned off 
There are also reports from the cleaners of lights going on 
and off 
The other morning, a male voice was heard,yet there were 
only two women around at the time. 
'If anyone lcnows of anything that might have happened there, 
can they please contact me. ' 
October 30th-November 21st 2001 The Worsley Arms, 
Woodsidei/'he Cavendish, Grange lWad West,Birhnhead, 
Merseyside THE WIRRAL NEWS GROUP'I'UYERPOOL 
ECHO' 

THE SPIRITS ARE DuE ON 
CORONA TI()I\J s TRf£T 

Similar anomalous goings� were reportedly occurring on the 
set of one of Britain's most popular soaps. 
A series of 'eerie off-stage noises, doors slamming shut and 
objects moving across Wlrious rooms' on the 'CORONATION 
STREET' set are just some of the phenomena said to have 
occurred recently. 
Several of the programme's stars confessed to Granada bosses 
to feeling as though tbey were being watched by an invisible 
something whilst they were on the toilet. 
The rumours and the feelings of unease were certainly not 
quashed any by the revelations tbat the set. and specifically. 
'11/E ROVERS REIVRN, ' were built upoo a brothel and an 
old cemetery. 
Things got so bad that the producers felt compelled to call in 
an Exorcist to cleanse the area. 
Some press accounts revealed that insiders adnrifted; 
'Management thought they were being takenfor a ride at first 
and that it was all a big leg-pulL 
But then there were more complaints of weird things 
happening. Some of the cast thought it was all quite .fonny, 
but others were genuinely frightened and worried about it 
all. 
Eventually, it reached the stage where something hod to be 
done and an expert ghostbuster was called in. 
'Until now most people thought the only spirits on the set 
were in the ROVERS RElVRN. But perhaps a few of the old 
characters have never truly left theStreet ' 
One of the newcomers to the programme, Samia Gbadie. wbo 
plays trainee hairdresser Maria, was the first to complain she 
was being watched by a spirit. 

The 19-year-old actress described to studio chiefs how she saw 
the apparition of a woman in the ladies toilets. 
Bosses at Granada have been at pains to point out that an is 
now quiet on the set and that things have returned to normal. 
Spokeswoman Rachel Ashcroft said; 'It was felt necessary to 
call someone in after several people complained of strange 
goings-on. 
There was a strange feeling of unease at the studio with odd 
things happening aU the time. We cannot say who we called 
in, but the problem has been .fixed. ' 
26th November, 2001 Coronation Street Set, Manchester 
'DAILY EXPRESS' 

A MooiLE THREAT To THE 

ExiSTENCE � GHOSTS 
One of the more intruiging theories doing the rounds last 
Autumn was the perceived threat to all kinds of ghostly entities 
brought about by, of all things, mobile phoDes. 
The theory goes somedJing Hke this: The UK's 39 million-plus 
cellphones may be adversely affecting tbe electromagnetic 
energy many paranormal 'experts' maintain could well be the 
catalyst for an kinds ofFortean activity. 
Put simply, the sheer volume of cellphones are responsible for 
causing intense electromagnetic fields combined with 
microwave radiation from countless mobile calls and text 

messages. 
Tony Comell. of the Society for Psychical Research, was 
quoted as saying; 'Ghost sightings have remained consistent 
for centuries. Until three years ago we'd receive reports of 
two new Ghosts every week But with the introduction of 
mobile phones 15 years ago, Ghost sightings began to 
decline to the point where now we are receiving none. 
The decline mi"ors the increasing use of mobile phones in 
Britain. They could be drowning out our Ghosts. ' 
And this depressing pattern, assuming it is a true reflection of 
the state of things in the spirit-world, is mirrored in other 
countries, too. American researchers are also running low on 
the number of recently-reported sightings. 
In response. the SPR was, at the time of going to press, 
considering whether to send 'ghosthunters' to the world's more 
isolated spots to see if there is a marlced difference in the 
number of reports of ghostly phenomena in these 
comparatively mobile-phone-free zones. 
14th October, 2001 'DAILY EXPRESS' 

THE HAUNTfD TITANIC 

ExHBITIOI\J 
Acconting to reports in tbe Chilean � a museum display 
of arti1acts recovered ftan the wreck of tbe ill-fated Titanic, 
has been plagued with an outbreak of paranormal phenomena. 
Witnesses have stated that they have beard strange noises and 
even on occasion, glimpsed ghostly figures in the vicinity of 
the exhibition. 
The display in Santiago has been organised by Juan Pablo 
Cuadra, and be told local journalists; 'Guards, visitors and 
even the police have all reported experienced strange 
phenomena such as seeing apparitions. 
� number of visitors have told of how they have heard 
human voices and footsteps when there is absolutely no one 
near them. 
'One married couple told me they had seen a woman dressed 
in a long white dress typical of the period ' 
Somewhat predictably. Mr Cuadra denied tbat these stories 
have been invaJted merely to alSUI'e an increase in attendances 
at tbe the museum. � security guards aren't the type of 
people to � things up, ' he declared via the local press. 



'Some of them are very reluctant to come forward and discuss 
what they have experienced and I am sure there are others 
who are too emba"assed to tal/c. ' 
Interestingly, the exhibition was also shown in Argentina, 
where visitors also reported hearing whispering and hmnan 
voices coming from the objects on display. 
16th October, 2001 Santiago, Chile 'LAS ULTIMAS 
NOTICIAS' 

<(itl{e Ifiegenb ®£ 
��� �use 

Meanwhile over in Ameri� a team calling itself Seven 
Paranormal Investigations were making the news across 
Moore County, with revelations concerning their latest 
investigations during which members have been pushed, 
pinched, cbilled and choked. 'Ibetve also reportedly seen and 
heard things that would scare the halo oti an Angel. 
'We've been a few places normal people wouldn't think twice 
about, ' claims Kady Harringto� 29, the group's founder and 
team director. 'But ''Normal" and "Paranormal" only meet 
along the edge. 
'Our team is there merely to observe, not disturb. Our 
investigations are a combination of technology, instinct and 
luck. You do the ground work. Bring the equipment and hope 
the Ghosts do their part. 
'We do not charge for carrying out our investigations, 
although donations defer costs are always welcome. Nobody 
here is chasing shadows, unless you include a wealth of 
stories and strange experiences. 
'Like my ha"owing experience at ''Hell House. " 
Kady reckons she has spent more than half her life in the 
company of Ghosts. As a child she lived in a house that 
appeared to be haunted by more than one restless spirit. 
Raised as a countJy girl and not given to being frightened 
easily, she still readily admits to having been terrified by the 
events in her seemingly quiet home in Moore County with 
several other roomates when she was a teenager. 
The name ''Hell House" speaks for itself,' she told reporters. 
'We'd have used the name ''Amityville", but it's already been 
taken. ' (Er, I guess Kady's never heard of the Richard 
Matheson novel, or the British movie adaptation of 1973, 
starring Roddy McDowall and the really rather lovely Pamela 
Franklin, then - Smartarse Ed). 
'Hell House was a three-bedroom house in a rural part of the 
county, sitting on top of a hill, and it was later learned, on an 
Indian burial ground. The home itself was a half-and-half, a 
house built from parts of two buildings slapped side by side. 
'One silk was a small shelL The other part had a more 
sinister past. It was brought over from Bragg after the war. It 
was originally a nurse's station, then an infimary, then 
apparently a terminal ward Soldiers who had no hope of 
getting better were sent there. 
'Footsteps and clattering sounds were common. Doors 
slammed, re-opened and slammed again, and lights and the 
TV seemed to run on their own schedule. 
Worst of all though was the "Bl� Room. " Painted an odd 
shade of aqut:Z by previous renters, the room had intense 
physical reactions on guests. The overwhelming smell of 
flowers was common, and objects occasionally flew off the 
bookshelves without warning. 
Things kept getting worse. We finally left one night after the 
house kept throwing things at us and pushed us out the front 
door. We may have been thick-headed, but we could take the 
hint. You think that spoolcy stuff on TV doesn't really happen, 
but it does' 

In the wake of these experiences, Kady and a fellow housemate 
decided to form the present-day paranormal investigation 
group called Seven. 
'It seemed like a good name at the time, ' Kady recalls. 'Now 
it's too late to change it. We wanted to try and find out why 
things happen like they do. 
'Fifteen years later, we're still looking for the answers. 
'With all the new equipment, all the investigations, there are 
still things that can't be explained. We want to find the truth, 
we don't want to be chased ' 

An article in a local newspaper featured the group 
investigating a long-since-closed . down care facility in the 
central part of the state. 
'It was called a terminal situation, ' says team member 
Cbristine Stoors. 'It's a building_ with long halls, very creepy 

at night. 
'It's even more creepy inside. A decade after it closed, 
wheelchairs and personal effects still litter the halls. There's 
some vandalism and broken glass, but surprisingly little has 
been stolen from the centre. 
To be honest, I'd more scared of squatters than Ghosts. I 
was part of an advance team that scouted the centre weeks 
earlier. armed with flashlights and a VCR 
The results of our search; a videotape of ghostly orbs lolling 
up the hallway toward the nurses station. Invisible to the eye, 
these orbs are a fairly common phenomenon during 
investigations. However, they are usually seen only on still 
photos. Catching them on video, distinct and opaque in pitch 
dark where they couldn't be reflections ot back-lit bugs, is a 
rare treat. ' 
Journalists join with the group as the team assemble at Kady's 
home near Carthage. Not long after, Christine returns to the 
centre in company with Donnie Sweeny, 21, an apparent 
'Ghost magnet' who hails from Greensboro. 



'If you want to see a Ghost, ' Christine informs the reporters, 
'just send Donnie. They follow him around like kids and a 
puppy. '  
Doonie is described as being friendly and soft-spoken. He's 
very adept at utilising digital cameras. He once spearheaded 
the group's investigation of a haunted plantation and stmnbled 
upon the Devil's Sback. 
� creepy, creepy place, ' he  was quoted as saying. 'You could 
step in there and feel a sense of dread 
�ccording to a local legend, the plantation was owned by a 
man who murdered his family as well as several slaves. The 
main house is long gone, but a number of outbuildings 
remain. 
'We placed a tape recorder in the Devil's Shack and left it. 
We watched the shack to make sure that no one entered it. 
When we played the tape back, it was fulls of 
Electromagnetic Voice Phenomena (EVPs). There were bells, 
whispers and one voice that says; 'There's nothing in 
here ... Shut the door!'". 
'Listening to it will creep you out. ' 
Every bit as creepy, apparently, is the digital photo Mr 
Sweeny snapped that same night. 1be picture appears to show 
a corner of a house-porch lit by what seems to be car 
headlights. A shadowy figure can be seen in the. centre of the 

porch. 
But, according to logs kept by Miclri Rowlette and Anne 
Honick, the photo was taken of an empty field in the pitch 
darkness. There simply was no house, or indeed anything 
there, whatsoever. 
No cars passed by, either, as the logs pJainly show. 
Such inexplicable incidents are what keeps the group together, 
though they readily admit that a lot of the time the 
investigations can be nothing short of deadly boring. 
Something which all-too soon discourages potential additions 
to the team. 
'We've had a few people who had their own agenda for 
investigating, ' Kady says. They don't last long. They don't 
like the details of investigating, or they don't want to put in 
the effort. To them it's like 'SCOOBY-DOO, ' where you get a 
scare and everyone runs away. 
'We're not sitting around in white gowns with a Ouija board 
We don't try to call the Ghosts up. 
'And we don't attempt to get rid of them, either. 
'We want to observe, not expel. The public perception is 
we're Ghost-chasers, or some even think we are communing 
with the Devil. We're just a group of people who want to 
investigate paranormal events and try to find out what's 
behind them. 
'When we prepare for an investigation, there are no crystals, 
no Holy Water, and the only salt is for pizza, not 
Poltergeists. We do utilise motion detectors, digitial 
cameras, noncontact thermometers, military compasses,a 
recorder with a an erternal microphone, an electro-magnetic 
field detector, flashlights .. .  All of which we pay for ourselves. ' 
And such an outlay on technological implements has proven to 
be more than useful during Ghost-watches. The noncontact 
thermometer, which scans tempetature fluctuations, once 
recorded an unexplained drop of 16 degrees during a recent 
graveyard stakeout. The fluctuation occurred next to a 
particular headstone. The team claim they shot a photo at the 
exact same time as the anomaly, and succeeded in capturing 
an image of a young lady in a turquoise dress. 
Everyone in the group has photo ID, and they make sure that 
the police know of their activities and on-site investigations 
well in advance. 
The police are pretty cool about it, ' Kad:y asserts. 'If you act 

professionally, they remember that. They may think it's a 
dumb way to spend a Saturday night, but they .know you're 
not out to cause trouble. ' 

Finally, the paper gets round to reporting on the team's 
investigations at the centre, and the team make their way along 
an overgrown driveway. From the front the centre resembles 
one of those long-abandoned roadside hotels. 'It stretches baclc 
into the blackness with one door open, the storm door 
yawning, ' the reporter attempts to convey the unsettling 
atmosphere tbat prevades the locale. 'Wads ofwet insulation 
hanging from the ceiling make it a single-file procession. 
There's plenty of talking, both to quell nerves and to alert 
any human squatters of their approach. 

'As the team works its way deeper into the building the 
sounds of the outside world are left behind The only sound is 
the crunching of already broken glass and the occasional 
drip of water leaking through the roof. The air is cooler, but 
surprisingly free of the mustiness you'd expect in an 
abandoned building. 
'Several spots are chosen to set up tape recorders: in one 
room where several team members felt uneasy, in the boiler 
room and in the kitchen. 
� lot of it is based in your gut, ' Kady says. 'It's more a 

feeling of what you sense, not what you see. 
The team breaks into smaller groups, each with a flashlight 
and cameras. 
They click shots of halls, empty rooms, even outside the 
building hoping to capture something. They call out before 
each shot, so others won't see the flash as an apparition. 
"You want to go in small groups, " Kady says. 'That way you 
can cover a lot more ground. 
"Ghosts may not mind a few people, but they don't like 
parades" 
The first real contact of the night belongs to first -timers 
Rowlette and Honiclc. Working away from the others, 
Rowlette gets a feeling about a room at the end of the 
hallway. 
'It's pitch black, except for a broken window and a small 
shaft of light from a door leading outside. 
'But the room isn't empty. 
'Sonething's there. You can feel it. 
'Rowlette and Honiclc step into the darkness. A few seconds 
later, there's a craclding ofbrolcen glass and a scream_ 
'But it turns out to be nothing other than an ordinary black 
Iabrador looking for a quiet spot to sleep, trotting by. He 
slips through the door out into the night as Rowlette and 
Honiclc recover in gulps of nervous laughter. 
"We're olcay! We're olcay!" they yell, half-gasping, 
half-laughing as team members approach. "No Ghosts, just a 
dog!" 



'Another part of the building, the /dtchen, is especially active. 
One group situated on the outside snaps pictures of an orb 
nearby. Minutes later, a dijferent camera catches an image 
in the /dtchen. 
'Seconds later, Rowlette gasps. 
"Someone brushed my hair!" 
'Cameras turn and cite/c. This time, there are no dogs, or 
anyone else, within three feet of her back. But the digitial 
cameras later show a glowing orb behind Rowlette. 
'Back at the nurse's station, another discovery. 
"'Who's the genius who turned the mike ojj?" Sweeney 
mutters. 
"I made sure it was turned on. before we left,2 Kady replies. 
"No one has been down here since then. " 
:At the other end of the hall, another member of the team has .  
an uneasy foiling. Sweeny joins her, carefully picking his way 
through the debris on the floor. 
"Something is here, " he says. "Something cold " 
The thermometer is aimed down the hall and the team 
member quietly calls off the temperature: 
"55 . .  54 . . .  53 . .  53 . . .  5l. . . It's on the move. " 
� hair!" one of the females whispers, in a half-hiss. "It 
brushed against my face!" 
"51 . . .  51. . . 49 . . . Ii's coming up the hall. " 
'Suddenly the hallway temperature returns to 55 degrees. 
''It's moved up three doors, " she says, pointing to the door 
with the thermometer's red target light. 
"Guess he didn't want to play!" the team members exclaim. 
'By now, it's getting late, even for Ghost-hunters. Chilly air 
and dampness drain the zeal just as the images and activities 
have drained emotions and b_atteries. 
'During the evening, the team has taken about 300 photos, 
hours of tape and detailed descriptions of the conditions. 
"Now comes the real worl; " Kady says. "We go home and 
listen to hours of tape and look at hundreds of images. Then 
when we find something, we look back against the notes to 
see if we can figure out what might have been the cause of 
the sound or the images. 
'When we can'tfigure it out, we've got something. " 
'But what is it they have?' 
"That's the mystery we're still trying to solve. Some people 
think it's electromagnetic energy by the way it drains 
batteries. Some think it's spiritual energy or beings. 
'There's a spiritual side ·to it, I'm sure. Maybe they are lost 
spirits, or maybe they aren't yet ready to move on. Whatever 
the reason, there's something there. 
"We're just trying to figure out what it is. We're trying to 
solve the mystery. n 
21st October, 2001 THE FAYEITEYILLE NEWS' 

Glimpses In The 
Twilight: 

On The Trail OfBritain's Ghosts 
Adopted Loodoner Richard Jones, 42, much like liverpOOI's 
very own tom Slemen, is a prolific author and investigator of 
paranormal phenomena, albeit 011 a more national scale. 
And also like T� he found his services in demand round 
about last Halloween, as the media embarked upon their 
ususal annual scramble for true-life Ghost stories. 
He agreed to meet up with a reporter ftom THE DAILY 
EXPRESS, ' on the steps of the Royal Exchange in the City. He 
immediately pointed out that the Bank Of England is riddled 
with ghostly presences. the most famously persistent of wbicb. 
is tbe so-called Bank Nun. 
It is supposed that in life, she was Sarah Whitehead, whose 
brother Pbilip, �a Bank employee, was executed for the crime 
of forgery in 1812. Sarah could never bring herself to believe 

in his guilt nor the incontrovertible fact of his death and took 
to calling at the Bank without filii every day to ask for her 
brother. Her Ghost. dressed in the same bJack crepe mourning 
dress she wore in life, has reportedly been seen after dark, 
wandering along Thre8dneedle Street, still disconsolate, and 
still asking: 'Have you seen my brother?' 

Next up, we are told the baunted history of Dart's Hospital, 
Britain's ol�· dating back to the 1 1th centwy. 
The most oft-repeated stOiy about this place concerns The 
Coffin Lift, ' as  Richard himself relates; 
MY wife used to.nurse at Bart's and everyone knows about it. 
Legend has it that a nurse was murdered in the hospital 
during the Second World War, and her Ghost now haunts the 
lift, causing it to frequently play up. It will only go iu ih� 
basement, then when you finally get out to take the stairs, tt 
cranks into life. ' 
Just across the street from the hospital is Priory Church of St. 
Bartholomew the Great, London's oldest parish church, and 
rwnoured to be haunted by its founder, a 12th century monk 
named Rahere, who was buried in a wall of the church. 
In the late 19th century, the parish decided to disinter Kahere's 
body and found to their smprise that it was in a truly 
remarkable state of preservation. Two days later, a parish 
officer fell suddenly and gravely ill and confessed tbat. for 
reasons best known to himsel( he had stolen ooe of the 
long-dead mook's sandals. 
After suffering an attack of conscience, he bad quickly 
replaced it but he neglected to place the sandal precisely back 
inside the tomb from where he'd taken it, since when the 
cowled figure of Rahere has often been seen walking around 
the church's shadowy pillars. 
But despite all the evidence to the contrary, Richard claims 
that he dOesn't subsaibe to the belief that Ghosts are actual 
spirits of the restless dead, walking the Earth for a variety of 
reasons ranging from revenge to a reluctance to leave the place 
theYve loved in life. 
'1 don't thin/c the dead come back, but I do believe that 
buildings, rooms and walls can absorb intense emotions felt 
within them and it is the memory of a presence or an event 
that people might feel and then describe as Ghosts. ' 



In putting together material for his new book on the 
supernatural; 'HAUNTED BRII'AIN .AND IRELAND' (New 
Holland. 2001), Richard personally investigated 1,200 haunted 
sites during a 14-month period. He coosiders the most 
Ghost-infested village to be a dead heat between Pluckley in 
Kent, and Prestbury in Gloucestershire. 
(Ed's Note: AB we've written often of the former bamlet in 
nmnerous back issues, rm sure you'll forgive us if we 
concentrate on the latter, considerably less famous village). 
Presbury's most firmly established entity is the Black Abott, a 
typically hooded monk who walks from the village church, 
across the churchyard, through the groUnds of the old priory 
and then vanishes into the wall of a cottage on the High Street 
where he perfomJS Poltergeist-type pbenomeua in the attic. 
On 22nd November, 1990, Derek Staftord was photograpbing 
the Doodlit grilvestmes. Though he noticed nothing unusual at 
the time, the developed film appeared to show the outline of a 
cowled � an image that has been reproduced in countless 
publications and has since been incorporated into the Fortean 
Picture Library. 
Richard has also gone on record as stating that he believes the 
most haunted county to be Y  orlcshire, though he may be a little 
biased as he had a strange encounter with something decidedly 
unnerving back in April 2000. 
'1 was doing research during that month and I got caught in 
mow at the Goat Gap Inn in Clapham, just off the A65 in s 
blealc part of the Yorkshire Moors. 
'Sometime between 2am and 3am, I suddenly woke up feeling 
very cold, with a sickly, internal /cind of cold. I heard a 
creaking noise in the corner of my room, where there was an 
old Victorian washing-basin. I switched on the light and I 
saw the taps turn and water begin to flow. There� a Ghost in 
the bm, too. He sits in the corner by the window wearing a 
cloth cap and staring at nothing in particular. The locals 
don't mind him at all, they call him Gt:orge. ' 
31st October, 2001 General 'DAILY EXPRESS' 

1HE GHOST OF DICK 1URPIN 
A motorist by the name of Louise Hamilton swears blind that 
she was witness to the spirit of Dick Turpin, riding Black Bess 
along the A5  
Louise, 55, of Burbage, Leicestershire, claims that she drove 
past the apparition of the long-dead highwayman as be 
cantered along on his trusty steed. 
'1 should have asked him what he was doing, but he might 
have drawn two pistols on me, '  1he wanna-be comedienne 
chortled. 
28th November, 2001 Burbage, Leicestershire 'DAILY 
SLUR. '  

11 Cabin�t Of 
Cu�tiositi�s 

bother Fool Hanest: 
Cattle Mutilations In America 

It's bad enough falling victim to a bout of unexpWned cattle 
mutilation once in your life. Having to &ce tbe horrible 
prospect of dealing with such obscenities for a secood time, 
fifteen years or so down tbe line, is something that doesn't bear 
thinking about. 
But still, such is tbe fate that has apparently befallen a rancher 
by the name of Everett King, who hails ft<m the Comad 
region of Montana, last October. 
Mr King reported that it looked as though a surgeon bad sliced 
his seven-year -old Charolais, tbe way its rigbt eye and ear had 

been amputated. To say nothing of the way its reproductive 
organs had been cored. 
As is so often the case with the remains of similarly mutilated 

carcasses, despite the fact that the body has lain in the same 
field for two months, it has not been further defiled by the 
hordes of natural predators who would usually make &iu1i. 
wOik of wbat amounts to a ttee meal. 
'Predators won't eat it, ' King told reporters. 'It should have 
been cleaned up and gone a long time ago. ' 
Other ranchers in the area reported a further four mutiJations 
between the June and August of last year. Since then. there 
have been eleven more, and local investigators are at a loss as 
to explain the cause in any of the cases. 
1be most recent victim, a 12-year-o1d Hereford, was 
discovered in early January, 2002 on a mnch northwest of 
Coorad. 
'The perpetrators skinned off the belly from her front legs to 
her back legs all the way around, ' says Pondera County 
Sberift's Deputy Dan Campbell. The complete bag was 
removed ' 
These latest mUtilations occurred within a three mile radius of 
each other in the Dry Forlcs area. Back in October, mean��� 
of the New Miami Colony, 18 miles west of Conrad, 
discovered two mutilated cows at the same location, a mere 70 
yards apart. 
1he scenes were uncannily similar to mutilations reported by 
ranchers in the locale, more tban a decade ago. 
Most of the cows had the skin scraped off their faces. Often, 
the tongue, one eye. and all or part of one ear had been 
removed. Part of the udder was usually cut off as had the 
genitals. In one case, the cow's teeth bad been completely 
removed. whilst in most cases. the anus bad been cored. 
The majority oftbe �ws were aged between 4 and 5 .  
Although there are sceptics who have suggested that the 
mutilations are nothing more than the worlc of a sick hoaxer, 
or are merely the results of depradations by natural predators, 
Campbell and fellow investigator Sheritl's Deputy Dick 
Dailey, remain unconvinced by such prosaic explanations. 
CUts on the cows are often circular or oval and, as with 
Everett King's Charolais. seems to be made with damn near 
surgical precision. 
1he animals seem to bloat filster than normal, and their 
missing hide doesn't reflect the worlc of predators. 
'lve never seen an aninal eat just the face of a cow when 
there� lots of other shdf to go after' campbell says, not 
unreasonably. 
And then there's the problem that at least one mutilated cow 
looked as though it had been burned. Another seemed to have 
bruises around its neck as though it bad been strangled. One 
bad a cut with a perfectly ridged edge, as though it bad been 
strangled. And yet another had a long cut with a perfectly 
ridged edge, suggesting that the hide had been sliced witha tool 
simiJar to pinking shears. 
Also strange is that in most cases, there is a marked abseoce of 
tmclcs or footprints in the vicinity of the carcasses, even when 
there have been copious amounts of mud or snow on the 
ground. 
Dick Dailey actually spent several nights during the auttmm 
months camped out in the cbilly, pitch black fields, attempting 
to capture the culprit in the act. He has reviewed all the filets 
and checked out dozens of websites for answers, but has been 
unable to find anything resembling an answer to the mystery. 
Ranchers are equally perplexed. During September, Jim 
VandcoBos discovered the body of one of his $850 2-year-old 
Angus lying dead in his pasture. The right side of its face was 
skinned, and the exposed jawbone was so smooth it looked like 
it bad been polished.Its tongue was cut off a1oog with its right 
ear, eye and reproductive organs. A teonis-ball sized patch of 
skin on its shoulder was hard like plastic. 



At the time of going to press� there was no word as whether 
any sane� rational explanation had been proferred that would 
account for this most perplexing. not to say disturbing of 
phenomena. 
3rd January, 2002 Montana, USA THE GREAT FALLS 
TRIBUNE' 

The British Devil•s 

Triangle 
Okay, I guess ifs fair to say right at the outset that the 
S<H:alled 'Mystery of The Bermuda Triangle, ' has been all but 
thorougbly debunked by even the most open-minded of 
·Forteans as being nothing more than a welter of coincideotal 
occurrences, freak weather conditions, and just plain bad luck 
(not to mention the likes of Charles Bertitz and Richard Wmer 
looking to make a financial killing from writing about a 
completley fictitious enigma). 
Very few serious-minded students of the paranormal give 
much credence to the . 'phenomenon' these days. but none of 
the above has prevented the British tabloid press from drawing 
a parallel between the Bermuda Triangle and a ships' 
graveyard much closer to home. A tiny stretch of the North 
Sea, to be exact. 
According to reports in various newspapers. an area off the 
coast of Scotland known by seamen as the Witch's Ground. 
has been the site of several unexplained incidents involving 
ships and their crew. The latest account concerns the discovery 
twelve months ago, of an apparently undamged, seaworthy 
fishing boat lying in an unusual crater on the seabed. 
Over a year later, the team who recovered the vessel are no 
closer as to finding out what caused the boat to drop like the 
proverbial stone into the centre of the underwater depression 
called the Wrtcb's Hole. 
Despite intensive IeSearch and the consulting of nautical 
records, insurance claims and ship's logs, the identity of the 
vessel has not been confirmed. Seeing as bow the ship has 
likely lain on the seabed, just off Aberdeen, for about 75 
years� that in itself is pretty strange. 
Dr Robert Prescott, a marine historian at St Andrews 
University who is part of the research team. told reporters; 
'We are no nearer to identifying the trawler. One thing we 
have been able to do is to narrow the age of the vessel to the 
first 25 years ofthe 20th century. ' 
The assembled 'experts' have drummed up the theory that huge 
discharges of methane gas created by natural materials rotting 
on the seabed may well affect the stability of the water as they 
rise to the surface. When the gas bubbles through the sea in 
high enough volumes, it lowers the deDisty of the water to a 
point at which most objects, including ships, will simply no 
longer be able to tloat. 
A vessel sailing over such a methane blow-out would, it is 
fairly safe to assume� drop in a matter of seconds as if the 
water bad been removed wholesale from under it. 
Alan Judd. the leader of the team of marine geologists 
investigating the case, 8Dd who is currently based at 
Sunderland University, said; � ship caught above would 

sink as if it was in a lift shaft. 
'For a boat to have randomly landed within Witch's Hole 
would be an amazing coincidence. Although it is a hundred 
metres across, it represents a tiny target in the whole of 
Witch's Ground 
'I have interviewed sailors who have had experience of 
sudden releases of gas from the seabed, but In this case it 
wasn't enough to sink them, although the ship did drop a 
metre or two, which must have been a terrifying experience. 
'Our team realised Witch's Ground was a likely site of gas 

discharges after studying survey reports compiled by oil 
companies. The seabed was studded with poclcmarh from gas 
rekases. some of them dating back 1 O. 000 years. ' 
29th December, 2001 The North Sea, off Aberdeen Coast 
'DAILY EXPRESS' 

The Horror Of The 

Monster Waves 
Meanwhile, another equally perplexing maritime mystery was 
making the news 1ate last year, when it was announced by 
scientists tbat the previously uneplained disappearance of 
more than 200 supertankers 8Dd container ships during the 
past 20 years may have been due to abnormal 'mooster waves' 
up to 36 metres in height. 

A team. of oceanographers at the Technical University in 
Berlin managed to recreate the effect of these supposed waves, 
capable, it is proposed, of snapping a 180 metre long ship in 
half in a giant tank at the university. 
'Even in the tanJc, the effect was awe-inspiring, ' the research 
leader, Gunther CJauss told journalists. The exploding wave 
was so powerful that it broke through the ceiling of the 
building in which the tank is located ' 
Using a computerised. hydraulically powered wave-making 
machine� Professor Claus's team established that the 'monster 
waves' could occur with little or no warning. 
Slow-moving waves could be caught up by a succession of 
faster waves travelling at more than twice their speed. 
'What happens is that the waves simply pile up on top of each 
other to create a monster. The result is an almost vertical 
wall of water which towers up to 36 metres in height before 
collapsing on itself. Aey vessel caught by one of these has 
little chance of surviving. ' 
This theory seems to make perfect seose, although ifs a tad 
strange that there's a marked paucity of accounts of such 
humongous waves being encountered by seamen. Maybe not 
enough of them have survived to tell the tale . . .  
3rd Decembu, 2001 Genua/ THE DAILY TELEGIUPJP 

Cm' UNDER THE SEA 
And here we go again. . . 
For what seems like the zillionth time since I began putting this 
humble publication together, someone reckons they have 
finally, once-and-for-all bit upon the precise location of that 
most tabulous of lost paradises; Atlantis. 
This time, ifs a French scientist by the name of Professor 
Jacques Collina-Girard, who maintains that the fabled realm 
lies off the coast of Gibraltar, just as Plato said it was in about 
400BC. 1be good professor says he stumbled upon the 
discovery when putting together a map of the west coast of 



Europe as it would have looked in prehistoric times in a bid to 
study how ancient populations may have moved between 
Europe and North Africa. 
Apparently, when he took into account shifts in sea levels, an 
island suddenly emerged, encouraging Jacques to speculate 
that there may once have been a city on this long-submetged 
land, just in ftont of the Pillars of Hercules, now known as the 
Straits of Gibraltar. 
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Plato, the Greeek philosopher of course, wrote that Atlantis 
existed around 9000 BC, well before the existence of any 
known large-scale settlement. It was said to be a virtual 
paradise with abundantly rich and fertile soil, wealthy and 
intelligent inhabitants. living in an advanced civilisation. 
According to legeod, the city was destroyed by a cataclysmic 
disaster and was swallowed whole by the ocean in the space of 
a single night. 
Professor Collina-Girard, a geologist at the Mediterranean 
University in Aix-en-Provence, France, told journalists; These 
texts are the origin of a lot of speculation about Atlantis. 
'Curiously, nobody has really taken seriously the most 
obvious location. I mode a map of the western 'European at 
the time when the sea level was 425ft lower than it is now, to 
see if the Palaeolithic people of 19,000 years ago could 
possibly have crossed the strait. 
� reconstruction revealed an ancient archipelago which 
sunYJunded one island, Sparte� just to the west of the Strait 
of Gibraltar, as Plato described The Strait was longer and 
narrower than it is today, and enclosed a harb0111"-lilce inland 
sea similar to that mentioned in Plato's tex/8. 
'We know that just over 11,000 years ago, the slow rise in sea 
levels, caused by melting ice as the glaciers retreated, 
increased suddenly. Studies of coral reeft show that water 
was rising at this point by more than 7ft per century, enough 
to swamp the island. 
My island is only nine miks long by three miks wide. which 
I admit is much smaller than that described by Plato. 
'But it could be that a mistake was made converting the 
Egyptian units of length into Greek units as the story was 
passed down largely by word of mouth 
'Plato also reported that volcanic activity sank Atlantis but 
this could have been a case of embellishment The Greelcs 
would have considered such a fate more dramatic and 
plausible than a change in sea level. 
� for civilisation on .Atlantis being hugely advanced, I 
could point to Plato's own admission that he exaggerated 

these details to put forward his own ideas about an ideal 
society. 
'Archaelogical records show that a prehistoric culture spread 
rapidly in Morocco about 20,000 years ago. 
Tradition says that this came .from the east. But why not 

.from the north? 
The coasts of Spain and Morocco were inhabited at the time, 
so certainly these islands were too. ' 
20th September, 2001 Straits of Gibraltar 'DAILY MAIL' 

A First Step Into Darkness: 
Teleportation Becomes A 

Scientific Possibilty 
What once seemed the stuff of sciemce fiction, (and in 
particular, the obsession of the late Seth Bnmdle and his 
slightly more fortunate son) has moved a step dose;I tu tc:c:Uiiy 
when news broke tbat scientists in Demnark have made a 
significant breald:hrough in a bid to achieve teleportation: tbe 
process of instantly transporting an object from one pJace to 
another. 
Professor Eugene Polzik and his colleagues at the University 
of Aarhus have succeeded in (wait for it, here comes the 
science bit) creating 'quantnum entanglement' in simpie 
English, the entwining of two or more particles without actual 
physical contact (okay, so that's not quite an example of 
simple English, but it'll have to do - Ed). Albert Einstein once 
described the process as being � spooky action at a distance. ' 
These entangled states are needed for quantum computing and 
teleportation. Scientists have entangled states of a few atVii:i.S 
in earlier experiments but Polzik and his team have done it 
with very large numbers and using Jaser light. 

. 'It is the first result where two macroscopic material objects 
have been entangled, ' Professor Polzik told reporters. 'We 
have produced entanglement at a distance which means you 
can share entangled objects which is important for quantum 
communication, including quantum teleportation. ' 
Way back in 1968, what has been described as the first 
teleportation experiment was carried out when scientists at the 
California Institute of Technology teleported a beam of light 
across a laboratory bench. 
This new breald:hrough is of particular interest to paranormal 
researchers of course. because teleportation bas ofen been 
cited as an explanation (of sorts) for the more inexplicable 
accounts of fish falls, ice falls, out-of-place animals, such as 
Alien Big Cats and disappearing/re-appearing humans. 
We await further developments with interest. 
I just hope they check those telepods for flies before they 
attempt to teleport a human!!!  
9th January, 2002 Aorhus, Denmark 'REUTERS' 

The Harmony Of God's 
Blue Period 

And here we feature one of the most bizarre stories in an 1SSUe 
packed to the gills with assorted weirdness, (well, DON would 
hardly be much of a Fortean publication if it wasn't, I guess) . . .  
Scientists have, it seems. 'proved' that turquoise is God's 
favourite colour. 
The blue-green hue that the well-known crazier-than-a-bedbug 
so-called 'Son Of God,' David Ic.ke chose for his fine selection 
of shellsuits, is also the average colour of the Univ�. 
accordiDg to the results of a recent study by American 
astronomers. 
Scieutist:s from Jolms Hopkins University in Baltimore reached 
this conclusion after maintaining that if all the visible light in 
tbe Universe was mixed together. it would glow in the exact 



same shade David Icke once proclaimed to be 'the coloUI' of 
love and wisdom. ' Karl Glazebrook and his colleague, Ivan 
Baldry, have christened the shade 'cosmic spectn.un green. ' 
'1 /i/ce it, ' Dr Baldry was quoted as saying. '1 think it loolcs a 
reasonable colour for walls or home decorating. ' 
Holding our aching sides, we are left to consider that the 
universal colour has not always been the same. It began with a 
blue period, currently favours shades of green and will end in 
red. 
The discovery emerged from a survey of all the light emitted 
by more than 200,000 galaxies between two and three million 
light years away from Earth.. using data from the 
Anglo-Australian Telescope in New South Wales. 
The scientists used the wavelengths of the light to produce a 
cosmic spectrum - a rainbow of more than 500 colours - to 
show how much light of each wavelength was present in the 
Universe. 
This would be what we'd get if we took all the light in the 
Universe and passed it through a prism to break the light 
into its component wavelengths, ' said Dr Baldry. 
For what Dr Glazebrook descn"bed as 'a bit of .fon, ' (oh, the 
long winter evenings must just fly by - to paraphrase 
BLACKADDER) they decided to work out what the spectrum 
would look like if it was not broken up into its component 
parts. When the wavelengths were averaged, the result was 
turquoise. 
5th January, 2002 The Universe THE TIMES' 

The Killer Plants That Are Kinda 
Picky About What They Eat 

A plant that feeds on bugs and insects may not, as previously 
assumed, simply lie in wait for the first creepy crawly to 
stumble into its carnivorous maw. 

According to researchers at the Jobann Wolfgang Goethe 
Institute in Frankfurt, Germany, the insect� pitcher plant 
Nepenthes albomarginata, which grows on the island of 
Borneo, may actively choose its prey prior to chowing down. 
As its name suggests, the plant grows in the shape of a pitcher 
and feeds on insects that are unfortunate enough to fall inside 
and are digested by chemicals produced by the plant. 
'Carnivorous pitcher plants of the genus Nepenthes are not 
usually selective about their prey, catching anything that is 
careless enough to walk on their slippery peristome, but 
Nepenthes albomarginata is an exception, ' the researchers 
were quoted as saying. 'We have shown that this plant uses a 
fringe of edible white hairs to lure and then trap its prey, 
which consists exclusively of termites in enormous numbers. 
'Usually, the pitcher plants had a poor catch, a few beetles, 
ants or flies. But when termites were around, we found 

thousands of them in a single plant. All the termites in one 
pitcher belonged to the same species and were in the same 
state of decomposition, suggesting that they were caught over 
a short period of time. 
'We also noticed that the pitchers had little white hairs, 
except the ones that were filled with termites. 
To investigate this we placed fresh intact pitchers, together 
with pitchers with their white rims removed, near to the head 
of a foraging column of termites. 
'When single leading worlcers came into direct contact with 
the white rim hairs, they turned back to the column and 
recruited their nestmates, which began grazing on the rim. 
'While doing this, the termites foil into the pitchers in their 
masses, worlcers and accompanying soldiers. 
'It was a feast for the plant. As many as 22 termites a minute 

fell to their slow deaths. 
'It seemed as though the plants stopped growing the hairs 
once they had their fill of termites. 
This was the first example of a carnivorous plant actually 
choosing its prey and using its own tissue as bait. 
3rd January, 2002 Johann Wolgang Goethe Institute, 
Franlifurt, Germany 'REUI'ERS' 

Si>99�ing Wit, 
�9r� VOi09S 

An A-Z Of Conspiracies 
In the post-September 1 1th world, the appetite for mistrust in 
the powers that be and the 'cover-stories' spouted by official 
spokespersons in the wake of the latest breaking news story, 
has become increasingly rapacious. And should we really be 
surprised by this? After all, we live in uncertain times and 
conspiracies do, as someone pointed out; 'provide an 
alternative history to the authorised version of events, a 
coherent Demonology in a God-less, Devil-less age. ' 
Quite simply, conspiracy theories help make some degree of 
sense of the otherwise inexplicable actions of madmen, 
religious fanatics, and corrupt regimes. Not only that, but I 
guess it can be somewhat reassuring to 'know' l.hal ihere are 
those in the highest level of government who are well aware of 
the plot to kill President Keonedy, the crashed UFO at 
Roswell, the real perpetrators of the murder ofDiana, Princess 
of Wales, and the precise whereabouts ofOsama Bin Laden. 
And the disconcerting fact is that not all conspiraci� a.tt: 
purely the paranoid imagininw: of groups of sad-eyed losers 
disilluisoned with their humdrum lives, with nothing better to 
do than seek to blame fantastical governmental plots, 
cover -ups, and suppression of the truth for all the world's 
woes. 
Sometimes, those in power across the globe do elect to keep 
things that they would rather the public remain ignorant of to 
themselves. They do cover up. They do sometimes wwoo• 
people who they consider to be a threat to the maintaining of 
their veil of secrecy. 
As we shall see at the conclusion of this mini-article, the 
aftermath of the wrc attacks have proven to be a fertile 
breeding ground for all kinds of conspiracies concerning those 
Godawful events, some feasible, others about as surreal as a 
David Lynch nightmare.After he's gone to bed on a meal of 
chopped liver and with the soundtrack to his very uwn 
'ERASERHEAD' blasting away in his earphones . . .  
But before we get to them, please allow me to run the 
following 26 examples of Conspiracy past and present, right 
by you .. .  

A is for ALIEN ENCOUNTERS: From Rosewell and 
Rendlesham to Belgium and Bonnybridge. From huge alien 



spacecraft being sighted on the moon to alien abductions from 
ordinary people's bedrooms. And from secret deals stuck with 
Greys and Venusians to the proposed 'Star Wars' missile 
shield being mooted as a deterrent to prevent attacks by hordes 
of hostile Reptoids . . . .  
All are allegedly being covered-up by a global-wide coalition 
of scientists, astronomers, the militaly and high-ranking 
members of world governments. 

B is for the Bilderberg Group, which otganises semi-secret 
annual three-day meetings of the European-Atlantic great and 
good from the worlds of business, diplomacy and politics. The 
first meetings were set up in 1954 by Joseph Retinger, the then 
secretary general of the newly-fledged, CIA-funded European 
Movement. 
Karl Otto PohL then president ofDeutsche Bundesbank, David 
Rockerfeller, Lord Carrington and President Clinton were 
among the more recent delegates. 
Bilderberg is one of the transnatiooal groups suspected by the 
American Far Right of being part of the secret, New World 
Order power structure. 
Even the most sober-minded of publications such as 71/E 
FINANCIAL TIMES, ' have gone on record as stating 'If the 
Bilderberg Group is not a conspiracy of some sort, it is 
conducted in such a way a to give a remarkably good 
imitation of one. ' 

C is for Nicolae Ceausescu., who was tried and executed in a 
bid to cover-up the complicity of Romania's new leaders in his 
crimes. The video footage of the Christmas Day show-trial of 
Nicolae and Elena Ceausecu apparently makes for compelling 
viewing. Repeatedly. Ceausescu and his wife turn on their 
interrogaters and accuse them of knowing the answers to the 
questions they have posed. 
Prosecutor: 'What do you know about the &curitate?' 
E1ena: They are sitting across from us here. ' 
And she's right, of course. Because sitting in the courtrOom 
were secret police chiefs such as Colonel Magureanu, who had 
been party to the attack on civilians in Timisoara that had 
hepled trigger the revolution. He was subsequently promoted 
leader of the conspirators, Ion Iliescu, a former crony of 
c� to head the renamed secret police, the 'Romanian 
Information Service.' 
Iliescu beame president. the tainted hero of a tainted 
revolution. 

D is for 'Deep Throat,' the mole in the Nixon administration 
guiding journalists from THE WASHINGTON POST� ' Bob 
Woodward and Carl Bemstein, to the Watergate scandal. 
'Deep Throat' remains, to this day, unidentified. 

In his book 'HIDDEN AGENDA, ' Jim Hougan nominated both 
Nixon's chief of staft: Alexander Haig, and National Security 
Agency boss. Bobby Ray Inman. as prime candidates. 
E is for electric lines, which reputedly fry our brains. A 
growing nwnber of protestors have complained that 
electromagnetic waves in overhead power lines have led to 
illnesses such as depression, headaches, cancer and even 
mental disorders. 
No government agency has publicly placed much credence on 
these complaints. The epidemiology of environmental effect is 
notoriously difficult to prove, but all good coospiravy theorists 
believe there is no smoke without some sort of secret ray. 

f is for Freemasons, who reportedly club together to better 
themseleves in the world. 
1be majority of active Freemasons bave sworn not to divulge 
the secrets of their cult, on pain of having their tongues 'cut 
out by the root and buried in the sand below low-water 
mark. ' 
Other M.asoos who have been brave (or foolish) enough to 
attempt to break ranks have invariably paid a heavy price for 
their betrayaL such as 'God's Banhr, ' Roberto Calvi, found 
hanging from Blackfriars Bridge in 1982. 

G is for the Gemstone File, the conspiracy theory which first 
surfaced back in 1975. Originally a precis by U.S. journabst 
Stephania Caruana of allegations made in letters by American 
chemist Bruce Roberts. now deceased, Gemstone attnbutes 
much of post-war America's �s to the power of Aristotle 
Onasis, who, they theorists claim, had the Kennedys and 
Martin Luther King assassinated, seized the Howard Hughes 
empire, did a deal withthe Mafia, etc. Authorless, tloatifio 
around the world in samizdat form, Gemstone is a perfect, 
small-scale disinformation vehicle for anyone who cares to use 
it. 

H is for Rudolf Hess, once locked up in Spandau prison 
because be knew all about the secret 194lnegotiations between 
Britain and Nazi Germany. Hess's flight in May 1941,  remains 
one of the most bizarre episodes of the whole of the Second 
World War. Lord James Douglas-Hamihon, son of the Duke 
of Hamihon. the Scottish landowner to whom Hess presented 
his plans, said: 'Hess's proposals consisted of a limited peace, 
deal under which Germany would have allowed Britain a free 
hand in her Empire in return for Britain allowing Germany a 
free hand in Europe and Russia. His so-called peace plans 
would have meant the enslavement of Europe. ' 
Hess was promptly imprisoned, went mad and hanged himself 
in Spandau prison. Or not, as the case may be. One theory has 
it that the Churchill government, in a hideously devei 
propaganda campaign against the Nazis, ran a double. 'Hess 
Two. ' 
Evidence supporting the double theory emerged when a Dutch 
TV journalist, Karel Hille, disclosed that he got the secret file 
on Hess viaan unnamed British historian who got it from the 
late spymaster Sir Maurice OJ.dfield, who allegedly stole it 
from the British government. 

I is for the IDuminati, the secret society controlling all the 
other secret societies. An 18th century Masonic splinter group 
began by Adam Weishaupt, the IDuminati were said to be the 
hidden force behind the French Revolution. After World War 1 
they were re-launched into the English-speaking world by 
Nesta Webster. who credited tbem with organising the Russian 
October Revolution, too. In 1921, THE SPECTATOR' 
described Weisba.upt as a 'Prussian with criminal instincts 
and lunatic perversions .. .  Who shunted continental 
Freemasonry on to .Antinomian and revolutionary lines. ' 
In the demonology of the Anglo-American far right, the 
illuminati largely replaced the Jews as the spider in the centre 
of the web. These theories were brilliantly parodied in THE 



IUUMINATUS' trilogy by Robert Anton Wilson and Robert 
Shea. 

J is for James Jesus Angleton. the orchid-growing. 
poetry-writing, paranoid head of CIA counterintelligence 
throughout much of the Cold War. 
Angleton believed that the CIA and all other spy networks to 
be so much gorgonzol.a, riddled with KGB moles. In his search 
for these moles, Angleton paralysed large chunks of the CIA 
for years at a time and blighted the careers of many senior 
officers. It was Angleton who insisted in the 1 960s that British 
intelligence investigate Prime Minister Harold Wllson, a task 
taken up enthusiastically by Peter Wright and his circle in 
MI5. 
Angehon's overarching idiocy was to believe that the KGB 
defector Golitsyn, who alleged that the friction between the 
Soviet Union and Mao's China in the late 1960s was a fake to 
deceive the West. The confession of top CIA man Aldrich 
Ames that he was a KGB mole have proved some of 
Angleton's fears to be well-based. 

K is of course, for John F. Kennedy, killed by just about 
anyone you care to mention. According to Captain James T. 
Kirk of the Starship Enterprise, the 'first rule of assassination 
is to /rill the assassins. ' 
The killing of Lee Harvey Oswald by Jack Ruby set a hare 
running that has never been stopped. So many people likely 
had a hand in Kennedys murder I could fill the rest of this 
publication with a list of names ranging from the highly 
probable to the borderline loony-toons. But as anyone with 
even the slightest interest in such matters is doubtless already 
familiar with the vast majority of these, already, perhaps you'll 
forgive me if I only make mention of one of the more obscure 
conspiracy theories doing the rounds, namely that JFK is still 
alive, but kept a pennanent prisoner by the National Security 
Council. 

l is for Lockerbie. On December 21st, 1988. 270 people 
were blown out of the sky when Pan Am 103 exploded over 
Scotland. Ahhough two Libyan intelligence officers were 
recently convicted of this terrible crime, there are still those 
who remain unconvinced of their guih. Tales of suitcases of 
heroin recovered at the crash site by mysterious U.S. 
intelligence officers point to a joint CIA!Drug Enforcement 
Administration operation that was fatally compromised by 
Iranian and Syrian-baclred Palestinian terrorists. American 
spies, the theory proposes, were running 'controlled' deliveries 
of Lebanese herion through Frankfurt airport in return for 
information about the hostages that were then being held in 
Beirut. The terrorists were aware of this and switched the 
dope-filled case with one containing the bomb. 
M is for David Melior, apparently got at by Mossad after his 
pro-Palestinian outburst in 1988 on the West Bank. 
The Israelia were set upon toppling Melior after he became the 
most prominent critic in the British Government of their 
conduct in the Occupied Territories. 
First, they managed to secure his removal as Junior Foreign 
Office Minister, threatening to stop passing on intelligence 
infonnation about the hostages then being held in Beirut unless 
Melior was moved. Second, they arranged for the clandestine 
phone-tapping operation which led to the highly embarrassing 
'toe sucking' allegations. The resuh: Melior was forced to quit 
the cabinet. 
What a shame, (Sarcastic Ed). 

N is for Nostradamus, the 16th century psychic seer who 
supposedly predicted the coming of Napoleon. Hitler and the 
killung of JFK. 
The prophet's highly ambiguous quatrains have spawned more 
than 200 books, a propaganda war between the Nazis and the 
Allies during World War Two, a movie, an American TV 

spin-off show, Monopoly-style board games, a virtual reality 
game and even a watch, which ticked down the hours from 
January 1st, 1995. to the dawning of the Millennium, though 
that's now more than a tad obsolete. 
Currently back in fashion after the events of September 1 1th, 
thanks to some highly doubtful interpretations were pJ.auU 
upon those equivocal quatrains. 

0 is for oestrogen in the water supply, put there by militant 

activists from the Society For Cutting Up Men (otherwise 
known as SCUM). 
This man-hating clique is rumoured to have polluted the water 
supply in major Western cities 'including Los Angeles, 
Montreal and London. ' in the early 1970s by adding vast 
quantities of oestrogen. The resuh has been a steady decline 
the male sperm count in the years since. Man is not the only 
species to be affected. 
Polar bears in the Arctic, alligators in the Florida swamps and 
bull elephants in Africa have all experienced a 40 per cent 
drop in spenn count since the end of the Second World War. 

P is for Promis software, stolen from a Washington law firm. 
In 1982, a Washington computer firm, Inslaw, developed 
Promis (Prosecutor's Management Information System), which 
it supplied to the Justice Department for $10 million. A year 
later. Justice stopped all payments and Inslaw went bankrupt. 
A ruling in 1987 at a bankruptcy court concluded that the 
Justice Department 'toolc, converted and stole Promi.s 
software through trickery, fraud and deceit. ' 
So what? you may say. 
Well, it is only when we look at how people started to probe 
into why Juatice had acted in such a way that it gets 
interesting. prompting one investigator to claim that the case 
was ' a lot dirtier for the department than W atergate had 
been, both in its breadth and depth. ' 
It turns out that, allegedly. the men behind the theft of the 
software were all Reagan appointees who helped engineer the 
1 980 'October Surprise, ' whereby the Republicans struck a 
deal with the Iranians not to release American Embassy 
hostages from Tehran until after Reagan was safely installed 
in the White House. 
The software was then sold to foreign intelligence agencies 
across the globe, to generate revenue for covert operations not 
authorised by Congress and to make it easier for U.S. 
operatives to hack into the software. 
The story was chased by U.S. journalist Danny Casolaro. 
A year after making himself known to the Inslaw people he was 
found dead in a motel room in West Virginia. The official 
verdict was suicide, but former Attorney General Elliot 
Richardson, hired by Inslaw to investigate the case, said at the 
time; 'It's hard to come up with any reason for Casolaro's 
death other than he was deliberately murdered because he 
was so close to uncovering sinister elements in what he 
called 'The Octopus. " 

Q is for Carron Quigley, the granddaddy of all modem u.s. 
conspiracists. 
Quigley's 1 ,340-page volume Tragedy And Hope, History Of 
The World In Our Time, ' included a dozen pages on the 
existence of a hitherto unknown secret society finanred by 
Cecil Rhodes's estate. 
For far-Right groups such as the John Birch Society, these 
pages were proof, from an 'iinsider,' of the great conspiracy 
they had always suspected. Not the Communists, not the Jews, 
not even the IDuminati, but the 'Perpetual Hidden 
Government' - the PHG!' 
Quigleys revelations are behind much of the recent talk of One 
Worlders and New World Orders. 

R is for James Rusbridger, killed and framed as a sex pervert 
by British intelligence. Rusbridger was a tremendous thorn in 



the side of the security services. He letters to newspapers 
poured scorn on the Official Secrets Act; his books, such as 
THE INI'ELUGENCE GAME, ' cast doubt on the official 
version of events. But where Rusbridger, aged 65 at the time 
of his death, really annoyed the spies was when he unearthed 
Britain's code-cracking secrets, in particular the story that the 
British had cracked Japanese naval codes in advance of the 
attack on Pearl Harbour. 
S is for the suicides of the scientists who worked at Marc� 
the British defence giant. In 1988, a host of brilliant 
researchers working for Marconi killed themselves in a variety 
of ways. One drove his petrol-filled car into an abandoned 
fast-food building, another jumped off the Clifton suspension 
bridge. a third electrocuted himself. 
The deaths appeared to be a case of life imitating art - in this 
case an episode of the original � VENGERS' TV series, 
screened back in the 1960s. The programme in question 
featured a number of brilliant scientists suddenly taking upon 
themselves to commit suicide. 
The first problem here is that there was no obvious linkage 
between the deaths. Second. suicide is ten times more common 
than murder in Britain. Third, men tend to kill themselves in 
more violent ways than women. Fourth, scientists are more 
ingenious than the rest of the population, so one would expect 
them to kill themselves in rather spectacular fashion. F� the 
defence business employs huge numbers of scientists, and 
Marconi is a big employer. 
When the numbers are crunched. there is no statistical 
aberration in the number of suicides by Marconi scientists. 

T Is for Mark Thatcher, whose reputation was tarnished by 
enemies of his mother (and Lord knows. there are plenty of 
them). There is no substantial evidence that Mark Thatcher is 
anything other than a relatively small time wheeler -dealer with 
a famous mum. Certainly the suggestion that he is a global Mr 
Big in the arms business is extremely flimsy, to say the least. 
However, Howard Teicher, a bagman for Oliver North in the 
U.S. National Security CounciL insisted back in 1992 that he 
saw intelligence and diplomatic traffic naming Mark Thatcher 
in connection with the $20 billion Al Yamamah arms deal. 
U is for The Unified Conspiracy Theory, or the Grand 
Unified Conspiracy Theory, which knits all theories into a 
coherent tapestry. 

V is for Vatican, which murders the popes that it doesn't like. 
The markedly short reign of John Paul I has given rise to this 
theory. Rumours persist in the Vatican that he was intending 
on cleaning out the Aegean stables of the pontiffs finances and 
in so doing expose the scandalous links between the Mafia, the 
Freemasons and senior cardinals in the church. 

W is for Colin Wallace, who was forced to resign as a 
British defence minister in 1975 when he leaked information 
about a covert operation called 'Clockwork Orange. ' 
Wallace, from Northern Ireland, said that he bad been involved 
in the operation, which had been designed to destabalise 
paramilitary organisations in Northern Ireland through 
disinfonnation. Wallace alleged that the scope of the operation 
bad been extended to include mainland politicians viewed as 
'politically soft or leftist, ' a list that included former Prime 
Ministers Harold Wilson and Edward Heath. Wallace claimed 
it was within his remit to discredit these 'targets ' using 
unfounded smear stories about sexual impropriety. 

X is for Mr � the third man who allegedly went to bed with 
two senior Conservative politicians, and former cabinet 
ministers in the (now thankfully deposed) Tory Party, at the 
same time. 
V is for Y akuza, the Japanese mafia who run the world. The 
Yakuza are supposed to be the world's richest and most 

powerful gangsters in the world. They control many of the 
big-name Japanese corporations that have a huge leverage in 
the major Western economies. According to the theory, 
nothing can be done to loosen the grip of the Yakuza on the 
world. 

Z is for Zagreb Operation, when the Soviets inducted British 
publisher Robert Maxwell as a double agent. 
Maxwell was never clear about how he managed to escape 
from Nazi Germany. 
In fact, he was given secret passage through Nazi-allied 
Croatia by Communist � then loyal to the Soviet 
Union, in return for a lifetime as a spy. Back home in Britain, 
he became a respected publisher. But he led a double life. For 
aiding the NKVD - foreruner of the KGB - Maxwell received 
help in smoothing his path in arranging deals with Eastern 
Bloc scientific publishers and the like. Maxwell prospered. 
(NI': John Sweeney, the author of this article which first 
appeared in "'HE JOURNAL GAZETI'E - FORT WAYNE,' 
readily admits to inventing two of these alphabetical 
conspiracies. Our readers may like to hazard a guess at 
which of the two are out and outfakes . . .  Ed). 

CONSPIRACY UP DATE: 
As stated at the outset, the recent tragic events of September 
1 1th have sparked a predictable rash of conspiracy theories . . . 
'BBC NEWS ONLINE' found itself being forced to defend 
itself less than a fortnight after the terrorist attacks simply 
because it was inundated with emails requesting confirmation 
on some of the various urban legends in the making hurtling 
along the infonnation highway. 
What seemed to be top of the list was the accusation that CNN 
had dredged up ten-year-old footage of mass celebrations 
following the Iraqi invasion of Kuwait, back in 1990, and 
passing them off as images of Palestinians revelling in the 
aftennath of the attacks on the WfC and the Pentagon. 
Psychology Professor Cary Cooper was moved to comment on 
this upsurge in conspiracy theorising; 
'1 think people are simply trying to fend off fear of random 
violence and unpredictable death. In order to preserve our 
sense of security, it's easier to assign that Evil to someone 
who's not a rogue person or an unsophisticated group who 
could actually cause so much death and destruction. We 
create alterante realities because we reject the world where a 
single madman can snrUf out a Princess . . . and a few men with 
knives can terrorise an entire country. ' 

1 st  October, 2001 General 'BBC ONLINE' 
••• A couple of months down the line, and the screening on 
our TV screens of Osama Bin Laden's apparent 'confession' 
that he was behind the Sept 1 1th attacks was met with a fair 
degree of scepticism . . .  in some circles, at least. 
In the Muslim world, perhaps understandably, the authenticity 
of the film was widely challeoged. and the seeds of doubt were 
hardly dispersed by the admission of certain special effects 
experts that with modem computer technology it would be. 
possible to create the footage and make it appear perf�ily 
credible. Then there are those who claim that the man in the 
video is only an Osama Bin Laden look-alike, whilst others 
were adamant that that the images on the tape have been 
subtly manipulated. The motives for such supposed doctoring 
are obvious. As a propaganda tool (and in the absence of any 
further concrete evidence that Bin Laden was responsible) it is 
damn near invaluable, likely to convince many doubters of Bin 
Laden's guih. 
The director of a London-based production company called 
'Smoke And Mirrors, ' ooe of the foremost SFX organisattons 
in Britain, confirmed that it would be 'relatively easy for a 
slcilled professional to produce a fake video of Bin Laden 
such as the one the United States is presenting to the world. 



'However, there are only about 20 people in America who 
would have the experience and slcill to produce one that 
could fool the top experts. The odds of finding someone with 
the necessary slcills to do that and them keep quiet about it 
would be pretty difficult. ' 
The tape was reportedly shot on a camcorder and the quality is 
is rather poor. Precise details of where it was shot, where it 
was found, and by whom are tantalisingly vague. all of which 
only adds to the speculation. of course. And unless the U.S.  is 
prepared to reveal the answers to these questions, doubts 
about the veracity of the tape will continue to grow. 
1 7th December, 2001 THE GUARDIAN' 

• •• And finally on the conspiracy front. for this issue at least. 
the still unexplained (at the time of writing) crash of Flight 
587 over Queens, New York, last year, continues to give cause 
for much rumour and counter-rumour. The official line that 
the downing of the flight was not due to terrorism but 
'structural inegrity problems, ' hasn't entirely satisfied many 
members of the public. including. most pertinently of all, 
several of the eyewitnesses to the tragedy. 
Accounts by a fairly large proportion of these witnesses were 
all but ignored, inexplicably brushed aside by the investigating 
authorities, including the NTSB and the FBI. 
Because of the general population of the neighbourllood where 
the plane went down, some of tbe eyewitnesses were what one 
would normally tenn highly reliable, seeing as how they were 
retired police officers and firefighters. people who have 
frequently testified in court about things they have seen and 
who are professionally trained to be careful about events 
unfolding about them. That doesn't mean they are totally 
infalbl>le, of course, but still . . .  
They were reported as being puzzled, greatly saddened and 
highly concerned about their inability to get anyone to listen to 
their story about the crash. 
The accounts are remarkably similar in sequence and detail 
and are completely united in their insistence that the tail 
remained on the aircraft until the second of the two 
explosions, and therefore could not possibily have been the 
cause of the accident. 
Reports were doing the rounds, at the time of writing, that a 
traffic surveillance camera had succeeded in capturing footage 
of the explosion and the subsequent crash, but, surprise, 
surprise, the film has not yet been released to the public. New 
York security chief lames Kallstrom confirmed that the tape 
exists but stated that it was part of an on-going investigation 
and would not be released in the foreseeable future. 
We leave you to draw your own conclusions. 
5th December, 2001 Queens, New York USA 'NEWSMAX' 

REMOTE VIEWING EMPLOYEO 
TO TRACK OOVVN PIN LAOEN 

As we go to press, the trail of America's most wanted man 
(although it's looking increasingly likely that ol' Saddam may 
be about to be awarded that decidedly dubious distinction), has 
turned colder than the proverbial Witch's tit, so perhaps we 
shouldn't be too surprised at the rumours flying round that the 
U.S.Govermnent is reportedly employing somewhat left-field 
methods in a bid to locate Bin Laden. 
For the first time since the 1970s, (at least as far as we, the 
humble public are aware) increasingly frustrated members of 
the Bush A<hninistration are turning to psychics to both help 
track down the Saudi and assist in predicting any further 
terrorist outrages. 
These so-called 'remote viewers' were first openly used by the 
U.S Government at the height of the Cold War. They were 
reportedly recruited as part of a programme being conducted 
at Stanford Research Centre called 'Stargate ', and was 

apparently continued until 1995, when the Soviet Union had 
collapsed to tbe point where it was no longer conceived as 
being a military threat. 
According to various cormnentators. it is hoped that these 
remote viewers will be able to give law enforcement and 
govermnent agencies an advantage in outsmarting the 
terrorists in their next attack (they seem to bave been 
successful . . . up to now, at least). Reports from one company 
called 'Transdimensiooal Systems,' claim that their consensus 
was that a sports stadium could well be a likely talget for a 
future attack (the Winter Olympics? The World Cup in South 
Korea and Japan?). 
The FBI and the CIA predictably refused to cormnent about 
reactivating the prograuune. but were willing to state that they 
bad been instructed to think 'outside the box' in their etforts to 
use evecy resource at their disposal. 
13th November, 2001 Stanford Research Centre, USA THE 
TIMES' 

Glimpses Through The Gap 
In The Curtain 

Russian Military Astrologer Predicts Bin 
Laden To Strike In February/March 

Alexander Buzinov, former supervisor of the disbanded 
Russian Laboratory for Space and Astrological Forecasts. has 
painted a grimmer than grim picture of future events. both in 
his own country and for the world in general. As well as major 
inflation problems in Russia and the sacking of high-ranking 
government officials, he forecasts World War Three to break 
out in 2008, and of more inunediate concern, for the Wesi. 
anyway, that Bin Laden will be very dangerous;y active during 
the months ofFebrwny or March. this year. 
Buzinov, who has worryingly successfully predicted the 
sinking of the Estonia ferryboat. Yettsin•s early resignation, 
and the events of September 1 1th, claims he not actually a 
natural psychic, but has spent years studying the cycle of the 
planets in order to predict the future. He was recently 
interviewed by a journalist from 'PRA YDA, ' and during their 
conversation, Buzinov bad the following to say about 
September 1 1th and its aftermath. 
'Bin Laden was the initiator of the attacks on America, 1 /unle 
no doubt about that. He was born June 28th. 1957, and his 
horoscope is typical for a terrorist. The so-calkd return of 
the Black Moon falls in September - this is the climax of the 
orbit of the lunar cycles with the Evil forces of the world 
There are three stars above him; Antares, Hara and 
Alhafora. These stars are directly connected with brutality 
and crimes. Antares is considered to be the most horrible 
star and this star is influencing him at the level of 100 per 
cent. 
'1 suppose that if there is information saying that Bin Laden 
is dead then it will not be the real Bin Laden, but one of Ins 
"twins. " The preliminary rhythmical analyses show that 
February 1st-15th, March 15th-31st and May 1st-10th of 
2002 are going to be the most dangerous days. Bin Laden is 
going to be extremely dangerous for the West in 
February-March If he is not killed during these periods, then 
it will be possible to lcill him only in 2006-2008. 
'1 can forecast two serious crises for the USA, and for 
George Bush himself, and also another two strikes, similar to 
the events of September 1 1th. The first strike can be made 
against a large industrial enterprise, a large passenger or 
military vessel, or the underground communications. The last 
variant is also dangerous for Moscow, as well. The second 
strike is more likely to take place in April or May. There will 
be a threat of life-threatening attempts on world kaders, 
such as Putin and Bush, but they will not suffer. 1 forecast 



serious contradictions in the new government of AfgJu:mistan, 
the UN will fail to deploy its troops in the Pashtun regions. 
Thus, the Third World War will last, not for a year or two, 
but much longer, fading and growing. The second half of 
2003 and the year 2008 maybe the most difficult times in the 
future. ' 
4th January, 2002 Russia 'PRA YDA ' 

The Man Who 'Predicted' 
September 1 1 th 

A man named Delmart Edward Vreeland was facing credit 
card fraud charges in a Toronto court last October, when he 
claimed that he was a lieutenant in the U.S.  Naval Intelligence 
unit, a spy who knew in advance about the September 1 1th 
attacks. In his affidavit he says he tried to warn Canadian 
intelligence about possible terrorist attacks on New York and 
the Pentagon, along with targets in Ottowa and Toronto. but 
was written off as a petty criminal. 
So he decided to write the warning on a piece of paper. sealed 
it in an envelope. and banded it to jail guards a whole month 
before the attacks . They opened the letter on September 14th, 
and immediately forwarded the information to Ottowa. 
His lawyers. Rocco Galati and Paul Slansky, were, at the time 
of writing, fighting extradition, telling the court their client 
could face treason charges and the death penalty in the U.S. 
In the first stage of hearings. federal prosecutor ·Kevin Wilson 
told Mr Justice Archie Campbell of the Superior Court of 
Justice that he was skeptical of Vreeland's claims. 
'Is his story possible? 1 can't go so far as to say it's not 

possible, but it's not plausible. ' 
The prosecutor added that he hadn't seen any evidence to back 
up Vreeland's claim that Canadian embassy official Marc 
Bastien was murdered in Moscow in December, 2000. 
Canadian officials say the 35-year-<>ld computer specialist 
died of natural causes. 
All of which has led to people asking just who is Delmart 
Edward Joseph Micbael Vreeland ID? 
According to the court documents, Vreeland was 18 when he 
enlisted in the U.S.  Navy in 1984. Two years later. Vreeland 
says in his affidavit, he joined a special unit investigating drug 
smuggling into the U.S. by naval personnel. But the navy says 
Vreeland was 'unsatisfactorily discharged' in 1986. Vreeland 
also claims he gathered information on a crime family in 
Detroit and testified against them in 1998. Late last year. he 
says, he went to Canada to help smuggle Russian secrets out 
of Moscow. including Russia's plan to counter the American 
'Star Wars' missile defence system. Whilst he was in Moscow, 
he claims he met Bastien. Vreeland was arrested by a police 
fugitive squad. While in jail in Toronto, he met Nestor 
Fonseca.. who was facing drug smuggling charges and 
extradition to the U.S. The court documents say Fonseca 
allegedly told Vreeland of his plans to kill a Toronto judge and 
others. Fonseca was charged with counselling to conunit 
murder. 
Galati and Slansky said in the documents that Vreeland should 
be put into the witness protection programme in Canada 
because he is the main witness against Fonseca. 
Galati writes in one document; 'Neither myself nor Mr 
Slanslcy . . .  have seen anything as incomprehensibly 
frustrating, inexplicable and irresponsibly absurd . . .  as the 
RCMPs position that they are not interested in reviewing Mr 
Vreeland's information. ' 
23rd October, 2001 Toronto, Canada THE TORONTO 
SFAR' 

Norwegian Trolls Out Of Favour 
In Oslo, a company that makes models of Trolls, the legendary 
Evil monsters that dwell in caves, (and were almost the bane 
of Bilbo Baggins in THE HOBBII', � for tourists. has been 

forced to suspend production after public demand for them 
plummeted in the wake of September 1 1th. Half of its 
production was exported to the United States. 
20th October, 2001 Oslo, Norway 'ASSOCJA.TED PRESS' 

The Killer Sweets 
Parents were issued a warning last December. not to let their 
children eat an Asian fruit cup sweet after a total of 16 people 
worldwide choked to death courtesy of their expanding jelly 
centre. 
The warning related to three brands imported from south-east 
Asia; ABC Mini Fruit Bites, New Choice Mini Fruit Gels and 
Rolin Mango Jelly Cup. 
The centre of these sweets contains konjac, a jelly fibre 'that 
swells on contact with moisture and enlarges if it gets caught 
in your throat, making it impossible to dislodge the sweet, 
even using the Heimlich manoeuvere, ' a  spoeksman said. 
In one case in Japan, where five children and three adults have 
died after eating the sweets, one distraught family resoned to 
using a vacuum cleaner to suck one of the sweets from their 
child's throat. 
15th December, 2001 General 'DAILY TELEGRAPH' 

Learning To Fly: The Plane With A 
Mind Of lt's own 

A man by the name of Paul Clary m, was out on the tannac 
working on the engine in his small two-seater plane when he 
got the shock of his life. 1he plane suddenly decided, of its 
own accord, to break ftee from its moorings. roared down the 
runway at the rural Sonoma County airstrip and took ott" 
without a single person at the controls. He was forced to watch 
in disbelief as the aircraft calmly flew out of sight, 
disappearing from view over the horizon. 
It was later spotted by a California highway patrolman near 
Lake Benyessa in Napa County, who recognised the mangled 
Aeronca Champion from the description in a circulated pvliu:: 
bulletin. Incredibly, no one was injured during the pilot-less 
flight. The plane, which was built back in the 1950s, appeared 
to have flown for about 20 miles before crashing. 
28th December, 2001 Sonoma County, California 
'ANANOVA ' 

The Curse Of The Pharaoh 
Three Italian schoolgirls were taken to hospital after falling 
victim to an alleged curse cast by an Egyptian Pharaoh. 
The girls, all aged eight, collapsed after complaining of 
headaches and nausea at the end of a visit to the Pharaoh Ini 
Exhibition at the Egyptian Museum in Turin. 
It's apparently the third time in a year that visitors to the 
exhibition have become unnaccountably ill.and there have 
reportedly been dozens of other incidents. You may not be 
surprised therefore to learn that many believe the artefacts to 
be cursed. 
�t the moment we still don't lnow the cause of the illness, ' 
Frederico Signonie. a paediatrician at Turin's Mauriziano 
hospital was quoted as saying. 
'It is certainly odd that same thing should happen in 10 
months. There was no sign of any carbon monoxide in the 
girl's blood, but 1 am intending to carry out further tests 
aimed at finding out whether other toxic substances or gases 
may be to blame.' 
18th January, 2002 Turin, Italy 'ANANOVA' 

Weighing In With Abuse 
Shoppers in Australia early this year, were harangued by a 
less-than complimentary weighing machine that actually i.oiu 
one woman to 'Get off, fat pig!' 
Not only that, but the coin-operated scales, which were 
supposed to print out details of weight. height and body mass, 
told Bruce Hamilton; 'You are a little overweight. Fat cunt!' 



A somewhat shell-shocked Mr Hamihon was quoted as saying; 
'Some people could have been deeply offended" 
Not suprisingly. the machine was promptly removed from the 
shoping centre in Melbourne. 
1 7th January, 2002 Melbourne, Australia 'DAILY 
TELEGRAPH' 

Strange Days In The 
Ani maC Kingdom 

Attack Of The Killer Sheep, 
Horses & Cows 

This may sound like the plotline of a James Herbert-style 
potboiler, but a wild flock of sheep that roam the desolate 
fields ofWeardale, County Dwbam., responsible for the death 
of a farmer's wife, bave, it seems, developed a taste for meat. 
Apparently forsaking their grass diet. three of the sheep raided 
a grouse nest. hunted down a chick, and swallowed it whole 
an attack was witnessed by bird 'expert' Dr Niall Burton. 

' 
Three years earlier, members of the flock had pushed 
61-year-old Betty Stobbs to her death from a rockface. 
The unfortunate lady was feeding the animals from the back of 
her bike when they suddenly charged. 
Betty was flung over the edge of the Ashes Quarry near the 
village of Stanhope, Wear� and died as a resuh of her 
injuries. 
A

. 
friend of the family, Mr Eric Dent, who personally 

Witnessed the tragedy, said at the time; 'l''ve also been pushed 
off my foet by two, so a flock could easily push a bike over 
the quarry. ' 
Betty was spotted just three miles from the place where Dr 
Burton saw the grouse attack. 
A local fanner told reporters; 'Sheep are peaceful creatuns -
but not here. Since Betty's death they have become the shfff of 
legend We even warn our /rids to keep away. 
They've got a taste for blood. That means none of us our 
safo. We even warn our kids to stay away from strays if they 
spot them in the wild ' 
In the journal, 'BRITISH BIRDS, ' Dr  Burton describes how the 
sheep targeted eight chicks near Stanhope. One of three sheep 
'ran forward, picked up a chick and ate it whok .. The femak 
toolc her remaining chicks into the heather. 
'I believe the sheep in the area are craving calcium missing 

from their moorland diet. It is probably a means of 
alleviating a calcium deficiency. 
'It may occur on nutrient-poor moorlands where there are 
breeding grouses. ' 
20th December, 2002 Stanhope, Weardale, Co Durham 
'DAILY SLUR' 

••• Meanwhile, over in County Durham, a woman by the 
name of Margaret Munden, 27, was killed when a car she was 
travelling in hit a cow .She was crushed when the animal 
rolled over the car roof after being struck by her husband's 
Seat Cordoba on the A66 at Bowes Moor, County Durham. 
Her husband was taken to hospital were he was treated for 
minor cuts. Three other people travelling in the car behind, 
which also hit the cow, suffered minor injuries. 
13th January, 2002 Co Durham 'SUNDAY MANC' 

••• Another woman was killed when the car in which she was 
travelling hit a runaway horse on a motorway in West 
Yorkshire. Firemen had to cut the body of the 26-year-old 
from remains of the vehicle after it collided with the horse on 
the AI between Brambam and Boston Spa, in darkness at 
about 7am. 
The woman, who wasn't named at the time of writing, was 
killed instantly. The horse. one of two thought to have escaped 

from a field, was also killed. A second car hit the dead horse 
but the driver wasn't injured. 
2nd January, 2002 A1 between Bramham-Boston Spa THE 
TIMES' 
••• Stepbani e � 58, was also killed by a horse, just a 
few months earlier when she was kicked in the head by an 
animal which she owned. 
Her body was discovered at Mylor Downs Stables near 
Falmouth, Cornwall. by her husband John after he bad gone 
out to look for her when she failed to return home. 
A police spokesman was quoted as saying; 'She has suffered a 
head wound and it is believed she was kicked by her uwTt 
horse. She'd gone out riding earlier in the day and her 
husband had become concerned. ' 
18th November, 2001 Fa/mouth, Cornwall 'SUNDAY 
MANC' 

The Terror Of The 
Critters 

Across the world, but particularly in security-conscious 
America, authorities are on high alert not only for attacks by 
fanatical terrorists but to the threat posed by beavers, 
w�. deer, blackbirds and other seemingly benign 
crmers. 
A study ordered by Congress amounts to a compendium of 
dangers from innocent-seeming these creatures; 27,000 
injuries a year inflicted by rodents. S 1 billion a year in damage 
from cars hitting deer. 15 deaths a year from snakebites. 6,000 
collisions a year between birds and airplanes. Starlings are 
now known as 'feathered bullets' because they can cause so 
much trouble. £70 million in annual livestock losses frum 
predators, mainly coyotes. Odd incidents of planes being 
damaged by wingless creatures, including alligators, turtles, 
foxes and woodchucks that apparently lumbered or skittered 
onto rural airstrips. 
The General Accounting Office, Congress's investigative ann 
studied problems caused by wildlife and the effectiveness of 
federal actions to protect people, their property and businesses 
from them. 
It was asked to do so by members of Congress involved m 
approving the budget of the Agriculture Department. which 
kills some predators and tries to ftigbten others away. 
The study found that nonlethal means of scaring off wildlife 
show promise, but many animals learn to thwart the best-laid 
plans. For example, lamb carcasses were laced with a 
chemical to make coyotes throw up. in the hope tbat they 
would steer clear of lambs in the future. 
The (ahem) wily coyotes stopped eating them. But they still 
kept killing them. 
They have bad more luck with llamas and Jasers. 
Ranchers have discovered that llamas bond with sheep. They 
will chase coyotes, gather sheep and stand between the two 
with little or no training. 'Guard Llamas' also stay on the job 
longer than guard dogs.Predators and pesky birds often adapt 
to loud noises and flashing lights, while rattled people in the 
area don't. But the study claims harmless lasers have 
effectively scattered birds that interfered with the search for 
evidence in the World Trade Centre debris. 

••• A sort of poetic justice was meted out to a fanner in Giza., 
Egypt, who ploughed over the hole in the ground which 
doubled as a home for a resident cobra. The snake promptly 
took its revenge by biting the man who later died en route to 
hospital. 

••• Also in Egypt, officials in that country were beseeching 
people to refrain from throwing their dead pets in the street 
because they are attracting hordes of aggressive crows. 



Authorities in Suez City said that the birds were attacking 
peopl� and local officials have had no option other than to 
start shooting them (the birds. not the people. one presumes). 
Vet Gamal el-Sayed Chahine told reporters; 'WB have 
organised five hit teams, but on the first day we only killed 
about 30 birds because thousands of them attacked us. The 
next day, these cunning birds our cars and told each other. 
We were attacked by huge swarms. We didn't stand a chance 
� farmer was attaclced by hundreds of birds after he killed 
one of them with an axe. We need real co-operation from the 
people of Suez. Everyone must stop throwing their garbage 
and dead pets into the street. ' 
Civil servant Zaynab al-Sayed told joumalist.s; 'Sometimes 
they attack little children playing in public parks, brazenly 
snatching the sandwiches and sweets from their hands. 
'You never see any nightingales or other melodious birds 
here anymore, only these big, black, ugly crows. ' 

••• A partridge exacted a satisfYing revenge on a beater by the 
name of Ian White, a man responsible for flushing game from 
the undergrowth for big macho heroes to blast with their 
shotguns in the name of'sport.' 
Mr White was sitting in the open back of a pick-up truck when 
the bird came flying from out of nowhere at 30mph and 
hurtled into his head. Ian was knocked unconscious by the 
one-and-a-half pounds of beak and feathers. Sadly, the 
kamikaze bird died on impact. 
The 42-year-old builder was travelling between shoots at 
Holland and Holland's Molland estate in north Devon when he 
was attacked. Fellow beaters used a mobile phone to dial 999 
amid fears that Mr White had suffered a brain haemorrage. He 
was airlifted to hospital at Exeter by the Devoo Air 
Ambulance and recovered consciousness an hour later. 
'I don't remember being hit, ' he later told reporters. Then 
were flashes in my head and I vaguely recall someone 
slapping me around the face. The first I really knew about it 
was waking up in hospital with a sore head. 
This is the kind of accident you can never plan for. We were 
driving slowly, 15 to 20 mph, but the partridge must have 
been flying flat out. My friends won't ever let me forget it. 
'I was pretty badly concussed and though I've tried to go 

back to work it proved too much. 
If it had been a bigger bird - say a 4/b pheasant -then I 
probably wouldn't be here today. ' 
Jeffrey Olstt-ad, of the British Association for Shooting and 
Conservation, said; 'I have never heard of a beater being 
lcnocked out by a live partridge. 
'It's a story which will be told for years to come. ' 

••• In Clevelend, New Mexico, Adelia Maestas Trujillo, 93, 
was killed by a bleack bear which smashed through her 
kitchen window. She died of multiple bite injuries. 
The 250lb adult male bear, about four years old, was 

subsequently tracked down and killed. 
The death came at the tail end of a summer of increased 
encounters between humans and bears in New Mexico and 
other Western states. 
Officials theorised that the spell of dry weather bad limited the 
growth of plants suitable for food, forcing bears into 
populated areas to search for something to eat . . . In this case, 
humans. 

••• over in Singapore, at least six people, including two 
policemen, required hospital treatment after they were attacked 
by an irate swann of bees whose hive had been disturbed by a 
flock of birds. 

••• Returning to the USA, Nolan Lett, a former employee of 
the Aramalk corporation in Dlinois, was attacked by a goose, 
loose on company property. 

Lett decided to sue the company on the grounds that the 
Aramark building had become a popular goose hangout, 
thanks to the ornate pond and garden the finn had constructed 

on its premises. 
This resulted in a high-speed angry goose-chase, with the bird 
eventually causing him to fall, breaking his wrist. 
He won S 17,000 in damages 
21st August. 2001 Giza. Egypt DAILY SLUR'I28th 
September, 2001 Cleveland, New Mexico 'IJVERPOOL 
ECHO'/November, 2001 Suez City, Egypt 'CAGE & 
A VIARY BIRDS'/ 27th December, 2001 North Devon 'DAILY 
MAIL 'I January, 2002 n;nois, USA. 'F11M'I3rd January, 2002 
Singapore 'DAILY TELEGRA.PH'Illth January, 2002 USA 
'CNN. COM' 

ANIMAL KINDNESS AND 
INTELLIGENCE 

Students at the Madaupur Mahabir College in India stated that 
they witnessed a monkey climb through an open window to sit 
rapt with apparent attention though an entire economics 
lecture. 
If that sounds a tad unbelievable, consider their further 
assertion that the ape then leapt to the library to flick through 
the Ramayana, a Hindu holy text. For an en� it then 
parked itself on a staute of monkey God Hanuman for a 
goodly while. 
January, 2002 Madanpur Mahabir Colkge, India 'FHM' 
••• A fox which breached security precautions at the United 
States Supreme Court mamaged to evade all attempts by 
police and a hunt to catch it and appears to have set up home 
in the complex. 
16th January, 2002 Ben Fenton, Washington 'LJVERPOOL 
ECHO' 

••• One of the most amazing animal kindness stories I've come 
across in a long time concerns a lioness in centtal Kenya, who 
baftled wildlife 'experts' by adopting a baby oryx (a land or 
small antelope) a creature normally preyed upon by big cats . 
Reports claimed that the full-grown lioness came across the 
oryx in the Samburu game reserve. during the last week in 
December, 2001,  scaring off its natural mother. 
Instead of then attacking the defenceless calf. the lioness 
adopted the baby, protecting it from other predators, including 
a leopard. Even more extraordinary was the way in which ihe 
lioness allowed the mother oryx to come and feed her calf 
before chasing her away. 
Sadly, the normal, harsh reality of life in the wild reasserted 
itself when a male lion attacked and killed the baby oryx while 
the lioness was sleeping. 
This is either an extraordinary case of maternal instinct or 
simply the eighth wonder of the world, ' Herman Mwasaghu, 
who was one of the first to spot the unlikely pair, told local 
reporters. 
Certainly, once news of tbe story broke, it proved to be a 
popular draw for tourists and game workers alike. The lioness 
would lie down to rest in the afternoon and its unlikely charge 
would curl up beside her. Wildlife 'expert' Vincenl Kapeen 
said that he thought the lioness spared the oryx because 
'animals have a special instinct to care for for the young. 
'What is baffling is why the relationship lasted so long. ' 
According to the AFP news agency. the sad end to the story 
came when the lioness led the oryx down to the river to drink. 
Weakened by two weeks of looking after her adopted baby, 
she fell asleep, failing to notice a hungry male lion in the area. 
The oryx met its death, and Patrick Muriungi. a �liouisi at 
Samburu Lodge, told AFP the lioness was grief-stricken when 
she woke up and realised what had happened. 



'She was very angry. She went around the lion about 10 times 
roaring, and then the lioness disappeared ' 
7th January, 2002 Kenya, Africa 'BBC NEWS' 

*** And perhaps equally astonishing, was the story of Big 
Bertie and Tiny Bruno, a cat and mouse respectively, who are 
apparently, the very best of friends. 
Trainer Sue Wood. who prepares animals for film and media 
work, came up with a novel way of making traditional enemies 
enjoy each other's company. 
Nonnally, when filming rodents and cats, one-way glass is 
used so the mouse cannot see the cat. But that was no good for 
close up work. So Mrs Wood hit upon the idea of putting the 
t\vo species together virtually from birth at her fann in 
Sevenoaks, Kent. 
And of all of her cats and mice, Bertie, aged five and 
six-month old Bruno seem to get on best. 
Mrs Wood, 45. was quoted as saying� 'On their first 
encounter Bruno sat on a ball of wool face to face with 
Bertie, and then reached forward and started nuzzling him. 
'It may all be to do with Bruno 's genes. His father - also 
called Bruno - was himself a big hit with Bruno until he died 
of old age several months ago. I would however add a word 
of warning for domestic pet owners. During training, my cats 
and mice are never left alone. I would not advise this be tried 
with domestic pets. The eat's instinct can take over in a 
second. Bertie has never eaten a mouse but I would not talce 
the chance. ' 
5th January, 2002 Sevenoaks, Kent 'DAILY MAIL '  
*** Animals other than humans and apes are able to reason. 
scientists have discovered. Experiments show that baboons are 
capable of abstract reasoning even though their understanding 
of concepts is less distinct than that of a human. 
Two baboons, taught to use a computer by French and 
American researchers, could recognise that detailed sets of 
images were either the same or different. The researchers 
found that while the baboon's ability to reason was not 'an 
intellectual forte, ' it was within their capabilities - the first 
time an animal other than a human or an ape has proved able 
to reason. 
The scientists said the resuhs showed raised the possibilty that 
other species might also be more human in their thinking. 
\Vriting in the 'JOURNAL OF EXPERIMENTAL 
PSYCHOLOGY, ' the scientists said; 'Analogical thinking and 
its possible precursors may well be found in non-human 
animals, if only we assiduously look for them. ' 
Scientists have already shown that chimpanzees can think in 
abstract ways, but the research has implications for theories of 
the evolution of man's intelligence because there is a much 
wider gap between humans and baboons. Baboons belong to a 
different primate family that split from the group that forced 
humans and apes 30 million years ago. 
The team led by the unfortunately-named Dr Joel Fagot, from 
the Centre of Research in Cognitive Neuroscience in 
Marseilles, and Dr Edward Wasserman, from the University 
of Iowa, trained a male and female baboon to use a computer 
and a joystick to select different grids of pictures. The baboons 
were made familiar with one of two sets of 16 pictures laid out 
in four rows. One set contained a collection of different 
pictures, such as the s� a lightbulb, a train and a house. The 
second set had one picture repeated 16 times. 
The baboons were then given a choice of sets, each containing 
a grid of different pictures or one picture. They were rewarded 
when they chose sets that had the same pattern as the original. 
The baboons matched the grids correctly more often than 
would have been predicted by chance. 
The scientists said it took thousands of of trials before the 
animals learnt the 'relation between relations, ' but eventually 
showed they could recognise 'sameness ' even when the clues 
were more subtle and abstract. 

When the number of 'different' items was reduced so they were 
more similar to the 'same' grids, the baboons were slower and 
more accurate when compared with two humans. 
The researchers said the apparent different cut-off points 
between humans and baboons in recognising 'same' and 

'different' could be due to language. For humans 'same � 
described things that were identical, but to baboons the 
concept may be more indistinct. 
16th October, 2001 University of Iowa USA/ Centre of 
Research in Cognitive Neuroscience, Marseilles, France 
THE TIMES' 

*** Meanwhile, rats, gorillas and killer whales have distinct 
regional cuhures, with eating habits that vary accordingiy, 
according to scientists. 
Culture, or social behaviour passed to each new generation, is 
much more common in the animal kingdom than mosr people 
assume. 
In the past 50 years, rats in Israel worked out how to eat the 
kernels of cones from pine trees introduced by Jewish 
immigrants. Rats from other countries could not eat them, but 
Israeli rodents were taught by their mothers. 
The researchers have shown that the skill was learnt, not 
inherited. said Richard Byrne, an 'expert' in animal behaviour 
at St Andrews University. 
6th September, 2001 St Andrews University, Aberdeen, 
Scotland 'DAILY TELEGRAPH' 

*** Tony, a 14-year-old Jack Russell terrier, stood guard over 
his owners body for two days when Harold Squirrell died at 
home in Macclesfield, Cheshire. The dog refused to leave at 
first when police and the RSPCA were called. 
lOth October 2001 Macclesfield, Cheshire THE TIMES' 

*** A family of cats were pulled from the rubble of the World 
Trade Centre after an amazing 38 days. 
Vets believe the mother gave birth to three kittens while 
trapped in the basement of a restaurant. 
She produced enough milk to keep them alive despite living off 
nothing but water from puddles. 
The mother, dubbed predictably enough, Hope, and her 
kittens, Flag. Freedom and Amber are being looked after by 
vet Dr John Charos. 
He was quoted as saying� They truly are the miracle cats .It is 
a wonderful story. Mum gave everything to keep her babies 
alive. She couldn't have gone on much longer. ' 
The cats have eye infections but are expected to survive. 
23rd October, 2001 World Trade Centre, New York, USA 
'DAILY MANC' 

Weird Human Behaviour 
Dead Lovers Reunited 

In Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia, a teenage couple who died 
together in a road accident were united in the 'afterlife' in a 
combined Taoist wedding-funeral ceremony. 
Wong Chuan Meng, 17, a mechanic and Teng Sook Sheun, 
16, a pub singer, were killed when a car crashed into their 
motorcycle in Penang. 

The couple had been dating for about two years, and Teng 
would have turned 17 on Febraury 13th. 
In the wedding ceremony that preceeded the funeraL three 
Taoist priests married the couple, represented as a pair of 
effigies clad in wedding garb. The priest later handed out red 
jackets, or ang pows, to unmarried relatives of the deceased, 
purportedly on their behalf At a traditional Chinese wedding, 
newly weds give away ang pows when the ceremnony is ovt:I . 
The remains of the couple were then interred next to each other 
at a local columbarium. 
The 22 year -old student who drove the car that hit the couple's 
motorbike visited their parents and tried to beg forgiveness. 



During the funeral ceremony, the student, in police custody, 
crawled for five metres and knelt before Wong and Teng's 
parents. But the grief-stricken parents paid little heed. 
5th February, 2002 Penang, Malaysia THE STAR' 

Blitzen The Christmas Reindeer 
Blasted To Death 

A reindeer managed to escapre from a Christmas display only 
to be shot and killed by a hunter. 
The ' fearless great white slaughter of innocence' mistook the 
animal for a local deer and shot him in Franklin Park, 
Pennsylvania. Donner had succeeded in making good his 
escape from a garden centre along with his sidekick, Blitzen. 
Donner was quickly recaptured, but Blitzen scooted away to 
the depths of the nearby forest. 
Garden centre employee Jennifer Smith told reporters; 'We are 
all very upset and distraught. We foe/ like we've lost a 
member of our family here. 
'We hope this wi11 make people more cautious of what they're 
doing during hunting season. Don't get buckfever and shoot 
at anything that moves. '(fat chance - Cynical Ed) 
11th December, 2001 Frank/in Parlc, Pennsylvania, USA 
'ANANOVA ' 

'Hell Hath No Fury . .  . ' 
A woman who was spurned by her former lover, exacted a 
terrible revenge when she murdered him and skinned his body 
before cooking it and serving the flesh to his family. 
Katherine Knight, an abattoir butcher from Sydney, Australia, 
left the skin hanging in the ball and the plates in the kitchen. 
with the names of Jobn Price's three children next to them. 
Earlier, the psychotically-possessive Miss Knight, a 
44-year-old mother of four, made a home video for her teenage 
children, outlining plans to slaughter Mr Price, her partner of 
six years. 

Then she went to his home, where she found Price to be, 
unluckily for him, already unconscious, probably from a drug 
overdose. Having quickly finished him off, she utilised her 
abattoir skills to decapitate him and boil it with a 
mouth-watering mixture of body parts and vegetables. 
The scenes in the house were so gruesome. police officers who 
attended at the scene are still having counselling a year later, a 
court in East Maitland was told. 
Mr Price's daughter, Rosemary, 27, said the guilty plea had 
spared the court the stomach-churning details. 'It would have 

haunted the jury for the rest of their lives like it haunts us, ' 
she told reporters. 
'Only a week before Dad's death. they {Knight and Price) 
were at a family celebration for a grandchild's birthday. 
Everything seemed olcay between them. We had no idea what 
was to come. 
'Apparently, Dad wanted out of the relationship. He had 
applied for an aggravated violence order against her 
because he was frightened of what she might do. For her to 
do what she did to him makes if reallt hard to bear. Dad was 
a great bloke. ' 
lOth January, 2002 Sydney, Australia THE MIRROR' 

The Phantom Hair Theif 
A man alleged to have snipped off the tresses of several 
long-haired women has recently been arrested in Califumia. 
Michael Lynn Howard was detained by police a day after a 
sheriff's deputy fired shots at his vehicle after the latest attack 
by the hair -snipping fiend. 
Police say the suspect may have used a knige or scissors and is 
thought to have assaulted at least four women. 
Three ofhis alleged victims are Hispanic and aged between 12 
and 45. Police had been tipped off about Howard's 
whereabouts after an earlier raid on his home failed to locate 
him. 
The suspect was treated at a medical center for a minor head 
wound and then released into police custody. 
Police say Howard's wound may have been sustained during 
the confrontation with the deputy sheriff. Investigators allege 
the deputy spotted him grabbing a woman and shearing her 
hair in east Los Angeles. 
The deputy went after him in a patrol car and watched as the 
man climbed into a parked vehicle. The officer jumped out of 
the patrol car. told the man to stop and fired several rounds 
when the suspect drove towards him. 
Officers recovered some cut hair and a pair of scissors after 
the incident. 
2nd January, 2002 Los Angeles, California 'LONG-BEACH 
PRESS' 

'Easy, Tiger! '  
In India, police have arrested a man for threatening to kill a 
tiger he believes is the reincarnation of his lover from a 
previous life. The businessman allegedly called a zoo in 
Hyderabad and told the keepers there that he planned to 
murder the tigress. A hotel attendant overheard him and 
alerted the authorities at Nehru Zoological Park. 
Himanshu Das was picked up for questioning after subsequent 
calls were traced to his hotel. 
Police say he claimed Rani, the white tigress, was his lover 
from a previous life. He said that the animal had come to him 
in a dream and asked him to take her away from the zoo, and 
that he had then been angered by her refusal to relum wiih .him 
to Calcutta. 
A zoo official told the police that the man was found 
wandering near the animal's cage in a suspicious manner the 
day prior to his arrest. 
'1 thought he was just some nut. He was pleading with Rani to 
look into his eyes but she kept ignoring him, and that 
probably made him more mad. He began shouting abuse at 
her. ' zookeeper Narsimhulu told reporters. 
The man bas since been released by the police with a stem 
warning ringing in his ear to leave the tigress alone and to keep 
away from the zoo. 
9th October, 2001 Hyderabad, India � KAL '  

'Fargo' Sparks Hunt For Fortune 
A Japanses woman searched a remote area of America during 
a quest to find a briefcase containing almost $ 1  million buried 
by a fictional character in the cult film 'FARGO. ' 



In the film, a villain stops his car in a snow-deluged landscape, 
featureless save for a wire fence and a series of fenceposts, 
where he buries the case. 
In an apparent attempt to find the supposed money, Takako 
Konis� 28, left her home in Tokyo to travel to North Dakota. 
Once there she was reported to police in the small city of 
Bismarck after she was seen near a rubbish dump. When 
officers interviewed Miss Konis� she showed them a crude 
map purporting to show the location where the money was 
hidden. 
Lt Nick Sevart of Bismarck police, said; 'We tried to explain 
to her that it was a fictional movie and there really wasn't 
any treasure. ' 
She paid him no heed, however, and Miss Konishi's body was 
found ny a hunter in deep woodland near the village of Detroit 
Lakes, which lies on a road between Fargo and Brainerd. 
Police, who at the time of writing were awaiting the results of 
tests to establish the cause of death, said that Miss Konishi 
had been wearing only light clothing on a night when the 
temperature dropped to 26F (-3C). 
They believe Miss Konishi may have been confused by the 
opening credits for the film which claimed it was based on a 
true incident in 1987, but this was merely a device to help sell 
the movie. 
11th December, 2001 Fargo, North Dalr:ota, USA THE 
DAILY TELEGRAPH' 

Inmate Breaks Back Into Jail 
Mark Delude, 39, a prisoner at the St Johnsbury work camp 

in Montpelier, Vennont, USA, succeeded in escaping one 
Friday night, last December. He was serving an eight to thirty 
month sentence for a variety of minor offences, but gained his 
freedom, even if it was for just an hour or so . . .  By the time 
state troopers arrived at the minimum security prison. they 
found Delude with a 24-pack of beer and a carton of ciggies 
back inside the fence. 
Delude had apparently crawled under that same fence that 
surrounds the jail, and walked the mile and a half to the 
nearest convenience store where he made his purchases and 
then headed back to the jail. 
lOth December, 2001 Montpelier, Vermont, USA 'FOX 
NEWS' 

Cuddly Teddy Bears May Be 
Banned In New Zealand 

According to New Zealand health officials, seemingly 
harmless teddy bears may have to be banned altogether from 
Doctor's waiting rooms because they spread infections to 
already sick children. 
'Isn't it time to give teddy the boot?' asked Paul Corwin and 
his colleagues at Christchurch School of Medicine in New 
Zealand after checking contamination levels of toys at six 
group practices in Cbristchurch. 
Their findings were published in the 'BRiriSH JOURNAL OF 
GENERAL PRACTICE' and showed that 90 per cent of soft 
toys examined had moderate to heavy bacterial contamination. 
They also found that soft toys are difficult to disinfect and are 

rapidly re-contamirurtM after cleaning. Hard toys were much 
less likely to be contaminated and were easy to disinfect. They 
said that many doctors provide toys in waiting rooms and 
stopped short of calling for a total ban at this stage. 
'Children, many with infectious diseases suxh as those 
causing diarrhea, are likely to be handling toys and putting 
them in their mouths. The next child to play with these toys 
may thus be exposed to pathogens that could malce them ill, ' 
'experts' concluded. 
But according to Rose Mulligan. of 'Good Bears Of The 
World, ' who distrubutes teddies to sick children in hospitals, a 
cute teddy is likely to do more good than bad. 

'We have been giving bears for thirty years and they have a 
soothing and comforting affect, ' she was quoted as saying. 
29th January, 2002 Christchurch, New Zealand THE 
BRITISH JOURNAL OF GENERAL PRACTICE' 

Bizarre Sex Crimes 

A man who allegedly killed his gay partner in the midst of a 
blazing row over household chores is believed to have slept 
with her corp8e for the following 45 days. 
He was taken to Linares Prison in Cbile and charged with 
murder and was facing psychological testing. 
1be couple, who were divorced from their wives, lived on a 
smaUhoJding near Calbun Bajo. 
Tbe unnamed 47-year-old had been shot in the bead 
The murdered man's sister bad become suspicious during a 
visit to the smallholding when she wa.s told that her brother 
bad simply moved away. 
She asked the police to search the house and they found the 
victim's body in an advanced state of decomposition in the 
couple's bed. 
30th January, 2002 Calbun Bajo, Chile 'LA CUART A '  

••• Fed up with the sheer girth of his oversized gonads, 
32-year -old Romanian Mihai Stefanescu hit upon the jolly 
good wheeze of shrinking them by injecting his balls with salty 
water.Confronted by incredulous mediscs. the goballoon 
explained that his father had successfully carried out the salt 
water cure on one of the family goats. 
23rd January, 2002 Romania DAILY EXPRESS' 

••• Equally strange was the news that a Romanian couple 
seeking fertility treatment failed to conceive because they were 
mistakenly engaging in anal sex . . .  
The newly-married couple with a less than impressvie 
knowledge of the birds 'n' bees became increasingly ftustrated 
at their inability to have a child, and at their wits end went to 
their gynaecologist for advice. Having diagnosed their 
problem, the bemused doctor sent them home armed with a 
bunch of sex education leaflets. 
January, 2002 Romania 'FHM' 

••• But the prize for the sickest case of this issue of 'DON' 
must surely go to chef Stephen Hall, 23, who had sex with a 
goat and was seen by a trainload of passengers in Hull. 
Mr Hall was alleged to have lassoed the unfonmate animal 
with his beh at the Paradise allotments near his home. 



As the packed Hull to Bridlington train stopped at signals, 
dozens of passengers stared at the sight beyond their windows 
with disbelief. 
In seconds, police switchboards were jammed as horrified 
commuters used their mobiles to report what they had 
witnessed. 
The female goat was one of a number left to graze near the 
allotments. A man out walking his dog also made a 999 call to 
Humberside Police Control Room. 
Two members of the public managed to pin down Hall while a 
stream of officers raced to the scene. 
A vet who later examined the goat said it was 'subdued' by the 
assauh but not suffering any long-term injury. 
British Transport Police Detective Inspector Dave Crirmion, 
who investigated, was quoted as saying; '1 saw the goat the 
next day. It did not seem to be too upset but it's difficult to 
tell. ' 
The Judge at Hull Crown Court, Jacqueline Davies, who had 
adjourned the case for reports at the time of going to press, 
said that she did not know what sentence the court were likely 
to impose on him. 
Hall, who is gay, said after the hearing; �friends have been 
giving me a lot of stick . They're all joking with me about it. I 
have never done anything like this btifore. ' 
8th February, 2002 Hull, Humberside THE SCUM' 

••• 1be wife of a New York financier who had his leg bitten 
off by a shark was understandably upset by the attitude of one 
of the lifeguards present at the seen of the attack. 
The couple were on holiday in the Bahamas when the shark 
took a bite out of her husband, and when the woman appealed 
to the lifeguard for help, she claims he replied; '1 don't do that. 
I just sit in the chair. ' 
21st November, 2001 Bahamas 'DAILY MANC' 

••• A pathetic criminal by the name of Edwin V Gaynor set 
himself up when he truthfully filled in a Baltimore police 
employment application. Having ticked 'Yes'  to the question 
'Have you ever committed a crime?' Gaynor was asked to 
elaborate by his interviewers. 
He then obligingly told them tbat be bad once cmjacked a 
vehicle and robbed five other during a one-man crime spree in 
Killeen, Texas, a few months previously. He then proceeded to 
give details of the incidents, including what he was wearing. 
His descriptioos checked out and he was subsequently arrested 
and charged. 
November, 2001 F1lM MAGAZINE Baltimore, USA. 

••• Meanebile, a guih-prone Japanese man has decided to give 
himself up to police after he admitted he was 'thinking of 
doing a robbery. ' 
1be 49-year-old was about to turn to crime because he bad 
been made redundant and was heavily in debt. 
The mere thought of carrying out the heist - which was to 
involve a raid on a post office with a can of oil, and some 
lighted matches - sent the man scaurrying to the boys in blue 
in Kashinara. Unforgiving and uncomproolising cops charged 
him with both stealing the oil and conspiracy to commit the 
crime. 
Surprisingly, the would-be criminal held no grugdes. 'If my life 
had continued to be as hard as it is now, I would have 
definitely begun leading a life of crime. ' 

January, 2002 Kashinara, Japan 'F1IM' 

••• Also in Japan, a woman named Mika Hasegawa, 28, was 
charged with entering her neighbour's tJat through a hole that 
took a total of two weeks to cut and stealing game software 
and video tapes. 
Mika, of Yorii, near Tokyo, is alleged to have patiently used 
scissors to carve the 12in by 16in hole through the 4in wall, 
covering it with cardboard so that her neighbour wouldn't 
notice it. 

Police said she then squeezed through it to steal from her 
neighbour 
17th August, 2001 Yorii, Tokyo, Japan 'DAlLY EXPRESS' 
••• A couple invited an old friend to dinner, then axed him to 
death and ate him over the course of several weeks. 
Yuri and Valerie Kaschenko, aged 37 and 32 respectively, 
killed 34-year-old V1adimir Karpov after getting him drunk on 
home-made vodka. They then put his dismembered body in the 
freezerat their home and set about dining on him. 
8th January, 2002 Vladivostock, Russia 'DAILY SLUR' 

The Face Of Evil 
It's common knowledge that Trick or Treating is a big tradition 
over in the States (and is becoming increasingly popular here 
in Britain), and the children of that country love to acquire the 
scariest and most ghoulish of honor masks . . . But some may 
think that tbe boundaries of taste were well and truly crossed 
last Halloween, when there was a massive demand for Osama 
Bin Laden masks on sale in New York stores. 

••• And certainly, two residents of Flonda would think the 
masks to be in bad taste. 
They've recently filed a S 1 . 1  trillion dollar lawsuit against 
Osama. The plaintiffs are claiming damages on the grounds 
that the West's Most Wanted Man is. wait for it. scaring them! 
28th October, 2001 New York, USA. 'LJVERPOOL 
ECH0'/8th January, 2002 Florida, USA. 'DAILY MANC' 

Total Over-Reactions 
A nightclubber booted out of a bar in Northern Greece for 
unacceptably loud behaviour returned a few hours later in a 
tank. 
The incident occurred in the village of Ferres, where 
Alexandros Mitrakas. a 22-year -old soldier serving in a nearby 
army unit, used the vehicle to crush the bar's front window an 
return to his base before the police could intervene. 
22nd November, 2001 Ferres, Northern Greece. 
'UVERPOOL ECHO' 

••• In Salem. Michigan. a man has been charged with 
attempting to murder his wife .. .  for the second time in five 
months. 
Timothy Brandt, 33, is alleged to have wrapped his 'beloved' in 
Cellophane and blankets and then sealed her in a smoke-filled 
box resembling an Egyptian tomb. The woman managed to 
call for assistance and was later treated for head injuries. 
Among items seized at the house were a video of THE 
MUMMY. ' 
1be previous March, Brandt bad attempted to electrocute his 
wife by wiring up and flooding his basement, and then getting 
her to enter the room on some pretext. 
One can't help thinking that she must be either incredibly 
dumb, hopelessly in love or loony-tooos to have stuck with 
him after that attempt failed. 
23rd November, 2001 Salem, Michigan, USA. 'DAILY SLUR' 

••• Talk about Competitive Dad!!!  
A Monopoly addict narrowly escaped a prison sentence after 

he asaulted his 13-year-old stepson when the boy had the 
temerity to beat him at his favourite board game. 
The unnamed teenager was pushed against a wall and 
repeatedly punched. 
13th January, 2002 'SCOITISH SUNDAY POST' 

••• And finally, in Ho� a Dutch woman rented out her 
three-bedroomed flat to house her dead mother's cat. 
The woman forks out £275 a month for the seven-year-old cat, 
all because she promised her dying mother she wouldn't ever 
move the animal. According to neighbours, the cat sits at the 
windowsill all day, looking lonely 
12th January, 2002 Holland 'DAILY SLUR' 
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Part Of Man's Penis Sucked Off By 
Vacuum Cleaner 

An Italian man had part of his penis cut o1f by a vaccmn 
cleaner while watching a pom film. 
The embarrassed 63-year-old went to hospital claiming he had 
accidentally cut himself while shaving his pubic bair. He was 
carrying the severed part ofhis penis in a sheet of newspaper. 
Doctors who were unconvinced by the man's story, later 
imfonned the police, who found the man's vacuum cleaner had 
traces of blood in it and there was a pom tape in the video 
player. 
The � who hails from Lugo di Ravenna, later admitted that 
he had inserted his er, manhood into the vacuum cleaner (as 
you do) and that the decidedly unimpressed machine bad 
revolted by using its fan to cut part of it off. 
He said that he tried to preserve his penis part in a freezer 
while the ambulance was called to pick him up. 
He has since undergone surgery and the penis part has been 
re-attached, though it's unlikely that it will ever work properly 
again. The man's penis, not the vacuum cleaner, one presumes. 
13th December, 2001 Lugo di Ravenna, Italy 'lL NUOYO' 

GROOM KILLED BY STRIPPER'S 
BOOBS 

Dearie me, what a way to go! 
In Geneva, a bachelors party at a local strip club ended in 
tragedy when 32-year-old groom-to-be, Daniel Greene was 
enjoying the attentions of a particularly well�ed stripper. 
and suffocated whle his face was buried amidst her 
mountainous breasts. 
It may sound suspiciously like an Urban Myth, but according 
to investigator's, Greene was enjoying a lap dance when one of 
the strippers, Kandy Kane, got too wrapped up in her 

performance (or rather poor old Danny did) and suffocated the 
man between her 72-DD breasts. 
Witnesses say that Greene had had his fair share of beer but 
didn't seem to be out of control. 
When the song 'I'm Too Sexy' began to play, Greene became 
excited and began to dance on the tabletop, hooting and 
hollering 'lite an idiot. ' 
Miss Kane, apparently pleased to see someone enjoying her 
choice in music (and you could hardly blame her . . .  ! mean 
Right Said Fred? One of the great pop icons of recent times 
who'll doubtless be revered for many years to come . . .  Sar/cy 
Ed) moved in closer, and when Greene took his seat, she began 
giving him a lapdance, shaking her breasts in his face. 
The more she shook, the deeper Greene got lost in her 
cleavage. 
'Daniel was having so much fun, ' partygoer John Gillman was 
quoted as saying. 
'We all thought he loved being in that girl's chest. Who could 
have lcnawn that when he was waving his hands around, he 
was signalling for help?' 
Cheering onlookers eventually realised that Greene was no 
longer moving, and pulled him from between Miss Kane's 
breasts. 
Now the family is suing Miss Kane and the Pretty Kitty for 
wrongful death. 
Greene's father, George, refused to specifY how much they 
were suing her for, but claim that it isn't about the money. 
Those breasts are lethal weapons, ' he told reporters. The 
Pretty Kitty should not have allowed Miss Kane to have her 
bust enhanced to the size that she did 
'We hope that by filing this lawsuit, we can send a message to 
other srtippers: keep your bra size within a reasonable 
range. ' 
Kandy Kane issued the following statement through her 
lawyers; '1 thought he lilced it in there. ' 
16th January, 2002 Geneva 'WEEKLY WORLD NEWS' 

Schoolgirl's Tongue Freezes To 
Railings 

Ambulance crews were called to rescue a seven-year-old 
Canadian girl after her tongue froze to a set of metal railings. 
Amanda Sbarkey was hidden from view on a footbridge in 
CaJgary. where temperatures had dropped to -14 degrees. An 
engineer who happened to be passing by eventually spotted 
her. Paramedics spmyed warm water on the railing to release 
her. Amanda says she was curious to see what would happen 
if she licked the metal. 
Her mother, Tracey. told reporters; 'When the paramedics 
came she thought they were going to have to cut off her 
tongue. She's a very lucky girl. ' 
Amanda says she never thought her tongue would actually 
stick to the railings. I guess now, she knows differently. 
23rd January, 2002 Calgary, Canada THE CALGARY SUN' 

TAKING 1HE MIKE 
A thief who was being questioned by police regarding a 
shoplifting otfence had the cheek to steal a mike from the 
police station interview. 
Wayne Griffiths, 26, admitted taking it after being quizzed at 
Llandudno, North Wales. 
22nd August, 2001 Llandudno, North Wales 'LIVERPOOL 
ECHO' 

Hit Thumb Kills Man 
A man hit his thumb with a hammer . . . Setting off a bizarre 
chain of events, that conspired to kill him within 24 hours.Paul 
Davidson, 29, fainted after pressing his thumb minutes after 
whacking it and fell 8ft from a ladder where he had been 
helping a friend with a barn conversion. 



Doctors in Carlisle found his spinal cord was severed, 
paralysing him. 
Mr Davidson. who lived in Penrith. was taken to a spinal unit 
in Middlesbrough for surgery but died after he left the theatre. 
A pathologist found a sliver of bone had severed a vein, 
leaking three litres of blood into his chest and stopping his 
heart. 
23rd August, 2001 Penrith, Cumbria 'DAILY MANC' 

Bridal Bouquet Wrecks Four Cars 
A bride's bouquet caused a four -car pile-up and a total of 
£33,000 worth of damage at a wedding party in Buerstedt, 
near Frankfurt. Germany. 
The flowers, which bad been fixed to the bonnet of the car 
talking the happy couple to the reception, suddenly flew off 
and right into the path of the following cavalcade. 
1be driver in the next car slammed on his brakes and three 
other vehicles smashed into him. 
A police spokesman said, with an air of understatement, 'It 
was a shame since some guests had come a long way. ' 
23rd August, 2001 Buerstedt, Germany 'DAILY SLUR' 

Burnt Offerings 
Firemen accidentally torched 7,500 acres of land whilst trying 
to teach farmers in Brazil how to control agricultural burning. 
15th August, 2001 Brazil 'DAILY MANC' 

Shamed Into Hiding 
A shamed Russian teacher was discovered hiding in his 
school's attic.. three years after he disappeared. 
Colleagues were convinced that Vassili Vorobyev had died, 
but instead the former deputy head teacher was smoked out 
very much alive when a fire broke out as he was in the process 
of boiling potatoes. 
1be reclusive pedagogue explained that he had retreated to the 
attic to study maths after his headmaster called him an 
'ignoramus. ' 
He survived by stealing school supplies of food along with 
pens and paper so that he could continue to swot. 
November, 2001 Russia 'FilM' 

Death By Falling Brazillian 
A Brazillian man jumped to his death from a Rio de Janeiro 
apartment, landing on an unfortunate passer-by, who also 
killed. Police said the pedestrian was returning from 
Copacabana beach when he was hit. 
16th October, 2001 Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 'LIVERPOOL 
ECHO' 

Blown Off Course 
Researchers hoping to install equipment to measure wind 
speed at Corfe Castle in Dorset, were forced to call the project 
off. . .  Because it was too windy! ! !  
23rd November, 2001 Corfe Castle, Dorset 'DAILY MANC' 

Man Kills Mother In Random Crash 
In Dona Vista, Florida, USA, 21-year-old Dwight Samples 
was allgedly drag-racing on a highway at speeds over 100 
mph, when he lost control and slammed into the back of 
another car, instantly killing two people. one of them his own 
mother, who was taking an elderly friend for a drive to look at 
the local Christmas lights. 
Diane Samples, 45, and her passenger, 72-yea.r-old Vivian 
Green, died at the scene. 
'It's biza"e. His mom was doing this act of kindness taking 
this lady around to see Christmas lights. ' Lt Chuck Williams. 
a Florida Highway Patrol officer was quoted as saying. 'You 
think the probabilities for a phenomenon like this are, wow!' 
A neighbour at the trailer park where the mother and son lived 
in seperate trailers said that the two were very close. 

The poor kid is probably going through hell right now, ' 
Susan Schmidt told reporters. 'It was a one in a trillion thing. ' 
20th December, 2001 Dona Vista, Florida, USA 'FOX 
NEWS' 

The Wombles Cause Mayhem On 

The MI 
The M l  was briefly thrown into chaos when a lorry shed its 
load . .  a box ofWomble soft toys. 
The weird accident happened at 8:41am on the middle lane of 
the Ml northbound bwtween junctions 12 and 13 in 
Bedfordshire. 
A police spokesman said a number of cars had been forced to 
swerve to avoid the normally obsessively tidy Wombles on the 
road and that eventually all of the toys were cleared up. 
24th January, 2002 Bedfordshire 'ANANOVA ' 

MY 9LOO"Y VAL�WTlW� 
A jlited lover quite literally gave his ex-girlfriend the finger 
last February 14th, after he wrapped up his severed middle 
digit and sent it to her at her pJace of work in Manhattan, 
USA. 
Then he called and asked her, 'How do you like your 
Valentine's gift?' according to the NYPD. 
Police arrested Forest Simon, 24, with his left band wrapped 
in a fresh bandage, and took him to Bellevue Hospital for a 
psychiatric evaluation. 
The lovestruck romeo. still pining for his former hairsylist 
girlfriend since their break-up a year ago. used a messanger to 
deliver the black jewellery box containing the finger to House 
of Field, a boutique and hair salon in the East Village, at 
12:50pm. 
The shop is owned by Patricia Field, costume designer for 
HBO's � And The City, ' but she wasn't the recipient of the 

'gift. '  
The hair-stylist opened the box and there's three-quarters of 
a finger inside it and it's all bloody. ' a police spokesman was 
quoted as saying. 'She was quite startled ' 
The 27-year-old called the cops. While officers were there, 
Simon phoned repeatedly, and cops tracked him down to 
nearby St Marks Place, police said. 
After chopping off his finger, Simon went to Beth Israel 
Medical Centre. where doctors treated him for the wound. 
Police said Simon. who lives in the East Village on First Ave .• 
faces charges of aggravated barrassment. 
15th Febraury, 2002 Manhattan, New York. 'NEW YORK 
DAILY NEWS' 

By The Numbers 
Joseph N Esposito, president of the Lighthouse Research for 
Preservation, based on Staten Island, New York, made the 
following 'discovery' recently. Within an hour of the 
September 1 1th terrorist attacks, Esposito raised the American 
Stars and Stripes outside his home as a tribute to the victims. 
as well as the three nautical flag nautical equivalents for W, T 
and C. 
'1 was just looking at it and then I realised that all three 
nautical flags are red, white and blue, the only nautical flags 
that contain those colours, ' Esposito was quoted as saying. 
Not only that, but the total number of stripes in the three 
signal flags equal 1 1, as in September 11th, and the North 
Tower was hit by a plane coming from the East and a plane 
coming from the West hit the South Tower. This was the 
N-E-W-S of the day. '  
Esposito, who bails from Dongan Hills, added that the 
apparent numerology sent shivers down his spine. 
'It jumped right out at me. I had to show my wife. I couldn't 
believe the coincidence. 
12th February, 2002 'ST ATEN ISLAND UVE' 



TALES FROM THE LOCH-SIDE: 

In The Shadow Of BolesKi ne 
'If there 's one thing I know, you can 't control Evil. You can lock it up and burn it and bury it and pray that it dies, 
but it never will. It just rests awhile. You can lock your doors and say your prayers, but the Evil is out there, 
waiting. 
And maybe, just maybe, it 's closer than you think. ' 

Tommy Doyle: HALLOWEEN: THE CURSE OF MICHAEL MYERS ( 1 996) 

- . 
Is it possible for an entire area to be haunted by what, for want of a better word, we term Evil? 

Haunted, not just by a solitary headless horseman or a single phantom monk doomed to walk an identical route on 
the anniversary of some dark and terrible deed? 
Haunted. 

Blighted, the way other areas seemed to be blessed with vistas of breath-taking natural beauty, a sense of inner­
peace, or a deeply religious aura? 
Can mere rock and shoreline. Stream and greensward. Meadow and valley, somehow retain a vivid impression of 
horrors past and horrors yet to be? 
Can a place simply be 'born' bad? 
Of course, there are those students of strange phenomena who wouldn't hesitate in telling you that it can indeed. 
And if you 'd care to politely enquire further, they'd doubtless delight in informing you (in that smug, patronising 
tone exclusive to certain schoolteachers, college course lecturers and that maddeningly annoying smart arse who 
knows the answers to all the 'TRIVIAL PURSUIT' questions), they've known about the existence of such places 
for years beyond counting. 
Hell, they even have a name for them . . . ' Window A reas. ' 
Now, that 's as good a name as any, I guess. And who am I to argue with what's long since become a universally 
accepted entry in the ' Paranormal Researcher's Bible' right alongside CLOSE ENCOUNTERS, ' 'NEA R DEA TH 
EXPERIENCES ' and 'SPONTANEOUS HUMAN COMBUSTION? ' 
I hope you'll forgive me however, if I choose to refer to these areas by another name . . .  A name that from personal 
experience I consider to be far more appropriate: 
'SHADOWLANDS ' 
A place that seems permanently bathed in a scummy wash of light, a queer flat yellow that throws the landscape 
into 3-D relief and where the air seems forever pregnant with rain and thunder. 

Where the Moon rises like a spirit with a pale, humourless face amidst a sea of diamond-chip stars 



Where the rakish silhouette in the middle of a 
farmer's field looks like a figure tom from the mist 
by a lunatic's hand. 
Where buildings stand at weird, unnatural angles. 
Where birdsong is muted. 
Where shadows gather and lie eternal. 
SHADOWLANDS. 

One 
If such places truly exist outside of the students 
wishful thinking and this writer's somewhat fevered 
imagination, then the area around Boleskine House, 
overlooking the dark, brooding waters of Loch 
Ness, must stand as a shining (if that's quite the 
right word) example. 
And yet, I 'm sure a considerable proportion of the 
people reading this won't ever have heard of the 
place. That's  hardly surprising. You'll find little 
mention of it, even in paranormal circles, despite the 

fact that the infamous magickian/occutist/drug­
fiend/pervert (delete wherever your personal 
opinion of the man decrees to be applicable), 
Aleister Crowley, once resided there. Even books, 
videos and magazine articles dealing specifically 
with the Loch and its legendary Monster contain 
only the most cursory of references. 
Il lustrations of the locale are rarer sti ll. The sole 
example I 've yet to come across was featured in 
Simon Marsden' s  'PHANTOMS OF THE ISLES ' 
(Guild Publishing 1 990). That work includes a two­
page black and white spread of Boleskine Burial 
Ground looking suitably moody and ominous 
( Interestingly, Marsden' s  attendant notes contain the 
following disturbing, and maybe starkly relevant 
lines: ' The whole enclosure had a particularly 
strange atmosphere, as if it were the centre of some 
powerful force. ' 
And later; . . . .  'Crowley may have unleashed Evil 
Spirits that ran amok in the area. ' 
The validity of the latter we' ll dwell upon in a little 
while. Firstly, let me just confirm that Marsden's  
initial comment is bang on the mark. A personal 
visit to the area will be enough to convince you of 
that. 
But therein lies a problem. 
It seems hard to believe, but even regular visitors to 
the Loch may remain blissfully ignorant of the 
existence of Boleskine, situated roughly between the 
tiny, picturesque villages of Dores and Foyers. 
General Wades's  Military Road, the endlessly 
winding B852, is comparatively shunned by tourists 
in favour of the main A82 that runs directly along 
the opposite shore (and is therefore considered to be 
far more 'Nessie-Spotting Friendly ') 
My friends and I journey up to Scotland at least 
once every year. In more recent years it has become 
less a holiday in the traditional sense of the word, 
more a sort of annual pilgrimage stretching back to 
the Summer of 1 992, and we only came across the 
Burial Ground quite by accident. We'd been 
searching for The Foyers Hotel, (from the grounds 
of which the first full-time monster hunter, Tim 
Dinsdale filmed his now famously controversial 
footage that appears to show something traversing 

the Loch). 
The memory of our 'discovery' remains vivid, 
though to be honest, I often wish I could succeed in 

relegating its recollection to some dusty corner of 
my mind, because all too frequently, in the wee 

dead hours before dawn, the memory surfaces in my 
dreams and on such occasions, I often find I scream 
myself awake into the rough, uncaring darkness . . .  

Two 
Picture if you will a miserable, rain-sodden 
afternoon deep in the Scottish Highlands. The 
calendar insists it is mid-August, but you could be 
forgiven for thinking Winter still holds sway. The 
sky is the colour of slate and a vicious wind sweeps 
up piles of crumpled leaves and spins them into 
mini-tornados. 
A Rover drives along a narrow, winding road 

bordered on one side by steep, heavily-wooded 
slopes and on the other by undergrowth so dense the 
vast expanse of water you know to be there is only 
visible in brief, tantalising glimpses of grey. 
Suddenly, the road veers away from the Loch and 
the car is all but engulfed beneath a thick canopy of 
trees. It's clear that even on the brightest day, the 
enveloping foliage would admit no rich tapestry of 
sun and shade. Only a vaguely depressing half­
light. . .  Perfectly suited to the desolate burial ground 
that hoves into view over the next rise. 
The car slows to a halt. Five young(ish) men, yours 
truly amongst them, climb out and make their way 
across the road to the walled enclosure smack in the 
middle of the proverbial nowhere. There is no one 
else around. The road is empty of traffic. There are 
no farms or houses in the lush green fields either 
side of the graveyard. The only signs of modem 
civilisation are the telegraph wires snaking their 
way through the treetops. It 's an achingly lonely 
place, the atmosphere stiflingly oppressive, but the 
intrepid five are too consumed with curiosity to pay 
much heed. This unexpected discovery fills them 
with excitement. They're eager to explore. And the 
rusted gate is standing open as if silently beckoning 
them to enter. 
And enter they do . . .  
A battered noticeboard i s  attached to the wall 

nearest the entrance. Contained behind a transparent 
plastic cover are a collection of children's  notes and 
drawings. A placard informs the reader that the 
work is the product of the pupils of Foyers Primary 

School, and provides a brief history of the burial 
ground. Reference is made to the deliberate 
destruction of the attendant church, now little more 
than an empty, roofless shell, its crumbling walls al l 
but hidden by blackberry bushes and clumps of 
high, stinging nettles. 
There are details too of how the cemetery had long 
been redundant, for the very good reason that by the 
middle of this century, there had simply ceased to 
be any room left within the consecrated earth in 
which to bury the newly-dead. 
'Things had gotten so bad, ' the childish scrawl, 
written entirely in block capitals confides, 'that the 
bones of the deceased were being buried in graves 
so shallow, packs of wild dogs had begun roaming 
the plot, digging up the remains almost the minute 
they were laid to rest. ' 
Bodysnatching had apparently been rife here, too, 
with doctors from nearby Inverness willing to pay a 



handsome price for fresh cadavers upon which they 
<A>uld perform their medical experiments. 
There is also mention of one particular headstone 
standing in the most neglected corner of the 
graveyard riddled with what appear to be bullet 
holes. The story goes that during the 1 71h Century 
Jacobite Rebellion, a British patrol were passing the 
funeral of a rebel who had been killed in action. On 
seeing present amongst the mourners those whom 
they suspected of being Jacobite sympathisers, they 
immediately opened fire, hence the 'bullet-holes' in 
the headstone. It is not recorded whether anyone 
was killed or wounded in the attack. 
We look around the enclosure and see it contains 
row after row of crumbling, moss-covered 
tombstones that prove upon closer inspection to be 
almost exclusively inscribed with the surname 
Fraser. The wind howls through the fissures in the 
ancient stone, like a lament for all that's dead or 
dying, and an even closer look at those crooked 
graves reveals that might not be so very far from the 
truth. The majority of the names engraved here are 
the final glorious epitaphs of those who have fallen 
on foreign battlefields in the service of their 
country, (Waterloo, South Africa, the Somme) or 
else were the tragic victims of inter-clan warfare. 
Suddenly, without warning, I am struck by the 
sudden memory of my grandmother's funeral on a 
similar rain-swept afternoon, when I was just 
fourteen years old. 

Then, as now, I am standing by a graveside, head 
bowed, shoulders hunched against the bitter cold. 
My red-rimmed eyes fzx upon the wreaths and 
brightly-coloured bouquets. The simple, moving 
messages of condolence attached to the flowers are 
quickly obscured by the incessant rain. The words 
slide from the soggy cards in thin rivers of ink like a 
woman 's mascara moved by tears. The air hangs 
heavy with solemnity and grief The only sounds are 
the muted sobbing of the assembled mourners and 
the vicar's sonorous tones as he utters banal words 
of cold comfort. From somewhere far off, I hear the 
chimes of a passing ice-cream van, the distance 
turns the child's nursery rhyme tune into a 
discordant melody of false cheer as though a 
demented circus clown, its face sweating 
greasepaint, had been let loose on one of those old­
fashioned hurdy-gurdy 's. I had an image of it 
grinning insanely as it pummelled the keyboards 
with white-gloved hands. A murderers hands. 
A chill that had nothing to do with the godawful 
weather causes me to shudder uncontrollably, and 
as much as I love my Nan, I think selfiShly, '/ wish 
they 'd they 'd hurry up and get it over with. All this 
standing around and sobbing in the rain isn 't gonna 
bring her back. Can 't they see that? ' 
And them I promptly burst into tears of my own. The 
precious recollections of all the good times we spent 
together come flooding back in a deluge so 
powerful, I 'm almost swept away by their sheer 
force. My mother puts her arm around me and I 
bury my face into the soft fabric of her coat silently 
cursing the God who could deign to take my Nan 
away, closing my ears to the murmured 
consolations that are now doing the rounds. 
An eternity seems to pass. 
No one moves. 

We 're soaked to the skin and all cried-out. Time, it 
seems, has stood still. 
Eventually though, as if on some unspoken cue, the 
congregation prepares to depart. And now, 
incredibly, I actually don't  want to leave. Walking 
away now feels too much like desertion. 
Abandoning a friend just when they need you most. 
I 'm all but dragged to the waiting hearse and it 's 
po-faced chauffeur. I clamber aboard, slide into the 
back seat between my two brothers and glance back 
over my shoulder one more time. 
I see there 's a wood pigeon perched atop my Nan 's 
headstone. I can hear its plaintive �ong ' even 
through the thick, tinted glass, and it may sound 
crazy, but its gentle, repetitive cooing lightens my 
mood. I can 't say why, but for the first time on that 
terrible day, /feel a sense of inner-calm. 
And then my hear skips a beat and I have to cover 
my mouth with my hand to stifle an astonished cry 
as a single shaft of sunlight emerges from between a 
ragged gap in the cloud cover. It spears down like a 
laser beam across the row of headstones, their 
uniform whiteness turned blindingly bright. The 
pigeon, doubtless startled, suddenly takes to the air, 
and I watch it ascending to rejoin its flock, before 

flying towards the distant horizon, looking for all 
the world like a soul that had joyfUlly been set 
free .. . 

If the recalling of that cherished memory was meant 
to fortify me against my natural fear of death and 
the grave however, it proved to be more than a tad 
unsuccessful. 
The Boleskine Burial Ground gives off a sickly 
ambience, impossible to shake or ignore. No matter 
how nonsensical it may appear. 
Here, it's easy to believe, the spirits of the dead 
remain chained to whatever is left of their physical 
remains for all eternity. 
Worse, their resentment, their understandable anger 
at being cut down in the prime of their lives has 
been harnessed by some powerful, inherently evil 
force that has existed here since the dawn of time. 
And over the passage of the centuries, all that 
resentment has been transformed into something far 
worse. A bitter, twisted hatred that had turned the 
very earth sour. 
Or at least, that was the overriding impression this 
place etched upon me . . .  

Three 
One thing the noticeboard fails to make mention of 
is the derelict-looking building that stands roughly 
half-way along the opposite wall. This strike me as 
being a little odd, as although there is nothing 
outwardly remarkable about it, the fact is that aside 
from the ruined church, it easily dominates the 
enclosure. 
Intrigued, we walk in-between the headstones, 
careful not to tread on any of the actual graves lest 
we insult the fallen, towards the building's only 
entrance; a rotted oak door that, contrary to our 
expectations, is standing slightly ajar. 
A brief argument ensues as to who should be the 
first to enter. We stand motionless for a few long 
moments, as immobile as any of those grand old 
sepulchres dotted around the graveyard. Predictably, 
no one volunteers. And then, with a collective 



mental shrug, we all push the door fully open and 
cross the threshold together. 
The tiny cottage, for that it was what it must have 
been, once, contains two floors. 
The sole source of illumination is a small upstairs 
window, but even allowing for the time it takes for 
our eyes to adjust to the pervasive gloom, it is 
quickly apparent that the ground floor, where the air 
is heavy with a dank, foetid aroma, is little more 
than an empty shell, not worth exploring. 
A set of rickety wooden stairs leads to the floor 
directly above. The original flight had, it seemed, 
long since been removed wholesale. In total silence 
(a silence that would appear almost reverential in 
any place save here), we ascend. 
At first glance, this room, too, seems to be 
disappointingly empty. 
The late afternoon light falls in grey slabs across a 
bare, wooden floor. Dust motes dance crazily like a 
swarm of maddened insects. There is no furniture. 
No outward sign of decoration. The place is as drab 
and colourless as the surface of the Moon. And the 
only sign that anybody had set foot within these 
walls in years, decades even, is some fresh kindling 
stacked in the grate of an old-fashioned fireplace. 
Filled with a perverse sense of anti-climax, (and 
what had I expected to find, exactly? The angry 
ghost of some departed member of the Clan Fraser, 
berating me for having dared disturb his centuries 
old sleep? A bunch of black-cowled Satanists 
performing a secret and obscene rite? A haggard 
recluse, complete with kilt, Claymore and a love of 
the Highlands matched only by an inbred hatred for 
the English?), I glance out of the single, grimy 
window, I notice the wind has dropped dramatically, 
leaving in its wake a stillness that seems unreal, 
almost dreamlike. Very little is moving out there. 
The only evidence that I'm not gazing at a 
photograph or a matte painting, the kind they use on 
all those low-grade B movies when the budget 
doesn't even stretch to cover the cost of on-location 
shooting, is the thin, wispy woodsmoke spiralling 
above the treetops and the cries of a v-formation of 
southward-bound Canadian Geese, their song the 
soundtrack of incurable loneliness. 
I'm just about to suggest we leave the building 
when someone, Simon, I think it was, suddenly 
exclaimed, 'Hang on a minute. Take a look at this! ' 
I turn to see where he's pointing, and at first I 'm 
unable to make out much of anything on the dust­
covered floor. Gradually however, I 'm able to 
discern a crudely-drawn circle surrounded by vague 
symbols, several of which clearly resembles writing 
in a foreign language. 
As someone who has slightly more than a passing 

interest in occult matters, I think perhaps I recognise 
some of the words as being Latin or Hebraic, and 
like a birdwatcher who strongly suspects he has 
caught a glimpse of a particularly rare species, I 
make a mental note to check up and confirm their 
identity and their meaning when I get home. 
There are more scribblings on the walls and all 
along the oak beams that criss-cross the ceiling; a 
heady mixture of the exotic and the entirely 
unintelligible. And here . . .  looking as out of place as 
a string of Christmas tinsel blowing across some 
sun-drenched beach, is a sentence in plain English: 

V<9 WHAT n-£<9U WILT SHA LL 
BE ntE WHOLE <9f ntE LAW 

Painted in a rusty shade of red . . . .  the colour of dried 
blood . . .  there is something chilling about that 
seemingly innocuous phrase. Chilling, and at the 
same time somehow familiar . . .  
At the time though, I can't  quite recall where I 've 
heard it before. It lies in the brink of recall, like a 
half-remembered upon waking. 
And then, one of my companions, Simon Norris, I 
think it was, discovers the charred • remains of 
animal bones stacked in the far corner of the room. 
And resting upon a shelf cluttered with discarded 
beer cans and several yellow-stained rags, is the 
clean-picked skull of some homed creature, a goat 
most likely. A used condom, nestles beneath the 
ridge of its teeth and its depthless hollow eyes seem 
to regard me with the type of black empty madness 
that one presumes exists beyond the rim of the 
universe. 
The sight of this, more than anything, sends a 
sensation of prickling horror travelling up and down 
my spine. 
A sense of Evil, intangible, yet nonetheless real, 
grows and becomes so overpowering that we each 
turn and leave by the same unspoken consent with 
which we'd entered. 
Though a whole lot quicker! ! !  
The afternoon was wearing on. I t  had been our 
intention to travel to Fort Augustus and stock up 
with some provisions for the remainder of the 
holiday. I tell myself that this alone is the reason for 
my impatience to be away from this place, and I 
successfully close my ears to the voice that pops up 
in my head to remind me; 'We lie best when we lie 
to ourselves. ' 
We clamber back into the car, Simon guns the 
engine and prepares to steer the car out of lay-by in 
which he'd parked and back onto the road. 
We breathe a collective sigh of relief. Like the song 
says, 'We 're on the move! ' 
And then, I suddenly remember where I ' d  seen 
those words written in (dried blood) red paint on the 
walls of that Godforsaken cottage . . .  

V <9  WHAT n-£<9U WILT SHA LL 
BE nf.E WHOLE <9f ntE LAW 

I remember. 
And in truth, had I ever really forgotten? 

Four 
The Civic Centre Library situated on the outskirts of . 
Bebington Village, has always been a favourite 
haunt of mine. It often seems I spent half my 
childhood and nearly all my teenage years with my 
head buried in a rollicking good novel, (I had a 
particular fondness for the works of J.R.R. Tolkien, 
the wonderfully scary ghost stories of M.R. James 
and the crime thrillers of Raymond Chandler, but 
I ' d  read just anything, if the story grabbed me), 
leafing through the piles of old magazines or 
browsing amongst the reams of dusty volumes that 
lined the walls of the reference section located on 
the library's second floor. 
I loved the Reference Room, the best. 



It was like a tiny world of its own peopled by a race 
that knew exactly what was expected of them of 
precisely what their place was in the grand scheme 
of things. On any given day, (except on 
Wednesdays and public holidays when the building 
was closed) you could ascend the stairs, take a seat 
at one of the large, plastic-topped desks and pretend 
to read whilst really glancing about you at the 
timeworn habits and rituals of the inhabitants. 
There' d be a group of college students or sixth­
formers, their foreheads creased in concentration as 
they pored over massive tomes dealing with the 
Franco-Prussian War, or Advanced Mathematics. 
The desk opposite would be occupied by several 
schoolkids, more often than not tittering over the 
pictures of human genitalia in the biology 
encyclopaedia's, or else trying to cough loudly to 
cover their ripping out of portraits of Eminem or 
Kylie Minogue. There' d be groups of old men 
rustling their newspapers pointedly in gestures of 
mild annoyance, courting couples who gazed 
lovingly into each others eyes over the tops of a 
stack of 'NA TIONAL GEOGRAPHICS, ' and a 
young female librarian, her tight blouse and mini­
skirt accentuating her hour-glass figure, driving both 
the adolescents and the old men to distraction. 
And presiding over all, the dread-inducing form of 
the Head Librarian . . .  A large, grim-faced woman 
with a spiteful, kid-hating attitude that would put the 
Witch in 'HANSEL AND GRETEL ' to shame. She 
sits at the head of the room, peering out at her 
'domain' with an expression on her face that simply 
demands that those assembled behave themselves. 
At the front of her desk is a laminated placard 
inscribed with the words; 
This Is the Public Reference Floor. 

People come here to study. All are welcome, but 

please remember these simple rules: 

1: No books make be taken from this floor for 

ANY reason! 

2: People caught defacing or damaging books 

WILL be prosecuted! 

3: In a library, silence Is more than a virtue, it's 

an absolute necessity!!! 

Thank you for your cooperation. 

Have a nice day!!! 

Her name may or may not be Mona. The kids all 
called her that, (though never to her face),and the 
way she was always complaining and 
well . . .  moaning, meant that a name was never more 
appropriate. But woe betide the unfortunate who 
was caught breaking any of Three Commandments 
According To Mona. I 've seen grown men cower in 
the face of her wrath She hands out her reprimands 
with all the aplomb of a person who has spent a 
lifetime joyfully inflicting misery and watching 
others bend before her will. 
But still, in spite of Mona, or maybe in some strange 
way because of her, I loved the place. 
And I regret deeply the fact that I hardly ever seem 
to have the chance to go there any more. Maybe I'll  
make a point of dropping in there this weekend. 
Maybe. If Liverpool FC aren't at home. Or I haven't 
got a mobile disco to set up. Or an article for the 
magazine to write. Or a garden fence to paint. 
Or . . .  Or . .  
My a be. 

Anyway, it was on a damp and misty afternoon in 
late November, 1 980, the day I first came across the 
words that would return to haunt me 1 2  years or so 
down the path of my life. I remember the world 
beyond the round windows (most of them decorated 
with multi-coloured cardboard leaves, drawn and 
pasted on by children) looked grey and distant. The 
library was lit by soft, diffused lighting and I was 
struck with the feeling that those passing by outside 
might be glancing up at the building with the same 
expression on their face as that of a weary traveller 
lost on the moors who, after countless hours of 
aimless wandering, suddenly spies the welcoming 
glow pouring from the windows of a farmhouse. 
And perhaps, thinking these thoughts, the passers­
by might add a spring to their step in their hurry to 
get home a little faster. 
I was idly leafing through a book by Dennis 
Wheatley called 'THE DEVIL AND ALL HIS 
WORKS, ' when I came across a section dealing with 
modem-day Satanists and Black Magicians. 
Amongst the lurid pictures of Witch's Sabbats and 
strange, arcane rituals, was a black and white 
portrait of a curious, bald-headed man wearing an 
enigmatic expression and with intense, almost 
hypnotic eyes. He seemed to be neither smiling nor 
frowning. He was ordinary-looking yet at the same 
time possessed of a striking charisma. He was of 
indeterminate age, although the lines on his face 
seemed to indicate that too much emotional voltage 
had been running behind the inscrutable 
countenance for too long a time. 
The caption beneath the photograph had said 
simply; 'A/eister Crowley: The self-styled Great 
Beast 666. Raised by devoutly religious parents, he 
rebelled to become one of the most notorious black 
magicians in recent times. A fonner member of the 
Golden Dawn, he was reviled by the popular press 
who labelled him 'The Wickedest Man In The 
World. ' 
His most famous edict was: 'Do What Thou Wilt 
Shall Be The Whole Of The Law. ' 
My interest aroused, I ' d  read the whole piece and 
spent the remainder of that day gleaning all I could 
about this mysterious figure, Crowley, though in 
truth this didn't actually amount to a great deal. Just 
a tantalisingly brief synopsis of his life and times 
and some of the more sensational newsworthy 
events that had contributed to his notoriety. 
And something else . . .  
Something that had all but leapt off the page amidst 
the references to the Abbey at Thelema, the famous 
'IO to Pan, ' and his many run-ins with McGregor 
Mathers (a fellow member of The Golden Dawn). 
It was simply this: Aleister Crowley had once lived 
in a remote hideaway, deep in  the Highlands of 
Scotland. He resided, for quite some time, in a 
secluded mansion screened from the roadside by a 
thick canopy of trees. 
It's a house (to paraphrase Shirley Jackson) that has 
stood for a hundred years and may stand for a 
hundred more. 
A house that overlooks an ancient clan burial 
ground. 
Boleskine Burial Ground on the banks of Loch 
Ness . . .  



Five 
Almost from the second that I remembered the 
origin of the jagged scribbling on the walls of that 
ramshackle cottage, and informed everybody else in 
the car pulling away from Boleskine, I just knew 
there was no way we would be able to simply drive 
off without affording ourselves a brief glimpse of 
Crowley's residence. The long journey back home 
to Merseyside would be even less bearable if we 
missed the opportunity to snap a few pictures of 
Boleskine House and scare ourselves silly during 
the dark nights leading up to Halloween, passing the 
photo's round and swapping true-life horror stories 
at a beer-laden table in 'The Bridge Inn,' while a 
bonfire blazed away outside and the rich smell of 
baked potatoes and roasted chestnuts filled the 
chilled October air. 
Our curiosity chased our fears, and by the time 
Simon began reversing the car back to the lay-by, 
being afraid was quite the furthest thing from my 
mind. Once more we emerge from the car and begin 
looking about us with renewed excitement. 
Almost from the beginning, however, it is clear that 
the house is not going to be easy to find. Even the 
most cursory of glances is enough to convince us all 
that unpalatable fact. There is only one building 
(aside from that damned graveyard keeper's hut, of 
course) visible on the road, and though we race 
towards it expectantly, we see almost immediately 
that it's nothing other than a small cottage inhabited, 
judging from the 'Range Rover ' parked in the 
driveway, a well-to-do family. There's a child's 
tricycle lying on its side beneath the front window 
and a 'Barbie Doll, ' naked and minus an arm is 
propped up drunkenly against an apple tree. It's 
abundantly clear that this is not the place we are 
looking for. 
Our Grant, ever the practical one, suggests we 
knock and ask to see if they know the location of 
Boleskine House. If the occupants have lived here 
for any length of time, it's a fair bet they'll  know 
right enough. We unlatch the gate, swing it open 
and our stopped in our tracks by the sound of a 
woman's voice calling to us from just down the 
road. 
A middle-aged lady is making her way towards us, 
dressed in wellies, jeans and an all-weather anorak 
with the hood pulled up. 
' Excuse me,' she says in clipped tones, and without 
a trace of a Scottish accent. 'Who does that car 
belong to, parked in that lay-by over there?' 
Before any of us can answer, she speaks again, her 
hands on her hips, the gesture of someone just 
spoiling for an argument. I can only just about make 
out her face, obscured as it is by the hood, but for 
one crazy moment I 'm convinced that standing here 
before me is ol Mona herself. The head l ibrarian 
from the Civic Centre, come to decree a set of new 
Commandments: 

1: Please do not park on the 8 roads around 

Loch Ness 

2: Any trespassers found on the grounds of local 

residents will be sacrificed to some obscure 

Demonic entity. 

3: Around the former home of Mr Alelster 

Crowley Esq, silence Is more than a virtue, it's a 

necessity. If you speak too loudly, you'll likely 
wake the deadlll 

Thank you for your cooperation 

Have a nice daylll 

'Will one of you kindly move the vehicle. It's 
causing an obstruction and there's a Sunday School 
bus due this way any moment now! ' 
'Alright, missus, keep yer hair on,' Our Kid replied 
quickly. ' We won't be a minute.' Seeing she was 
somewhat placated, if not completely satisfied with 
this response, seized the opportunity by adding, 
' Erm we heard a fella named Aleister Crowley used 
to li;e round here. I don't suppose yer'd know if his 
old house is still  standing, and if it is, where we can 
find it, would yer?' 
The second the words left his mouth the woman's 
expression of haughty intolerance changed to one of 
outright suspicion and hostility. And as people wil l  
do when they're momentarily caught off-guard, she 
answered the query with a couple of questions of 
her own. 
'Why do you want to know? We have more than 
enough weirdo's hanging around here as it is. Why 
on earth should I encourage others now, hmmm?' 
'What do you mean "weirdo's" ? I jumped in. 'You 
mean Satanists? Black Magicians? Devil 
Worshippers?' 
'I mean weirdo 's!!! ' she repeated, like a teacher 
explaining a simple math problem to a backward 
pupil. ' I 'm referring to people, and I use the term 
loosely, who come up here to plague us with their 
endless questions, their ceaseless trampling on other 
people's property, their constant vandalism of 
yonder Burial Ground and their pathetic little 
attempts at what they doubtless deem to be acts of 
homage, such as dancing round naked in the fields 
at midnight, sacrificing an animal or two . . .  or 
dressing up in a monk's cowl and sleeping on the 
very doorstep of Boleskine House . . .  ' 
She caught herself, but too late. The confirmation 
that we sought, that Boleskine House did indeed still 
stand, had been unwittingly provided (except, with 
the benefit of hindsight, I 'm not at all sure there was 
anything 'unwitting' about that 'slip of the tongue. ' 
Around Boleskine, things didn't seem to happen 
without a purpose . . .  And its usually a less than 
wholesome one. 
'Mona' made a show of shrugging her shoulders 
resignedly. ' Okay, so now you know. Crowley's 
house is around here, somewhere. But I 'l l  be 
damned if I ' m  going to tell you its precise location. 
Now go and move your car like I told you. The 
school bus wil l  be coming this way any moment 
now, and you're vehicle's causing an obstruction.' 
And with that, she stormed off, leaving the five of 
us standing in the middle of the road, left speechless 
by her departing glance of withering contempt. 
Stevie Gee eventually broke the spell .  'I suppose 
we'd better move the car like she says. We know the 
house is somewhere on this stretch of road, probably 
overlooking the Burial Ground, If the books you 
read are right, Lee. But we could spend the rest of 
the day traipsing up and down between here and 
Dores, and either break our necks in the woods or 
get run-over by a Sunday School Bus . . .  ' 

. 
He paused momentarily, his brow furrowed m 
obvious puzzlement. And I think we all realised 



what he was going to say a mill i-second or so before 
he actually said it. 
" Hang on a sec. Today isn't  Sunday. It's M onday. 
Bank Holiday Monday, to be exact. What the hel l 's  
that woman on about?' 
And he was right, of course. It  was indeed a 
Monday. We'd been so concerned with our 
questions regarding the house, we'd clean forgotten 
what day it was. It's a common enough thing. When 
you're on vacation, the passage of the days, so 
importan( during the working week, becomes 
meaningless, at least for as long as the fun and 
games can continue unabated. 
But for a (to quote Tubbs 'n'  Edward in the ever­
excellent LEA GUE OF GENTLEMEN,) local to 
forget. Now that wasn' t  quite so likely, was it. Not 
if she was in possession of her full quota of marbles, 
anyway. No. It was my guess that she was smart 
enough to calculate that as dumb tourists, we'd have 
almost certainly lost track of time. She'd just 
wanted rid of us as quickly and as painlessly as 
possible. 
We turned around, each of us intending to let her 
know, in no uncertain terms, that she hadn' t  
succeeded i n  fooling us, but when w e  turned to 
confront her the road was empty for as far as the eye 
could see. There were only the trees, their 
overhanging branches forming a natural green 
canopy that stretched away into the distance like the 
arched cloisters of some mighty cathedral. 
"Where the hell did she go?' I asked, my voice 
sounding tiny in the caught-breath silence. 
'Maybe there's a farmhouse just out of sight beyond 
those woods,' Richie offered. ' We just can 't see it 
from here.' 
'Yeah, that's likely it,' we muttered in unison. 
'There could be a whole bunch of crofts and 
cottages just down the lane, there. ' 
'Oh aye. The owl biddy's probably watchi ng us 
through her bedroom window, right now. 
' Is right, lad' 
' Probably laughin' her socks off 
'What a conniving owl boot! '  
And the fact is, looking at things from a cold, 
logical perspective, that was very likely the truth of 
it. She had almost certainly put on a bit more speed 
the second our backs were turned, and had scurried 
home. She'd then charged upstairs and pressed her 
nose against the window, anxious to keep an eye on 
us lest we set about disembowell ing the local sheep 
with machetes so we could gorge ourselves on their 
blood . . .  
That' s  the logical explanation of where she went . . .  
But, we were so concerned with fi nding an answer 
to that question, we completely ignored a query that 
was even more relevant; Bearing in mind that we'd 
just travelled up from the village of Dores, a good 
three miles distant (and the direction from which 
she'd first approached us) without seeing so much 
as a single habitation; so where the hell had she 
come from? 
That's one of the things that keeps me awake some 
nights, afraid to sleep. Afraid to dream. 
Another is something Steve said with typical black 
humour as we stood on the road, mentally debating 
our next move: ' Hey, I know where she lives! I 
know where she'd be right at home. In the 

graveyard. In the graveyard with all the other dead 
things! ! ! '  

Six 
I sincerely doubt we'd have ever found the place, 
that day at least, if we hadn't have heard the faint 
strains of pop music floating on the air, just then. 
We had been more than ready to abandon the search 
and continue with our journey to Fort Augustus. 
Hunting down the homes of the infamous could 
only hold your interest for so long. 
It was Richie, I think, who heard the music first. He 
was certainly the first to recognise the tune. 
' Hold on. There's a radio playing somewhere. It's 
M arvin Gaye innit?' 
And so it was. Marvin's voice drifted toward us 
sounding disembodied and somehow lost, like the 
helpless cry of a child who can't find its mother. 

'I bet you 're wondering how I knew. 'Bout you 
plans to make me blue .. ' 

With the unspoken consent that had been a regular 
feature of this never-ending day, we walk towards 
the source of the music spread across the road 
looking for all the world like a bunch of cowboys 
heading for the showdown gunfight at High Noon. 
We still had our hearts set on seeing that house and 
it was possible that the owner of the radio might be 
able to help us in our quest. 
It turned out we didn't  have to walk very far. There 
was a small lodge a third of a mile or so from where 
we'd parked. When we'd passed it, a few hours 
earlier, it had appeared to be nothing more than a 
dilapidated shell, and so we hadn't slowed to take a 
closer look. But now, as we approached the 
building, we could see that there was a man in his 
late thirties, painting and decorating the front 
entrance. He was atop a set of ladders, paint brush 
in hand, whistling along to Mr Gaye, oblivious to 
all .  
Once again, it was Grant who spoke in order t o  grab 
the man 's attention. 
' Excuse mate,' have yer got any idea where 
Boleskine House is, please?' 
The man looked up startled, and very nearly fell off 
his ladder. He took a good few seconds to regain his 
composure. When he eventually found his voice, his 
accent was immediately recognisable as purest 
Glaswegian. 
'Well now, it could be that I do have a very good 
idea of where the house you 're lookin' for lies. But 
before I decide whether I should tell yiz or not, let 
me ask youse a question; Why do yiz want tae 
know?' 
Being familiar by now with this reluctance to reveal 
the location, we thought carefully before answering. 
We decided to play 'the dumb tourist,' out to take a 
few snaps of places of local interest (and was that 
really so far from the truth?). We must have come 
across as being fairly convincing because his face 
split into a grin as he said 'Och, why not. It  cannae 
d'nae harm that I can see.' 
Then he slapped his thigh as though he were about 
to recite the world's funniest gag. 'The thing is 
fella's, yiz gonna kick yerselfs all the way back tae 
Liverpool when I tell yiz. This building here, is 
Boleskine Lodge. I 'm the head groundkeeper, the 
summer help and the caretaker all rolled in tae one. 



The path yiz see winding its merry way up the hill  behind those gates over there . . .  That driveway leads right up tae 
the yiz are lookin for; Boleskine House. But yiz cannae go that way. The man who owns it is a wee bit paranoid 
aboot security. He's had more than his fair share of nutcases hangin' around his front door. He keeps guard dogs. 
Big, mean black hounds that 'd tear a man 's arm off as soon as look at yiz. And it's all alanned wi ' the latest, high­
tech surveillance equipment, too. So, I ' m  afraid yiz have had a wasted journey. Tough luck, lads! '  
Having imparted this  infonnation, h e  laughed s o  hard h e  nearly fell of his ladder again, and h e  was still  braying 
like a donkey as we walked dejectedly back the way we had come. And for all I know, he's still there at this  
moment, holding on to his not inconsiderable belly, hee-hawing fit to bust at  the hopeless endeavours of a bunch of 
pig-ignorant Scousers. 

Seven 
Luckily for us, that cackling Scot's  low opinion of us actually worked in  our favour, and once we were well out of 
sight, it was our turn to laugh loud and long. 
He obviously didn' t  know who he'd been dealing with. Three members of our group, Stevie Gee, Grant and 
myself, were, from the age of 1 3, original founder members of The New Ferry Ghost Club, ' and as such, were 
adept at gaining admittance into reputedly haunted houses. (The thought that were l ikely committing burglary by 
doing so, never even crossed our minds. And I don't suppose it would have deterred us any, even it by chance it 
had. We didn't see ourselves as criminals. We were honest-to-God paranormal i nvestigator' s). 
In the Summer of 1 992, I was sure as eggs no longer a kid, secure in  the naive belief that latter-day Professor V an 
Helsing's are not sent to prison for long periods of time if they're caught breaking into other people's property. I 
was old enough to know better (or at least I think I was). But even if we couldn't actually get inside the place and 
take a look around, nothing was going to stop us sneaking a glimpse and a couple of photographs of the outside . . .  
We knew the location. Now all w e  h a d  t o  d o  was fi n d  a n  alternative route t o  the driveway, and in the end the 
answer proved to be just as plain as day. The house was obviously hidden from the road, just like the books had 
said, by a screen of gently rolling hills and thick clumps of fir trees. All we had to do was climb over a wire fence 
that ringed the adjoining field, clamber up the steep hill, and look down on the front of the house. 
And with excitement and anticipation once more at a peak, we set out to do precisely that. 

EIGHT 

I suppose, after all we'd been through, the actual viewing of Boleskine House was always going to be something of 
an anti-climax. Just as when we' d  entered the top-floor of that graveyard-keeper's cottage, in what had by now 
seemed an age ago, I 'm not quite sure what I ' d  expected to see, but can't help feeling that perverse sense of 
disappointment wash over me like when you're burning up on some tropical beach and the large, white-capped 
wave heading your way that you hope will help cool you down, turns out to be horribly lukewarm. 
The house is every bit as huge as enormous as I ' d  anticipated it would be. And I suppose, seen from a di fferent 
angle, late at night, with its many windows filled with a sickly light, it may i ndeed appear suitably ominous. 
But as you can see for yourselves, the brief est study of the photo reproduced above in glorious monochrome, could 
not hold a single, spluttering candle to either the entirely fictional abodes of Evil (Shirley Jackson's Hill House, 



where whatever walked, walked alone, or William 
Castle's HOUSE ON HA UNTED HILL, ' to name 
but two) or the allegedly genuine (Borley Rectory, 
or 1 1 2, Ocean Avenue, Amityville, for example). 
It looks so ordinary. 
We stand there for what seems like the longest time, 
and I let my thoughts wander along with my gaze. 
I looked back towards the Burial Ground, now 
several hundred feet below us, and then out across 
the Loch . . .  And in the midst of that 'semi-permanent 
twilight;; with the dark clouds hanging so low they 
seemed about set to swoop down and kiss the 
diseased earth, I find it easy to imagine how it might 
have been here in some dim and distant time 
before� . .  . Imagine and wonder if there had truly ever 
been a time when this place may have been 
'spiritually clean' 'Elemental-free. ' Held sacred 
And where the only shadows cast were the natural 
consequence of cheery sunlight . . . .  

Nine 

Boleskine: 
Before The Fall 
The height of springtime. 
A crisp, fresh Sunday morning. 
The skies are clear and eye-wateringly bright, and 
sun-rays dart off the surface of the Loch, sparkling 
like a promise. 
Paddle steamers cruise the shimmering waters and 
groups of well-to-do tourists sit on the banks 
sipping their iced tea or tucking into picnic lunches. 
Everything is right with the world. God is over all. 
And within the lovingly-tended plot that marks the 
final resting place of members of the Clan Fraser, 
families file happily into the church. The tiny, 
rough-hewn building 's stark simplicity makes it no 
less welcoming. A minister with a kind, 
grandfatherly face stands at the Lych Gate, shaking 
hands with each and every one of his parishioners. 
Giggling young girls in pigtails and summer-white 
dresses. Sullen boys in stiffly starched shirts. The 
adults, conservative and God-fearing, who take 
their seats staring intently at the church 's only 
decoration: the two rows of stained glass windows. 
Even the smallest child looks upon these colourful 
works of art with something approaching religious 
awe 
And perhaps, although they are very probably not 

aware of it, something else, too. Those intricate 
depictions of the Eternal Struggle Between The 
Forces Of Good and Evil: (The Temptation Of St 
Anthony, The Revolt of the Fallen Angels. St 
M ichael Defeating the Dragon), may have acted as 
a reminder of something long since forgotten. 
A whispered hint of something that was given fonn 
in the dreams of the even the most pious during the 
dark watches of the night. 
Confirmation of their ancestor's knowledge that 
there exists the very finest of lines between a land 
that is blessed and a land that is cursed, and while it 
was likely certain places were simply born bad, 
perhaps with the passing of time they could be 

cleansed, reclaimed, Exorcised, if you will, by the 
thoughts and deeds of mortal men. 
Perhaps Boleskine, once damned, was such a place. 
And, if that were so, it followed that the faithfUl 
would do well to remain vigilant. Any lowering of 
their guard. One failure to recognise Evil sneaking 
into their midst. One careless acceptance of a 
seemingly well-intentioned stranger . . .  Then the 
delicate balance could be tipped in favour of the 
Serpent of Lies. God, weeping would turn his back 
upon the once-faithful. And the Dragon would 
emerge fonn the Pit, triumphant, the shadows it cast 
would cover the land like a death shroud. 
And yet, despite the oft-repeated warnings, it came 
to pass that those who had been appointed 
'Brotherhood of The Watch ' proved negligent in the 
task entrusted to them. A nd when the inevitable time 
of reckoning came round, and a smiling, bald­
headed man had suddenly appeared amongst them, 
twirling a silver-tipped cane like a harmless 
children 's magician, they had forgotten the wisdom 
of the village elders. 
And of they hadn 't exactly welcomed him with open 
arms, they had at least been far too willing to accept 
him at face value. 
And the stranger, whose benign features were 
constantly lit by a grin that never touched his eyes, 
had been left to his own devices . . .  Which was 
precisely what he 'd wanted all along, of course. 
Evil, the elders had always taught, came in many 
guises, more often than not pleasant or at worst 
innocuous-seeming. It seeks a safe place, out of 
sight and out of mind, where it can rest and gather 
strength. And once it obtains a foothold, it breeds 
like the most virulent strain of a killer disease. 
Cancer, say. Or bubonic plague. It has a voracious 
appetite and it eats its way through everything, 
starting with all you 've ever cherished and held 
dear to your heart together with all the things you 'd 
long since taken for granted. And it ends with the 
tragic, irreversible loss of innocence. 
And the most terrible thing of all is that you don 't 
even notice it happening . . .  Until it 's far too late. The 
changes are as imperceptible as the movement of a 
clock hand, but every bit as inexorable as the 
passing of time. 
Perhaps a few of the older generation, the elders, 
would have perceived the differences. Fewer visitors 
to the area. A drop in the number of souvenir­
hunting tourists with bulging purse-strings. Less 
and less guests at the Foyers Hotel. 
And then, a gradual souring of the atmosphere. 
People finding excuses not to go to church. Doors 
once permanently open to neighbours, bolted firmly 
shut. Mistrust and suspicion tearing long-standing 
friendships asunder. An increase in family feuds. 
Sudden and unexplained deaths among prominent 
local people. 
And stories of the man who owned the house on the 
hill overlooking their church. Strange tales 
involving weird rituals and disappearing children, 
multicoloured lights flashing in the Highland 
skies .. .  
And of things seen on the road as day closed down. 
Terrible things. 



A coffin lying in the road, something grey and shapeless sitting hunched atop it. 
The spirits of the restless dead shuffling along, their faces rotted, their bodies decayed, their blankly staring eyes 
as cold and unfeeling as a dead fzsh on a slab. 
A crawling eye that pulsates like a grotesque paper bag. 
A nameless batrachian horror seen in the woods by schoolchildren bunking off Sunday School. 
The church soon fell into a state of disrepair and the Burial Ground became disused. 
The place became shunned. 
The place became cursed. 
The place became a SHADOWLAND 

TEN 
' i · 
I 

I 

. .  

(Above): A magickal symbol adorning the walls of the deserted graveyard keeper 's hut in the Boleskine Burial 
Ground 
I shivered and decided there and then that my curiosity had been well and truly sated. It really was time to get 
moving. A shopping expedition had suddenly never seemed so enticing. 
We clambered back down the hill, careful not to slip on the still-wet grass and vaulted over the wire fence. The car 
was parked a little farther up the road and we tiredly began making our way towards it. 
We were perhaps a little less than a hundred yards shy of Simon's Rover when another car came towards us. It 
gave us all a start because it had been the first vehicle we'd encountered since arriving at Boleskine. We moved to 
the side of the road, almost having to lean on the wall of the Burial Ground in  order to let the car pass, and as it did 
so, I felt a vague sense of unease. I could see that there were two people in the car. One was an ordinary-looking 
man staring straight ahead, as though concentrating intently on the road ahead of him. The other appeared to be a 
nun. Certainly she was wearing a wimple and I caught sight of her face as she turned toward us and smiled. The 
window on her side was half-open, and her outfit was blowing in the breeze that had suddenly sprung up. She 
smiled and I almost smiled back, but then the smile became a sickly, lopsided grin that I didn't care for one little 
bit . . .  
I looked away quickly, glancing at the others to see i f  they'd seen, and judging by their expressions, they had 
indeed. There was something not quite right about that couple, Gust as there been something indefinably odd about 
the middle-aged woman who had told us to move the car an hour or so earlier), but I was damned if l was going to 
dwell on what it was that made them different in this of all places. 
The car passed, and we jogged the last few feet to the Rover, and not one of us said a word. 
Simon gunned the ignition. 
We began to drive away in silence 
I looked back at the Burial Ground one final time. I couldn't resist. Despite the sick knot of fear twisting away in 
the pit of my stomach. 
And I immediately wished I hadn't. 



I saw, or thought I saw, a group of people standing 
in the middle of the graveyard. 
Three people, to be precise. 
A woman whose features were obscured by the 

hood of her anorak. 
An ordinary man who just stared sightlessly ahead. 

And a nun, her habit blowing about her l ike a black 
sail .  
And all three of them were grinning. 
I looked again, and saw only three lumbering 
gravestones . . . . .  . 

Lee Walker 8th April, 1996 
(Updated: Jdh January, 2002) 

The 'Great Beast' Of 
Boleskine 

Not long after I originally put the finishing touches 
to the above article, I was startled to stumble upon 
an intriguing piece in Stuart Gordon's excellent 
'BOOK OF CURSES ' (Headline 1994). I was also 
a trifle amazed, because I hadn't  until the point 
come across any worthwhile reference to a site that I 
believe to be worthy of serious investigation. 
Amidst the references to the Reverend Donald 
Omand, and his contention that the Loch Ness 
Monster is not a real (in the accepted sense of the 
word) physical animal, but a 'malignant phantom 
from a prehistoric past, Evil and hateful, leaving 
witnesses paralysed with fear, or speaking of an 
abomination, ' is the following tale. 
The good Reverend had attempted to carry out an 
Exorcism of the Loch, and together with his 
companion, the well-known paranormal researcher 
Ted Holiday, hired a boat in order to perform the 
ritual. 
Three days later, at a place called Strone, the 
Lochside house where they had been staying, there 
occurred what was described as 'an inexplicable 
manifestation. ' At the time, Omand was warning 
Holiday not to approach an al leged UFO landing 
site near the village of Foyers, not far from 
Boleskine House. (Incidentally, Gordon alleges at 
this point that sometime in 1 969, Boleskine Burial 
Ground had been visited by American tourists who 
had found, hidden under a grave-slab, a tapestry 
embroidered with humped, worm-like creatures, 
wrapped around a conch shell that made a braying 
sound when blown). 
It  was as Omand's hostess, a Mrs Cary, was also 
warning Holiday against heading for the UFO site 
that there was a sudden 'tremendous rushing sound 
lie a tornado outside the window. ' 
The garden was suddenly filled with 'indefinable 

frantic move11J.ent. ' There were thuds, as if heavy 
objects were striking the wall, and seen through the 
window was what looked like 'a pyramid-shaped 
column of blackish smoke revolving in a frenzy. ' 
Scared out of her wits, Mrs Cary screamed, but 
apparently her husband, who was present 
throughout, failed to see or hear anything out of the 
ordinary. 
Eventually, the disturbance, whatever it was, 
ceased, and Mrs Cary then described seeing 'a white 
circle of light on Ted Holiday 's forehead . . . ! thought 

the house had been struck by lightning with this 
light shooting across the room. ' 
Holiday was moved to comment that the beam of 
light, of which he'd remained blissfully unaware, 
had struck the exact same spot on his forehead 
where Rev Oman had earlier crossed with Holy 
Water. 
The very next morning, over the road atop a slope 
heading down to Loch Ness, Holiday reportedly 
spotted a strange man, dressed entirely in black. His 
back was to the Loch, and he was glaring 
malevolently at Ted. He seemed to be wearing black 
leather or plastic gloves, a helmet, a mask and 
goggles (sounds like a classic description of Spring­
Heeled Jack, to me!). Displaying a remarkable 
degree of courage, Ted approached the man, and as 
he drew close to him he was disturbed to see that 
there appeared to be no eyes behind the lenses and 
that he could discern no sound of any breathing. 
Holiday pretended to be gazing out across the Loch, 
then began to turn. As he did so, he heard an odd 
whistling sound and swung right round to find that 
the ominous-looking figure had disappeared without 
a trace. 
Understandably, Ted kept this experience to himself 
for a period of several months. Not even the good 
Reverend was aware of what had reportedly 
transpired. Onnand, not long after the attempted 
Exorcism, seemed more preoccupied with the fact 
that he believed there would be no more 
manifestations around the house, but that the 
Monster would continue to be seen. However, long­
standing astral forms are apparently very difficult to 
dissolve. The original Exorcism would therefore 
require to be reinforced on many further occasions 
in the future. 
A year later, Holiday returned to Loch Ness, only to 
be struck down by a heart attack on the very spot 
where he had encountered the enigmatic Man-In­
Black. 
Five years later, a second heart attack ki lled him, 
aged 58.  

* * *  And only a few weeks after reading this, I was 
even further surprised to receive the following press 
release, very kindly sent to me by paranormal 
investigator and author, Rita Gould. 
In the middle of February, 1 997, plans were well 
under way to begin restoration work on Boleskine 
House . . .  
The clipping came i n  the form of a 'chilling 
warning given by Michae/ Dent, former buddy of 
millionaire pop star Jimmy Page, and custodian of 
the house for 20 years. ' 
On the 50th anniversary of Aleister Crowley' s  death, 
Malcolm was publicly urging Dingwall architect 
Sandy Gracie, who was set to restore the North 
Wing of the 1 8th century mansion to get the job 
done as quickly as possible or to face the 
consequences. 
Dent was, according to the report, a 6ft 3 inch 
streetwise Londoner when he arrived in the sleepy 
hamlet of Foyers. Locals were, by this time, 
shunning Boleskine after dark, and although at first, 
Dent was sceptical of the tales he caught around the 
corner of whispered conversations, he gradually 
came to believe there may be something to the 
stories, after all. 



'/ have witnessed what can happen, ' he said. 'My 
former wife and I got our ears, and eyes opened 
over the time we spent at Bo/eskine. Most of the 
oddities occurred during upheavals in the house. I 
am not talking about wallpapering, but structural 
alterations. A ny time there was anything major in 
hand, it was almost as though the house didn 't like 
it. If we didn 't get on with the job and get it finished 
something would let us know about it. It was as 
though a reminder to get on with the job quickly and 
get the job over with. Once the work was finished, 
the house would settle down. ' 

A further disturbance occurred when Malcolm, who 
now makes hand-crafted furniture in a place called 
Embo, was getting ready to return to Boleskine 
about six years ago, and again, 'something ' made 
itself known. 
'There had been an upheaval getting the house 
ready for viewing, and I started moving some of my 
possessions. I was outside at the time when, without 
warning, and in what I can only describe as a great, 
booming voice, something shouted; WHA T ARE 
YOU DOING? ' 
' When I got back inside the house, I was as white as 
a sheet. That little experience certainly scared 
me!!! ' 
Another more visual experience occurred when 
Malcolm and his friends were discussing the occult 
with a few wee drams having been downed. 
' We were discussing the house, Crowley, and what 

had happened at Boleskine, and had all initially 
expressed contrary views. 
'As the evening wore on, we eventually found 

ourselves in agreement and there was a moment 's 
eerie silence. A t  that point, something happened 
that, looking back, was a very emphatic exclamation 
mark! A small porcelain figure of the Devil rose off 
the mantelpiece to the ceiling, then smashed into 
smithereens in the fireplace. 
The most overtly horrific experience of all was 
actually something Malcolm heard but was too 
terrified to open the door to. 

'I was awakened in the wee small hours . . .  and just 
knew something was wrong. 
'I was quite literally petrified. 
'Something was snorting, snuffling and banging. It 

sounded like a some sort of huge beast. 
'I had this clear picture in my mind of what the 

creature looked like, but there was no way I was 
gonna open that door and to take a look. I had a 
knife on the bedside table and I opened the blade 
and just sat there. The blade was so small it 
wouldn 't have done any good, but I was so 

frightened that I had to have something to hang on 
to. 
'The noise went on for some time, but even when it 

stopped, I still could not move. I sat on the bed for 
hours, and, even when daylight finally came, it took 
lots of courage to open that door. Whatever was 
there, I have no doubt, was pure Evil. ' 
M alcolm added that he was glad that the old house 
had been taken on and was now being treated as a 
home. 
'I had quite a few drawings of what Boleskine 

House looked like back in the Twenties. 
'If Sandy, the architect, wants any help, I will be 

only too happy to give it. ' 
But it seems Sandy, who has been working on the 
house for 20-odd years on and off, claims that he 
wasn ' t  worried about the house's reputation. 
' The North Wing was destroyed by fire and we are 
rebuilding what was there so that the house will be 
as it was, ' he told reporters. 
' We are building up one room and doing re- roofing 
work. The latest work will go ahead as soon as we 
get listed building planning consent. I have been 
working at the on and off since Jimmy Page had it, 
20 years ago. I 'm afraid I can 't say I have 
personally seen or heard anything strange over the 
years I have been involved with the house. 
'The latest owners, the MacGillivray 's are basically 

taking on the work Jimmy Page started. ' 
We wonder if Sandy would be quite so dismissive 
of the stories about the house if he heard something 
on the other side of a closed door , snorting, 
snuffling and banging . . .  Sounding l ike a huge beast 
trying to get in??? 
81h February, 1997 Bo/eskine, Foyers, Loch Ness 
'THE HIGHLAND NEWS. ' 

* * *  And finally, for this issue at least, a couple of 
Halloween's ago, news hummed down the wires 
from Loch Ness that a man and a woman had 
stumbled across what they described as a 'Devil 
worship altar ' whilst walking their dog. 
Jeanette Robertson, 3 3 ,  of Abriachan, and her 
partner, Neil Borland, 34, both claim that their hair 
stood on end when they examined a large triangular 
artifiact, created entirely from stones. Its internal 
decorations included standing stones situated at 
each corner and feathers tom out of the bodies of 
unfortunate birds were found beneath one of the 
central stones. 
One side of the triangle appeared to be pointing 
across the Loch at Boleskine House on the opposite 
shore. 
Mr Borland, an electrician, told reporters; 'A lmost 
immediately we made the connection between the 
apparent altar and Boleskine House on the other 
side of the Loch. 



'The large stone just outside the triangle is 
presumably where someone sat and looked into the 
triangle 's interior design. It is all fairly meticulous 
and must have involved quite a bit of work. ' 
Mrs Robertson was moved to add; 'It was very 
worrying and suspicious, giving all the appearance 
of Devil worship. I have not seen anything like it 
before. 
'I go there for walks with our three children and the 

dog, so Neil and I destroyed the triangle, scattering 
the stones about. We do not want people like that 
around here. 
'It was worrying finding the feathers torn out of the 
bird 's bodies placed under the stone. 
'It is private land and we have asked Highland 
Council to take down its sign indicating the way to 
the old pier, in case the place attracts more 
weirdos. ' 
Apparently unconcerned about the couple's pleas 
that the area should remain essentially free of 
(ahem) 'weirdos, ' THE INVERNESS COURIER ' 
promptly gave directions as to how to gain access to 
the pier: You simply make your way along a 
narrow, tree-lined track from the Inverness-Fort 
Will iam Road. 
3 rr October, 2000 Abriachan 'THE INVERNESS 
COURIER ' 
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The I op I en Cryptozoological 
Stories of2001 

One of this writers favourite authors on the subject 
of Alien Animals, is Loren Coleman. A dedicated 
researcher who not only writes excellent books and 
magazine articles on all aspects of this fascinating 
subject, but actually travels the world to carry out 
thorough, on-the-spot investigations. 
He is held in deservedly high-regard throughout the 
Fortean world, and so it 's with little reservation that 
we re-print here the highlights of Loren's  Personal 
Top Ten Alien Animal Stories for last year. . .  

Images Of The Skunk Ape . . .  
In February of last year, new photographs 

emerged of the Bigfoot-type creature rumoured 

to haunt the remote areas of western Florida, 

known, due to the distinctive odour it 

reportedly emits, as The Skunk Ape. 

The Sarasota County Sheriff's Department 

were the first to receive the pictures from an 

unidentified elderly woman who reckons that 

she took them near Myakka State Park, in 

December, 2000. 
According to Loren, who has seen the original 

snaps firsthand, the photos appear to show 'a 

large, upright, dark orang-utan-like animal among 

the palmettos, whowing eye-shine, and typical 

anthropoid behaviour of fright due to the woman's 

flash camera. 

'The woman and her husband had found the 

creature stealing fruit off from their back porch over 

a period of three nights. The woman decided to take 

pictures to get law enforcement assistance in 

dealing with their "problem. " 

And it wasn't only the anonymous couple who 

were being visited by this mysterious entity, 

Other residents, too, also claimed they had 

been 'bothered' by anthropoid-like animals. 
Florida has been ' home' to this creature for at least 
the past 60 years, if the eyewitness reports from 
across the county are to be afforded any degree of 
credence. 
Frustratingly, at the time of writing, investigations 
into the authenticity of the latest photographs were 
sti ll on-going. 
At the risk of sounding l ike a CNN anchor-man, 
'watch this space for any further developments. ' 

. . .  and Footprints Of The 

Sasquatch 
During the early June of last year, state officials in 
northern Ontario, were busy investigating reports 
that Bigfoot had been sighted and had left a trail of 
clearly discernible footprints. 
Upon arriving at the scene of the most recent BHM 
accounts, a set of tracks 3 5  centimetres long and 1 2  
centimetres wide were duly discovered crossing the 
Weenusk First Nation Reserve along the south shore 
of Hudson's  Bay, 1 ,600 kilometres north of 
Toronto. 
One of the trackers, the appropriately-named 
Abraham Hunter, was quoted as saying; 'It is 
definitely not the tracks of a bear. I looked at them 
and they were six feet apart, walking. It 's big and 
shaped like a human footprint, and further analysis 
will be required to determine its origin. ' 
Interestingly enough, on June 1 4th, mere days after 
the discovery of the unusual tracks, a principal 
Ministry of Natural Resources officer examining a 
series of old radar stations uncovered a strange track 
1 50 kilometres east of the original prints, in a 
remote area of Polar Bear Provincial Park. 
'I was walking through the bush and I looked down 
and saw this footprint, ' Rick Tapley, an MNR 
officer with 3 1  years experience, told reporters. 
'I couldn 't explain what it was. I naturally thought 
it might be Bigfoot because of the shape of it. ' 

' Orang Pendek Hair' 

Discovered 
During late October, 200 1 ,  a team of British 
amateur explorers reportedly stumbled upon 
evidence of the Orang-Pendek, Indonesia's version 
of Bigfoot. 
Early analysis showed that samples of hair and 
footprints taken on the team's  trip to the depths of 
the jungle does not appear to come from any known 
primate in the region. 
At the time of writing, clumps of the hair were 
undergoing DNA analysis in Oxford, to clarify the 



genetic affinities of the Orang-Pendek, which is 
reputed to look l ike an upright, five foot tall ape. 
Adam Davies, an Internet project manager from 
M anchester, led the expedition to the mountain 
rainforest near Gunung Kerinci, in Western 
Sumatra. ' We are getting indications from the 
scientists that we may be on to something, and I 
have no doubt myself that this creature exists, ' he 
was quoted as saying. ' We heard its calls and we 've 
discovered a trail that can 't be explained by 
anything else. ' 

The Giant Snake Of 
Moccasin Creek 

Sometime between the high-summer dates of 

July24th-26th, Shirley Nikodym and Chris 

Heinz were enjoying a stroll near to a footy 

field on Melgaard Road, South Dakota, when 

they saw what appeared to be a huge snake 

poke its head out of the sparkling water of (the 
aptly-named) Moccasin Creek. Immediately 

upon setting eyes on the couple, the snake 

dived back beneath the surface and began 

swimming toward the shore, where they were 

stood. Predictably, and understandably, neither 

S hirley or Chris were brave enough to hang 
around to obtain a closer look, and they ran off 

before it could get too close. 

Police and animal control officers were called 

to the scene, but as is  so often the case with 

Alien Animals, no trace of the creature was 
found 

The case does have at least one subsequent 

report to add credence to this most recent 

account. On July 3 1 5\ there was a call to the 

local police from the 1 500 block of South 

Cochrane Street, describing an encounter with 

the same, or a similar giant snake in Moccasin 

Creek. 

Despite a thorough search of the creek by 

police however, no trace of any snakes, giant 

or otherwise, was found. 

Giant Ape Sighted In 
New Hampshire 

Meanwh ile, l ast September, on the ninth day of that 
month to be precise, search parties were engaged in 
an ulti mately fruitless hunt for a giant monkey 
spotted near Pleasant Street, and Kingston Road, 
Danvil l e, New Hampshire. 
During a two week period, at least ten monkey 
sightings were reported to l ocal authorities. Danville 
Fire Chief David Kimball was amongst the first to 
sight the anomalous ape running across Kingston 
Road. Other witnesses, l ike Pleasant Street resident 
V ivian Wicker, 58, said she heard the monkey, or 
something equally strange, hol lering outside her 
home. 
'It wasn 't a sound I had heard before, ' she said, 

describing the noise a hooting or a strange howl ing 
sound, total ly unlike a dog's. '/ heard the sound 
eve1y couple of minutes. ' 

The black monkey was reportedly eight feet long 
from his tai l to his h ands. Chief Kimbal l said that 
local residents were getting very nervous about the 
size of the creature. 

On the Monday after the weekend of the local media 
attention and gian t  monkey searches, NBC-TV News 
dispatched a crew to Danvil le. The camera people 
and reporter spent time fi lming a human interest 
story for ' THE TODA Y SHOW, ' but it never aired. 
The date for the scheduled screening was 
Tuesday . . . . September l l  th. 

The Purple Kangaroo 
In mid-October, Scien tists in Austral ia claimed that 
a mysterious purple-coloured kangaroo, long 
thought to be a creature of legend, may actually 
exist. 
A biologist named Le Souf claimed to have 
discovered the species in 1 924, but zoologists 
remained highly sceptical . Researchers from 
Macquarrie University in Sydney, however, 
announced during 200 l that the wallaby does in fact 
exist and has purple around its neck and on its face. 
They have cal led i t, with sparkl ing original i ty, the 
purple-necked rock wall aby. 
I t  is not yet known how and why the purple pigment 
is produced, but it  has been found to wash off in 
rain before reappearing. 
Stubbornly sceptical Department of Biological 
Sciences researcher Dr Mark Eldridge told 
reporters; 'No, they can 't have purple necks, they 
must be rubbing themselves on some rock and 
getting this funny colouration. ' 
'Because it is secreted through the skin, once the 

animal is dead the pigment rapidly fades, so by the 
time Le Souf got the specimens back to Brisbane or 
Sydney from North Queensland, the colour had 
gone. It just looked like a very plain, normal -
looking rock wallaby. ' 
Using genetic technology, the M acQuarrie 
University team found the animal was indeed an 
entirely new species. 

New Species Of Whale 

Discovered 
At the late autumn meeting of the Society of 

Marine M ammals in V ancouver, British Columbia, 



it was announced that a new species of ziph iid or 
beaked whale had been identi fied from four 
incomplete specimens stranded on the east coast of 
the U.S .. The species is  to be named Perri n ' s  
Beaked Whale (Mesoplodon perinii). In early 
December, Darren Naish, cryptozoologist and 
palaeobiologist at the University of Portsmouth, 
noted that this discovery, from the eastern USA, is 
quite aston ishing. British marine biologist Charles 
Paxton, was moved to comment that there wil l  
l ikely be further new species of Ziph i id discovered 
in the near future. Also announced at the Vancouver 
conference, as many as twenty six additional new 
ziphiid species have been documented by molecular 
analysis, but as yet they are not completely known 
morphologically. 

Coelacanths Spotted Again 
A population of ' l iving fossils,' the celebrated 
Coelacanths (Latimerie chalumnae) though to be 
extinct after official ly dying out 70 mil l ion years 
ago, until  re-discovered al ive and well in 1 93 8  near 
the Comoro Islands off Africa's southeast coast, 
were unexpectedly spotted again off South Africa's 
coast late in 2000. 
They were in  the news again in  200 I ,  when during 
February, the biologist Phi l ip Heemstra of the JLB 
Smith Institute of Icthyology, with a preliminary 
budget of $ 1 30,000, was searching for additional 
funds to study the new population with the help of a 
smal l submersible craft. During May, Pieter Venter 
headed a private diving expedition to find the South 
African Coelacanths, and then caught one of the 
elusive fish on fi lm, broadcasting the footage on the 
Internet. 
Then, surprisingly, the capture of Madagascar's 
fourth Coelacanth (nearly 200 had been found near 
the Comoros) occurred in  mid-March, at a site north 
of Tol iara. The fish was a female of almost five­
and-a- hal f-feet long, according to Coelacanth 
researcher Andrew Cooke. 
Later in 200 1 ,  Coelacanth ' experts' Hans Fricke and 
Raphael P lante published an article declaring that 
the supposed silver Coelacanth artefacts from Spain, 
bel ieved to be over 200 years old and representing a 
new species of Coelacanthifrom l iving in the Gulf 
of Mexico, were neither old nor M ex ican. New 
studies published in  the August issue of 

'Environmental Biology of Fishes ' showed that 
these si lver figurines were made much more 
recently, with the Comorian Coelacanth Latimeria 
chalumnae as a model. 

The Kraken Wakes ! 
On December 2 1 5\ 200 1 ,  M ichael Vecchione of 

the National Marine Fisheries Service and the 
National M useum of Natural History i n  

Washington, described in  the journal SCIENCE, a 
brand new species of giant squid that grows 23 feet 
long. Instead of having two arms and eight 
tentacles, this  new squid has 1 0  appendages that al l  
look alike. 

Th is creature, which l ives more than 3,000 feet 
below the surface of the ocean, has baffled scientists 
with i ts strange looks and weird behaviour. The 
squid have been spotted all over the world - in the 
Gulf of Mexico and the Atlantic, Pacific and I ndian 

Oceans - by undersea explorers using specially 
designed craft. ' These are a real mystety, 
commented Vecchione. 'They behave strangely but 
they also look really lveird. ' Vecchione, who put 
together observations from several scientists 
working in various countries, said no one has 
captured a specimen off the anomalous squid as yet, 
so it has not been named. 

' This is well beyond a new species. New species are 
a dime a dozen. This is fundamentally different. The 
really long skinny arms are so much longer than the 
squid 's body. 
' We don 't know of any cephalopod that has arms 
like that. The squid joins an array of unusual 
creatures being spotted for the first time as 
improved technology makes underwater exploration 
more common. 
'I think there are a lot of really strange things down 
there. Every time someone goes down there and 
takes a look they find something really strange. It 's 
Eureka time. ' 

Third Elephant Species 
Discovered 

After more than a hundred years of debate, 
definitive genetic studies showed in August 200 1 ,  
that a third elephant species does exist. J i l l  Pecon­
Siattery, a genetic researcher at the U.S.  National 
Cancer I nstitute, said the difference between 
Africa's forest and grassland or savannah elephants 
are 'like the difference between the lion and the 
tiger. It is that large. ' 
The news means, along with the Indian Elephant, 
there are now three distinct species in the world. 
The forest elephant has been viewed as a sub­
species of the African variety but was never 
considered different enough from the savannah 
elephant to be classified as a species in i ts own 
right. The forest variety is  sl ightly smaller, has 
rounder ears and straighter, pinker tusks. It is  found 
in  the densely wooded areas of central West Africa. 
The grassland, or savannah, elephant has l arge ears, 
with ragged edges and curving tusks. The Asian 
Elephant has much smal ler ears and is  widely used 
as a domestic beast of burden in  Asia. 
Wild Asian Elephants today are rare. Pecon­

Siattery's study, published m the journal 
'SCIENCE, ' recommended an immediate 
reclassification of the forest type as Loxodonta 
cyclotis. 

'Thunderbird ' Sighted 
Over Pennsylvania 

O n  September 25'\ 200 1 ,  eyewitness M i ke Fel ice 
says he saw a giant bird flying over South 
Greensburg, Pennsylvania. In the aftermath of this  
sighti ng, researchers Stan Gordon and Craig 
Heinselman noted other local Thunderbird sightings 
had occurred m Westmoreland County, 
Pennsylvania. 
Then at dawn on November 5'h, a local resident out 

wal king his dog, saw a giant bird-l ike creature, the 
size of an ultra l ight plane, flapping away, over a 
community centre in Bristol, Connecticut, U SA. 



T� I>ARKN�55 ON T� �I)Gf OF TOWN 
Mothman Stalks Again 

The recent release of THE 1'AOTHMAN PROPHECIES' movie. (starring the permanently stoned-looking Richard Gere) has spaxked a 
predictable spate of news clippings and magazine articles concerning the titular character, the vast majority of them adopting a 
golly-gosh-this-is-all-supposed-to-be-based-on-truth stance, (with the notable exception of the ever-excellent 'FORTEAN TIMES', of course). 
The basic facts behind the phenomena that reportedly plagued the little town of Point Pleasant, West Virginia, USA, back in Novemka, i 7u7, 
should be famliar, by now, to just about anyone who has the slighest interest in such matters. 
But just in case . . .  Here's a brief synopsis ofthe history of Mothman . 

. 1\lthough most Forteans agree that the Motbman scare was initiated with the now famous sightings on November 1 5th, 1967, two inwviuua1 
married couples were at what amounted to a local lover's lane on the outskirts of Point Pleasant, there may well have been a consi<ieramy 
earlier sighting in either 1960 or 6 1 ,  when an unnamed woman saw a man-shaped figure standing in the middle of the road, when she was 
driving her father home one night along Route 2 in the Chief Cornstalk Hunting Grounds of West Virginia. 
As the 'vitnesses drew close to the grey figure, they could see that it was actually much larger than an ordinary man. The woman later reported 
what happened next; 
j4 pair of wings unfolded from its back and they practically filled the whole road. It looked almost like a small airplane. Then it took off 
straight up . . .  disappearing in out of sight in seconds. We were both terrified. I stepped on the gas and raced out oj the1·e. We talked it vi;�, 
and decided not to tell anybody about it. Who would believe us anyway?' 
Well, Mr and Mrs Roger Scarberry, and Mr and Mrs Steve Mallette, for four. 
Late on the night of November 1 5th, they were driving through the 'TNT area' the site of an old abandoned wartime explosives tactory. As they 
passed an old generator plant, they saw in the pitch blackness, two bright red circles, which looked like a pair of glowing eyes. As the circles 
moved, the couples saw a man-shaped figure, between 6 and 7 feet tall, greyish in colour, and with big folded ·wings; it was shufiling along _on 
two legs. It seemed to have no head and its eyes were situated in its breast. The creature came towards them. and Roger. who was driving. 
drove off at high speed, anxious to be as far away as possible from the thing. But they saw another creature, or a similar one, standing near th 



road and as they passed it spread its bat-like wings and began 
to follow them. Despite the fact that they drove at speeds in 
excess of 100 mph, the 'tbiDg' kept up with them easily 
enough, without once ftapping its wings. Mrs Mallette later 
claimed she could distiDctly hear it squeaking 'like a big 
mouse. 1 
When they ewntually reached the safety of town, tbe eotity 
flew off and the relieved couples went straight to the aberift's 
office to report what they bad seen. According to various 
accounts, the sheriti: or his deputy could tell immediately that 
the four witnesses were badly scared and drove to the 1NT 
area, but could either find no trace of anything unusual, or 
else saw a 'Jndf of smoke in a nearby area from possibly this 
creature taking off and landing again. ' 

(Above): Artists composite slcetch of Mothman based upon 
eyewitness testimony. 

When the story hit the newstands, and was typically ridiculed 
in the local press, more and more people came forward to 
report that they too bad seen something uncannily 
similar . . . And over the next 13 months, over 200 witnesses 
stated that tbey had encountered wbat became popularly 
known as Motbman (a name coined by a copy editor at one of 
the local newspapers. At the time, the wonderfully corny 
BATMAN TV series bad just bit the screens, so rendering 
that probably more fitting moniker out of boonds . . . But the 
fact that the entity reportedly bad wings inspired the copy 
editor to call it Mothman). 
On November 16th, Marce1la Bemett was paying a visit to 
friends who happened to live in the 1NT area. She was sitting 
in her parked car when she noticed a figure in the darlmess. 
'It seemed as if it had been lying down. It rose up slowly 

from the ground. A big gray thing. Bigger than a man, with 
terrible glowing red eyes. ' 
Like the two couples on the previous night. Mrs Bennett 
seemed to be hypnotised by Motbman's red eyes. As she 
stood there, transfixed, stariDg at it, she and her baby 
daughter were grabbed by a friend and dragged into the 
house. 
But the events at Point Pleasant weren't limited to 'mere' 
s� of Mothman. There werealso reports of mutilated 
dogs, UFO sif)dings, Men In Black, Poltergeist-type 
phenomena and weird voices at the other end of the pboue. 
Into the midst of this plethora of strangeness came John Keel 

author and Fortean researcher, and one of this writer's 
inspirations. 
Loren Coleman, (another hero of mine) described recently 
how about a month after the initial sigbtings, John Keel got 
an assignment to go to that corner of West Vuginia. 'He sort 
of showed up, and had a very low kind of profile. John was 
on a contract to write a book about UFOs . .As he began to 
kllk to peopk and gathu information, John found himself 
getting more deeply involved in the nents, to the extent that 
there were entities that communicated with him by phone. 
� he analyzed the events, he found Point Pleasant to be a 
vortex of phenomena, and couldn't really tell one from the 
other. It was a scary situation for John. 
'Whatever one thinks about the validity of Keel's claims 
there's no arguing the hon-or of what happened next John 
had begun to be given "prophecies" by the atities he WOS' 
dealing with in Puint PleQ8Qflt. One in particr,Jo, said that 
"when President Johnson turned on the Christmas lights at 
the White House, the whole northeast was going to go Into a 
blackout. " However, by that point, John hDd started to get 
fooled by the phenomena. 
'On December, 15th, John is in his apartment in ManhLJttan. 
Waiting for the blackout with his bottled water and his 
batteries, and nothing happens. About six minutes later, on 
the TY set across the bottom: "Bridge collapses across Ohio 
River. "  And he just freah out. 
'He freaked out, bectlUSe the bridge in quation was the 
Silver Bridge. which crossed the Ohio River between 
Gallipolis, Ohio, and Point Pleasant, Wut Virginia. 67 
people foil into the riwlr. 46 died. They found 44 bodies. 
Several peopk who died were nlated to witnesses of 
Mothman. 
The collapse of the Silver Bridge has been seen as the 
climax of Keel's Mothman Prophecies, but I don't think it 
simply stopped What I think is that it has continusd on but 
people did not report it.lt never got to the fever pitch of, say, 
a Roswell ' 
For Jolm Keel, his fascination with the paranormal began on 
Cedar Street in a place called Homell. 
A keen traveller, the results of his research have formed the 
inspiration for the 'MEN IN BLACK' movies and THE X 
FILES' TV show, and he has therefore likely earned tbe title 
bestowed upon him by fellow Forteans as The Godfather of. 
Paranoid Paranormal. 
Now aged 72, he was born on March 25th, 1930, in Homell 
as Alva John Kieble. As a teenager, be would· change his 
surname's spelling and the order of his initials. 
As be grew up, John would come to display a talent for a 
wide variety of fields. He worked as a radio programmer, 
UPI reporter, author, TV screenwriter, inventor and, above 
all, a magician. 
His interest in magic led him to being in great demand for 
casting protJ:ctive magic spells on new clubhouses or caves: 
'Usually I would scatter com around them, break an egg 
over the threshold and recite magic incantations thought up 
on the spur of the moment. ' 
Through his imagination and talent for writing. Keel one day 
visited exotic lands. meeting tbe rich 8Dd famous, and the 
merely fantastic. He could have been a prototype for the 
ficitonal Indiana Jones,.but his inquisitive nature eventually 
found far darker tunnels to explore, the results of which 
appeared in such classic, inspirational books as 'UFOs: 
OPERATION TROJAN HORSE, ' 'OUR HAUNTED 
PLANET' and VISNEYLAND OF THE GODS. I 
The concept of the Men In Black was originated by Mr Keel 
back in tbe late 1960's. as be descn'bed vaguely 
Oriental-looking men wearing the now typical aD-black suits 
who warned UFO witnesses (usually with cheesy, B-movie 



cliches), not to discuss their sigbtiogs. These men often draw 
immaculate older cars, usually Cadillacs or limousines. Keel 
claimed to bave persooally eocountered tile MID's on several 
occasions. 
In one interview be gave, 30� years ago, John said of one 
Man In Black; The thin mon is weD-known to me. I caD him 
the Cadaver. Over the years I have had 25 different people . 
describe the Cadawr to me. H• is usually pak, as if lul w� 
bloodless. He is so thin that he loob like he is going to foil 
apart at any moment. He is usually rather poorly dressed, 
but it Isn't easy to look good In clothes when one is so thin. ' 
By 1967, John Keel was of tile opinion that these entities are 
not aliens in the sense 1hat they come mm another planet, but 
are U1traten:estria; or beings who exist in another 
dimension. They may or may not have an actual physical 
presence in this world, but their emt.eoce, be believes may be 
proven by a breakthrough in physics. 
In 'DISNEYLAND OF THE GODS, ' he wrote; These beings 
consider humans to be like ants, trying to view reality wtth 
very limited perceptive equipment ... We are biochemical 
robots helplessly controlled by forces that can scramble our 
brains, destroy our memoriu and use 118 in any way thq Sllfl 
fit They have been doing this forever. '  

••••• 

Just prior to the British release of THE MOTJIMAN 
PROPHCJES. ' Thomas Cbau, of 'CINEMA 
CONFIDENI'L4L, ' secured an iDtelview with tbe movie's 
screeo.writer, Ricbard Hatem, tbe 'hightigbts' of which are 
n:produced here. 
Richard got involved with adaptiog John Keel's book in tile 
midst of a bout of wrestling with fiDdiog a way to translate to 
the screen a true story of the supematuraL 
'But I didn't want to write a "ghost story, " when a ghost 
helps solve a mystery or pinpoint a murderer or find buried 
treasure. I wont.d to tell a ztory abord how peopk really, 
truly ti%JMrience the paranormal. 
�fter a lift time ·of interest in these subjects, what I had 

found Is that people who ltve In haunted houses, or see 
UFOs, or have precognitive dreams rarely feel any sense of 
closure or "greater understanding of OUT 1D'liverse. " They 
simply foel co'lfuud There's a book called "PHONE 
CALLS FROM THE DEAD. " by Raymond /Jaykss and D. 
Scott Rogo, and it exominu this strange phenomenon. 
'What is ja&cinating is that whlk soWN peopk (typically 
somewhat religious or spiritual to begin with) are comforted 
by these seeming COflfirmations of an qfterlife, most people, 
though they think they've spoken to a dead relative on the 
phone. come oway with no great change in their pre-existing 
b.lieft. 
� aU this stl.fffwas swirling round my head I wonted to tell 
a story about a man who encounters some sort of 
paranormal phenomenon, investigates it rationally in every 
possible way, and in the end brows nothing more than he 
did when he started 
'About a month later /found Ksel's book. 
'It hod �hing I wonted and more. Because his book. and 
his experience said even more: the harder you look for 
answers in these areas, the more dangerous ground you 
tread - and it can lead to big problems, Insanity not least 
amongst them. ' 
What hoohd me on the Mothman legend was that it hod 
everything; UFOs, MIBs, Poltergeists, precognitive dreams. 
telepathic comtmi1Jication. EYPIIIC (electronic voice 
phenomena/instrumental transcomlmlnication, i.e electronic 
comMunication with discomate mtities), and of course, 
Mothmon. 
The entire story seemed to suggest that these phenomena 
are not as separate as we've always thought. UFVs are 

ghosts are MJBs, etc. This theory malces sense to me. The 
universe just keeps throwing out its weird energy and that 
energy manifests and I'IIIJka Itself lt:nown to different people 
in different ways bosed on natura/laws we do not 
understand 
The story was also true and / liked the idea that I could get 
people to pay more attention to my theme by nudging them 
on th. shoulder and saying. "Hey man, this shit rt!QUy 
happened!" 
'1 knew the kind of story I wanted to teU, where questions 
are left unanswered, was going to be a tough sell. What was 
grat about Keel's book is that it does have a very definitive 
ending - the Silver Bridge disaster - but it's stiU enigmatic. 
'Dramatically, it hod everything. Big city man in a small 
town (fish out of water in trKWe ways than one) a structute 
thast allowed for romance (this war purely inwnted), on 
on-going, far-NaChing my&tery with life or death stakes . . .  It 
was perfect. 
'1 should probably clear something up which has been 
somewhat misunderstood 1111til now. I didn't write the movie 
to popularize the kgend of Mothmon.l'm no more intrigwd 
with Mothman than I am with Bigfoot or UF(h. Again, it's 
simply that &el's book pt"ffVided a 3h'uctuN and platform 
upon which I could disCIISs ideas, theories and themes about 
the paranormal in genera� and about the natural lruman 
craving for answers where there are none. 
� I  a skeptic? Sure. Am I a debunla!r? Not at all Am I a 
believer? rd soy rm a hoper. 
'1 think peopk do see strange things. And I thinl that tMre 
are a lot of mysteries on our planet that wiU newr be 
explained. I don't tlrinlc we'll ever catch a Bigfoot. I hope 
not, because for me the mystery tmd that margin for 
weirdness must always hold. I want the clrcumslolrtial 
evidence to be disturbing, almost overwhelming, but never 
go all the way. I'm all for the paranormal coc�tease. 
'Keel has wry interesting theories about what Mothman 
might be.It ties into the theory of the Ultraterrestrials" 
Basically, it's what the .Aian Bates charocter tal1cs about in 
the movie. Energy forms that bunt out of OUT dimension. 
(I'his "energy flash" Is represented in the movie by the burn 
marks on the car and the tree, and the swollen TWl eyes 
people get after seeing things). The people who experience 
them see them in different ways. It's as if our brain is suing 
something it's never seen. so it flips through its card file 
looking for a match and comes up with, "WeU. it's sort of a 
bird, sort of a man, and those red things might be eyes. " 
And we get this wein:l composite. Where do you think 
mythological creatures came from? The Griffin, '1'IM Sphinx, 
The Centaur? Probably just people like those in Point 
Pleasant. ·trying to use human brains to understand and 
translate non-human manifestations. 
'In the original draft of the movie, you did see a little more 
of Mothmon. I folt that as long as we understood that every 
time we see lt, we're seeing only a particular character's 
point of view it was acceptable. For instance, during the 
bridge collapse. when John Klein (nee John Ksel) runs up to 
the guy in the car and tells him to get off the bridge .. .  ln the 
original script, tM guy loo/a up to the bridge towers and 
sees a gigantic bird, lilt:re a ptwadactyl. It's obscwed by 
fog, but it's really kind of there. When John loolcs up, he 
sees nothing. But meanwhile, the guy is going nuts; "What 
the hell IS that thing?" and John lceeps looking, getting 
more and more scared, because there's just nothing there. 
Then the bird lifts up and flies right down at the guy ... okay, 
so the GUT sees Mothman flying at him ... But John sees the 
metal cable dislodging and flying at him. The result is the 
same . .  The guy is ldll.J. Marlc Pellington mode the decision 
to lceep the Mothnum element wen more theoretical than 



that, and I think lt 1N8 Q gr«1t choi". He focwed on the 
mptery. Smart mow. 
The reason that I neglected to jtlatJire the UFOs and MIB's 
that populate the text in John Kal's book is simpy because 
of the Will &lithlromnmy Lu JOI'IeS tnOVie. MJBs were out 
of the question from the start. 'There was so 1lltiCh in Keel's 
book. you couldn't include it all, so that seemed the best 
p1au to start cutti11g. In thtl origint�l script. thDw 1H1W UFO 
�. lnd the � Qf 'LDMshore - rightly. I 
believe, folt that tnldienca hod ahady sem UFOs done to 
death tn the movies md wanted to distinguish this story as 
something truly dijfonnt. 
The pheno111m011 is what I took from the book. I do not 
believe there are any one to one relationships in the movie 
to emct events. Mostly it was. "Okay. someone's getting 
lHird phoM cedls, SOIIItlontl's selling Mothman" .. .  etc. TM 
thmtt of the Chri8ttflas pruents in the wzter 1Wl1Jy 
happened Peopk getting ca1l.r from John Kul that he never 
placed Is reo1. Jndrld Cold Is Te1JI; a gvy really did m«t him 
on the road. • .  So tM kind of paranormDl pheno11111110n in the 
movie is all "real" The stzdf that was 1IIDtle 11p WM the 
story; tiM happy llltiTriage, tM wi.fo dying. Kkin's grief, the 
strdfwtth tM Gowmor, the relmionship with Connie {Lt:ntrtl 
Llnney). I basiCGlly lnwnted the character-context arcnmd 
which the phenofllmOfl takes ploce. 
The reason that Lohshore d«:itkd to cut the death toll 

from the Silver Bridge disoster from 46 to .36 is that the 
company were ClJfiCD'1IIJtl that was jKSt way too IJian)' people 
to die. Audie�MCU WOII1J be too tlepNsud. At one pont it 
waa- nm � that  John Kkin 8/lVa EJI'ERYONE, mtd 
that even though the bridge dou collapse he 1fftllltlgU to get 
everyone off jll.ft In thr nick of time. Ewntually that td«z 
was dropped Somehow the 1IJl1llber became 36. &actly 
how, I'm not SJII"e. 
The so-ailled 'Aliea Animal Red-Eye Pbeoomenoo' is 
lmldbing tbat � have debated tbr' a Joog 
time. 1bere ale bucW1y two 8Cbools of� here; tboae 
tbat beliew 1bia llppU'tiJt UDiformity ia evideace of a 
mdaphysical origin fbr these eatitea, aDd 1boee that subacribe 
to tbe view tbat these powiDg red eyes may be attributable to 
tUirely natural iOUitel. 
Robert Goerman, writing in tbe highly adajrned panmormal 
publicatim '17IE ANOMAUST, ' &lis iDto tbe latter camp. 
He pods out 1hat Modlman's bumiDg red eyes. set ioto tbe 
creature's llboalders. 'Mlle the siop1ar ID08t 1errifyiDg thing 
about 1be emty, acaJiltiDg to eyewitoess testimony. 
Wrtnesses reported feeliDgs of an Ulladrollable. 
iDdescribable tenor whm faced with Madlman, but, as LiDda 
Scarbeny recowa; 'It was those eyes that �t us. It hod two 
big eyes lil;e tnlloiiiObik re.flecton. They were hypnotic. For 
Q Wlimde w. eotJJ 011/y •mr Qf it. I couldn't tQA:. "'J' � off 
it , 
ADd Robert's theories as to tbe origin of these powiDg RJd 
eyes? BioJmni1---.;mce7 lnfta-red vision? Some 8011 of 
mecflanical ftmctioo? NqJe. Aa:oldiog to Mr Goeonln, the 
clues ate in tbe witDea testimony. 
Fnm '17IE POINT PLE.4.&WI' REGJSI'ER� Wedoelday, 
161h Nowmber, 1967, The young 1INIII said they saw the 
Cl'fUltll1W's �. which glowd JWl only when their liglru 
81rined Oft it. , 
ADd fian eyewituess Newel1 Partridge; The dog was sitting 
on the end of the porch. howling down ·toward tlte hay 
bam.J shined the jloshlight in that direction, ond it picked 
up two red circks, or eyes, which 1ookd like bicyck 
reflectors. I certainly know what an animal's eyes look 
like ... these were 1IIJICh larger. It's a good lmgtlt 

·
of afootbaU 

field to thm hay bam. .. Still thos• red eyes show.d up huge 
for that di8tance. ' 

Its a fad that animals that see at Digbt must haw eyes that 
coiled a lot of light. � eyes shouJd also be laJge, as tbe 
bigger 1bey me, tbe IJl(ft Jigbt 1bey can retain. 
They should also be equipped with special c:eUs called rods, 
tbat assist 1bem iD DOCtuma1 vision. Some evea haw 
rejleclon!!! 
Could this be why Motbman's ·eyes · appear to glow red in tbe 
daJk? 
'Ibis 1Wiircl effec:t is c:auaed by a membnme that liDel the back 
of 1be retina. M R.icbard makes clear, 10me animals which 
spead a lot of time usiDg their eyes in twiJigbt have � 
retinas. Not an light is ababed by Wlua1 pigmeots in 111e 
retina, QDe of it passes tbrough. � 111irrored layer called 
the tapetum hlcidium, "bright CIJ1]Jet. " bmind the retina 
rtiflects some of this light back through the retina so it has 
more cJtonc. of king CDJ1hD'tld By i11CJ'WJ1ing, or rotMr by 
bouncing the light that COIIN8 into thttir eyes. these onilrttlU 
ejfectiwly inctWJSe tM amount of light tlW.liltzbk for their 
eyes to see with, ond Increase their ability to see in what we 
perceive as "dari:ness. " Cats, pt:rr1ly dw to tJre rap.tum 
lucidi11111, con see cl«vly In just 1116tb. the DIIIOUIIt of light 
1nmtons nud Thue animals lole somt1 visval acuity this 
way, but maiDe ltJON ef/icient aw of low light Ught that i8 
not med mu through the pupil ctnJStng the �, of antmDl 
eyes oft• seen In cor h«Jdligha or jlarhlights. 
'Why do different Dnimab htzvfl eyes that glow dijforent 
colours? It is pMsibk that one of them has visual pigments 
which absorb shorter wawkmgths (so the low-absorbed 
light would look twl) them the other. Dijfonnt coloured 
in• may I.ICCOIIIIt for sollltlthing. 
'P«>pk do not ltt:Jw a topehlm lflcidiwn. Peopk's eyes look 
red tn some photograplu, but it's not a rejlector. It's the 
camera flash bouncing off the red blood wssels and rd 
tiSSUII in the back of )'OUT eJ'8· 
'0\.tv and twer again, frightm«J witneues suggest«/ that 

Mothman was "'ight HIISitiw.. " 
The creature avoldetl briglrt light sovrca t11 lllJ costs. 
"'t appaaaldy is afraid of .... • - Stwe J,IQU.tte. 
'E:xoctly what )'Oil wouM cepect of Q Cf'tiJtltrJn with eyes 
dutgn«l to see tn "darknus." 
'Eyes equipped with a mirrored layer call«l the tapetum 
lllddium. , 
'Eyes that glow red in tiM ""'*- , 
Predidably eoough. this media-Dpbed 1lpiUip in intaest in 
Motbman - prowllred the UIU81 pledaara � COIIIIDelcial 
spin-o11!1 inclncting IUdl ablo1ately umt-have items 81 
Motbman Beaaie Babies, T -sbirts, and OIDIIII&Ds. ODe West 
Vuginia man bas ewn gotteo around to seUiDg Smy Pictmes 
<m a Modlman IDtemet pme. 
'He's 0111 monster. so we want to make monq off him. ' Hilda 
AultiD, a.ec:utive director of 1be Poiat Pleuaat Chamber of 
Coumarce 'W88 quoted u -.yiDs. 'We don't want tznyot�e 
stealing l1IIT tlntnder. , 
Local people keen to make a h bob out otdle pbeiMMVDJD, 
are cbJbdea bearteoed by 1be Jlllllive coomercial spin-offs 
in 1be wake of 1he releue of 11/E BUIR WII'CH 
PROJECT. ' wben BmtittsYille. MaryJaad. became 1be focua 
1br 1hriJHeebn eaaer to speod maaey aa 8ll)1hing eft& 
RIDOtely CCDieCted to 1be movie. 
ADd, as Hilda Austin poiiDd out, 'Let's foce it, ifw� don't do 
it, someone else will. Wen the home ofMothman, and we're 

prmid. . 
Smuces: 71IE UNEXPUINED' Orbis Publishing (1981)1 
'FILMFORCE Web Site' 6th DeCflwtber, 2001 /'THE 
EYENING TRIBUNE ' 4th Febrlltlf')', 10021 'C.INEMA 
CONF1DENI'L4L' 1st Feb1'111Jty. 20021 77IE A.NOMA.UST' 
8th Feb11ltlr')', 20021 �NEWS' 3181, .January, 2002 



'Red-Eyed Something' 
Sighted In The Lalce District 

And do we have a poteotial distant relation to Motbman. 
stalking the winding backroads ofEuglaDd's Lab District? 
It may sound unlikely, but according to a feDow employee at 
Roberts Moore Nicbolas Jones Solictor's. where yours truly 
ekes out a living, 'sccnedring' cbrely retembliag tbe red-eyed 
aspect of Point Pleasant's most famous resideat. put in an 
appearance back in tbe summer of 1987. 
1be witness, Cluis s, then aged five, was sittiog in tbe back 
seat of bis family's car as 1bey drove to tbeir holida.y 
destination in Cmnbria. The actual details are Httle sketchy, 
given the passage of time. He raoembers it was dalk, 
SOOietime between l l-1 1:30pm. when he happaled to glance 
out of tbe rear wiDdow of tbe car. Chris wu IIID82eCl to aee 
what be can ODly describe as 'two �. bright, glowing red 
eyes, hovering about m Jut above tM ntrfoc:e of !M rood , 
He couldn't discern the sbape of body, as it was too dadt, and 
be can oo1y smmise that it appeared as 1bougb. the owner of 
those glowiDg ted eyes was foJlwiDg tbe car at 40-odd mph. 

Chria turned to hia pareaD, ..mou. to alert tbem to 1be 

presax:e of tbis tbiog, but when they all tumed to look tbe 
'creature" bad disappeated. He lleWI' saw it again. 
Chris S l..llR District 1987 

EYES SHINING IN THE 
DARK 

ltoy KaTidp Bniews 'MYSTER.YC4�0F 
DEYONANDCORNJYAU' By CIII'D Meiler 

Bolllaey 12.99. pp. 32 
'1 HI yoa�w ,.,.,. 4Mrlt been to &ngall' meerecl a 
SPECT A.TOR contributor wbm I told him I felt coaviDced 
that pumas were breeding at laJge on Emoor aud Bodmin 
Moor. 
A surprising 8IDDUIIt of people belieYe that a puma is a 
1ropica1 animal that could DOt survive a British winter. In 
&d. the puma can be fouDd in cold COUDiries such u Alaska 
aud Pmr'U• u well u in tbe Arneriam desert, aad tbe 
BraziDian rain forelt. Before the Wild ADimal Ad of 1976 
(an attempt to regulate tbe exotic pet trade) I aaw puma cubs 
for sale in a SUrrey pet shop. HoweYa", as Cbris Moiser 
poiln out in this ftla:inating Httle bed, pumas and otber big 
cats l\'ae OC£Mimel1y RJ)OI1ed as J1DliDg wild in EDgJaud 
1en or more � before tbe cage doon 1ftft opeaecl by 
inespcasible ex-puna owuers in 1976. Jncident•Dy, it is 1be 
tiger that lives in BaJgal, not 1be puma, wbidl is a New 
World species. Howewr, all the big cats can thrive in cold 
weather. 1be Beogal tiger fiDds Begnal too bot for its tastes, 
and often phmges ioto deep water to cool of[ 
A black panther. �iqJosed over moodaod gone and 
bea!her, glowers at the reader 1iooa 1be <XMr of Moisei's 
book. Model' hu IMM!r beeo to Beapl, as &r u I bow, but 
be has been to west ad eoatbem Afiic:a to lee big cats in 
tbeir natUial h<me. A1thoogh many West Coumiy people are 
big cat sceptics, a surprising DIJIDber of WUUbymen now 
aa:ept tbem as part oftbe 1andsatpe aDd DO looger botber to 
tell tbe police when they see ooe. Quite aaually, a visitor to 
Somerset told me tbal sbe had DOt:iced, from ber car window. 
a black panther lurkiog in a bedgelow. Lib most people. she 
called it a puma. although black pumas ue almolt uokoown. 
The blade peather' is a variety of leoperd, aad am be wey 
claugc!rous to man. 
Rosemary Rhodes, a popular big C8IDlogist. told me that sbe 
had seen blue eyes shining in the dart near her farm m 
Bodmin Moor. Blade paDthers often have blue eyes. I hope, 

for reasoos of public aud personal safety, that tbe animals ue 
black pumas after all. 
Chris Moiser idemiftes, ftun � desa"ipti<m, 1be 
tbiee varieties ofWest Countiy big cats. These, in desreMing 
order of size and ferocity. are ·tbe black pentber. tbe puma 
(which is brown) aud tbe lynx (which has a stub tail). He 
examines the theories he has heanl on tbe origins of the cats. 
DOt amittiog the snpenulfnral, fix many people believe the 
cats to be pbaotcms. Jolm MicbeU, the SPECTATOR 
reviewer, tbe man I would most Jib to be Prime Minister, is 
of this opiDion. 
Moiser devotes at least a tbird oftbe book to hoaxers 8Dd to 
photographers and to others who have made ludicrous 
mistakes. Even so, when all the errors have been weeded � 
Moisel's evideoce that there an big cats on the loose seems 
to me CCJOviDciog. For inttance, a zoo near Bamstaple ordered 
10111e pumas wbidl aever arri'wd. Did tbey escape on 1be 
way? Shortly after tbe � oftbe pumas, in 1982, 
the 'Beast Of Exmoor' made tbe headlines. At Bodmin Moor, 
a garage owner i11egally kept two tbll-srown Aftican Jims 
that were always getting out. Eveotually he gave them to a 
zoo. Beasts of Bodmin ccmtinued to be seen after the lions 
were lallOWd. �-
Moiser, a biologist, lecturer, aod part-time zoo bepel', has a 
pair of Aftican caracal lyuxes  in bis charge. Lynxes RJ)OI1ed 
in the West Countiy appear to be of 1be hardy European 
variety. 
A few weeks prior to peoaiDg tbis review, a lynx was 
captured JUDDiDg wild in Cricklewood, DOt &r ftom where I 
Jive in Loodon. The police, wbo aamed tbe lynx Lam, aid 
1bat she must haw been 'illegally imported,' as no owoer 
came forward to daim her. However, I prefer to 1hink tbat 
Lara was born wild oo Hampstead Heatb, tbe cJescmdant of 
loog-ago escapees. After aD, coyotes (or prairie wolves) were 
ooce reJeasecl in Fwing Forest by a Vldorian bnntW118Jl and 
were discoYe.red still to be there at the begimring of the 20th 
aduly. 
AaxxdiDg to Moiser, lynxes died out as a wild species in 
Britain aomo 4000 years ago. although be admits that this is 
'debotable. , R.ecaJdy, lynx beDs tbuDd in tbe nodh of 
Eug1aDd were �  to tbe lOdl ceatury AD. 
SmJewbere in the writings of tbe Venerable Bede (673-735 
AD) there is a descripti.on of Notthumbrian shepherds 
guanting 1beir f1ocb 1iom Jioos. My Brman neighbour. Mn 
Ababa Agbecbn, told me; 7n my t:tn1111ry we htNe tigers that 
an wry, wry smoll. They liw In the long grass. ' 
I showed her a picture of a serval, a stripy lynx-like African 
wild cat, aod she exclaimed, That's Q1l Erltrean ti�!' 
So if Mrs Agbecbl can tell a serval from. a tiger, why sbould 
not Bede refer 1o a Notdmmblian lynx as a lioo? Over to you. 
Cbristopber Moiser. 
Roy KDTidp London 2001 

Big Cats On The Prowl In 
Somerset & Aberdeen 

A terrified fiumer told reporters bow he was coofrooted by a 
'putlta-liA crwrlllre, I tqppecl in his barn, Jut July (2001). 
Peter Wood came face..to..&ce with 1be animal wbeo be \Wilt 
to coJlect eggs. As be opeaecl 1he  barn door 1he big cat leapt 
1hrough aDd mn oti Peter, of a.eddar, S<Derset, was quoted 
as saying; '1ht! thing was right In front of my eyes. It moJr:es 
,. shiver to think about it. ' 
ADd here's me for the Phlmom AJim Big Cat 1beoriests; not 
oae of his c:hict� were harmed. 
22nd July, 2001 Ch«<tlm, �-� 'SUNDAY MA.NC' 
••• Meaowbile, at tbe Olber eud oftbe COUDb'y, in Abefdeeo, 
Scodand, to be precise, a W<mlll by tbe name of Doris 



Moore. of Craigieford, near lnscb.. in Aberdeensllire, claimed 
she was attacked by an ABC at the steading where her horse 
is stabled. 
The creature was described as being the size of a Iabrador 
dog but with a long thin body and the motioo of a cat. 

It sank its teeth into Mrs Moore's leg and hip, ripping her 
trousers and leaving her with bruising and three deep 
puncture wounds in her thigh. 
The big cat ran off when she struck at it repeatedly with a 
bunch of keys. 
A group of researchers who go by the collective name of the 
Scottish Big Cats Team. sent two of its members, George 
Markie and Mike Inglis. to investigate the attack. 
Along with their colleagues, they claim to have assembled a 
wealth of evidence for the existence of alien big cats in 
Scotland. 
As well as long-range photos and (typically) blurry video 
footage. the team have succeeded in obtaining casts of wbat 
may be paw prints and photos of big cat kills. 

George told reporters; 'We have photos of a recent deer ld/1 
near Cupar where the animal's bones ht:rw been stripped of 
flesh. 
'It's a classic sign of a big cat kill. No other animal can do 
that. The cats tongues have evolved to strip bones 
completely. ' 
Mike added; 'We've always lcnown they were definitely out 
there. I've spolcen to so many witnesses and seen so many 
photos. 
The subject was disccused by police at a recent conference. 
They wouldn't waste their time discussing something that 
doesn't exist. 
'I'm convinced the Government know there are big cats 
roaming around, but they're afraid of public 
scare-mongering. 
'We thinlc that there are several different species on the 
loose and we have as many theories on exactly what the 
sightings are. 
'We think most sightings are of pumas and panthers, but I 
know there are a couple of lynx in Fifo. ' 
Mike and George got lucky when they investigsted the case of 
Doris Moore. 
They were able to obtain pretty convincing casts of paw 
prints in the area, and Mike was moved to conunent; 'If this 
incident is confirmed, it Will be the first one in the country. 
If a scientist agrees a big cat was involved in the attack, it 
would2 confirm what we've been saying for years. 

The description of a black cat around 18 inches high and 
over two feet long fits that of a Kellas cat, but I've heard one 
scientist say that the bite marks are too big for one of them, 
suggesting it could be a puma. 
'1 think this was a defensive move by the cat. If it was 
something lilce a puma and it was on the attack, either 
because it was hungry or hurt, it wouldn't have_ stopped at 
th� woman's l11g - it would havt! bl!tm a sustaint!d attaclc. 
'The worry now is that people might go out to try and hunt 
it. If they were only to succeed in injuring it they'd have a 
far more dangerous cat on their hands. ' 
20th January, 2002 Craigieford, Near Insch, Aberdeenshire, 
Scotland THE SUNDAY POST' 

Lake Monster Round Up 

A much-loved Jake in Tasmania that was a dust bowl for so 
long has come back to life, and just to add to the fun and 
frolics, a mysterious creature has taken residence in its 
newly-fonned depths. 
Oatlands' very own version of Nessie has caused something 
of a local furore since it mysteriously appeared in the lake at 
Dulverton, on the edge of town, early January, this year. 
'People are pointing fingers everywhere, ' said Tony 
Cawthom, ftom the Friends of Lake Dulverton group, 'but 
tt's a mystery how she got there. ' 
Albert Daddn, whose wife runs the local tea rooms, went 
down to the lake one Tuesday night after customers reported 
seeing a a humped backed creature traversing the waters 
thoughout the day. 
'It's Nusi11 alright' Mr Darkin announced displaying an 
astonishingly deep, meaningful insight. 'Whoever was behind 
the monster was clearly passionate about the lake, and 
bringing people back to it. ' 
Methinks we'd be wise to treat this account with the 
proverbial pinch of salt! 
lOth January, 2002 LD1ce Dulvetrlon, Tasmania THE 
MERCURY' 

••• Of a slightly more believable nature are the reports from 
San Marcelino. in Zambales. where 'five huge, black 
creaturu' were said to be dwelling in the Tikis River in the 
former mining village of Buhawen, creating an atmosphere of 
fear and loathing amoogst the resident Aeta families. 
The Aeta's oral history has no accounts of giant fish or 
strange unidentified mammals thriving in the tribe's 
indigenous habitat. 
There! Look there! One is appearing now from the bushes 
on the northem side!' Joel Serrano. a village counci1man 
yelled to reporters from the 'INQUIRER NEWS SERVICE, ' 
who visited the area during mid-January this year. 
The journalists themselves struck lucky when they apparently 
bad the following sighting; 'One Saturday, at 1:45pm, the 
strange creatures were apparently seen swimming in the 
river below IAbuan, which is enclosed by tall, thick bushes. 
Observed with bare eyes fro, a hill some 100 metres west of 



the river, the first creature that came into sight was about 
seven feet long and three feet wide. 
Dark black In colour, it was visible enough from that 
distance. Slowly, it glided and took cover again in the 
bushes. 'Se"ano and Alfredo Banos said four other similar 
creatures, one of which was as big as a jeepney, never 
emerged in fUll form. 
"We don't mow of they are fishes or snala!s or eels, they 
never show their heads ot tails, " Serrano told ua. 
The creatures, according to him, were first spotted last 
November 5th. An A.eta boy mistook these for floating logs, 
Se"ano recalled 
The elongated outline of the creatures were slightly bared 
every time the wind blew and caused ripples in the river. 
They have reportedly not produced any sound at daytime or 
at night. Exactly what these creatures are has baftled the 15 
Aeta fiunilies who live in Labuan, but what they do know is 
that danger possibly hub in the river. 
Children have been ordered to stop playing and bathing there. 
The men and women have stopped catching fish, and Serrano 
is worried about the stopping of fishing activities in the 
village, some 30km from San Marcelino town prop«. 
'Frogs are our only source of protein, ' he was quoted as 

saying. 
These are the reasons he wants scientists to come and help 
them end the mystery surrounding what may be a bunch of 
unidentified creatures. 
14th January. 2002 7Ambaks 11lE INQUIRER NEWS 
SERYJCE' 

••• One of the most unlikely lake monster locations on the 
planet, one would assume, is the Martin Mere nature reserve 
in West Lancashire, but nevertheless, the manager is 
convinced something unusual lurks beneath the surface. 
Some kind of creature, say staff at the reserve, is responsible 
for dragging fully grown swans into one of their lakes. 
It is strongly suspected that a monster fish, the size of a small 
car might be the culprit for pulling at least one swan 
underwater. 
Several visitors witnessed the swan tiying to flee the grasp of 
a giant underwater predator last February. 
In an earlier incident, the 20-acre Jake where swans gather 
was left deserted as they all refused to go on the water. 
'Something is completely spoolcing them, ' commented reserve 
manager Chris Tomlinson. 
'On two occasions, both Thursdays, January 17th, and 
February 7th, something in the water has caused the 
1,500-plus wild wintering swans to completely disappear. ' 
Centre manager Pat WJSDiewski adds; 'Whatever it was out 
there must have been pretty big to pull a swan back into the 
water. Swans weigh up to 13 kilos. ' 
Pat added; This could be an extremely large pike, or a Wels 
catfish Both conceivably could survive in the rather murky, 
de-oxygenated water for years and grow to an extremely 
large size. ' 
Four years earlier, Pat spotted something that appeared to be 
the size of a small car circling the mere just below the 
waterline of the lake, which is four metres deep. 
One theory is that something may have made its way into the 
mere through its drainage system many years ago as a 
juvenile and remained there ever since having grown too large 
to escape. Visitors to Martin Mere are being asked to keep 
their eyes peeled for any sign of the 'monster.' 
The current British record rod..caugbt Wels catfish stands at 
62lb, while the world record weight it 202lb. The Wets is 
Europe's largest freshwater fish and they are known to live in 
excess of30 years. 
A spokesman for THE ANGLING TIMES' stated that it was 
unlikely the predator would be a catfish, however. They do 

not grow to any considerable size this far � although 
some specimens have been caught in meres on the Wirral. It 
is the wrong time of year for large catfish to be so active. 
14th February, 2002 Martin Mere, West lAncashire 
'UVERPOOL ECHO' 

••• And last, but by no means least, is the following account 
from a lake in Ostend, Belgium, that's been the focus of 
attention over the last four months. 
Tourist attendance has been at an all-time high since 
eyewitnesses swore they saw a mysterious fin breaking the 
swface of the water. 
Speculation has grown as to the creature's identity. but the 
mystery has now been solved when fisherman actually came 
upon the culprit struggling for life on the shore and were able 
to perform a rescue operation. The Belgian Sea Lite Centre 
brought it to their facility and began to do what they could for 
the creature, but even they bad trouble believing the sight 
before them. lt was a carp, but not just any old carp. This one 
was estimated to be about 30 years old and over 50 pounds in 
weight. Finding a carp so old is all but un-heard ot: 
They placed the fish in a bath with clean water and lots of 
oxygen, and, at the time of writing, were doing all they could 
to nurse the aged fish back to health. 
2nd November, 2001 Ostend, Belgium 'ANANOYA' 

Big Hairy Monsters 
On The Prowl Again 

Cryptozoologist Tony Healy produced a cast of a Yowie 

footprint at the inauguml MY111S AND MONSTERS 
conference in Sydney, Australia, last October. 
The conference, seemingly the Aussies answer to our very 
own 'FORTEAN TIMES UNCONYENTION',' also featured 
speakers covering subjects such as the elusive Wildmen of 
South-East Asia, the Ta.qnanian Devil, Austtalia's mystery 
big cats, and much more on the Yowie, the Yahoo or 
Doolagarl. 
There are so many stories about these creatures. Tony told 
NpOrters, 'that you can't simply dismiss them all. So many 
people claim to have had experiences or seen them - and 
they are quite reputable as witnesses - that you have to ask 
the question, what is it that they saw? They can't all be 
hallucinating. Mr Healy, who has written a book on the 
subject, called with astounding originality; THE YOWIE 
FILE, ' went on to say that he had a pretty good idea of wbat 
these creatures looked like. They are generally descibed as 
being covered with hair, very tall, the average size Is about 
seven foot six inches, with largely broad shoulders and no 
neck. 
The head is said to look quite small compared to the rest of 
it. and it has arms that reDCh down to its knees. 
'In about ten per cent of cases there is also a striking 
miasma of stench. ' 
20th October, 2001 Sydney, Australia 'NETWORK NEWS' 

••• Meanwhile, part-time adventurer Adam Davies and his 
expedition team mates have recently returned from a 'Yeti 
hunt' with a sample of potential evidence of the BHM's 
existence. 
Scientists in Oxford and in Australia, were, at the time of 
writing, examining these samples and footrpints in an attempt 
to identify them or to see if they re8ny are concrete evidence 
of the reality of the elusive Sumatran BHM, the 
Orang-Pendek, little man of the forest 
Adam, a 32-year-old Internet manager from Bramball, 
Stockport led the team. which included Keith Townley from 
Macclesfield. 'We spent three years in remote forests and 
mountains in Indonesia, some areas previously unexplored 



We wenr the first Wutemers to climb one mountain, 1 said 
Adam, married with a two-year�ld son. 
'We're an experienced team and the earlier trips just got us 
keener to do more. 
'We are not scientists, but try to bring evidence for the 
"experts" to examine. I like unknown nature ofthe trips and 
the living-on-your-wits aspect. 1 
Tbe group's TncJooesian findings were being analysed and 
DNA-dlecked at Oxford, and anthropologists examined the 

unique-seeming footprints. 
'It could take months for the worl; but the scientists ore 
quite excited about our finds and say they have never seen 
anything like them, 1 Adaam was quoted as saying. 
December, 2001 Sumatra 'MANC EVENING NEWS' 

Biologist Re-Discovers 
Longest Legged Spider 

A Gennan sciemist has re-discovered a spider with the 
bJgest legs in the world. 
He found the Arachnid with a leg span of 30 cmtilllflhes in 
1be cellar of a Paris DJUSeUIIl. h was origiDalJ:y discovered in 
in 1939 in South-East Asia. but has lain unseen for years 
preserved in alcohol in the museum's store. Biologist Peter 
Jaeger says that the previous GUINNESS BOOK record 
holder was a South American spider with a leg span of 28 
cedinwtres. He has named the spider as Heterpoda IIIO%ima. 
h was brought bade from Laos by a cave explorer and 
beliDgs to the family of giant crab spiden, Sparassidoe. Its 
body measures between fuur and five caJtindies. 
Jaeger chanced across 1be spider wben he was in France for a 
two-week research project. 
He was quoted as saying; '1 was just routinely checking the 
collection and discovered the giant spider. ' 
16th October, 2001 Paris, France 'ANA.NOYA.' 

V AMPtlES PlAGUING 
�AEXICO 

Last November. in the Mexican state of Chihuahua. police 
were busy investigating three reports of a series of 
particularly gruesome animal deatbl. 
Farmer Ramira Pana GoDzalez wu OD his way to his field 
outside the city of Boccoyna one Wednesday morning, when 
be was sickened by the sigbt of the bodies of 35 dead sheep. 
Every one of them was fOUDd to be drained entirely of blood 
aDd with two anall bite marks OD their necb. 
Wheo the police arrived to investigate, the frightened farmer 
told them be beliewd that the deaths were the work of the 
Chupacabras or Goat-Sucker, tbal he claims bave terrorised 
his family. On the night in question he had been awdcen by 
the sound of his dogs that normally sleep in his fields begin to 
howl at exactly midnigbt. A few minutes later, he heard the 
dogs 'runningfor their lives. ' 
At the time, be thought it was a fox but did not go outside to 
investigate for fear of what he might find. 
The attacks started a few weeks earlier, when his brother 
Francisco claimed he returned ftml lunch to his fields on 
October l Oth  and found the lifeless bodies of 12 sheep and 1 
pig. All of them were without any blood left in their bodies. 
The strange and macabre ewuts continued on October 25th, 
when another relative. Martin Pana Orpiuel claimed to have 
foond 16 of his sheep dead and another 14 gravely injured. 
All bad been bitten in 1he neck and had lost great amounts of 
blood. 
2nd Nuvember, 2001 Bocoyna, Mexico 'A.NA.NOYA' 

Keep Watcing 
The Skies!!! 
UFO Update 

Anomalous Objects 
Sighted Over Turkey 

On the nigbt of January 26-21tb, tbis year, a UFO was filmed 
traversing the skies above the Turkish town of Adyyaman. 

At around l lpm, the General Directorate of police in 
Adyyaman received a phone call from a witness who 
described a briJliant flying object hovering over the eastern 
side oftbe city. 
1be police notified the patrolman OD duty at 
Adyyaman-Kahta highway by radio, and the officer was able 
to coofirm the preseoce in the night sky of a UFO. The Chief 
of Police was tben informed and a police team was pJUDptly 
dispatched to tbe area. Tbe officers were equipped with night 
C8II81IS, and they 80011 spotted the brightly-lit object. 
rotating arouud its own axis aDd emitting a sequeoce of 
colourtbl Jigbts. They succeeded in 1i1miDg the object for an 
amazing five hours. 
The following night. at around 2: 15am, two flyiDg objects, 
similar to the ooe sighted the previous night, were observed 
ftying over the western area of the city. Again. the objects 
were � this time by the watch guard of the Security 
Directorate between 2:29am-3am, from the roof of the police 
building. 
In the wake of these remarlalble incideuts, the Chairman of 
the Sirius UFO Space Sciences Research Centre, Haktan 
Akdogan talked with the Governor of Adyyaman, HaliJ Isyk, 
and received detailed infonnatim about the sigbtings. 
It appears a total of five UFOs were sighted during the course 
of the two nights, two over the Kahta and Samsat districts 
and three over the Besni and Golbasy districts. Isyk was at 
pains to point out that over 20 police officers and hundreds of 



civilian eyewitnesses claimed to have seeo these anomalous 
objects. 
The video footage was sent to the aforementioned Sirtus 
group. and the bigb1ights of their subsequent analysis of the 
fiJm are as follows; 
They were able to ascertain that tbe configuration of tbe sky 
and the position of the planets and stars could not account for 
the pheoomenoo 
When the video images were enlarged by computer, it was 
seen that the objects were scattering around lights of various 
colours. 
It was also found tbat the UFOs stood stationary from time to 
time, hovered in the sky, and then started moving again. 
which, according to the group, defies the laws of gravity 
(unless of � they were helicopters!!!  - although the 
report maintains that these objects made no noise 
whatsoever). 
The objects sometimes appeared in groups of two or three, 
and were ft1med by up to 20 ditfereJtt police omcers. all 
equipped with night cameras. 
As is often the way with these type of things, we await the 
release oftbis footage into the public domain with a due sense 
of sceptical caution. 
26th-27th January, 2002 Adyyaman, Turkey 'SIR/US UFO 
SPACE SCIENCES RESEARCH CENTRE' 

'Angel Hair' FaUa On norida 
Residents in Brewrd County, Palm Bay, Florida, januned the 
local 91 1 operators with calls about strange thread-like 
objects falling from the sky. 
Thnnsands of the strands could be seen floating around the 
locale, including the Palm Bay Police Department building, 
After an inwstigation. the substance was identified as 
psocid's webs. 
Psocids are tiny insects less than one inch long that are 
commonly called barldice or webspinners. They are almost 
invisible to the naked eye, and are fairly common in Florida. 
Nearly 150 species ofpsocids are found in the United States. 
lOth Janvary, 2002 Palm Bay, Florida, USA 'LOC4.L 6 
NEWS' 

Invasion Of The Devil Men 
When Jack Muriata was only eight years old, over � 
years ago. he was playing with his ftiends on tbe sandy banks 
of Australia's Tully River one moooless night when he claims 
he encountered 'Tbe Devil Man.' 
'Our parents warned us not to go too far .from camp in casfl 
the Devil Man came calling, ' he recounted to reporters 
during January, tbi.s year. 
'Devil Men, we Abortgtnals call them, or chic ah bunnahs. 
One night I was with my friends and we wandered too far 
.from out of our camp to the riwr. We were playing in the 
dunes when this great big ball of light, so bright you have 
never seen such a light, came flying down .from the sky 
above us. It lit up tM whok riwr, and tMn it zoom«/ down 
low along the banb, like it 'Wa.7 1ookingfor us. 
�friends were yelling "Run! Run!" and we all took off as 

fast as we could back towards camp and our mothers. 
'You don't want to get caught by the Devil Man!' 
Devil Men, chic ah bunnahs, whatever you care to call them, 
do, for some IeaSOO, seem to be attracted to the area around 
the small Queensland town of Tully. 
About 180km south of cairns with a population of about 
3400, Tully would have nothiDg to distinguish it from any 
other sugar cane town dotted along the tar north of the 
countty. if it wasn't for several filctors. 
First oft: there's the famous 'fully Gorge, where white water 
rafting enthusiasts from around the world gather to shoot its 
rapids. 

Then there is Tully's quite extraordinaty weather. With an 
average rainfall of 4252mm, it is officially Australia's wettest 
town (Ye Gods, that's nothing. They wanna try out the 
county of Merseyside, where it never seems to stop raining -
meteorologically peeved Ed! I!) and bas decided to build a 
giant gumboot to 'celebrate' the filet. 
But if you give an ounce of credeace to some of the local 
recridents, Tully's most intereltiog claim to fame is that it is 
Australia's premier UFO botspot, boasting literally hundreds 
of si.ghtings ead1 year. 
Mmiata says the Aborigines have known about Tully's 
otberwordly visitations 'since the beginning, ' and other, older 
locals, such as 82-year -old cane fiumer Albert Pennisi 
concur. 
'Everyone who lives in Tully knows about the UFOs here, ' he 
was quoted as saying. 'It's just that some folk choose to talk 
about it and some follrs don't. 
'On the morning of January 19, 1966, my neighbour George 
Pedley was driving his tractor across banana farm when he 
heard a strange hissing sound. 
�t first he thought it was hissing from his tractor tyres, but 
he found that the sound instead was coming .from a medium 
sized, horse-shoe shaped lagoon on my property. 
'Suddenly George saw this machine rise up from our lagoon, 
it rose about 30 to 40 feet in the air, and then turned on its 
side and just shot away. 
'It was gone, vanished into thin air. 
'But I later visited the site and believe it left behind a 
souvenir of its visit. 
'Giorge wtmt to the lagoon straight away and he saw the 
water still swirling, still churning around 
'1 think it really shook him up, and he came to get me but I 
was away. Later on when I got back we went to the lagoon 
together, and by cri/cey, did I get a shock. 
'Floating on my normally unrellltlliDble lagoon was a UFO 
"nest, " a 9m circular mass of reeds, tightly woven in an 
intricate design swirling cloclwise and so strong, it could 
flOSily support th. wmght ofttm JMn. 
'Pedky's sighting of the blue-grey saucer was never 
repeated, but whatever mode that first "nest" on my dam 
lcept making it 
They came back in 1972, 1975, 1980. 1982 and 1987. 
There was always the big one, but we also got 22 smalkr 
ones, and the strange thing is, whik the big one always went 
clockwise, the others were always anti-clockwise. 
I was determined to get an explanation for the phenomena, 
so I took to watching the lagoon at all hours of the night. 
'1 wasn't scared. I didn't talce any weapons with me except 
my cane knife but I never did find out why they came to my 
farm. or why they suddenly stopped coming, but I've got a 
fair icka why . 
'Interest in my lagoon. carloods of peopk came at the height 
of its fame, plus the attention of the police and the air force 
may have made whatever, or whoever, was visitng my farm, 
shy off. 
'We've had peopk from all over the world arriving. UFO 
researchers, police, the air force ... Investigators were 
watching us 24 hours a day. It was all a bit mtiCh for a 
simpk cane famurr. '  
After extensive investigation by both the police and the 
RAAF, a 1966 report by the COilBDOilWealth Aerial 
Phenomena Investigation Organisatioo (CAPIO), concluded 
that 'there is no aplanation for visibk phenomena reported 
but it could have been associated with the result of "down 
draughts. " "Willy Willies, or "Water spouts, "  that are 
known to occur in the North Queensland area.. "  
PeJbaps not surprisingly, George Pelmisi, laughs at this 
half-baked attempt at a logical explaoatian. 



They also tried to tell me it was a low-flying helicopter, a 
mini-tornado, even a crocodile. But anyone who saw it will 
tell you whatever made it -was not of this world, my friend. 
'Before this thing happened to me, I might have been a bit 
scepitcal, too, but things change when you see things with 
your own eyes. ' 
Seeing is also believing for eyewitness and semi-retired 
handyman Les Holland, 60. He his of the opinion that Tully 
is 'crawling with UFOs. 
'1 think I would have had trouble believing it if I hadn't seen 
then myself. There� a hell of a lot of activity here 
'If you look up in the night sly in Tully, you'll see them soon 
enough. Lots of very bright lights, moving quickly through 
the sly. They're par for the course, but occasionally you see 
something really mind-blowing. 
�few years ago I saw this massive one hovering above us -
you could see its lights, red yellow, green. It was completely 
silent, ju:st hovering then then, in a flash, it was gone. ' 
HoDand's son, Morgan, 17, has also had his fair share of 
sigbtings. A keen fisbermaD, his Jate..nigbt trips have yielded 
much more than the tasty jungle perch he is angling for. 
'Morgan was out one night about 18 months ago looking out 
over Tully Heath when he wry ckarly saw a machine in the 
sly which looked like a pyramid With the top part cut of! it. 
'He could see bands across it . . . he could see the whole thing 
quite cltiarly. It didn't make any noise - most of them don't, 
they're just silently hovering. 
'It didn't bother Morgan and he didn't bother it. Tlwt� the 
thing about Morgan. aU he wants to do is fish, crocs. 
sharlcs, UFOs, nothing gets in the way ofhisfishing. ' 
31st January, 2002 Tully Riwr, Australia 'SUNDAY 
MAIL ' 

Weird Lights Over The 
West End 

A series of higbly unusual brigbt lights were seen hovering 
over the West End of Billings, USA on January 5th, this year, 
according to accounts in tbe local press. 
At about 6pm, a resident of tbe area, who wished to remain 
anonymous. claimed sbe and her husband were in a pidc-up 
truck when tbey. spotted a ligbted. baJf-apherical object hover 
about 1,000 feet above an ana near 36th Street West. 
The pbject bad one flashing light and hovered for about four 
minutes. 
'My husband knows airplanes and he said 'Those aren't any 
airplalw lights. "  � soon as he said that. it took off,' the 
woman told reporters. 'Wifh!n two 11econds we couldn't see it. 
It was that fast. I don't know what to make of it. ' 
A Billings man who spends most of his evening riding a 
bicycle in the downtown area said he spotted the same or 
similar object, but thought it was just a very fast aircraft. 
. 7th January, 2002 Billings, USA THE BIU.JNGS 
GAZETTE' 

The Lore Of The UFO 
Theorists 

Ted Loder is a conspiracy theorist who firmly believes that 
the United States has access to zero-point eoergy technologies 
and aoti-gravity propulsion. He announced his 'revelatioos' at 
a gathering of about 25 people who botbeml to attend at the 
Unitarian Universalist Church, last October, but was quick to 
point out that a small government group is responstble for 
ensuring this technology is kept secret from the general 
public. 
And they're not only hiding such mind-blowing discoveries 
from the prying eyes of the electorate. Oh no. They also have 
conclusive evidence that extraterrestrials have landed on 

Earth and have made contact with high-ranking government 
officials. 
'You can't do a UFO story without coloured lights on 
everybody .. .  big black coats and fog, ' Loder told his audience, 
after having reportedly gathered testimony from more than 
400 government witnesses for an initiative called the 
Disclosure Project. 
'..4.11 tJuz major r��ligions al'll bastld on t11stimony. Our legal 
system is based on testimony .. . and yet, when a military 
captain says, "I saw a UFO, " he's laughed at and made fun 
of 
No one amongst Loder's pitifully small audience was 
laughing however, when Loder presented part of a 10-week 
series called 'BEYOND UFOs: ALIEN IDENI'D'IES, NEW 
AGE SPIRJTUALT/'Y AND THE FUTURE OF HUMANirY. ' 
'I alrllady brow this phenomlli'IO. is real, ' claims Bill Cain of 
Bow, who has atteoded all of the UFO classes. 
A professiooal photographer� Cain says be has personally 
sighted UFOs three times. Shooting a solar eclipse in 
Istanbul, Tmkey, last year� be caught several strange t1oating 
objects amoogst the astrooomical images. Minutes later there 
was a major earthquake. Cain believes it may not have been a 
coincidenc:e. (See el:tewhen in this :section for more on 
Turkish UFO flap) 
But Loder's ETs are a more benevolent breed. In fact be 
believes aliens may ultimately save us mm ourselves. Some 
of the witnesses for the Disclosure PrQject testified about a 
UFO sighting over a cluster of missile silos in Mootana. As 
the stnmge craft flew over, tbey said. tbe missiles 
inexplicably shut down. (This could also be interpreted as 
an overtly hostik act, of course) 

· 
'ETs are not gonna let us blow up this planet, ' Loder bas 
gone on record as saying. 
'If they possess more maturity than humans, aliens are not 
as far ahead of us as we may think. Multiple witnesses tell of 
inventors who have devised ways to access zero-energy 
technology, only to have their inwntions stolen or bought 
out. Those who ruist selling out have been threatened and 
harras:sed until they give in. 
Why keep these scientific breakthroughs secret? Money, 
money, money, money, money. 
'Zero-technologies have the potential to make power plants, 
dams, oil refineries, even roads obsolete. The world 
economy, as we .l:now it. would be turned on its ear. 
'Nor would we be at war right now. If we weren't dependent 
on oil to fuel our SUV's, we wouldn't have sent troops to 
Saudi Arabia a decade ago. And if we didn't have troops in 
Saudi Arabia, Osama bin Laden might have spared us his 
te"orist attaclcs. 
'Of course, ifthe power to free ourselvesfromfossilfuels is 
such a secret, it follows that alien existence must be kept 
from the public eye. If evidenc:e kab out, peopk are going 
to realise that they've been hoodwinked for fifty years. 
This hoodwinking Is no small project, either. Witnesses to 
this great cover-up include milift1ry and intelligence 
officers, airline pilots, and NASA officials. An air traffic 
controller reported seeing a UFO hovering at 80,000 feet 
one night. John Callahan, a former FM division chief, 
testified last May {2001) about a 1986 incident involving a 
UFO and a Japanese airliner. He was instructed to cover up 
the evidence, he said Donna Hare, a NASA design 
illustrator, testified that UFOs were routinely airbrushed 
out of high-altitude photos of the Earth. A milift1ry officer 
said he served on a retrieval team for 20 years, picking up 
dead El's and helping live El's escape. ' 
Documenting these sort of stories has been Loder's passion 
for the past four years. Intrigued by UFOs since childhood, 
be became a committed believer while in Vuginia visiting his 



cousin, a lawyer and a brigadier general in the Army 
reserves. His cousin explained the Disclosure Project, a 
research organization gathering evidence of alleged 'alien 
visits' since 1992. 
After spending a week training and countless hours observing 
the night sky, Loder began helping to gather and compile 
witness testimony. In 1997. he persuaded Governor Jeanne 
Shaheen to send him to represent New Hampshire at a special 
briefing for Congress. New Hampshire was one of just two 
states to send representatives. 
Congress was less than convinced. The majority of elected 
officials are not in on the great cover up, Loder said. But 
entertaining stories of aliens is hardly the politically expedient 
thing to do. The Disclosure Project is still pressing for. a 
series of congressional hearings. In May. last year. the 
organisers held a confereoce with the National Press Club, 
sharing their theories with more than 200 reporters, who 
boradcast the event around the world. 
'Public response has run the gamut, ' says Loder. Even in bis 
most recent sparsely attended, but nevertheless eclectic 
meetings, this range of belief and disbelief can be seen. 
One woman apparently interrupted Loder with cWm.s that 
NASA officials wopuld never allow such a cover-up, that 
NASA's raison d' etre is the exploration of space and 
whatever it may hold. 
Other audience members nodded agreement to Loder's 
theories, adding comments of their own. 
Don Jobnson (not, one presumes, the same Don Johnson 
who ponced around Miami in faggoty suits with Phil 
Col/ins's 'IN THE AIR TONIGHT' blasting on the 
soundtrack?), who helped organise the series, has been 
researchiDg the statistical evidence for UFOs for 40 years. It 
took him 35 of those years to become a believer. Collecting 
data from sightings, he started mapping tbem according to 
sidereal time. �ing patterns began to emerge, ' be was 
quoted as saying. 
This was the end of my objective career. ' 
16th October, 2002 USA. 'CONCORDMONDOR' 

The Return Of The Belgian 
Triangles 

Between 1989-1990, one of the biggest and most widely 
reported UFO flaps of recent times hit Belgium, provoking a 
mass of witness testimony, video footage and countless 
newspaper and magazine articles. 
Now, it seems, the primarily triaDgular-shaped craft are back 
in Belgian (and French) skies. In October, 2001,an 
anonymous young lady reported a UFO in the Avioth area of 
Northern France. She descnDed the object as being very dadt 
and square-shaped with four ligbts, one at each centre. 
Further sigbtings of the same, or simiJar object were reported 
just across the border at Charleroi, Belgium. 
Then in December. TV news and popular newspapers began 
reporting that a major new UFO wave was hitting Belginm 
One of these tabloids, the cheerily-titled U DERNIERE 
HEURE, ' ('1HE LAST HOUR'), carried an article in its 
December 9th issue, tbat maintairwf tbat triaDgles bad 
returned, most of tbem featuring blue lighting on the 
underside of the cmft, as well as orange and yellow. Belgian 
TV produced extensive coverage of the flap, interviewing two 
men in Namur. not far from Cbarleroi. who reported a very 
close encounter with a silver, cyliDdrical-shaped UFO. 
Several of the Belgian UFO organisations have expressed 
their belief that the sigbtings can be blamed squarely on the 
US military, consideriug the presence in the area of SHAPE 
(Supreme Headquarters Allied Powers Europe), part of the 
NATO military construct in the theatre. So close to the 
intense battle zones of Kosovo a couple of years ago and now 

Afghanistan, as well as other regional troubles, the flaps 
seem to centre around the French/Belgian border. 
CUriously enough. Adamski-type craft have been allegedly 
sighted in the same area. 
Once again, witnesses have described the triangles as being 
incredibly swift, utterly silent, almost magical in their 
manouevers, and tlying very close to the ground or ahnost 
touching residential rooftops. 
Some people have witnessed massive craft flying over their 
homes, and have subsequently challenged military authorities 
on talk radio programmes to fly their craft over their homes 
without making the windows rattle like the black triangles 
apparently have, just to prove a nervous population tbat these 
truly are conventional aircraft. They decline the invitation, of 
course. UFO believers will doubtle3s interpret this as 
evidence that this refusal has more to do with the fact that 
these craft have nothing to do with Stealth, Aurora, or indeed 
any conventional aircraft wbataoever. 
A multilple series of sigbtings took place on the nights of 6th, 
9th, lOth and 15th December at a place called Hainault, once 
again situated on the French border, between lOpm and 
4:30am. 
Christian Daubioul, the president of The European Centre Of 
Aerial � told reporters that several witnesses have 
seen one or several large triangles of a daJt colour, 
absolutely motionless and totally silent. One of these 
witnesses is a police officer from Mouscron, living in the 
Blommes district, about 400m away from the border. 
� first obsuvation was on Thursday, December 6tk 
Par/ring my car in the garage, I noticed sonrething unusal 
happening in the slcy. Then I saw two triangks, one on the 
east side, the other on the west. On the three corners of the 
triangles were blue lights . . .  I observed them with my bare 
eyes and with binoculars. I also called my spouse to see the 
phenomena 
'On Sunday, December 9th. I saw again the two triangles. 
They were in tM e:r.act same spot, apart from the fact that 
one of them was higher than the other . .Around 7:30am, only 
one of the triangles remained in the sky. But since then, I 
never saw them again. ' 
A lady living in the border disttict of Mont-a-Leux observed 
a similar phenomena on December 15th at about 6:40am, just 
before sunrise. 
Totally absorbed by the show outside her window. sbe saw an 
imposing mass sliding above her street, before disappearing 
from her field of vision. 
Patrick Moncelet, a noted Belgian Ufologist. was quick to 
express his views on the secret military weapon hypothesis, 
currently (and understandably) doing the rounds. 
� long study has been made of these mysterious 'Triangle 
UFOs" by the Belgian airforce, but nothing definitive has 
come out of it. Public opinion in Westem Europe is still 
divided between the UFO angle, and secret military planes. 
� a Ufologist with 40 years experience, it is my opinion 
that the triangular UFOs cannot be secret military drones 
or planes, for various reasons, the most obvious being that 
such secret projects would not be allowed to fly over densely 
populated areas of Belgium, where they could easily be 
spied upon and at the mercy of a mechanical failire and a 
potential crask Also, one must not forget the highly 
unusual performances shown by these craft, for example, 
total silence, even at very low altitudes, or when hovering 
for long periods, etc. Ckarly there is something else going 
on here than simple secret aircraft ... Ewm the dirigible 
theory has had to be be discounted 
'It is a fact that most of the triangle cases seem to be 
happening over Belgian territory, and there does not seem 
to be mry ready-made aplanation for this, either. 



Floating In A Beam Of Light 
The Gundiah MacKay 'Alien Abduction' 

We return to Australia for our next account, to a place called Gundiah, to be precise. 
Back in the October of last year, in the midst of the archetypal dark and stormy night, Amy Rylance had fallen asleep on the 
couch in the living room wbile watching TV. Her husband Keith and a business partner, Petra Heller, both slept in bedrooms just 
offtbe living room. 
Petra was awoken about 1 1 : 15pm by a very brigbt stream of light coming through the door of her bedroom, which was left ajar 
when she retired earlier. Displaying admirable/foolhardy (delete where applicable) courage she decided to go and investigate. 
When she went into the living room she claims she stmnbled upon a sceae so disturbing she fainted from the overpowering 
effects of it all. But prior to passing out, she managed to discern the sight of Amy, prone and in a sleeping position, being carried 
by this solid, rectangular beam of light through the air towards the source of the light. a classic disc-shaped UFO hovering just 
above the ground a short distance away. Also caught up in the beam were all the contents of the coffee table in front of the couch 
on which Amy had been sleeping. 
Not surprisingly overwhelmed by this surreal sight. Petra slumped to the floor in a faint. When she came to her senses she 
instinctively called out for help and was in a state of extreme agitation. Keith reports that when he stumbled out of his room to 
see what the hell was going on Petra was practically incoherent. It took several minutes for Keith to be able to get the gist of 
what had apparently happened, but once he was able to understand they both ran outside to see if they � find any trace of 
Amy. But she was nowhere to be seen. She had completely disappeared. 
Eventually, at their wits � they decided to call the police and placed a call to the authorities. Ofticers ftom the Tiaro police 
arrived and struggled to remain objective and open-minded wbile they were told the incredible events of the evening. 
They were able to confirm that Amy Rylance was indeed, nowhere to be found on the property. Both Keitb and Petra were 
visibly upset and in a state of near hysteria. The torn screen was examined closely. A bush outside the window showed 
indications of being burned and another bush on the other side of the window was seemingly unaffected. Samples were taken for 
analysis and comparasion. 

And just when it seemed the night couldn't get any weirder, the phone rang. It was a woman calling to advise them that Amy had 
been taken to MacKay HospitaL where sbe was being examined by a doctor and treated for dehydration. Amy 1ater gave a 
statement to the police stating that she had no recollection of ever having left the couch, but that she awoke to find herself prone 
on a bench in a strange, rectangular J'O(Dl. Dlwnination came from the walls and the ceiling and she had the impression that sbe 
had been there for some time. A male figure in a full body suit appeared who tried to calm her and assured her that tbey were 
going to be Iduming her to a place not mr from where they had abducted her from, since 'the lights were wrong there and it was 
not sqfe to return her to that location. ' 
She then says she fell back asleep and awoke on the ground, surrounded by trees. She was very disorientated and isn't at all sure 
how long she fumbled her way through the area before coming out onto a road and finding herself near a gas station. She 
stumbled into the station and was offered some water and accepted a ride to the hospital from there. She was found to have a 
strange. triangular arrangement of marks on her inner right thigh. marks on her head and her bair. which sbe had coloured earlier 



in the week was growing out as if it bad been in place much 
longer than just a few days. Body hair growth would also seem 
to indicate that a greater period of time had passed tban would 
seem appropriate. 
Keith contacted the Australian UFO Research Network office 

and investigations were underway at the time of going to press. 
15th October. 2001 Gundiah McKay. Australia 'A.UFORN' 

UFO Sightings Double In 
Malaysia 

And speaking of alleged Alien Abductions. one man in 
Malaysia claims he was abducted for a staggering 1 1  days 
after encountering a bizarre, square-headed entity (no, it 
wasn't Joe Royle, apparently). 
The Centre for Malaysian UFO Studies was quoted as saying 
that six sightings were reported last year (2001) as opposed to 
three the previous year. 
Ufologist Ahmad Jamaludin from the centre, says three of the 
sightings were reported in Sabah. two in Kedah and the other 
in Penang. 
Of the abduction said to have taken place in February, 2001, 
he told the local newspaper, THE STAR; This could be the 
first reported UFO abduction in Malaysia. Although the 
11-day period was a little odd. as most UFO abduction 
victims usually go missingfor two to three hours or up to five 
days only. 
The fact that there were some UFO activities around Kota 
Ktnabalu at the time could lend some credence to the claim. ' 
Abmad, who has studied UFOs since 1978, says his research 
on the phenomenon shows that there is a link between the UFO 
sigbtings and Earth's seismic activity. 
'Gravatational forces emitted by objects cause the Earth's 

fault lines to shalr:e, causing Mrlhqua/a!s and, at thl! same 
time, act as a guide for UF'Os to reach Earth, ' he somewhat 
surreally claimed. 
7th January, 2002 Malaysia THE SI'AR' 

'Oi, Churchill! Did You 
Cover Up Flying Saucers?' 

According to an article in THE OBSERVER ' last autumn, 
scientists and generals drew up a top secret dossier on UFOs, 
and then elected to cover up a wave of rumours and sigbtiogs 
that swept the British Isles in the panmoia-ridden 1950s. 
The existence of THE UFO REPORT, ' compiled in 1951.  and 
later used to brief then Prime Minister, Winston Churchill, 
was denied by the MOD for almost 50 years. But the six-page 
documenthas recently been unearthed by UFO historians Andy 
Roberts and David Clarke as they researched a book on UFOs 
and the Cold War. The report has been a sort of 'holy grail' of 
British Ufology and details the cooclusioos of a shadowy panel 
called the Working Party On Flying Saucers. This group was 
the brainchild of Sir Henry Tizard, one of Churchill's most 
trusted scientific advisers during World War 11, and a key 
figure behind the development of radar. 
The report concludes that all sigbtings were explainable in 
purely rational terms, ie: meteors, unusual weather, 
misidentification of conventional aircraft etc� but it does speak 
volumes about the sheer scale of the paranoia that gripped 
Britain at the onset of the Cold War. 
From 1950 onwards, hundreds of UFO sightings were reported 
across Britain and were regular ftont page news. Leading 
public figures, including Lord Louis Mountbatten, made 
public their belief that the Earth was being visited by 
extraterrestrials. 
The phenomenon understandably caused great concern 
amongst the top brass on both sides of the Atlantic. Generals 
were worried that reports of flying saucers could be used by 

the Soviet Union to disguise a nuclear attack or that the 
sightings were giving the Russians a clue that Britain's radar 
network was fauhy and easy to penetrate - which was actually 
true at the time, though the Communist bloc remained ignorant 
of this. 
This was a time of great paranoia and fear. The Government 
took a decision to throw a blanJcet over the UFO scare and 
say as little as possibltl about it, Clarke was quoted as saying. 
There certainly was a cover up, but what was being covered 
up was Cold War paranoia and our fears over our radar 
system. It was nothing to do with aliens. • 
Despite the official silence, the UFO scares failed to subside. 
In 1952, Churchill fired off a memo to his advisers in the wake 
offtesh UFO sightings in the United States. 
'What does all this sh4ff about flying saucers amount to? 
What can it mean? What is t�M truth?' be wrote. 
Tizard's report was then used to brief the Prime Minister on 
the perceived lack of real threat from UFOs in August of that 
year. A few months later, an order went out expressly banning 
aD RAF personnel from discussing sightings with anyone not 
from the military. 
In tiying to underpJay the sigbtings, Britain was following the 
lead of the United States (no change there then), which bad 
conducted several studies into its own UFO sightings and also 
adopted a policy of official secrecy. When the British report 
was presented, a top CIA scientist travelled over to the 
meeting to make sure the conclusions of America's closest ally 
fitted in. 
Even today, the report is unlilcely to dispel the convictions of 
thousands of Ufologists, despite a reduction in the number of 
sightings and the closure last year of the British Flying Saucer 
Bureau. 'Believers will say that this report is a fake or a 
decoy and that the Government is still hiding something. You 
cannot win, ' stated Roberts. 
AB you may have gathered, Roberts and Clarke's explanation 
for UFO sigbtings are essentia11y prosaic. They believe that the 
true importance of the pbeocmetvm lies in the fact that it was 
an urban myth that gained enough public power to panic the 
highest echelons of British Govemment . . .All the way to 
Wmston Churcbill. 
21st October, 2001 THE OBSERVER' 

Life From Space Theory Gets A 
Boost 

Scientists have proved for the first time that bacteria can 
surivive in outer space, supporting the theory that life on Earth 
began with extra-terrestrial microbes. 
Researchers showed that spores could stay alive when exposed 
to ultraviolet radiation from the Sun if they were protected by 
particles of clay and red sandstone commonly found in 
meteorites. 
The tests, in which spores were released from a Russian 
satellite, suggest that the 'panspelmia' theory that life began 
elsewhere and was carried to Earth on meteorites is plausible. 
The hypothesis was first proposed by Svante Arrheoius, a 
Swedish chemist, way back in 1903, and was developed in the 
1970s by the astronomers Sir Fred Hoyle and Chandra 
Wiclaamasinghe. 
One theory is that an asteroid collison sent bacteria to Earth. 
Details of the study by a team from the German Aerospace 
Centre in Cologne, were priDted in 'NEW SCJENI'ISJ'. ' 
When spores were left unprotected or shielded only by quartz, 
they all perished. When protected by a 'meteorite mix,' 
between 10,000 and 100,000 survived out of a total of 50 
million. The mix consisted of particles of clay. red sandstone. 
Martian meteorites or simulated Martian soil, in lumps of 
about a centimetre. 
12th January, 2002 'NEW SCJENTISI' MAGAZINE' 



Dark Entries 
REVIEW: BBCl: The Secret Life Of Ghosts And 
Werewolves. 15-1 1-0 1: 21.00-
22.00 
Reviewed by Mike Ward 

I am too much of a sceptic to deny the possibility of 
anything. 

-T. H. Huxley, 
1886 

B
eing the ultra-professional scientist (and the 
thoroughly unprofessional cynic) that I am, it was 
with no great enthusiasm that I agreed to review this 

BBC2 programme centred around supernatural phenomena. 
Presented by Edward Fox, it gave a brief insight into the 
phenomena of ghosts, werewolves (unsurprising, given the 
title) and zombies (dead surprising, ho-hum) and provided 
some details of recent cases. Now, nonnally I'm one of 
those people that's made up my mind that I don't believe 
something before proceeding to not watch it, but I thought 
I'd give it a go. As Edward himself opined, ' We live in a 
world of rules, but sometimes things happen to make us 
question the world we inhabit'. And he wasn't just talking 
about Pop IdoL 

Bark At The Moon 

The progranune began with that classic horror legend, 
the werewolf. Professor Charlotte Otten, an author and 
historian (undoubtedly in that order), is convinced of their 

· reality. She tells a story of a sixteenth century fellow called 
Stubb Peter who, for 25 years, revelled in his crimes of 
murder, rape and mutilation. Basically, not the sort of bloke 
a nice girl would take home to meet her parents. "But mum, 
he 's got his sensitive side. You just don 't know 'Knuckles ' 
like I do". Stubb Peter was apprehended by a group of 
hunters and confessed (without torture, so they say) to being 
a werewolf, whereupon he was strapped to a spimling wheel 
and executioners pulled lwnps of flesh from him with red 
hot pincers. He was then decapitated and set on fire. A slight 
case of overcompensation you may think, but it was 
intended to serve as an example to other potential 
werewolves. If you can't do the time then don't do the crime 
(they had Daily Mail readers in those days too). 

This was just one of dozens of werewolf trials in the 
sixteenth century. Bordeaux, the scene of one such trial in 
1603, has also seen a fairly recent case. In 1989, a 28-year­
old man invited a complete stranger to his house for a meal 
(as you do) and shortly after finishing the canapes, launched 
a vicious and unprovoked attack on his guest, beating the 
poor man to death with his bare hands (his own bands, not 
the guest's). Basically, the sort of thing you'd only expect to 
see on the celebrity episode of 'Can't Cook, Won't Cook', 
featwing Dr Crippin and Danny Mills. After his capture, the 
killer descn'bed symptoms of transformation into a 
werewolf. He told his psychiatrist, Prof Michel Benezech, 
'My teeth grow longer . . .  my skin is not my own, but that of a 
wolf .. I want to bite and drink blood and eat flesh'.  He was 
subs�ently diagnosed with lycanthropy (the killer, not the 
psychiatrist). As if to give this case an appropriate level of 
gravitas and credt'bility, the programme then featured an 
interview with Dr. Raj Persaud, the resident headworker 
from 'RICHARD AND JUDY', someone whose opinion has 
as much weight as a supermodel' s breakfast He informs us 
that lycanthropy is in fact a psychotic delusion where the 

sufferer genuinely believes that they are twning into a wolf. 
Unfortunately, he fails to identify the psychotic delusion 
where a talentless husband-and-wife horror show genuinely 
believe that they are turning into respected TV interviewers 
by moving their 'work' to teatime Channel 4, but we'll let 
that pass. Dr Hamdy Moselhy descn'bed a patient who was 
convinced that her hands were tuming into claws. A brain 
scan fol.Uld a lesion in the area of her brain associated with 
controlling bands and feet. QED. Brain damage = 
lycanthropy. This is, of course, a perfectly logical argument, 
but you cannot conclude :from this single study that this 
holds true for all cases. The erstwhile Dr Persaud informs us 
that lycanthropy may also be caused by a mental illness such 
as manic depression (rather than physical damage) and that 
the majority of people receiving treatment for lycanthropy 
eventually recover. And if any of you are even thinking of 
the '1 used to be a werewolf, but . . . . . . ' joke, you will be 
rounded up, taken outside during the next full moon and 
shot through the head with a silver bullet. All werewolf 
cliches which (to its credit) did not appear in this 
programme. Mr Fox swnmarises by sombrely announcing 
that our friend the dinner-guest bludgeoner :from Bordeaux 
refused treatment for lycanthropy and has been released into 
the conununity and the authorities are convinced he will 
strike again. A chilling thought. However, I don't think we 
in Britain need to worry, as if he does, in any way, resemble 
an anima� the French farmers will probably set fire to him 
as soon as he reaches Calais. 

Unfmished Monkey Business 

So whilst impaired brain function may lead someone 
to think that they're a werewolf, how could they also look 
like one? The programme attempts to explain this using 
sightings of wild, half-human/half-beast creatures, such as 
the infamous Monkeyman of Delhi. Reports descn'bed a 
creature with 'the head of a monkey and eyes of a cat' and a 
six-foot hairy black figure that could 'jump twenty foet into 
the air '. Sanal Edamarku of the Indian Rationalists 
Association described mass fear and panic in which three 
people died in the rush to escape attack. Police collected 
hWldreds of eye-wi1ness accotmts and 3000 officers had 
worked on the case. 

Could the Monkeyman just be a 'rogue' monkey? Dr. 
Iqbal Malik, a primatologist, descn'bed how wild monkeys 
roaming in Delhi often go into peoples houses steal food 
:from the fridge. They are cheeky monkeys, but they 
wouldn't attack without provocation. We are left to assume 
that this wasn't an issue, and that the people of Delhi do not 
have some new sport involving pelting six-foot monkeys 
with rotten fruit, or hitting them with big sticks. Or monkey 
tennis. No, Dr. Malik is 1 OOOA> convinced that this creature 
was not a real monkey. Perhaps it is a human that looks like 
a monkey? After all, anyone who saw the 'Madchester' 
bands of the early 90's could tmderstand the confusion. So, 
short of a six-foot man in a gorilla suit with a concealed 
pogo stick, what could make a human look like a monkey? 
Enter the fora/ children (not literally, as that would be 
hideous) or children that have lived in the wild A famous 
example was the Wolf G1:rls of India, who were found in a 
wolf's lair by an Indian missionary in the 1920's. Despite 
nwnerous attempts to change their behaviour, he found that 
they continued to waJ.k on all fours and behave like animals. 
I'm sure Patsy Kensit would sympathiSe with him. Prof 
Douglas Candland, a prirnatologist :from Bucknell 



University, Pennsylvania informs us that there have been 
over 400 reported cases since 1 700. The striking 
characteristic of these children is that they are exceptionally 
hairy, EXCEPT for their buttocks (an unforttmate bareness 
which rules them out as future rugby players). One of his 
cases was that of Jolm Ssebwtya in Uganda. At the age of 
five, he saw his father kill his mother and fearing for his 
own life he took refuge in the nearby forest, where he was 
raised by monkeys. He has no idea how long he was with 
the monkeys before he was rescued but he is now a teenager. 
When found he was covered in thick grey hair, except for 
his buttocks. Why was he so hairy? Cut to Prof Hubert 
Lacey, an expert in eating disorders from St Georges 
Hospital Medical School in London, who informs us that 
excess hairiness often appears after hormonal imbalances 
and certain cancers but can also appear after excess 
starvation. A selective advantage may be gained as the hair 
traps air and gives wannth after the body's fat reserves have 
been exhausted (much like a fart trapped in a sleeping bag). 
This hairiness may explain these half-man/half-beast 
creatures. As far as the Monkeyman is concerned, we may 
never know as the sightings stopped after two intensive 
weeks in the spotlight (again, like most early '90's 
Madchester bands). 

At this point the programme seems to leave us to 
asswne that the werewolves of legend and fiction are just 
excessively hairy people with defective brains that spend 
half their lives walking on all fours and cause untold pain 
and misery to those unfortunate enough to meet them. Well, 
we've all had dates like that I blame poor disco lighting 
myself. 

Voodoo Lady, Black Magic Child 

Next stop, the island of Haiti, home of voodoo. Witch 
doctors claim to be able to raise corpses to become their 
slaves (or zombies). They prey on the newly dead and the 
Haiti authorities take this practise so seriously that it is now 
a criminal offence to raise the dead (that's why there's no 
Haitian word for Goodison Park). Official records are harder 
to find than a needle in a male student's flat, but there is one 
famous case. Clavius Narcise was declared dead at the 
Albert Schweitzer hospital in 1962. He claims he was taken 
from his tomb and revived by a witch doctor and only when 
his master died did he retwn home. His undertaker, Antoine 
Veus, recognised Clavius by virtue of a scar where he had 
been hit by a hammer during coffinisation (as George Dubya 
would probably say). He was readmitted to the hospital in 
1980 with a hernia and gave his occupation as 'zombie'. Dr 
John Judson (an American doctor who, disconcertingly, 
looks more like a zombie than Clavius ever did) admitted '/ 
cannot explain it, there are some things in this world which 
are unexplained'. Like the Bermuda Triangle for instance. 
How a song like that ever became a hit I'll never know, but I 
digress. Witchdoctor Boss Oriel (who sounds like a leading 
brand of washing powder, 'Our black magic keeps it 's 
blackness over 50% longer than other similarly-priced witch 
doctors or your money back') is prepared to spill the beans. 
A brave thing to do, as breaking the magic circle of voodoo 
is not exactly like letting out the secrets of Paul Daniels (a 
man of such wondrous magic, he couldn't even produce a 
convincing toupee). Apparently, it is all done with a powder 
which puts his victims into a deep coma. He then breaks into 
their tmnbs and revives them, although he refuses to give the 
recipe. However, witch doctor Ludovic Bruno goes fw1:her 
and claims the powder contains crushed 'sea toad' bones 
and liver. Sea toad is what the witch doctor calls the puffer 
fish (or fugu in Japan), a delicacy which is potentially lethal. 
The liver, skin and ovaries contain a poison called rrx 
(tetrodotoxin) which can cause almost total paralysis whilst 

the victim is still conscious, as experienced by John Zamora, 
a man (read idiot) who ate an illegally imported puffer ftsh 
and became paralysed He survived as doctors were able to 
keep him alive until the poison wore off as it was only a low 
dose. And there's the rub. The dose has to be exact, and 
there is a 0.001g difference between the desired effect and 
death in animals. Effectively, the method is about as reliable 
as a plwnber's estimate. So it seems unlikely that it could be 
used with any consistency to induce 'zombification' and the 
programme expands no further. If true, it may be that the 
witch doctors have a very low success rate (think Andy 
Cole), plus no-one would actually see the failed attempts as 
they would have appeared dead to begin with. 

Back to the Foxster: 'Most of us do not believe that 
the dead can physically retwn but there are many who 
believe that the dead can communicate with the living'. And 
thus we are neatly brought to the final pcu:t - that of ghosts 
and spirits. 

Ghost In The Machine 

In September 1977, the nation was gripped by the 
'Enfield Poltergeist' case, an apparent poltergeist in the 
home of a mother and four children. Eyewitnesses claimed 
they saw furniture moving as if pushed by an invisible force. 
These eyewitnesses included officers of the Metropolitan 
police, who, to be fair, can be utterly trusted. Oh, yes. 
Especially in the 1 970's when their record was as clean as a 
blind coalminers arse. Objects were flying through the air 
(or falling down the stairs, your Honour) and strange sounds 
were coming from the walls. At this point the family 
contacted the Psychical Society and the case was 
investigated by Maurice Grosse, a man with a moustache the 
size of Arbroath. It was his first case and for 18 months it 
ate into his time like rust in an antique clock shop with a 
leaky roof. To begin with, tape recorders were set up in 
different rooms. One such recording was played where the 
eleven-year-old daughter Janet had been pulled out of bed 
and thrown across the room. Maurice was convinced he was 
dealing with a poltergeist 

Dr Chris French, a psychologist from Goldsmiths 
College of the University of London, suggests modern 
parapsychologists believe not in a poltergeist spirit, but in 
externalised energy, often from a troubled adolescent (aren't 
they all?). The incidents seemed to centre around Janet, who 
had been most affected by her parents' recent divorce. At 
one point, cameras were placed in Janet's room and the 
pictures seemed to suggest Janet was levitating above the 
bed. Sceptics claimed Janet had just jumped, but the 
cameraman involved claims the pictures could not have been 
a hoax. The camera was operating at such a fast shutter 
speed that Janet had gone from lying down to vertically 
upright in the air above the bed within one-sixth of a second. 
Maurice found further evidence when the poltergeist 
acquired a voice when Maurice was being answered by a 
deep guttural voice, coming from the mouth of 1 1-year-old 
Janet. Dozens of other witnesses also heard her talk in this 
voice. When questioned, the voice claimed to belong to a 
man called Bill who 'fell asleep and died in a chair in a 
corner downstairs'.  Further investigation showed that a man 
called Bill had indeed died wtder those circwnstances years 
earlier. 1bis evidence persuaded the national newspapers to 
run the story. Dr. Cluis French is unconvinced. Whilst 
believers say she couldn't have kept up that voice as part of 
a hoax without damage to her vocal cords, he claims it is 
possible. He also informs us that Janet's uncle had told of 
her training herself to speak with this voice. So was it a 
hoax? If so, how could so many people be fooled? Dr. 
French believes that people WANT to accept anything that 
suggests there is life after death and that Maurice (who had 



lost a young daughter tragically a couple of years earlier) 
was more susceptible than most This was also the biggest 
case he'd ever worked on and he may have desperately 
wanted it to be true, to the detriment of rationality. A 
patronising and ungracious argument, I think, but what can 
you expect of psychologists. The family involved did not 
want to talk about the events but all had previously signed 
statements confmning that they had told the truth. So Chris 
is doubtful and :Maurice believes that the evidence 'speaks 
for itself (as, indeed, did old Bill). Back to Eddy to sum up, 
'So it all depends which side of the fence you 're on. Either 

you accept Maurice 's interpretation of events, or you think 
he and the other witnesses were hoaxed'. Nice one, 
Sherlock. 

Underneath The Arches 

Mr Fox says, 'Sometimes there is more to ghaJts than 
simple trickery' . Good to see he has an open mind. The 
world's  largest ghost hunt took place early in 2001 in 
Edinburgh, a city which has a reputation as the most haunted 
in Europe. A lone piper is said to walk the battlements of 
Edinburgh castle, although that god-awful racket they make 
means that one is more than enough. The castle and its 
dungeons are said to be haunted by the ghosts of French 
soldiers imprisoned there during the 1 8th century (soWlds 
like a right barrel of laughs). Dr. Richard Wiseman and a 
team of researchers set up the ghost hunt using 'hi-tech ' 
equipment (ie. a camcorder and some pencils and paper) 
and over 240 volunteers. He took them to the 'most haunted 
place in Edinburgh', the vaults Wlder the South Bridge. Fran 
Hollimake, a tour guide, is convinced that the vaults deserve 
their reputation (although I wonder which came first - the 
Road-to-Damascus-style conversion or the fat cheque :from 
the Edinburgh tourist board?). 'Not one week has gone by 
without somebody having something strange happening to 
them '. None of them on the programme though, I notice. 
These chambers have only recently opened after being 
walled-up for years. Since then, there have been reported 
sightings of eight different spirits including 'an angry man 
wielding a knife and a mischievous little bay'. No, I have no 
idea why he was wielding the mischievous little boy. Are 
these experiences real? Dr W"I.Selllan, a researcher :from the 
University of Hertfordshire, wanted to see if the volm1teers 
experienced anything similar. He convinced them to spend 
time alone in the vaults Wlder 'controlled' conditions. I 
prefer the term 'monitored' as any ghostly axe-wielding 
zombie in the vicinity is not going to be controlled by a C90 
tape and a microphone. Some of these vaults ·had a 
reputation as being haunted; others did not 40% of the 
volunteers reported some sort of experience, mainly that of a 
sensed presence. One volunteer saw 'a man in a leather 
apron ', although this may have been a flashback to the last 
weeks WldergroWld butcher-themed S&M night On 
analysing the data, Dr W�seman discovered something very 
interesting, and probably not Wlexpected: those who 
experienced the ghostly phenomena were in the 'haunted' 
vaults. So, is this proof that there are spirits there? The 
equipment provided other explanations. The 'haunted' 
vaults had more air movement (which may explain some of 
the physical experiences such as the sense of someone 
brushing past or breathing) and Wlusual variation in 
magnetic fields. Could these magnetic fields make people 
feel a ghostly presence? Dr Michael Persinger of the 
Laurentian University, Ontario thought so. He can induce 
supernatural experiences in a special chamber using 
magnetic fields and one such experiment showed a woman 
strapped into a chair and, using a 'special helmet', was 
exposed to intense and varying magnetic fields: 
'something 's got hold of my left leg . . . . horrid . . .  it 's as though 

something 's pulling me and I can 't see what it is . . .  this is 
odd, I don 't know what I 'm frightened about, I 'm really 
scared'. What I want to know is what kind of person 
volunteers to have unnaturally high levels of magnetic force 
pumped through their brains? It's no wonder the likes of 
Hitler get to run countries when people are willing to go 
along with anyone who wears a white coat and has the word 
'doctor' in :front of their name. The magnetic fields detected 
in the vaults were not as intense as those in Dr. Persinger's 
lab, but the effects were eerily similar. 

However, other invisible forces may be at work. Vie 
Tandy (who is not a 1960's club singer or a 1980's home 
computer) is a scientist :from Coventry University and his 
laboratory was the scene of some supernatural shenanigans. 
The cleaning lady swore she had seen a ghost in the lab. 
Others had reported a strange sense of presence in the room. 
Vie was dubious Wttil he was alone in the lab one night. 
Feeling like someone was watching rum," he felt a chill, 
began to perspire and the hairs stood up on the back of his 
neck (imagine the Rocky Horror Show without the 'fim' 
costumes). He noticed moving shadows by his shoulder as if 
something was behind him. A grey object appeared in his 
peripheral vision, and when he turned to look it disappeared. 
The next day, he was working with a foil blade when it 
began to VIbrate on its own. He began to worry, but like any 
good scientist, when he put his imagination on hold he 
realised that the blade must be getting energy from 
somewhere. A bit of detective work later, he tracked it down 
to a soWld wave at a :frequenc.y of 19Hz being produced by 
an indus1rial fan. On switching off the fan, the blade ceased 
VIbrating. He described a sense of :freshness that entered the 
room when the fan was off, as if 'someone had thrown open 
the doors . . .  it was much less oppressive'. The sound wave 
was below hearing range (in:frasound) and, as demonstrated 
by the blade, the wave can also affect the eye by inducing 
VIbration, causing smears in peripheral vision. These 
in:frasoWld waves have also been shown to cause 
hyperventilation, leading to feelings of panic. Vie was 
convinced that this was responsible for the occurances in his 
lab, but could it explain other ghost sightings? He took 
himself, his theory and some gadgets to a local 14th century 
cellar with a haunted reputation and looked for low­
frequency soWld waves. And guess what? Well I'd love to 
say that he came out of that cellar shaking, struck dumb and 
his hair had turned white but you know what's coming. Y ep, 
there were soWld waves present around the door where 
sightings had been reported. So, can infrasoWtd and . 
magnetic fields explain everything the Edinburgh volunteers 
saw and felt? Emma Beeby was one of the volunteers who 
heard somebody breathing and was terrified. As she talked 
to the camera about it, she noticed that the breathing 
seemed to restrain itself as if there was some sort of 
interaction with her. Could this be her mind at work? She is 
still unsure what to believe. 

The last words of this relaxing hour of murder, 
mystery and mayhem go to Mr Fox. 'It is easy to dismiss 
people who report bizarre experiences as unreliable, 
hysterical, deluded. But perhaps we can find a place for 
apparently supernatural events in our world We have seen 
haw fear of ghosts can be generated by natural phenomena. 
Our belief in werewolves can be triggered by mental illness 
and how zombies could be the product of simple but effictive 
poisoning. All these explanations may in time be proved 
wrong, some of them after all seem a little improbable, but 
as the great detective Sherlock Holmes once said, "once you 
have eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however 
improbable, must be the truth"'.  Amen to that. 



STOP P R ESS ! ! !  
'Area 51 MillS Tl .line' 

A web site christened with the name www. 
CounterEvidence.com. claims that the infamous Area 5 1. 
previously sited at Groom Lake, N� has moved, at least 
partially, to Maine. 
1be precise location is the Worumbo Mill in Lisbon Falls.A 
spokesman from the site was quoted as saying; �rea 51, the 
mecca of conspiracy theorists, is famous as the test site of the 
U-2 spy plane in the 1950s and various other secret aircraft 
thereafter. But conspiracy theorists make darker allegations. 
They claim the site is home to crashed alien spacecrqft. 
back-engineered alien technology and even alien bodies, 
alive or not. 
� 1997 Popular Mechanics article claimed that the US 
Alrforce has offtctally abandoned Area 51. But we at 
CounterEvidence claim that several projects from the area 
were loaded into military aircraft in 2001, and moved to 
undisclosed locations. Our researchers tracked the aircraft 
to Brunswick Naval Air Station and a convoy of truclcs from 
.Brunswick to Lisbon Falls. 
They stopped at the Worumbo Mill. ' 
Local residents would beg to differ, however. 
Frank Anicetti, who owns Frank's Famous Frozen Fruited 
Flavours. just across the street from the bJanket mill. which 
cbninates the southeastern edges of the main drag, told 
reporters; 'Well, 1 would say that this comes as news to the 
folies around here. 1 think I might have noticed if a military 
convoy rolled through town and set up shop. Except for 
workers, the only tridfic at the Worumbo Mill is bargain 
shoppers visiting the outlet store. ' 
Another resident, Jo Miller, also states that she couldn't have 
failed to notice such a dramatic arrival of men and equipment. 
She is eo-owner of and manager of the miD and the 
accompanying outlet store. For the past eight years she has 
watched workers knit blankets - 'good, old-fashioned 
blankets. The most high-tech material we use here Is Rayon. ' 
1be complex consists of the outlet store, administrative 
offices, the mill, a hydroelectric plant ... And the mysterious 
Building 14. 
That's just our warehouse. ' Miller asserts. 
'Some ofthe machinery is new, but much of it has been in use 

for a number ofyears. Some machines built to make yam 
haven't been used since the 1950s. 
� to why the conspiracy researchers at CounterEvidence 

picked Lisbon Falls and my mill, 1 have a theory of my own. 
'It's the name. Worumbo, and the way it rolls off the tongue. 
They always have troubk saying it on the radio. It's just one 
of those words. ' 
Other Lisbon Falls residents seem equally surprised to 
discover that their hometown is tbe new home to 'Conspiracy 
Central,' and have been quick to assert that nothing out of the 
ordinary has been seen in the locale. 
'I'd be surprised if they (aliens) even knew Lisbon Falls or 
Worumbo even existed. ' said .Amanda Coyne of Lisbon House 
Pizza's. 
The web site's choice of Worumbo will remain a mystery. 
Rival researchers are either unaware of CERC's claims or are 

just plain ignoring them. 
Phone calls and e-mails to the consortium's Washington D.C., 
go unanswered. A recording advises 'You are calling from a 
non-secure line and cannot be connected directly to our 
offices. Please call back using a secure phone line. ' 
An e-mail request for information or an interview was turned 
down by 'Jay Michael's' in the public affairs and legal offices 
of the consortimn. 

. , 
'Please understand that it is not the policy of CERC to grant 
media interviews, ' Jay Micbaels wrote. 'We do not go out of 
our way-to gamer external publicity on our findings. ' 
Michaels never replied to subsequent messages sent by local 
journalists to bis law.com Hll8il address. Law.com, it turns 
out, is a free and anonymous service available to anyone with 
a computer. 
CERC's story was first posted on the Internet in January, 
2001, and a second report posted in February of the same 
year, delivers more information, but only to paying members. 
Later updates, scheduled to appear monthly through July, 
2001, never materalised. According to the Web site, those 
reports are still being edited and will be released when they are 
finished. 
Yeah, right. 
Locals remain understandably sceptical, but best-selling horror 
writer Stephen King. a Durham native, didn't seem to be 
surprised by the rumour. King used to worlc in the mill for a 
time as a young man. 
'If ever there was a place to stick aliens, . Worumbo Mill was 
it, ' reportedly said through bis assistant. 
And still, Anicetti wonders. 
'When you get right down to it, Maine would be perfoct for 
that kind of thing. There's a lot of land where you could do 
something without most people ever knowing. And the people 
here just kt you work without bothering you. 
'In fact, the more I thinlc about it, the more I am willing to 
belt eve it . . . Or at least a part oftt. 
'If there is anything to this, 1 bet the story that it's at the mill 
was designed to throw everyone off the track. I bet it's really 
going on someplace else . . .  Like Lewiston. ' 
26th February, 2002 Lisbon Falls. Maine, USA. 'LEWJSTON 
SUN JOURNAL' 

Teenager Encouraged To 
Kill By Demonic Entities 

And finally. for this issue, cmsider if you will the story of 
18-year-old Kyle Hulbert, of Millersville, MaryJand, USA. 
who confessed to the sword slaying of a prominent scientist, 
claiming fantasy creatures granted him permission to kill in 
order to protect a ftiend. 
Kyle apparently believed that biophysicist Robert M. 
Schwartz, 57, was trying to murder his own daughter, Kyle's 
friend, by lacing lemons with sulphuric acid and poisoning her 
pork chops. Hulbert, who has been diagnosed as 
schizophrenic, said he was angered by 19-yea.r-old Clam Jane 
Schwartz's accounts of her father's abuse. The pair had been 
friends since meeting at tbe Maryland Renaissance Festival in 
October, 2001.  '1 have always told Clara that I would protect 
her. ' he wrote. 
He said the final straw came after CJara allegedly claimed her 
fBther 'wanted to make sure she did not come back from a 
family trip. ' That was all I could take, ' he wrote. 
The teenager said Vampires and creatures named Ordog.' 
Sabba and Nicodemus tben gave him permission to protect his 
'closest, most dear friend. ' 
Kyle said that after he stabbed Schwartz with a 27-inch sword 
at the scieotist's rural farmhouse. he drank his victim's blood 
and went into �frenzy. ' 
Along with Hulbert, CJara Schwartz, Michael Pfohl, 21, and 
Katherine lnglis, 19. are, at the time of writing. awaiting trial 
on fust«gree murder charges. The four have told police they 
share a devotion to fantasy realms dominted by Vampires and 
Witchcraft. 
Schwartz's mother, Mary, stated tbat it was 'absolutely 
absurd' that Robert would try to poison his daughter. and 
incomprehensible that CJara would help plan the slaying. 
26th Febnx.zry, 2002 Maryland USA. 'ASSOCIATED PRESS' 


