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FROM THE AUTHOR, BRAD STEIGER

Areal nightmare occurs when you experience a frightening encounter with something strange and unknown, and you know without question that you are not asleep, that you are not dreaming. You know with every ounce of your being that the chilling encounter is real.

I first experienced real nightmares when I was a child. Today, my sister and I attribute our insomnia to the ghostly visitors that walked through our bedrooms nearly every night and kept us awake. Our farmhouse was built on the site of the old stagecoach stop, and it seemed that some other-worldly passengers were still trying to catch the last stage out of this dimension. It didn’t help when our parents tore the old house down and built a new home on the same site. Our spirit companions still appeared as shadows moving about the house and amused themselves by knocking on the walls, stomping about with heavy feet, and opening and closing doors. Growing up with real nightmares on a regular basis prepared me for the nights in my adulthood when I would investigate haunted houses with a team of paranormal researchers and encounter a wide variety of other-worldly beings.

For the past five decades, I have been devoted to exploring and examining unusual, unexplainable, and otherwise strange occurrences. In addition to in-field research, I have collected chilling tales of the strange and unknown for many years. My first published works appeared in national publications when I was a twenty-year-old college senior. I wrote a number of stories and articles on the weird, the paranormal, and the mysterious for a wide variety of mystery and men’s magazines. While I was a high school and college English teacher, I wrote numerous short stories for such magazines as Fantastic, Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine, The Saint, Exploring the Unknown, and Fate. My first book was Monsters, Maidens, and Mayhem: A Pictorial History of the Hollywood Monster Movie, followed by the sequel, Master Movie Monsters, later that same year. Next was a collection of my articles on the paranormal published as Ghosts, Ghouls, and Other Peculiar People. I finally left teaching and became a full-time paranormal researcher and writer.

I have been fortunate that my books and articles have struck a responsive chord with both fans and critics. My editing of Project Bluebook was hailed by Omni magazine as one of the best UFO books of the century. I was inducted into the Hypnosis Hall of Fame for my work with UFO contactees, abductees, and past life regression, and I received the Lifetime Achievement Award at the National UFO and Unexplained Phenomena Conference.

My good fortune brightened even more when I began a friendship and a working relationship with Sherry Hansen, who had worked closely with Dr. J. Allen Hynek, the official scientific advisor for the U.S. Air Force’s twenty-year study of UFOs. In the latter years of his life, and until his death, Sherry served as his publicist at his nonprofit UFO research organization in Phoenix. Sherry co-wrote the Real Aliens and Real Miracles books with me.

Since childhood, Sherry was intrigued by the enigmas of humankind’s prehistory, the mysteries of lost civilizations, and the possibility of life elsewhere in the universe. In the 1960s, Sherry co-created and produced the highly acclaimed Celebrate Life multi-media awareness program, which was performed around the country for colleges, business organizations, and churches. She achieved a national reputation as a resource consultant and speaker in the field of stress management, as well as in many other areas in her spectrum of interests.

For many years, Sherry actively studied the dynamic interaction between the body, mind, and spirit, as well as the effects of environment and technology on health and wellness. Sherry has studied with Indian gurus, healers from several cultures, and shamans from various Native American tribes, including Rolling Thunder and the Hopi Chief Grandfather David.

In the early 1970s Sherry founded The Butterfly Center for Transformation, a nonprofit school dealing with alternative approaches to healing and learning, as well as explorations of life after death, ghosts, secret technologies, UFOs, conspiracies, prophecy, power of prayer, exorcism, spirit contact, and reincarnation.

Sherry was honored to be included in The World Who’s Who of Women, International Biographical Centre, Cambridge, England; 2,000 Notable American Women, American Biographical Institute; Five Hundred Leaders of Influence—Twentieth Century Achievement Award (on permanent display in the U.S. Library of Congress); and Who’s Who of Professional and Business Women.

Sherry is a former magazine editor and served as a creative director and writer for many advertising agencies. While she was in advertising, Sherry wrote over a thousand ads that were used for print (brochure, newspaper, magazine, logos). She also wrote commercials for radio and television, many of which she directed.

Sherry and I married in 1987, and for the next fifteen years we lectured and conducted seminars on our combined research into the paranormal, UFOs, and mysterious phenomena throughout the United States and overseas. A number of reviewers have referred to us as the “original” Mulder and Scully and suggested that we had well established our own X-Files long before the television series began. We were featured in twenty-two episodes of the television series Could It Be a Miracle?, and together some of our television appearances and specials include: The Joan Rivers Show, Entertainment Tonight, Inside Edition, Hard Copy, Hollywood Insider, and specials on HBO, USA Network, The Learning Channel, The History Channel, and Arts and Entertainment (A&E), among others.

I have written more than two thousand articles with paranormal themes. I am the author or coauthor of more than 170 books, including Real Vampires, Night Stalkers, and Creatures from the Darkside; Real Ghosts, Restless Spirits, and Haunted Places; The Werewolf Book; and with my wife, Sherry, the co-author of forty-three books, including Real Miracles, Divine Intervention, and Feats of Incredible Survival; Conspiracies and Secret Societies, and Real Aliens, Space Beings, and Creatures from Other Worlds.

Thanks to my loyal fans—many of whom state that they began reading my books when they were only ten or eleven years old and have followed my work ever since—I have been able to devote my career to exploring and examining unusual, unexplainable, and otherwise strange occurrences. The reviews have also been consistently appreciative—often with a recurrent theme of “leaving the lights on” and not being able to sleep after reading one of my books.

While most individuals would probably be offended if someone accused them of giving them nightmares, I take it as a compliment.

Commenting on my chilling Real Vampires, Night Stalkers, and Creatures from the Darkside, a reviewer wondered if Stephanie Meyer “would ever have written the Twilight books” if she had read my book first.

Another reviewer stated that Real Vampires was “far darker, more ominous than anything that Hollywood could ever throw at us.”

Yet another warned that Real Vampires “will keep you awake at night and you will want to sleep with the lights on, which I must warn you may be the only way that you will rest at all.”

Real Zombies, the Living Dead, and Creatures from the Darkside prompted similar warnings from book reviewers:

“Like a Zombie, this book will grab you by the jugular vein and won’t let go.

“Real Zombies is fascinating, chilling, blood curdling.”

Those who reviewed Real Ghosts, Restless Spirits, and Haunted Places also felt it was their duty to advise readers of possible nightmares as a result of reading the book:

“There were several occasions where I had to stop and allow the chills to pass, but I still had to read with all the lights on.”

From the Author, Brad Steiger

“This book will scare you out of your wits!”

“There are terrifying tales of ghosts and mysterious beings that will unnerve you.”

“Brad Steiger’s gripping narrative style takes readers inside the haunts and explores the ghostly activity from the perspective of the witnesses.”

“A Steiger classic that will send innumerable chills and shivers up and down the reader’s spine.”

Real Monsters, Gruesome Creatures, and Beasts from the Darkside brought similar forewarnings from reviewers that readers may suffer resultant nightmares from reading the book:

“Filled with gripping, nail-biting monster stories, be prepared to give up sleeping until you are completely finished with this book.”

“This book earns a prominent place in my personal library because of its scare factor.”

“I’ve been interested in the paranormal all of my life, and I have never been afraid of monsters until I read this book.”

“You will have to leave the lights on to get even half-way through this book.”

And now, in an exciting new and unique series entitled Real Nightmares, my publisher Visible Ink and I are offering you some fan favorites from those books that readers have declared the most frightening, scary, and awesome—the ones that they had to leave the lights on to finish reading.
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U.S. Government’s Secret Experiments on Its Citizens

For at least fifty years the Department of Defense has used hundreds of thousands of military personnel and private citizens in experiments with mustard and nerve gas, ionizing radiation, psychochemicals, hallucinogens, and drugs.

Among the many secret experiments and other clandestine medical programs carried out by governmental or government-related agencies, the following are some of the most notorious:

1931: Cancer. The Rockefeller Institute for Medical Investigations infected human subjects with cancer cells. Dr. Cornelius Rhoads established the U.S. Army Biological Warfare facilities in Maryland, Utah, and Panama and began a series of radiation exposure experiments on patients in government and civilian hospitals.

1932: Syphilis. In the Tuskegee Syphilis Study, two hundred black men diagnosed with syphilis were never told of their illness and were used as human guinea pigs in order to better understand the symptoms of the disease. None of the men received any kind of treatment, and only seventy-four survived.

1935: Dietary deficiencies. Millions had died of pellagra, a dietary deficiency, in poverty-stricken black populations. The U.S. Public Health Service finally acted to curb the disease and admitted that it had known the causes of pellagra for more than two decades.

1940: Malaria. In order to gauge the abilities of experimental drugs designed to fight malaria, four hundred prisoners in Chicago were infected with the disease.

1942: Mustard gas. Four thousand servicemen, mostly Seventh-day Adventists who were conscientious objectors, served as human guinea pigs for mustard gas experiments.

1946: Medical experiments. World War II veterans recovering from wartime wounds in Veterans Administration hospitals were quietly used as subjects in medical studies and experiments.

1947: Radioactive injections. The U.S. Atomic Energy Commission began administering intravenous doses of radioactive materials to human subjects.

1947: Psychedelics. In its efforts to evaluate LSD as a potential weapon or truth serum, the Central Intelligence Agency administered dosages of the powerful hallucinogenic drug to human subjects, civilian and military, often without their knowledge or consent.

1950: Radiation. With nuclear weapons still in their infancy, Department of Defense detonated nuclear devices in desert areas and then monitored unsuspecting civilians in cities downwind from the blasts for medical problems and mortality rates.

1950: Bacteriological warfare. The U.S. Navy sprayed a cloud of bacteria over San Francisco to test how a large city would respond to more lethal biological attacks. Many residents became ill with pneumonialike symptoms.

1955: Biological agents. In an experiment to test its ability to infect human populations with biological agents, the Central Intelligence Agency released bacteria in the Tampa, Florida, area.

1956: Yellow fever. Mosquitoes infected with yellow fever were released over Savannah, Georgia, and Avon Park, Florida. U.S. Army disease specialists, posing as public health officials, tested area residents for effects.

1965: Dioxin. Inmates at Holmesburg State Prison in Philadelphia were dosed with dioxin, the toxic chemical component of Agent Orange used in Vietnam.

1966: Germ warfare. More than a million civilians were exposed to germ warfare when U.S. Army scientists dropped light bulbs filled with bacteria onto ventilation grates throughout the New York City subway system.

1977: Contamination. Senate hearings revealed that between 1949 and 1969, 239 highly populated areas, including San Francisco, Washington, D.C., Key West, Panama City (Florida), Minneapolis, and St. Louis, had been contaminated with biological agents.

1978: Hepatitis B. The Centers for Disease Control asked specifically for promiscuous homosexual males when it tested an experimental hepatitis B vaccine in New York, Los Angeles, and San Francisco. Three years later, in those same cities, the first cases of AIDS were confirmed in homosexual men.

1990: Measles. The Centers for Disease Control inoculated more than 1,500 six-month-old black and Hispanic babies in Los Angeles against measles. Later, the center confessed that the vaccine was experimental.

1995: Biological agents. Evidence surfaced that the biological agents used during the Gulf War had been manufactured in Houston, Texas, and Boca Raton, Florida, and tested on prisoners in the Texas Department of Corrections.
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Brad Steiger Investigates the Glowing Ghost of a Midwestern Mansion

In July 1970 medium Irene Hughes and I brought a group of researchers to a university city in the Midwest, where we encountered a glowing spirit entity that so impressed itself on the psyches of certain members of our investigative group that for years afterward they reported awakening from nightmares, fearful that the ghost was forming again right in their bedrooms. Because the mansion that was home to the ghost has since been torn down and a new house built on the estate, I have changed the name of the previous owners and omitted the identity of the city in which the mansion was located.

My friend and associate Glenn had received a lead on this particular house from some police officers. Before the house had been vacated, two elderly sisters had lived there alone. According to a number of police officers, who had themselves witnessed the appearance of the ghost, nearly every night a glowing something would manifest in a lane that ran alongside the house. Then the manifestation would walk up to the house, enter it, and interact with the sisters.

On several occasions, the police had received calls from frightened neighbors who had seen the thing. These people thought the police should do something about the spook light, but the officers who responded to the call really didn’t know how to handle what they assumed to be some kind of ghost. They would just sit in their squad cars outside the house and watch the two elderly women talking with the glowing light. After one of the sisters passed on and the other was taken to a nursing home, the ghost light continued to appear at the mansion.

On the first night we arrived in the city, our host suggested that we drive out to take a look at the ghostly site. It was midnight by then. Glenn was driving my station wagon, and he edged it cautiously into the lane of the estate. The headlights picked up the image of a wooden gate bearing a sign containing a strict warning that trespassers should keep out or risk being prosecuted. Glenn said that he had arranged for the caretaker to meet us at the estate the next day. He had also requested a police officer to accompany us just to be certain a passing squad car didn’t pick us up as vandals.

Irene complained that it appeared as though we had entered a jungle. There was a heavy overgrowth of weeds and bushes. Thick, drooping branches of untrimmed trees virtually blanketed the narrow lane. Glenn said that from our present position we wouldn’t be able to see more than the edge of what had once been one of the city’s loveliest estates.

“What’s that?”

I don’t remember who first saw it, but no one had to point out that the dark and quiet scene was suddenly interrupted by a glowing intruder. There appeared to be a very large orb of light moving in front of us down the lane.

The moon was covered by clouds that night. Glenn turned off the headlights, and the strange orb glowed brightly in the total darkness. The nearest streetlight was completely cut off from the old estate by the thick wall of trees.

As we watched, the orb of light moved toward the old house. Everyone turned to look at Irene, who was seated in the middle of the backseat. In the dim glow of the dashboard lights, I noticed a rather strange expression on her face, and it had occurred to me that she had been extremely quiet during our excitement over sighting the ghostly figure.

“Shall we go right now and investigate the whatever it is?” someone wondered.

“No,” Irene answered firmly, breaking her silence. “Not tonight. I have a very bad feeling that it would not be good for us to walk down that lane right now.”

There was a certain tone to her voice that indicated that she meant exactly what she said. Her psychic impression told her that the time was not right to invade the darkened lane and approach the shimmering orb that seemed to be moving toward the deserted house.
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Medium Irene Hughes.

“Let’s leave … now!” Irene said suddenly. No one argued with her.

On the second night we approached the eerie mansion, it was nearly midnight once again. Earlier that day, in the company of the caretaker, we had walked around the house and allowed Irene to pick up psychic impressions about its past inhabitants. At first the caretaker had been very skeptical of what Irene was attempting to do. He had been quite reluctant to take time for such foolishness, and it had required a good measure of Glenn’s persuasive abilities to convince the caretaker that he should bother with us at all.

It was most interesting to watch the caretaker’s obvious change of attitude as his exchange with Irene brought him deeper and deeper into a mysterious territory whose boundaries he had never before dreamed of transgressing. He knew that there was no way Irene could have gained such detailed and personal information about the house and its inhabitants, but somehow she seemed to have intimate knowledge of the family that had owned the mansion All Glenn knew about the house was that some police officers had seen strange lights moving around inside. Neither Glenn nor myself had researched the house in any manner whatsoever, and it is doubtful that even the most exhaustive search of public records would have turned up the personal minutiae that Irene had siphoned from the psychic atmosphere of the old house.

When I asked the caretaker afterward how he would assess Irene’s percentage of accuracy, he grinned, and his answer came quickly and easily. “I’d have to give her a 90 percent,” he admitted, “and it would probably be higher if there was some way to check out every name she gave. Just about everything she said fit in. I don’t know how, but she really knew.”

When we visited the estate on that second night, we had the caretaker and a policeman with us in the station wagon. We opened the gate and drove cautiously down the lane. When we were adjacent to the old house, Glenn stopped the car.

“Let us just sit quietly for a few moments, and permit me to gain some psychic impressions of the house by night,” Irene requested. As our medium sat in meditation, I glanced absently out the windshield. Then I blinked my eyes rapidly. There was a glowing, mistlike substance forming directly in front of the station wagon’s hood. The ghost was beginning take shape right before my eyes.

“What is that?” asked the police officer sitting beside me in the front seat.

This man was not the same open-minded police officer who had accompanied us that afternoon, nor had he been one of the officers who had previously witnessed the glowing entity in the lane. This fellow had joined us earlier that evening and had been openly skeptical, even mocking, toward our efforts of investigating haunting phenomena at the mansion.

Because he had declared himself a professional disbeliever in such things as ghosts, I could not resist having a bit of fun with him.

“What is what?” I asked blandly. “I don’t see anything.”

“There,” he said in a harsh whisper. “Right there in front of the car! What in hell is that?”

I started to deny seeing anything one more time, but decided against further teasing the officer when I saw that he was nervously brushing the strap that held his service revolver in its holster. It was clear to me that this man was now dealing with something that his police manual had not prepared him for, and that he was having an extremely difficult time fitting the sight of the materializing entity into the worldview that he had only moments before held so sacrosanct.

At that moment, Glenn whispered over our shoulders in response to our overheard conversation. “I’ve been watching it for a couple of minutes now,” Glenn said. “At first it was just a wispy tendril that seemed to come from that clump of bushes over there. Then it stopped directly in front of the car and began to take form.”

By now everyone in our group observed the glowing, mistlike thing. We all sat in silence for a few moments watching as the orb grew larger and denser and began to assume a humanlike form. We decided to get out of the car for a closer inspection.

It was a very warm evening, but as I extended my hand into the midst of the glowing mist, I felt its very cold interior. Such a bold act may have been considered very rude by the entity, as the glowing image suddenly vanished. Before we could speculate on the ghost’s rapid disappearance, Irene whispered loudly from the other side of the station wagon: “There are some people coming through the bushes by the house!”

I did not hear the sounds of footsteps and crackling brush myself, but others in the group swore that they could hear the approach of two or more people coming toward us. Then the footsteps stopped, and a member of our group directed everyone’s attention to the appearance of glowing images between two trees. But before any of us could approach them, the lights went out as rapidly as extinguished candle flames.

“I swear the ghosts looked real to me, more than spirit,” Irene said. Perhaps Irene’s greater sensitivity enabled her to see images where we could only see the glowing mist and orbs. Irene suddenly put her hands to her ears and said that she heard the terrible sound of a woman screaming. “There! There in the bushes,” she directed us. “Can you see her head?”

Glenn and I told her that we could see a glowing orb, but we were apparently not sensitive enough to tune into the vibrations on the estate and see distinctive features on the entities. “Well, there are plenty of vibrations around here to tune in to,” Irene remarked. “This place is just drenched with psychic vibrations.”

Other than Irene, none of us were able to observe the lights transform into clear images of men and women, and none of our group dared confront any of the glowing lights. It appeared as though the sound portion of the ethereal broadcast had been received well enough, as most of the members of our midnight expedition insisted that they had heard the sounds of footsteps and brush being parted, but other than on Irene’s super-sensitive receiving set, the video portion of the program had been blurred. Every member of our party, including the police officer and the caretaker, had seen the ghostly glowing orbs, but only Irene Hughes had been able to adjust the fine-tune mechanism within her psyche clearly enough to pick up distinct images of the forms that had been preternaturally recorded on the grounds of the old estate.

There are a couple of eerie postscripts to this case. The first occurred approximately one calendar year after our visit to this home, when Glenn and I were conducting some follow-up research on the old mansion. We pulled into the lane about midnight in the company of three investigators, only one of whom had visited the place on a prior occasion. We took careful notice of a group of wires that stretched across the lane. Someone, undoubtedly the caretaker, had strung a number of white and red strips of cloth from the line. We switched off the headlights, got out of the vehicle, and prepared to await the ghost—which had been seen by Glenn and a university professor just a few nights before.

We did not have to wait long before a column of light about the height of an average human being appeared to the right of the automobile and made its traditional trek down the lane toward the old mansion. We viewed the glowing orb until it disappeared inside the house, then, satisfied that the phenomenon continued unabated, we turned to walk back to the car. As we were approaching the automobile, we were startled to see that a three-tine pitchfork had been shoved into the ground just a few feet in front of the vehicle.

We all knew that the pitchfork had not been there before we had switched off the headlights and began to walk down the lane. The pitchfork had been driven into the ground just in back of the white and red stripes of cloth on the wire that stretched across the driveway entrance. Since everyone had commented upon this colorful addition to the environment, we would certainly have noticed such an obtrusive element as a pitchfork added to the mix. If that shimmering column of light had truly planted that pitchfork before us, I had to admit that I was becoming concerned that we may have worn out our welcome at the haunted estate.

Three years later, on Halloween, Glenn learned that the old mansion was about to be torn down and replaced by a new home. We drove out to the estate for a farewell viewing, and on that particular occasion, even though it was Halloween, we saw nothing out of the ordinary. We decided that the glowing entity must have learned of the imminent destruction of the mansion and had at last moved on to a higher spiritual plateau.

Later that evening, we were invited to stop by a Halloween party in which a number of police officers were in attendance. Egged on by one of the officers who had experienced the haunting at the mansion on many different occasions, Glenn and I began to regale the party-goers with some spooky Halloween stories about our encounters with the glowing ghost.

The next day, before I left the city to return home, Glenn and one of the police officers stopped by the motel where I was staying to share the perfect capper to the haunting at the mansion. It seems that a couple of the police officers who had attended the Halloween party the night before had been highly skeptical of our accounts of the glowing ghost. Since they had to go on duty after the party, they decided to take the squad car out to the estate to see for themselves.

Amid howls of laughter, Glenn told me that the two officers had sat drinking coffee in the squad car, commenting derisively about our abilities as ghost researchers. Then, to their utter astonishment, the glowing entity materialized directly in front of their squad car. Begrudgingly admitting their terror, the two men confessed to their fellow officer that they had burned rubber getting out of the lane. From cynics to believers in ghosts in a matter of seconds.
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Tommy Wants to Stay in Our House

One night in January 2007, Maya and Michael Rodriquez were relaxing with a glass of wine and the newspaper when a book suddenly became airborne from a coffee table and crashed to the floor. The two went to investigate and found that, though it had been closed on the coffee table, the book had fallen face down on the carpet at the exact page that Maya had paused in her reading earlier that evening.

The airborne book was only the beginning of the phenomena. Thereafter, doors and windows would open and close of their own volition, dresser drawer contents would rearrange themselves in a new order, and strange sounds manifested in the house. The Rodriquezes were confused about the phenomena, but not greatly concerned. They were open-minded about such matters. If their house was suddenly hosting a ghost, as yet the pranks had been completely harmless.

Then, one night, Maya heard their seven-year-old daughter, Maria, talking to someone in her bedroom. Curious, Maya climbed the stairs to see to whom Maria was speaking. Maria did not have permission to have a friend over to play after dark. The child fell silent as Maya entered the room. There was no one else there.

“To whom were you talking, Maria?”

Maria looked annoyed. “No one,” she said sullenly. “I was just playing.” Maya shrugged her shoulders and left the room.

The next night the Rodriquezes lost their complacency regarding the strange phenomena visiting their home. They were sitting in the living room, watching television, when low moans seemed to be coming from Maria’s room. Maya jumped to her feet and turned down the volume control on the set, then she inclined her ear toward Maria’s room. The moans were most certainly coming from Maria. Maya and Michael went upstairs to investigate, each unmistakably worried. Michael strode forward and switched on the light. Maya screamed.

Somehow, Maria had been stuffed inside her pillow case. Her pitiful cries were muffled by the cotton fabric. Maya extricated her daughter and brought the girl downstairs with them. Together Michael and Maya comforted her until the little girl seemed to have recovered from her frightening experience. Then Maya picked Maria up and swung her into her arms.

“Time for little girls to go back to bed,” she said as she headed for the staircase. Maya stepped into the room and gasped with surprise. She and Michael and Maria were the only people in the house, and they had all been downstairs. Yet, somehow, someone had taken the pillowcase in which Maria had been imprisoned and placed it back on the pillow. The bed had been completely remade, as though Maria had not yet retired for the evening.

Maya tried to hide her uneasiness from Maria as she turned down the covers once more and tucked the girl into bed. She gave Maria a distracted kiss good night and went back downstairs.

“Michael, are all the doors and windows locked?”

Michael looked mildly surprised. “Of course, Maya. Everything is locked up.”

Maya explained to her husband what had happened.

“No one could have been in that room, yet somehow the bed was completely remade. It scared me.”

Maya remained lost in thought for a few minutes. Then she tentatively raised her head and spoke hesitantly to her husband. “Michael, you don’t suppose that my mother—God rest her—is trying to communicate with us, do you? Trying to tell us she’s all right? She’s been gone now for five months. What if her soul is not at peace?”

Michael smiled at Maya. “You know that your dear mother is at peace. There’s got to be a logical explanation for all these things. We’ll find out what it is. You wait and see.” Maya was not quite so confident that a “logical” explanation could be found. Two nights later Michael was nearly ready to agree with her.

It was almost midnight when the talking and singing began. Michael and Maya’s bedroom was on the ground floor of the house, directly below Maria’s. The Rodriquezes were just beginning to doze off when they heard Maria talking to someone in her room. At the same time, another voice could be heard singing. The voice of the singer was that of an older male child. As Michael and Maya climbed the stairs, they could hear the voices more clearly. When they opened the bedroom door, however, both voices stopped. Maria looked at them with her wide, child’s eyes.

“Maria, who were you talking to just now?” Maya asked.

“That’s my friend, Tommy. He comes and plays with me lots now.”

The Rodriquezes looked around the room. There was no one else there but the three of them.

“Where is your friend, Honey?” Michael asked. Maria pointed directly in front of her. “There.”

The Rodriquezes looked at each other, puzzled. They could see no one else. Michael asked where Tommy lived and why he was in their house and not at home with his mommy and daddy. Maria told them that one day when she got home from school and Mommy and Daddy were in the kitchen, Tommy knocked on the door and asked if he could come in. Maria had minded her manners and invited him into the house. Then they went up to her room to play. Tommy didn’t really have a Mommy and a Daddy or a home, so she asked him to stay.

Later, Maya and Michael discussed the incident. They knew that it was not uncommon for children to have invisible friends, but invisible friends that could sing in a voice that others could hear? From then on, Maria talked frequently with her invisible friend.
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Tommy wasn’t your child’s average imaginary playmate.

Late one evening the Rodriquezes were all seated in the living room when the temperature suddenly dropped dramatically. Icy eddies swirled around their feet.

“Tommy, stop that!” Maria cried. “You’re making me cold.” Immediately the eddies left, and the room temperature returned to normal. Other phenomena continued to plague the Rodriquez home. Lights would turn on and off of their own will, and cold spots became common in various parts of the house.

One morning Maria came downstairs for breakfast with a number of small red spots on her right arm. One of the punctures was bleeding slightly. When Michael asked to see the “owie” on his daughter’s arm, Maria explained that Tommy had bitten her during the night while she was sleeping. Puzzled, Maya took Maria’s arm in her hand and looked closely at the wound. “Maria,” she asked quietly, “did you bite yourself?” Maria threw her toast angrily down on the floor. “I told you that Tommy did it.”

The Rodriquezes decided to purchase a puppy for Maria, to try to divert her attention from her “friend.” The first night “Bowser” was in the house it began to growl at something neither Michael nor Maya could see. Its hair stood on end, and it ran to the kitchen table, cowering beneath it. Whatever invisible entity was in their house, it was clear that the dog could see it.

Later that night, Maya heard Maria in her room saying over and over again that something was too bad, but that’s the way things had to be. When she went to investigate, she found Maria kneeling beside the puppy’s little bed. The dog was dead.

“Tommy said that we didn’t need any damned dog,” Maria said with only a tinge of sadness in her voice. “We have each other.”

Maya was shocked by the words that had come from her seven-year-old daughter. Maria did not curse. Or at least she never had done so. The puppy appeared to have been strangled or smothered. Its mouth was open as if gasping for breath, and its little body was twisted grotesquely. Maria could not have done such a thing.

“What happened to your sweet little Bowser, Honey? Please tell me how just an awful thing could have happened to the puppy.”

Maria shrugged. “Tommy said that he needed the puppy’s breath so he could get stronger. If he had Bowser’s breath, then he wouldn’t need to bite me as much. It hurts when he bites me.”

The atmosphere in the room suddenly became harsh and malevolent. A chill came upon the room. Maria began to whimper.

“Oh, he’s coming toward me, Mommy!” Maria suddenly cried. “Tommy is mad that I told on him.”

The girl slumped in her mother’s arms. Maya cried out and shook her. “Maria! Maria! Answer me!” The little bundle in her arms did not move. At the sound of laughter in Maria’s closet, Maya looked into the shadows and was startled to see the image of a young boy of about 10 or 11. The image wavered, then became stronger. Maya gasped when she saw that the boy had coal black eyes.

Maya was frantic, confused. She did not know what to do. Then Maria stirred. The little tousled head turned upward and stared sardonically at Maya. A low chuckle escaped her lips. Maya stared in horror as a glint of evil shone in Maria’s eyes. The little girl threw back her head and started to laugh coarsely. Maya jumped up and let go of her daughter, as though she were something diseased.

“No, no!” she cried to herself, staring at the hideous thing in the closet that now seemed to be floating toward Maria. Maria welcomed the presence of the entity with obscene chortles of laughter. Maya ran from the room and almost collided with Michael on the landing.

“What in heaven’s name is going on?” he demanded.

Maya could only shake her head mutely. Michael tore past Maya and entered Maria’s room. He was aghast at the sight awaiting him. Maria sat with her back to the door, almost doubled up with the hideous laughter. Michael made the sickening realization that the vile sound was coming from his seven-year-old daughter.

Maria started to turn toward the door, her face contorted into an expression of centuries-old evil. Michael was shaken by her look. The instant that Maria’s eyes fell upon Michael, however, the expression vanished. The horrifying laughter died on her lips. She sat on the floor as if dazed.

“Maria?” Michael asked, uncertainly.

“Is she all right?” Maya asked from behind him. “And what about the thing in the closet?”

“Hi, Daddy,” the little voice greeted. It was once again the sound and expression of their daughter.

“Maria, are you all right?” Maya asked, looking cautiously toward the closet and checking to see if “Tommy” was present.

“Sure, I’m all right,” the girl replied. “Why are you here?”

Michael walked quickly toward the girl, picked her up and carried her to her bed. “Because little girls should not be out of bed at this hour, that’s why,” he declared.

“But tonight,” Maya interrupted, “Maria gets a treat. She gets to sleep downstairs with Mommy and Daddy.”

Michael caught the look in his wife’s eyes, and cheerily agreed. He carried Maria downstairs, placed her in bed, and pulled the covers around her. Then he softly withdrew from the room, closing the door behind him. He put his arm around Maya, and together the two walked into the living room. “Now, then, tell me exactly what happened.”

Maya sat down in a large easy chair and told Michael about the short life of Bowser and what Maria had said about Tommy. Then she summoned her courage and told Michael what she had seen in Maria’s closet, the specter of a little boy with coal black eyes. Michael listened carefully, without comment.

When Maya had finished her narrative, the two reconstructed the past several days in their house, starting with the floating book from the coffee table. They carefully listed the various kinds of phenomena they had experienced, including the icy spots in the house and the reaction of the poor little puppy to their home’s atmosphere. They realized that they had been lulled to complacency by the relative harmlessness of the psychic activity around them. By harboring the manifestations in their home, they feared that they had attracted less kindly disposed beings. These negative aspects were now attacking Maria, who, as the youngest, was the most psychically attuned of the three and the most vulnerable to a negative purpose.

Both Michael and Maya were lapsed Roman Catholics or they would have called a priest. Instead, they remembered meeting a medium at a New Age Psychic Exposition who went to people’s houses and exorcised ghosts. From all reports, the woman, Alexandra, was very good.

“I think we should call her,” Maya said.

“But that woman exorcises ghosts who are haunting houses,” Michael said. “We’ve got some kind of weird entity haunting a person—our Maria. Can a medium cast that thing out before it possesses Maria altogether?”

“Well,” Maya replied grimly. “Let’s put it this way. We had better try.” Michael agreed that they should call Alexandra.

Before he went to bed that night, he sadly ascended the stairs and removed the body of Bowser from Maria’s room. Gently, he wrapped the puppy in an old blanket that he had once had in the trunk of their car and carried the little body to the backyard where he buried it under the soft light of a quarter moon.

The next day Alexandra responded to Maya’s emergency call for help. She made arrangements to visit the Rodriquez home later that same day, after the dinner hour. When the medium arrived, Maria was playing quietly upstairs. The instant the front door was opened to admit the medium, however, Maria experienced another seizure, such as the one she had undergone the night before and they all heard a young boy’s voice screaming curses.

Maya winced as the maniacal laughter echoed down the stairs and filled the hallway. Michael offered his hand distractedly to the medium; his face was ashen.

“Let us go up there at once,” Alexandra announced in a brisk, yet sympathetic, tone. “There is no need to prolong this.”

The medium reached into her purse and drew out what appeared to be a kind of wand with a crystal embedded in its tip. With the crystal wand in her right hand and a medium-sized wooden crucifix in her left, Alexan dra began climbing the stairs. Maya and Michael followed closely behind her. As the medium entered Maria’s room, the laughter abruptly ceased. With an utterly evil expression on her face, Maria looked up and snarled at the medium.

“Your attempts will be futile, you fool,” the little girl hissed, with a vocabulary far beyond her seven years. “I am here in this house now, and I intend to stay here. Recite your silly lines, wave that puny cross. And you know where you can put that wand. Your methods are useless with me.”

Maya gasped and clung to her husband’s arm. They could see clearly the image of Tommy standing directly behind Maria. It was the black-eyed little boy who was speaking through their daughter. Alexandra remained unperturbed. “Leave that body at once, and return from whence you came. You are no longer welcome in this house.”

So saying, the medium advanced slowly upon the child, holding the cross and the crystal wand in front of her. Maria began to squirm, yet the demon’s voice within her remained firm. “I was invited into this home,” Tommy said. “Once I am invited in, you cannot make me leave.”

Alexandra once again commanded him to leave.

“You stupid hulk of flesh,” Tommy taunted. “Put down that absurd cross and primitive crystal and leave me be.”

Still the medium slowly advanced. She began to pray softly in a monotone. Her voice started to rise, still preserving the chant-like quality of her praying. The image of the black-eyed boy started to curse, using vile terms. When the medium was within two feet of the demon, she suddenly thrust the cross and the crystal wand before her until they were inches away from the now-cowering form of Tommy, whatever he truly was.

“In the name of the Great Spirit, the Blessed Harmony that governs the universe, the Oneness of Love, and the Power of Light, I command you to leave this child,” the medium thundered. “Depart now. Feel the power of the Light envelop your darkness and nevermore show thy face or thy characteristics on Earth. Depart now, relinquish the unholy hold you have over this body!”

There was a lot more that Alexandra said, step by spiritual step, driving the essence of the black-eyed boy back into the vortex from which he came, back into the dimension that had spawned him.

With a loud cry Maria fell over on her face. The medium raised her hands toward the ceiling and spoke rapidly in what sounded to Maya and Michael like some Native American language. When she brought her arms down to her side, little Maria looked up at her parents and began to cry.

Maya and Michael did not hold back their own tears of gratitude that their blessed little girl had been returned to them as she was, free of the taint of a tormented spirit that had desperately sought refuge in her body and in their home.
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The Terrible Secret of the Soul Eaters

In 1968, a British anthropologist named Boltan Simmons claimed to be the first tribal outsider to have witnessed the awesome powers of the Mayaxa Tochlan cult of “soul eating” Guatemalan Indians.

The Mayaxa Tochlan are the object of mind-rotting fear among the jungle dwellers upon whom they prey. Their power stems from the legend that they have discovered the secret of life eternal and may not be harmed by mortals, who live only to serve their wills.

Translated roughly, Mayaxa Tochlan means “Take Soul Life,” and to the Guatemalans, this is exactly the power with which the cult has been endowed.

The Tochlan live in dense jungles surrounding villages; there natives steal a precarious living from the ungenerous earth. In each cult there are 13 men, many of them reported to be more than 100 years old, who are kept youthful through that incredible span of life by draining the vital forces from a ritual victim each year.

Through the power of fear they have instilled in the natives, the cults extract one child each year from the nearby tribes to be the victim of their psychic cannibalism. The frightened village children must draw lots each year to determine who among them will go to the camp of the Tochlan, never to return.

While for years stories of the soul-eating clan had circulated among Europeans who lived along the coastline cities, few ever took the stories seriously, until the summer of 1968 when Simmons was able to persuade a native acquaintance to take him to the camp of a Tochlan cult.

Wishing to put the cult members on notice that he had strange powers of his own, Simmons injected morphine into the arms of several Tochlan leaders. When the astonishing numbness crept through their limbs, Simmons told them that he could take all the spirit from their body if he so wished.

Convinced they were dealing with a magician every bit as powerful as themselves, the Tochlan offered to permit Simmons to witness the strange ritual of eating souls—if he would, in turn, tell them more of his powers.

Delighted to strike the bargain, Simmons spent the next several days making notes, as the Tochlan prepared for their ceremony. Later, he would wish he had never been a part of what took place.

The ritual opened with the choosing of the victim who would lose his soul to the cult. The scientist began to grow uneasy when he saw the real terror that churned through the small girl the tribe had selected to accompany the Tochlan to their secret place.

When the cult reached the site where the ceremony was to be held, the whimpering child was stripped naked and bound with small ropes to a mat woven of jungle palms. Though the child pleaded to be allowed to return home, her tears were greeted by a sharp slap from the clan leader to remind her that it was the way of her tribe that brought her there and that such things were inevitable.

While the child moaned her fears, the Tochlan chief cut quickly across her arm with a razor edged knife he had taken from inside a white ceremonial robe. The cut was not deep, but blood flowed from the wound, and it was caught up in a polished bowl that seemed to contain some ritual herb. To it was added the juice of a berry the jungle shaman said had been taken from the “Tree of Life.”

Then began the strange chant that convinced Simmons he was witnessing no sham illusion, but rather a starkly terrifying ritual that would lead to the death of the helpless little victim.

“With your blood we call forth the blood of your soul,” the 13 white-robed Tochlans chanted in eerie unison. The child paled and passed into a trance-like state.

For 13 days the macabre ritual continued as Simmons looked on in growing alarm. Each day the chant was repeated. And each day the child grew obviously closer to death.

The child’s eyes spoke a terror too deep to have a name.

Bound hand and foot, totally unclothed, she thrashed upon the woven mat of jungle leaves with what strength her bonds would permit.

Then, she saw them coming again, and with a scream dying in her small throat, slumped into some merciful, unconscious corner of her mind.

Toward her, 13 white-robed men approached for the climax of a bizarre and almost unbelievable ritual in which they would draw the force of life from the child and gather it into their own aging bodies in order to have life eternal.

The Tochlan dipped their fingers into the blood-herb bowl and marked their bodies 13 times.

Again the chant: “With your blood, we call forth the blood of your soul.”

The repeated symbolic use of the number 13, Simmons learned, stemmed from the Tochlan’s conception that all life, like the signs of the zodiac, centered on the number 12. Add to it the number required to make 13, the cult believed, and the cycle of life and death was broken, and one might live forever.

Throughout the 13 days of ritual soul eating, the child who was being consumed was fed more than enough to sustain life, but each day the emptiness grew in her eyes, and each day there seemed to be less life in the frail body that lay inside the circle.

The child was never left alone at any moment as the ritual dragged toward its inevitable end. Some member of the cult was constantly at her side, repeating the terrible chant that told of her soul’s departing, flowing into the bodies of the ancient ones who were her captors.

On the thirteenth day, Simmons was horrified to observe the child in what seemed to be a nearly lifeless condition, while the cult members seemed to have been infused with some demonic vitality, belying their obvious age.

Again the ritual began, and this time, the anthropologist knew with terrifying certainty what the outcome would be. Once again the white-robed Tochlans emerged from the jungle toward the dying child.

For a moment she opened her eyes and watched them slowly advance. Then the trancelike state passed over her again, and Simmons hoped it would protect her from the ordeal that remained.

Taking up the chant once more, the cult members varied the ritual this time. Over small charcoal braziers they placed torn pieces of turtle flesh, revered because of the turtle’s longevity.

Symbolically they placed the roasted flesh to their lips. Once again they spoke to the fear-numbed child.

“Now we shall eat your flesh and your life shall become our life,” they said.

Simmons watched in horror as spasms shook the child’s body, and he saw the grimace of terrified death brutalize her once innocent face.

The ritual had ended.

Simmons felt the child’s pulse, then her heart. The child was dead.

The old men sang a song of celebration. Their voices had the mellow bell sound of youth. Simmons felt suddenly old. Perhaps, he feared, they had eaten his soul, too. Perhaps, indeed, they had.

The child’s body was dragged into the jungle to be eaten by wild animals, and a much shaken Simmons made a hasty retreat from the secret camp of the Tochlan.

In later studies, the anthropologist learned that the natives who obeyed the cult out of fear were convinced that the soul-eating ritual really did give them life eternal.

The oldest members of some of the tribes said they could not remember a time when all of the Tochlan had not been among them, exactly as they had been when they were children. The Tochlan were young always, never dying, sustained by the life of a child given in fear each year.

Scientists who have studied the reports Simmons made in 1968 have some very good explanations for what happened in that steaming jungle clearing.

Accustomed from youth to believe that the soul could be drawn from the body by strange forces, the child would naturally die because of her own superstitious beliefs.

The long life attributed to the Tochlan members might also be explained by their strict life style, in which meat is not taken and a strict vegetarian rule is observed.

And perhaps that is how the old ones go on living while generations pass away.

But then, perhaps it is not.
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How the Nantiinaq Closed Down Two Alaskan Communities

On the southern-most tip of Alaska’s Kenai Peninsula there once was a thriving little community named Port Chatham. Through the centuries, the village had offered friendly hospitality to strangers. When Captain Nathaniel Portlock visited the place on his 1786 Alaska expedition, he and his men were made to feel welcome.

In the mid-1930s, strange and terrible things began to happen to the people of Port Chatham. The Nantiinaq (“big hairy creature” in the native Sugt’sun) had become bolder and had begun to terrorize the villagers. Sometimes they would even come into the village and hurt people. Some witnesses swore that the Nantiinaq were led by the spirit of a woman dressed in flowing black clothes who would materialize out of the cliffs and summon the Nantiinaq.

A logger was killed instantly when he was struck from behind with a piece of log-moving equipment.

A gold prospector who was working his claim disappeared one day and was never seen again.

A sawmill owner saw a Nantiinaq on the beach, tearing up the fish traps that had been set.

By about 1936, the people of Chatham left the village en masse. They abandoned their houses, the school, everything, and vacated their once peaceful town to move to Nanwalek.

In the early 1900s, the town of Portlock, named for Captain Nathaniel Portlock, was established as a small cannery town. In 1921, a U.S. post office was opened, and the town appeared to be prospering. The population was made up largely of natives of the region who were mostly of Russian-Aleut heritage and who had lived in peaceful interaction for decades.

Sometime in the early 1940s, the same kind of strange occurrences that drove people out of Chatman in the past began to happen in Portlock. Men who worked at the cannery began to disappear. Some would go hunting for Dall sheep or bear and never be seen again.

Reports of sighting the Nantiinaq became common. So did the reports of mutilated and dismembered human bodies floating in the lagoon.

Hunters tracking signs of moose would suddenly find the tracks of the great animal overlaid with giant, human-like tracks over those left by the moose. Signs of a struggle in the snow were mute testimony that a giant human had slain the huge moose. Then the only tracks remaining were the monstrous, manlike tracks heading back toward the fog-shrouded mountains.

As with the people of Port Chatham before them, the residents of Portlock moved en masse, leaving their homes, the school, and the cannery. In 1950, the post office closed.

Naomi Klouda of the Homer Tribune (October 26, 2009) interviewed Malania Kehl, the eldest resident in Nanwalek, who was born in Port Chatham in 1934 and who remembers how the entire village left everything behind to escape the Nantiinaq. It was her uncle who had been killed with the piece of logging equipment. Once the people of Port Chatham left their community, Malania said, the Nantiinaq stayed far away from them and left them in peace.

According to Sugt’stun culture, the Nantiinaq may once have been fully human, but now, through some events not understood, he is a different kind of creature—half-man, half-beast.
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The Flying Saucer Enigma Turns Deadly

The chaos and confusion of those early days of saucer activity took a sinister turn with Captain Thomas Mantell’s tragic encounter with a UFO over Godman Field Air Base in Kentucky.

The morning of January 7, 1948, offices of the Kentucky State Highway Patrol received a number of calls inquiring about any unusual aircraft that the Air Force might be testing in the area. Residents at Marysville, Kentucky, had sighted unfamiliar aircraft flying over their city. At 1:15 p.m. the Kentucky highway patrol called the control towers at Godman and asked if they had any craft that might be flying over Marysville and troubling the city’s residents. Godman Field checked with Flight Service at Wright-Patterson and received a negative response to their query of test craft in the area.

Within about twenty minutes, however, the highway patrol informed the tower operators at Godman Field that they were now receiving reports of strange aircraft—“circular, about 250 to 300 feet in diameter”—over Owensboro and Irvington. In another ten minutes the tower operators at Godman were sighting the object for themselves. Once they were satisfied that they were not seeing an airplane or a weather balloon, they put in calls to the base operations officer, the base intelligence officer, and several other high-ranking personnel.

At 2:30 p.m., forty-five minutes later, base personnel were still discussing among themselves what course of action would be best to direct against the UFO. At that time four F-51s were sighted approaching Godman Field from the south. The tower radioed flight leader Captain Thomas Mantell and requested that he take a closer look at the flying saucer and attempt to identify it or provide a more complete description of the object. Mantell was still climbing at ten thousand feet when he made his last radio contact with the tower at Godman Field: “It looks metallic and it’s tremendous in size. It’s above me, and I’m gaining on it. I’m going to twenty thousand feet.”

Those were Mantell’s final words. His wingmen saw him disappear into the stratospheric clouds. A few minutes later Mantell crashed to the earth in his F-51 and was killed. The Air Force issued an official explanation that Captain Mantell, experienced though he was as a pilot, had “unfortunately been killed while trying to reach the planet Venus.”

Such an explanation of Captain Mantell’s tragic demise remains as controversial today as it was in 1948. If Mantell, an experienced pilot, misidentified the planet Venus for an unidentified flying object, then in addition to Captain Mantell’s fatal misidentification, the crew in the control towers, the base operations officer, the base intelligence officer, and several high-ranking personnel had all been deceived by the planet Venus. The official explanation would have us believe that even when Mantell found himself below the object and described it as “metallic and tremendous in size,” he was actually aiming his F-51 at a planet that was millions of miles distant in outer space.

Another Attack over Fargo, North Dakota

On October 1, 1948, George F. Gorman, a twenty-five-year-old second lieutenant in the North Dakota Air National Guard, was waiting his turn to land at Fargo when he was startled by the sudden appearance of a bright light that made a pass at him. When he called the tower to complain about the irresponsible pilot who had nearly collided with him, he was informed that the only aircraft in the vicinity was a Piper Cub that was just touching down on the landing field and his own F-51.

Baffled, Gorman scanned the skies and found that he could still see the mysterious light off to one side. More than a little irritated by the careless pilot’s near-fatal misjudgment, he decided to investigate and determine the undeclared aircraft’s identity.

Within moments he found himself under attack when the strange light put itself into a collision course with his F-51. Gorman had to take his craft into a dive to escape the unswerving globe of light. Then, to his terror, the UFO repeated its charge, and once again he just managed to escape collision.

When the UFO at last disappeared and ceased its passes at his F-51, Gorman was left shaken and convinced that “its maneuvers were controlled by thought or reason.”

Memories of World War II and Fears of the Cold War Added to Concern over Flying Saucers

“The late 1940s were the early days of the Cold War, and for a time the possibility that the ‘flying discs’ might be Russian in origin, the product of kidnapped German scientists, seemed very real to the Air Force,” said Hayden C. Hewes, a longtime UFO researcher. “By the summer of 1948, the Air Force began to consider the possibility that the discs were interplanetary in origin. By the end of 1949, the Air Force had decided there was nothing to the flying saucers that a good dose of ignoring them wouldn’t cure. The pesky saucers kept returning, however, and by the fall of 1951, the Air Force was back in the saucer-chasing business once again.”
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Missouri Teenager Survives Record Ride on a Tornado

Nineteen-year-old Matt Suter had often remarked to his friends that he would like one day to see a tornado. He never said that he wanted to be in one.

On March 12, 2006, Matt was just relaxing in his boxer shorts, watching the television news with his uncle Robert Dewhirst and grandmother Linda Kelley in their mobile home outside of Fordland, Missouri. They began to notice a terrible roar approaching the mobile home court, a roar that got louder and louder, as if some jet airplanes were bearing down on them.

Matt got up to shut a window, but before he was successful, both the window and the door were sucked right out of the trailer. He remembers seeing that the walls, roof, and floor were moving. Later, he would learn that winds in excess of 150 miles per hour were turning the mobile home upside down.

And then those powerful winds just pulled him out of the trailer and took off with him into the night.

A heavy glass lamp knocked him unconscious, and when he awakened, he was lying in some soft grass in an open field.

Matt had no doubt that a tornado had swept down on them. He could see no lights in the direction of the trailer court, and he had no idea if his grandmother and his uncle were alive or dead.

He set off running toward the court and saw debris from the homes everywhere. He assumed that neither of them had survived that kind of destruction, so he ran to the home of his best friend.

Although Linda Kelley and Robert Dewhirst were buried in the wreckage of their mobile home, they both survived. Mrs. Kelley wanted to go searching for her grandson, and she prayed that she wouldn’t find him dead.

Matt Suter arrived at the Cornelison home, bleeding from the wound to his head and limping from his cut and bruised bare feet. After a few hours, the family was reunited and thankful that they were all alive.

Later, a meteorologist with a global positioning satellite device used by the National Weather Service measured the distance that Matt Suter had been carried from the mobile home to the pasture as 1,307 feet. Tom Grazulis, an author and tornado researcher, said that distance is the farthest that anyone had ever been carried by a tornado and lived.

Dr. Ron Buening placed five surgical staples in Suter’s head wound and said that the teenager’s lack of other serious injuries corroborated his account. The doctor, pronouncing Matt the luckiest man on Earth, stated that if Suter had been blown across the mobile home court into the field, he would have received many more cuts, bruises, and body surface wounds than he did. Dr. Buening said that there was no question in his mind that Matt Suter had survived the longest trip on a twister on record.
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The Dwayyo

Pastor Robin Swope

The Dwayyo is a large, wolflike, bipedal creature that has been reported primarily in West Middletown, Maryland. The creature first came to prominence in the mind of the local population after a story ran in the local paper, the Fredrick News Post, in late November 1965. Reporter George May wrote in the article “Mysterious Dwayyo Loose in County” that a young man, named anonymously as “John Becker,” heard a strange noise in his backyard, which was situated on the outskirts of Gambrill State Park. Upon going out to investigate the noise he initially saw nothing, so he headed back in. It was then that he caught sight of the creature. Something was moving toward him in the dark. Becker was quoted as saying: “It was as big as a bear, had long black hair, a bushy tail, and growled like a wolf or dog in anger.” The thing quickly moved toward him on its hind legs and attacked him. He fought off the creature and drove it back into the woods, later calling police to report the incident.

According to other sources, this was not the first sighting of the legendary creature. In the 1890s, a local farmer reported seeing a doglike creature nine feet tall at Camp Greentop near Sabillasville, Maryland.

The first mention of the name “Dwayyo” comes from a sighting in 1944 from an area in Carroll County, Maryland. Witnesses heard the creature make “frightful screams,” and there were footprints attesting to the claims of the sighting.

But it was not until late 1965 and early 1966 that the creature made headlines when it was frequently sighted across the area. The first time was an incident reported by Mr. Becker. The Fredrick Post revealed in early December that it had received numerous calls reporting sightings of the creature, so many that the initial witness, George May, was issued a hunting license for the creature by the County Treasurer’s office and rallied a “call to arms” in the December 8, 1965, article “Dwayyo Hunt Tonight.” The hunt must have been a bust, since Mr. May wrote a follow-up article the next day called “Dwayyo Hunt Flops.” There were also many reports of the creature being sighted in early December at the nearby University of Maryland.

Later in the summer of 1966, the creature was again sighted on the outskirts of Gambrill State Park. A man only referred to as “Jim A.” encountered the Dwayyo as he was heading toward a camp site. It was described as a shaggy, two-legged creature the size of a deer that had a triangle-shaped head with pointed ears and chin. It was dark brown in color, and when approached it made a horrid scream and backed away from the man. Jim described it as having an odd walk as it retreated; its legs “stuck out from the side of the trunk of the body, making its movements appear almost spider-like as it backed away.”

In the late fall of 1976, another sighting of the Dwayyo took place in Fredrick County near Thurmont between Cunningham Falls State Park and Catoctin Mountain National Park. Two men drove off Route 77 and onto a private road so they could “spot deer” with their headlights in order to see how thick the native population had become before deer season. To their surprise, they did not catch a deer in their lights but instead a large animal ran across the front of their car. They described the creature as “at least 6 ft tall but inclined forward since it was moving quickly. Its head was fairly large and similar to the profile of a wolf. The body was covered in brown or brindle colored fur, but the lower half had a striped pattern of noticeable darker and lighter banding. The forelegs (or arms) were slimmer and held out in front as it moved. The back legs were very muscled and thick similar to perhaps a kangaroo. This was not a hominoid type creature; it did not have the characteristics of an ape. It was much more similar to a wolf or ferocious dog. However it was definitely moving upright and appeared to be adapted for that type of mobility. I was particularly impressed by the size and strength of the back legs, the stripes on the lower half of the body and the canine-wolflike head.”

It was in this same vicinity where the next sighting took place, but two years later, in 1978, by two park rangers near the Cunningham Falls area, where they encountered “a large hairy creature running on two legs.”

According to Aubrey (not her real name), she was driving her old Subaru on Coxey Brown Road near Myersville, Maryland, late in the summer of 2009, when she had an eerie feeling. It was as if she were being watched. The road was lined with trees, and she was on the outer edge of Gambrill State Park, where the forest was beginning to grow thicker. According to her, as she turned on Hawbottom Road, where her friend lived, the eerie feeling became overwhelming. The hairs on the back of her neck rose in terror as she sensed the unseen eyes upon her. She wanted to stop the car and take her breath, but she was afraid that she would veer off the road and hit a tree because her nerves were getting so unsteady that she began to shake. But she knew that whatever was watching her and following her was out there, and she took what little comfort she had by being safer inside her rusty car. Still, to prevent a wreck, she slowed down as she headed south, and that was when she saw the creature.

At first it was a blur to the right of her peripheral vision. Something that was moving through the trees, a shadow that flickered as it went in and out of sight on the edge of her vision. It was a brown smear of color that popped out in contrast to the dull dark grey trees that she passed.

Whatever it was, it bobbed through the underbrush and between the trees to keep pace with her car. She thinks at the time that she was going around twenty-five miles per hour. She then slowed down once more to take a good look to her right and make sure that she was not seeing things. As her car slowed to a crawl, the brown, blurry smear of color seemed to bound out of the woods closer to the road. With a massive leap the hazy color became flesh as a huge, doglike animal on two legs emerged from the foliage.

[image: Image]

The Dwayyo is a large, wolflike, bipedal creature that has been reported primarily in West Middletown, Maryland (art by Ricardo Pustanio).

The sight of the fangs, Aubrey wrote, was burned into her memory. A huge mouth grimaced in anger and hate. She could feel the fangs as if they were ripping her skin while the creature stood there panting on the side of the road. Drool dripped from its huge mouth as she heard a loud growl, and she looked into the dark eyes. Darkness took up its entire eye; there was no white at all. It was if she was staring death and hell head on in dizzying madness.

Then it leaped, arms outstretched with claws grasping the wind. Instinctively, Aubrey stepped on her gas pedal with all her might. The squeal of her tires made it seem as if her car, too, was screaming in horror at the thing that emerged from the dark, gloomy forest.

She did not look back. She didn’t want to know if the thing was following her. She didn’t feel the eyes upon her anymore. She was too shaken to really feel anything at all. When she made it to her friend’s house, she sat in the driveway, shaking as she looked around to make sure the creature had not followed her there. The house was also in the woods at the opposite side of the state park.

When she felt safe again, she made a mad dash for her friend’s door and banged on it frantically. He did not know what to make of her story. Aubrey knew he did not believe her. He had lived in the woods all his life and he had never encountered what she had seen. He assured her that it must have just been a dog, perhaps a rabid one at that. Her mind was playing tricks on her.

But the young woman knew what she had seen that late summer day. It was no dog. It was something out of a horror movie come to life before her eyes. Though she told nobody what she felt it really was, she called it a werewolf; that is, until after she did some research in the local college library and came up with the name that others had called it when they, too, saw the forest come alive. She had encountered the Dwayyo.

According to local authorities there are always rumors of the creature being sighted in the state parks surrounding Frederick County, but few are willing to come forward to make a formal report because they are afraid of ridicule or doubts about their sanity. Aubrey was one of those. Even though the encounter was one of the most horrifying things she had ever experienced, the fear of what others will think of her because of what she saw is even greater. She vows that the creature she saw on Hawbottom Road will not take anything else from her life. “The Dwayyo has taken enough.”
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