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FROM THE AUTHOR, BRAD STEIGER

A real 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.

We 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.”

“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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Attacked by an Invisible Monster with Fangs

The teenaged girl writhed on the floor of the Manila, Philippines, jail cell and moaned as if she were in terrible pain. Suddenly, she sat upright, her eyes wide, her arms flailing at an invisible foe. “Here he comes again!” she screamed. “The monster has come again to bite me!” The police officer who had been posted to observe 18-year-old Clarita Villanueva shook his head sadly at the distraught young woman’s hysterical screams. He did not believe her wild tale of some bug-eyed monster with a black cape that flew around trying to chew her up.

When the police had found Clarita, she had been walking about on the streets of Manila, sobbing for someone to protect her from a monster. Her strange behavior had attracted a small crowd of observers from a nearby tavern, who had stood by cheering her on as she struggled with her invisible attacker. She had been taken into custody under the suspicion of being either a drug addict or an alcoholic. It was a warm, sultry night in May 1951, just the kind of night that the police knew would bring out all of the city’s undesirables. This girl was obviously one of them, the officer at the scene thought to himself.
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An invisible monster seemed to be biting into poor Clarita’s arm (art by Ricardo Pustanio).

When police medical officer Dr. Mariana Lara gave the teenager a cursory examination, he diagnosed her as having suffered an epileptic episode and advised that she be closely watched so she could not injure herself. He left the police station quite sure in his diagnosis.

“Don’t worry,” the police officer guarding Clarita’s cell reassured her as she crouched in terror behind the bunk in her cell. “No monster can get you in there. He couldn’t get through the bars.”

“But he is coming!” Clarita shrieked. “And he is drifting right through the bars!”

Then, before the officer’s startled eyes, livid teeth marks began to appear on Clarita’s upper arms and shoulders. He quickly opened the cell door, knelt beside the girl and helped her to her feet. The girl screamed again, and more bleeding wounds and welts appeared on her arm. It was as if an invisible monster had wrapped its entire mouth around her slim arm and had sunk its teeth deep into her flesh. The officer helped Clarita into the hall, and together they fled the cell to seek out his captain. The captain quickly assessed that the situation was far beyond anything his expertise as a law enforcement officer had prepared him for. Within a short time, the chief of police, the city’s mayor, and the medical examiner had all gathered around Clarita, attempting to decide what could be done to help the girl.

Mayor Arsenio Lacson and the chief of police had already completed their examination of Clarita by the time Dr. Lara returned to the jail, muttering his disapproval at being dragged out of bed in the middle of the night to observe a young woman whom he had already diagnosed as suffering from epileptic seizures, and obviously inflicting wounds upon herself.

Self-inflicted? The two men frowned at the medical examiner. How could she bite herself on the back of her neck? Gently, Mayor Lacson questioned Clarita while the doctor examined her. What was attacking her? The girl sobbed that she certainly did not know its name. It resembled a man with a long, flowing black cape. It was very ugly and came at her with its fangs bared and ready to sink into her flesh. The medical examiner traced a forefinger over the indentations in the girl’s skin. They certainly appeared to be the prints of teeth. And, he had to admit, the girl did not appear to be drunk or under the influence of any drugs.

The police chief noted the date, May 10, 1951, on the calendar. A religious man, he had briefly entertained the notion that this might be the onset of a manifestation of stigmata, a replication of the wounds that Christ suffered during the crucifixion, but there were no special holy days in the Philippines during the month of May.

Clarita spent the rest of the night on a bench in the front office of the police station, closely attended by an officer who bad been assigned the task of keeping watch for a monster he had not seen with his own eyes. The next morning, the girl was brought to court to face the charges of vagrancy that had been levied against her. There, before the incredulous eyes of the entire court, Clarita endured another attack by her invisible monster.

Reporters rushed to stand beside her for a closer look. Dr. Lara took the girl in his arms as she swooned from the excruciating pain of the unseen jaws that had attached themselves to her flesh. “This girl is definitely not having an epileptic fit,” Dr. Lara told the reporters. “These teeth prints are real, and they are most certainly not self-inflicted.” There was no need to attest to the reality of the teeth marks to the reporters. They were serving as startled witnesses to the cruel indentations that were appearing on the girl’s arms, shoulders, palms, and neck. Dr. Lara told a police officer to send at once for the mayor and the archbishop. “This is outside my realm of physiology and medicine,” he said. “Perhaps a clergyman will be of more value in this case than a doctor.”

By the time Mayor Lacson arrived, the unfortunate girl had become a veritable mass of deeply embedded teeth prints and swollen and bruised flesh. “You poor girl,” the mayor commiserated, taking one of Clarita’s hands into his own. Then, while he held her hand, deep teeth marks appeared on opposite sides of her index finger, as if a hungry fiend were trying to chew the digit off. Dr. Lara called for an ambulance, and both he and Mayor Lacson rode with her to the hospital. The driver thought that Clarita was a victim of some horrible beating until the teeth began to attack her in the automobile. He drove the ambulance through Manila traffic, one eye on the road and the other on the tortured girl in the back. Throughout the 15-minute ride to the hospital, Clarita shouted that there were two creatures attacking her, each of them with large, baglike eyes and awful teeth. As the doctor and mayor watched in horror, teeth marks appeared on both sides of the girl’s throat and on the hands that Mayor Lacson held in a vain attempt to comfort her.

The unexplained attacks ceased when Clarita entered the hospital. When she was released six weeks later, she had recovered her health almost completely. Clarita never again suffered from the terrible invisible jaws that had torn at her flesh, but her body would forever bear the scars of those vicious attacks by her invisible assailant. “What happened to Clarita Villanueva is a complete mystery, something that simply defies rational explanation,” Dr. Lara commented. “I don’t mind saying that I was scared out of my wits.”
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The Secondhand Sofa Came with the Spirit of a Vampire

From time to time, I receive accounts from readers of my books wherein they have kept meticulous records—almost a daily diary—of the paranormal events that they have experienced. Such was the case with Brooke Robinson, who told of an eerie series of encounters with the spirit of a vampire, a grotesque and loathsome entity who had focused his attacks on young boys. Here is Brooke’s record of the encounter.

When Brooke and Ethan Robinson saw the refinished couch and easy chair in the secondhand furniture store, they jumped at the opportunity to replace the dilapidated old sofa that they had inherited from Ethan’s grandmother when they were first married nine years ago. It never occurred to either of them that they were acquiring anything more than second-hand furniture—and surely not the spirit of a vampire.

The Robinsons loaded the two pieces into the back of their SUV and took them home with them immediately. Brooke was so delighted to get rid of the old sofa that she insisted Ethan load it into the van and take it to the city dump. While Ethan was doing so, Brooke happily rearranged the furniture in the living room to accommodate their new acquisitions.

The next morning, Brooke arose at her customary early hour and did what little housework there was. She thought again how handsome the furniture looked in the living room. She was pleased with the purchase. The couch had been something they needed, and the price had been reasonable. Still feeling pleased, Brooke went into the kitchen to make breakfast.

Brooke dispatched Ethan to his office, then gathered up the children to drop six-year-old Hailey at school and little Nathan, four, at the day nursery on her way to her job as receptionist for Dr. Epstein at Lakeside Dentistry. It was early spring in northern California, and the weather was beautiful.

Later that night, Brooke sat alone, watching television. The rest of the family was asleep. The program had nearly concluded when Brooke noticed a dark shadow to the left of the new chair, positioned between the brightly-lit dining room and equally well-lit living room. When she focused her eyes directly on that spot, she could see nothing. Brooke decided that her eyes were undoubtedly tired. She resumed watching the television program.

A few minutes later, Brooke saw the shadow again. This time it seemed to cross in front of her, moving directly toward the couch. Again, Brooke could see the shadow out of the corner of her eye, but not when she focused directly upon it. Brooke shrugged and jovially addressed the shadow:

“Are you a ghost?” she inquired politely. “I don’t happen to believe in ghosts, but if you are one, you appear harmless enough. Stick around if you want.”

Chuckling at her declaration to an invisible being she knew wasn’t there, Brooke turned off the set and went upstairs to her bedroom. By morning she had forgotten the entire episode.

The next day, Brooke put in a particularly difficult day at the dental office. After the supper dishes were cleaned and the children were in bed, it felt good to curl up in the big easy chair with a bit of escape fiction. Ethan watched television for a while, then confessed that he was quite tired and was going to bed. Brooke told him that she would be up to bed after she finished the chapter that she was reading.

Ethan nodded and flicked off the television. Brooke listened to the sound of his footsteps going up the stairs, then she settled back into her book. An innocuous house sound caused her to raise her head several moments later. She was surprised to see the shadow again. As with the previous evening, the shadow crossed in front of her and seemed to settle itself on the couch.

“Okay, ghost,” Brooke addressed the shadow facetiously. “If you want the couch tonight, you just go ahead and take it. I am way too tired to play games tonight, so good night! I’m going to bed.”

Brooke dropped a bookmark between the pages of her romance novel and lay the closed volume on the table. As she was going upstairs, she discovered herself inadvertently glancing back over her shoulder. Once again, she caught a shadowy image moving near the sofa. Brooke shrugged and wondered if it was time to have the prescription changed for her glasses.

Earlier that week, Ethan and Brooke had received a letter from Ethan’s sister Patricia, reminding them that her planned vacation had arrived. She would be coming to the Robinson house for a nice, long visit. Patricia arrived early the next morning, just before Ethan left for work. Ethan and Brooke had a few moments to hug and kiss their most welcome visitor before leaving for their respective offices. The children were jumping up and down with enthusiasm for their favorite aunt.

“Oh, boy!” Nathan said. “Now I don’t have to go to nursery school. I can stay home and play with Aunt Patricia.”

Aunt Patricia gathered the little boy up in her arms. “That’s right, Nathan. We’ll have lots of fun together.” Hailey was noticeably disappointed that she could not stay home and join the fun and games, but both Ethan and Brooke had prepped her by reminding her that she was a “big girl.” Brooke smiled her thanks at Patricia, then kissed Nathan goodbye and took Hailey’s hand as they walked to the car.

“I am a big girl,” Hailey said aloud, convincing herself as much as seeking her mother’s verification. “I go to school.”

Brooke returned home and found a tempting meal prepared by Patricia. Later, the older woman helped Brooke change Hailey and Nathan into their pajamas, as well as read them a bedtime story.

“You’re wonderful,” Brooke told Patricia, as the two women went back downstairs to join Ethan. “Why don’t you extend your vacation for several months.” Brooke heated some coffee, and the three of them settled back for the enjoyable business of catching up on each others’ lives. Patricia had all the news of the family, and was eager to relay any messages from the Robinsons.

“By the way,” Patricia noted approvingly. “I see you’ve made a few new purchases since I was here last. This couch and chair are new, aren’t they?”

“Sort of new,” Ethan told her. “We bought them second-hand.”

Talk of the couch reminded Brooke of the shadow she had seen the past two evenings. “Say, that reminds me,” Brooke said. “Has anyone seen old Barnabas tonight?”

“Barnabas!” Ethan exclaimed. “Who’s he?”

Brooke chuckled. “Barnabas is somewhat wispy in nature. Nevertheless he floats around here every evening and keeps me company when I’m up late.”

Patricia chuckled at her sister-in-law’s little joke. “Brooke, you’re not saying this place is haunted, are you?”

Brooke leaned over and whispered to her. “Yes, honey, we have some kind of a ghostie or goblin. He seems harmless, but he just loves to float around the room.”

Brooke stood up to demonstrate, but as she was wafting around the room in mock imitation of the shadowy figure that she had seen, she suddenly felt a chill of fear tingle her spine. It seemed as though her innocent joke was seriously offending someone or something—for all at once she felt surrounded by ugly hatred. On some nonverbal level of her mind Brooke knew that her joking had prompted very serious and dangerous hostility between her and “Barnabas.” Brooke dropped her play-acting and sat down heavily.

“Anything the matter, Brooke?” Patricia asked.

Brooke managed a smile. “No, nothing. Tell me, how did you say Mom was doing to get Dad out of her hair now that he’s retired?”

Having safely rerouted the conversation, Brooke nodded at the appropriate moments. Her mind, though, was occupied with the strange shift in the house’s atmosphere that she had undeniably felt. As she was musing over this, Brooke became aware of something cold and invisible moving up the stairs. Brooke stiffened with fear, as she realized that whatever it was she had offended, it had decided to get even with her by going for her children.

Brooke was ready to jump and cry out that something terrible was going to happen, but Nathan’s screams beat her to it. Brooke was several steps ahead of Ethan and Patricia, as everyone started running upstairs. Something in the boy’s voice seemed to tell them all that this was no ordinary nightmare. Brooke reached Nathan’s room first. She was almost afraid to go in, uncertain of what she would see. Her concern for Nathan overrode her fear, though, and she rushed to her son’s side.

“What is it, Nathan?” she asked, holding him in her arms and trying her best to soothe him.

“There was an ugly old man with long teeth in my room!” he cried, gulping for air. “He was awful! He just stood there and sort of smiled at me with his big teeth, only I knew it wasn’t really a smile.” The little boy began to cry softly, still terrified of the ghostly visage he had seen. While Ethan went into Hailey’s room to reassure her that Nathan had just had a bad dream, Patricia and Brooke comforted him. Aunt Patricia fetched another bedtime storybook and started to read it to Nathan. Finally, the boy was lulled back to sleep, and they went back downstairs.

Brooke was reluctant to turn out the lights that evening. She walked throughout the house, trying to catch sight of the elusive shadow. The shadow was nowhere to be seen, but everywhere Brooke turned she felt surrounded by burning hatred. With a growing sense of dread, Brooke decided to leave all the lights on that night. She was beginning to feel a vague premonition of evil. She slept in Nathan’s room that night.

It was almost a pleasure to go to work the next morning and leave the oppressive atmosphere of the house. Brooke looked closely at Ethan and Patricia to see if they, too, felt the presence, but they were apparently unaffected. Hailey, too, seemed unaware of anything extraordinary about the house. Only Nathan seemed to sense something, but Brooke could not be certain. Just before Brooke’s noon break, she received a call from Patricia.

“Brooke, I’m terribly sorry to bother you at work, but it’s Nathan. He claims to have seen the old man with the big teeth again, and I can’t quiet him down. He keeps screaming that the old man was waiting for him up in his room this morning. I don’t know what to do.”

Brooke felt a feeling of dread spread through her body. She went into Dr. Epstein’s office and arranged for the rest of the day off. Patricia and Brooke made a concerted effort to keep the children occupied the rest of the afternoon. When Ethan came home the whole family went to a movie, then played in the park nearby. Hailey and Nathan were so exhausted by the time they reached home that they fell asleep almost immediately upon getting into bed.

[image: Image]

Their son kept seeing the image of an old man with big teeth (illustration by Ricardo Pustanio).

All the lights were turned out early in the Robinson house that night. The three adults had only been asleep a few hours when Nathan’s terrified screams again filled the house. Brooke and Ethan rushed to Nathan’s room and Patricia headed for Hailey’s bedroom. As Brooke stepped over the threshold, she was shocked by the chill in Nathan’s room. The temperature was several degrees lower than the rest of the house. Brooke could see nothing, but she was sure the evil force had been frightening Nathan again.

“Oh, Mommy, Daddy, I had the terrible dream again! I can’t stand it. I get so scared,” the boy cried. It took nearly an hour to calm Nathan. When he was finally sleeping again, Ethan and Brooke were both exhausted.

“Ethan, I’ve got to talk to you,” Brooke said quietly. “Ever since I was joking with you and Patricia about the ‘ghost’ in the house, I have felt an evil presence. I don’t know what it is, but it’s full of hatred, and for some reason it’s concentrating on Nathan.”

Brooke saw Ethan’s scowl. It was clear he did not believe her. “Ethan, listen, there’s more,” she said hurriedly. “Just before Nathan woke up screaming last night, I felt some cold, invisible thing moving down the hall to his room. I was about to jump up and say something when Nathan started screaming.”

Ethan sighed heavily. “I wish you hadn’t said all this, Brooke. I don’t think it helps Nathan any to have you going around saying these things.”

“But I haven’t said a word in front of Nathan! I just feel it, and I wanted you to know.”

“Okay, honey, okay,” Ethan nodded. “I know you wouldn’t say anything to Nathan. I just don’t think it helps any to have you thinking these things.” He added, “Listen, why don’t we take Nathan to a pediatrician tomorrow morning. Maybe there’s some other reason he’s having these dreams. Make an appointment first thing, all right?”

Brooke nodded. Her thoughts were on “Barnabas,” though, and his malevolent intent. How could it be that only she and Nathan were aware of it? Brooke decided wearily to let the matter rest and get what sleep she could.

Brooke was able to get an appointment for Nathan by mid-afternoon. Dr. Mason seemed unperturbed by her report that her son was having nightmares. “It’s nothing to trouble yourself about, Mrs. Robinson. Many children experience nightmares and other frightening things at this age. He’ll grow out of it.”

In spite of the doctor’s reassurances, Nathan woke up the household the next several nights with his screams of terror. Frequently he would claim to see the “ghost of the old man” in the daylight. All this time, Brooke continued to feel the hatred smothering the house.

For two weeks the night terrors continued, and though Brooke continued to feel the evil presence and Nathan continued to see it, Brooke was unable to see a thing. Only her instincts reassured her that she was right to worry as she did. One night Brooke was taking a restless walk through the house, and as she walked she felt certain that the presence was mocking her every step of the way.

“You may be frightened now,” an inner voice seemed to tell her, “but this is nothing like the fear you will be experiencing shortly.”

Brooke began feeling helpless. She still did not know what she was fighting, nor how to go about combating it. Brooke was shaken by these thoughts. She crept uneasily into Nathan’s room, fearful again of what she would find there. All she saw was the tousled head of her little boy, sleeping peacefully. For some reason that night Brooke was reluctant to leave the room. She gathered the boy into her arms and kept watch the rest of the night. Sleep was impossible.

The sun began to rise and Brooke got up to prepare breakfast. She stopped in the bathroom and regarded her haggard reflection in the mirror. What was happening to her? Was she starting to go mad? Brooke determined to put an end to the intolerable situation.

“I refuse to live like this,” she told herself firmly. “I won’t let it get me down. Everything is all right.” Brooke went to the dental office feeling better than she had in weeks, despite her sleepless night. The day went beautifully. By the time she was ready to go home, Brooke was convinced that nothing could crumble her newly acquired strength.

As her car pulled into the driveway Brooke could see Ethan outside playing with the children. Brooke turned off the ignition and got out of the car. Ethan came over to her and pecked her on the cheek. Hailey rushed excitedly to her mother and Brooke swung the girl into her arms. Brooke looked around for Nathan. The boy was standing sullenly in front of the house.

“How about you, Nathan, don’t you have a big kiss for Mommy like Hailey?” Brooke walked toward Nathan. She knelt in the grass in front of him with outstretched arms.

“I don’t want to kiss you,” he said with venom precocious for his four years. “I can’t stand you. I don’t want to be near you.”

Brooke was shocked and hurt. She glanced quickly at Ethan and saw the look of astonishment on his face. This was not their loving little boy speaking. Brooke strove to be calm.

“All right then, Nathan. I’m going in the house. If you change your mind, you can bring your kiss to me in there.”

Brooke rose and walked into the house. Nathan did not follow. A few minutes later he entered the house for supper, but Nathan refused to let his mother touch him. His sister could hug him, Aunt Patricia could kiss and cuddle him, Daddy could wrestle with him and show his affection, bur Mommy could not get near Nathan. Brooke saw the confusion in Nathan’s face, and she knew that there was a great part of him that longed to throw his arms around her. Something else was holding him back, though, and that something frightened Brooke.

Suddenly he broke into a run and hurled himself into Brooke’s arms. “Mommy, sometimes I do love you,” he cried. “I do.” Brooke sat on the floor and pulled Nathan into her lap. All at once Nathan’s smile was replaced by an evil sneer. As if repulsed, he slid out of Brooke’s lap.

“Why can’t you just leave me alone!” he shouted as he ran from the room. “Leave me alone. I don’t love you anymore.”

Brooke sat on the floor in despair. Hailey stood in the corner, uncertain what to do. She wanted to comfort her mother, but felt instinctively that she should remain quiet. The kitchen door swung open, and Brooke heard her husband’s measured tread approach her. A strong, sympathetic arm was placed on her shoulder, and a hand came down to help Brooke rise.

“I heard the whole thing,” Ethan said. “Let’s not talk about it now, though. We’ll eat dinner, put the kids to bed, then we’ll talk.”

Ethan’s eyes lit on Hailey, standing uncertainly in the corner of the room. He motioned to her. “Hailey, can you help Mommy with dinner? She would really like that.”

Later that evening, after the children were sleeping, Brooke and Ethan sat at the kitchen table to discuss the change in Nathan. They invited Patricia to join them.

“I heard that scene this afternoon, too,” Patricia told Brooke. “I’m sure he didn’t mean it.”

“I’m afraid we’re going to have to take Nathan to a psychiatrist,” Ethan announced soberly. “He keeps insisting that he sees some old man in his room. Now he has had a complete personality change and refuses to let his own mother touch him—the mother he has always loved very much. A drastic change like that indicates a troubled mind.”

“Ethan, there is something in this house, I know there is!” Brooke said. “There is something evil and awful in this house, and slowly but surely it’s entering Nathan’s mind and causing him to act as he does. Don’t you see that this thing is trying to possess our son?”

Ethan replied swiftly and coldly. “Brooke, I don’t see anything, Hailey doesn’t see anything, and Patricia doesn’t see anything. Don’t you see that your persistence in this silly thing only aggravates Nathan’s problem?”

Patricia had been listening quietly, reluctant to enter the family discussion. She began to speak hesitantly. “Brooke, Ethan, don’t you think there’s a possibility it might be something else altogether? I mean, Brooke, I don’t intend this as a slight, but do you realize that you are the only mother in the neighborhood who works? Maybe Nathan resents not having his mother at home like all the other kids, and he doesn’t like going to the nursery. He’s been so glad to stay at home this past week with me here. Maybe by saying he doesn’t like you, he’s really saying that he doesn’t like it when you leave him.”

Ethan strongly disagreed. Patricia offered the suggestion that maybe Nathan was just acting out because he missed his mother because she was gone at work all day.

Ethan nodded at Patricia’s analysis. He agreed that his sister may have discovered a possible source of the problem, but he urged that Nathan be taken to see a psychiatrist. Brooke agreed in order to maintain peace. She was determined to do whatever was right for her son.

Later that afternoon, Patricia’s vacation time had come to an end, and she reluctantly began to pack her suitcase. “I wish that I could stay a few more days,” she told Brooke. “I really wish that I could help you and Ethan reach some kind of resolution with Nathan. I am so sorry about whatever it is that is going on with him.” Patricia left within a few minutes after Ethan had returned home from work. She declined their offer to take her to a restaurant for a farewell party, saying that she could get many miles “down the road” before she stopped to eat.

Late that night, after everyone else in the family had retired, Brooke mulled over the desperate situation with Nathan. As she was sitting on the couch she felt the temperature in the room drop inexplicably. A warning alarm went off in her head, and she feared to raise her eyes and look around the room.

A death-like chill permeated the room. The atmosphere of hatred seemed to strengthen and swirl around Brooke’s head. She knew that something monstrous and evil was in the room with her. Cautiously, Brooke raised her head. There, in front of her, was the shadow image that she had first seen weeks ago and playfully named “Barnabas.”

The hands and face of the shadow appeared lighter than the rest of the form, and Brooke was able to make out its features. Dark-rimmed, soulless red eyes stared hollowly at her. The being was grossly emaciated, and the yellowish-green skin clung tautly to its high cheekbones. Long hair flowed to its shoulders.

The face was truly horrifying to see, but what seized Brooke even more were the creature’s fangs and skeletal hands. The thing’s arms were outstretched, its fingers separated, its hands palms down. The crooked claws of the entity’s bony hands stretched in front of it, as if grasping for her.

At last Brooke knew fully what the sepulchral being intended to do. All her fears and suppositions were confirmed as the hideous being materialized in front of her. It intended to take her son’s life force, to steal his soul, and inhabit his body. Slowly, the form dematerialized before Brooke’s frightened eyes. The chill lifted from the room and its natural temperature was restored. With a sudden jolt of fear, Brooke ran upstairs into Nathan’s room. She sat on his bed and gathered his sleeping form into her arms.
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The form materialized before her: Surrounded by a sepulchral haze with red eyes blazing hatred and its stained fangs dripping slime, the ghastly creature came toward her (illustration by Ricardo Pustanio).

She must find a way to thwart the creature’s evil intent. Inadvertently she visualized his ghastly form. She saw the lips curl into the vile sneer, and her body shook when she realized that this was the sneer she had seen on Nathan’s face earlier that evening. It was clear that the being was trying to possess Nathan, and that its plan was well underway.

Brooke tried to clear her mind of extraneous distractions. Naturally, she thought, the entity would attack Nathan, since he was the youngest and most vulnerable to such an approach. But how could she hope to fend off such a hideous being? Brooke thought of her husband and wondered how she could get him to believe her. How could she persuade anyone to believe such a bizarre circumstance?

She was alone, she realized despairingly. Completely alone. If anyone was to save Nathan, it would have to be she. Brooke lowered her head and allowed a few tears to well in her eyes. As she did so, a mocking, spiteful laugh filled the room. With a start, Brooke noted that the creature could both hear her thoughts and respond to them. Brooke held the body of her son all night while he slept. Brooke had no desire to sleep. She knew she had to formulate a plan to thwart that of the evil creature inhabiting their home.

When Nathan awakened, he saw that his mother held him, and he sneered, just like the hideous entity that Brooke had faced. He struggled free of Brooke’s arms and began walking with his arms outstretched, hands palms down, and fingers crooked in an exact imitation of the obsessing entity.

“What’s that, Nathan?” Ethan asked from the doorway of his son’s room. He had been getting ready for work and had stopped by Nathan’s room to check on him. “What are you doing?”

Nathan glanced at his father with a scowl of annoyance. “That’s the way the old ghost looks at me,” he said, as if he had expected his father be fully aware of the entity’s appearance.

“Ghosts are just pretend, though, aren’t they?” Ethan said. “They are just in movies and television shows. Right?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Nathan responded offhandedly. “Except for Barnabas. He lives with us now. He used to live by himself. He said that he really likes little boys, but I told him that I don’t want him to drink my blood or to eat me like he did some of the other kids.”

Ethan was momentarily speechless. His eyes darted from his son to his wife. “Where is he getting that stuff?” he wanted to know. “We don’t let him watch those kinds of program on television.”

All at once Brooke saw an opportunity to convince Ethan of the ghost’s validity. She acted quickly. “Nathan, you go ask Hailey to help you get ready for nursery school.”

Nathan scowled at his mother and refused to leave. “I know what you’re up to,” he said in a low, rasping voice. “You want to talk to him about Barnabas. Well, I am not leaving this room, bitch!”

Ethan was stunned for about three seconds, then he stormed across the room toward Nathan. “Don’t you ever talk to your mother that way!” Ethan bent over to hoist Nathan up in his arms, but he jerked back when the boy snapped at him and tried to bite him.

“And don’t you ever try to bite your father!” Ethan said, shaking his son before setting him down on the bed.

Nathan spat at his father and growled as if he were a vicious animal. “Someday I’ll have long teeth just like Barnabas and I can bite anyone I want to, including you, you bastard!”

That did it for Ethan. He grabbed Nathan and turned him over his knee to administer a sound spanking—something Ethan had always said he would never do.

“Daddy, Daddy,” Nathan cried, “what are you doing? What are you doing?”

Ethan froze, his hand poised over his son’s bottom. He looked at Brooke, completely confused and perplexed.

Brooke nodded. “Nathan is back again,” she said softly. “Our little boy is in trouble. Now will you listen to me? Now will you help me?”

Ethan removed Nathan from across his knees, straightened his Pooh Bear pajamas, and told him to go to his sister. “Tell me everything that’s been going on around here,” he said to Brooke.

Ethan called work to say that he would be in a bit later than usual, then he drove Hailey to school and returned home. Nathan had refused to attend nursery school, and under the circumstances, they thought it was best to allow him to play alone in his room. As soon as it seemed that their son was occupied with his toy trucks, Brooke told Ethan the entire story of the incredible events that she had experienced in their home late at night.

Brooke could tell from her husband’s expressions and demeanor that he was skeptical of her account of the weird occurrences that had taken place around the secondhand sofa, but he retained a respectful silence while she told him every detail of the ghostly encounters that she had experienced. He agreed that he would sit up with her that night and see for himself if “Barnabas” would put in an appearance.

That evening Ethan was very quiet. Throughout supper he sat lost in thought, scarcely eating his food. Brooke, on the other hand, felt herself growing almost jubilant. She was convinced now that she had a most important ally with whom she could defeat the terrible entity that had disturbed the sanctity of their home.

Since Nathan had expressed his dislike of his mother throughout the evening, Brooke confined her attention to Hailey at bedtime, and Ethan had assumed the responsibility of putting Nathan to bed. Before that morning’s episode, Nathan had never rejected affection from his father, yet this night he suddenly scowled at Ethan and refused to let himself be touched.

“You’re getting as bad as she is,” Nathan snarled, indicating his mother.

A stricken look crossed Ethan’s features. Brooke hurriedly entered the room.

“Nathan’s a big enough boy to put on his own pajamas,” she said smoothly. “He can put himself to bed. Good night, dear.”

Brooke reached for her husband’s arm and led him out of the bedroom. The two entered the living room, determined to get involved in something on television. They finally become engrossed in a documentary program for several minutes when the windows began to make a fearsome noise. They were shaking violently, but there was no wind outside.

Ethan started to get up to investigate, but Brooke told him to try to ignore the manifestations. The drawn curtains began to flail wildly. Ethan got to his feet.

“Ignore it, Ethan. Please,” Brooke pleaded.

No sooner had Brooke spoken than she heard a voice from inside her mind. The bodiless voice dripped with malice: “You cannot ignore me. I am stronger than you.”

With a start Brooke realized that Barnabas was communicating with her telepathically. With all her concentrated attention Brooke returned a thought: “We are stronger than you are. You cannot defeat us. Now get out of our house!”

The only reply was garish, low-pitched laughter. The curtains continued to fly from the closed windows. Ethan began to pace nervously. “My God, Brooke, I can’t take it. We’ve got to take the children and get out of here!”

“It’s too late for that, Ethan,” Brooke said. “We’ve got to stick it out and fight him now, otherwise we’ll never be free. He knows the showdown is approaching, Ethan. Nathan wouldn’t let you near him and he openly hates me. The horrible creature is already too strong within Nathan for us to run away.”

“Do you mean this thing can hear what I say?” Ethan asked, stupefied.

“Not only can it hear what you say, it can read your thoughts,” Brooke told him. “It can communicate with you. It’s been talking to me. We’ve got to be strong, Ethan.”

Eventually, the wind from nowhere died down, and the draperies once more settled quietly against the windows. After things had settled down for the time being, Brooke persuaded Ethan to lie down in their bedroom and get some rest. Then she stole noiselessly into Nathan’s room. Brooke gathered her sleeping boy into her arms and tried to prepare herself for whatever was to come. Somehow she knew that this night would be the crucial one, and she feared she was not yet strong enough to combat such a powerful force of evil.

Brooke pondered the situation as calmly as she could, determined to conserve her energy. However, the combination of many sleepless nights was beginning to take its toll, and Brooke had to fight to remain alert. Sometime after 2:00 a.m., her eyelids wearily closed.

All at once Brooke was wide awake, suffused with a terror beyond anything she had ever experienced. Her throat was dry, her skin tingling with dread. She feared intensely for her own life and the life of her son. In desperation Brooke closed her eyes tightly and prayed for strength and protection. Her eyes flew open as she felt the chilling approach of the detestable being.

The entity knew that this night was his last chance, for Brooke and Ethan were getting stronger. Tonight the thing would have to make its final effort to possess the living body of four-year-old Nathan—and destroy anyone who would try to stop it.

Brooke eased herself away from Nathan and glanced wildly around the room. She wanted some kind of weapon, something that she could place between the being and her own vulnerable self. She was shaking with fear, uncertain as to her plan of action.

Brooke walked slowly out of Nathan’s room and down the hall. The death-like chill seemed concentrated most heavily at the end of the hallway. That would have to be where the entity was waiting. Brooke had only gone halfway down the hall when the form materialized before her. Surrounded by a sepulchral haze and with red eyes blazing hatred, the ghastly visage came slowly toward her. Its bony hands were outstretched, palms down, and an almost irresistible force seemed to flow from the yellow-green claws. Brooke thought that if those hands should once touch her, her soul would be ripped to agonizing shreds.

The being stepped closer, and for one moment Brooke faltered. Her mind started to swirl, and she knew she was yielding against her will to the being’s demoniacal power. From faraway, she heard its soulless laughter.

The sound of that laughter was all Brooke needed to pull herself together. “I will not let you defeat me!” she shouted. Somewhere inside of her Brooke seemed to have tapped a primeval energy source. Centuries of culture and sophistication slipped away, and Brooke was an enraged animal protecting her young. She boldly stepped toward the evil creature.

“You thought you could possess my son, but I am stronger than you are. You are beaten! Leave my son, leave my house. You can no longer harm us!” As Brooke moved forward she saw the creature step hesitantly back. Feeling a tremendous surge of power, Brooke continued to move in on him, no longer afraid. “Leave us!” she commanded. “Go back to wherever you belong.”

The entity continued to retreat from Brooke, growing smaller as it went. Brooke was dimly aware that they were now in the living room. “Barnabas” was heading toward the couch. Brooke advanced on the couch, where the being seemed to be centered. As she approached, the thing became increasingly dimmer. The vaguely luminescent quality departed, and Brooke was staring at the formless shadow she had first seen weeks before. Finally that, too, evaporated into nothingness.

Without moving or taking her gaze from the couch, Brooke called to Ethan. When her husband arrived at her side, Brooke gave terse orders. She refused to move her eyes from the couch.

Brooke insisted that the sofa be taken from their house that night. She told Ethan to load the piece of furniture into the back end of the SUV. She would accompany him and they would unload it at the city dump. They bundled their two drowsy kids into the backseat, and as they made their desperate trip to the dump, Brooke explained to Ethan what had happened. She was convinced that she had cornered Barnabas in the couch, and that he was going on his last ride. She had ceased to sense his presence.

With only the pale light of a crescent moon to guide them, Ethan and Brooke lifted the couch from the car and placed it in a cleared area apart from the city’s debris. As if for a ritual cleansing, Ethan held a lighter against the cloth and ignited the piece of furniture.

“It’s over,” Brooke whispered, clutching her husband’s arm and watching the blazing couch. “It’s finally over.”

When the last flames had died down, Brooke and Ethan drove back home. Together, they climbed the stairs, Ethan carrying Hailey and Brooke cradling Nathan. They walked down the hallway to the children’s rooms. Nathan remained sleeping serenely. Brooke laid him in his bed, tucked the covers beneath his chin, and placed her hand on his forehead.

“Mommy?” a sleepy voice asked. “Oh, Mommy, I love you.”

Ethan came forward and smiled down at his son.

Brooke sighed deeply. “Thank God,” she said. “We won.”
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Did the Dark Magician Conjure a Demon that Slaughtered Him and His Entire Family?

I often caution individuals who wish to study the Dark Arts that they must not regard such an undertaking lightly. I never encourage people to search the ancient texts for arcane incantations with which to conjure up entities from some other dimension or nether region. Such experimentation—as many have learned to their sorrow—can result in absolute terror, madness, and a grisly kind of death.

Some years ago, a prominent researcher told me of a classic case in the annals of crime detection and the occult, which was a ghastly tale, blood-soaked and one that definitely had a macabre association with the Powers of Darkness. As far as my confidante was aware, the bizarre crime, which occurred over 80 years ago, has never been solved.

It was a little before midnight on July 2, 1929, and in the center of Detroit, Michigan, lights still blazed and music and laughter blared from the city’s hot nightspots. But in that part of the city known as Little Italy, most of the inhabitants, who were hardworking folk, had retired early. The day had been a hot one, but a welcomed breeze stirred the trees on St. Aubin Street. The patrolman had just passed down the sidewalk and had turned into the police station on the corner to make his report that all was well.

Dominic Diapolo, who kept the delicatessen on St. Aubin, was always the last tradesman to close his shop. At about 11:30 pm, Diapolo came out of the premises and glanced up and down the street to assure himself that no more customers were approaching. He rather idly observed that lights were still burning at No. 3587 next door; but that was nothing unusual, for his neighbor, Benjamino Evangelista always kept late hours.

Benjamino Evangelista was an enigma not only to Diapolo but many of the other local folk who had known him in Italy before they had immigrated to the States. Evangelista was born in Casino, a rugged mountainous area where peasants still live, in thought and in habit, several generations behind the city dwellers of modern Italy. In 1914—when he was 28—Evangelista left his birthplace for the United States. He rapidly mastered the English language, and soon found work as a carpenter.

Nobody noticed anything unusual about him for several months, when he suddenly revealed himself as a prophet and a healer. Often he would pray fervently in the middle of his work, and one day when one of his workmates seriously cut himself, Evangelista promptly stopped the flow of blood from an artery by saying a few words over it in a language unknown to his companions. It seemed clear to them that he had occult powers.

Diapolo of the delicatessen didn’t believe that his neighbor was so gifted, but when a Mrs. Vaniel Vetrando, who lived nearby, told him that Evangelista had cured her ailing infant by making signs in the air over the child and reading in a strange language from a book, Diapolo began to reconsider the matter.

Later a woman named Santina was carried on a stretcher to Evangelista’s house. Doctors alleged that she was dying of consumption. Could Evangelista snatch her from death? “Yes,” said the carpenter. “I can cure her, but only if she will marry me.” Santina weakly agreed; and although she could not rise from the bed in which he had placed her, they were promptly wedded. As soon as she had become Mrs. Evangelista, Santina began rapidly to recover. As the years passed, she bore him four children, three girls, Angeline, Matilda and Jenny, and a boy, Morrio.

Evangelista flourished and became a master carpenter and a plumber. After work, he attended to his patients—not only the local Italians but also the many individuals who sought him out when their doctors had apparently failed them. Evangelista never turned anyone away. He burned the midnight oil calculating horoscopes, studying occultism, or brewing potions from the herbs that he grew in his garden.

Father Francis Beccherini, a local Catholic priest, tried to persuade him to abandon occultism, but Evangelista refused. The priest warned that the occult was only a path to madness. The Father fumed that it was sad that one so blessed with fine children should be so cursed in other respects.

Thus stood the story until that terrible night of July 2, 1929, when it seemed as if a black cloud of evil descended upon Detroit and lingered over St. Aubin Street. That night Evangelista, having seen his wife and children to bed, returned to his study on the ground floor to check the proofs of a very strange book he had written. One might have called it his bible. It was entitled The Oldest History of the World Revealed by Occult Sciences.

Behind him, as he sat at his desk, was an altar, and to left and right were piles of books, astrological charts, and chemical apparatus. He had not locked the front door, but his study door was closed.

While Evangelista sat engrossed in his proofreading a gust of hot wind blew the lid off Diapolo’s dustbin next door. Diapolo, who had gone to bed, heard it as he began to doze.

A woman, living on the opposite side of the street, pulled aside her bedroom curtains to get more air on that sultry night. Just as she was about to turn away, she saw—or thought she saw, for as she later explained, she could not be certain—a vague shadow, like that of an undersized man, cast upon Evangelista’s front door. She paid it no special attention and returned to her bed.

Night enveloped the city. Little Italy slept unconscious of the evil on St. Aubin Street. The patrolman leisurely passed by Evangelista’s premises. He saw nothing amiss.

Indeed, it was not until about 11:00 AM on July 3, the day following, that the curtain was raised on a crime that stunned and nauseated the whole of the city. It was then that Vincent Elias, an estate agent, called at Evan-gelista’s home at No. 3587. The occultist’s dogs in the backyard began to bark as he knocked at the front door. Getting no reply, he entered and listened. All was silent within the house. Elias opened the study door, and called a cheery greeting. His words froze on his lips, for the study resembled a slaughterhouse. Evangelista’s body was slumped on his scattered proof sheets. His head was on the floor.
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Those who wish to study the Dark Arts must not regard such an undertaking lightly. Caution must be exercised by those who search the ancient texts for arcane incantations with which to conjure up entities from some other dimension or nether region. Such experimentation can result in absolute terror, madness, and a grisly death (art by Bill Oliver).

 Babbling incoherently, Elias sought Diapolo, who phoned the police.

Patrolmen Costage and Lawrence from Hunt Street Police Station arrived within a few minutes. Immediately they saw what Elias in his horror had missed—a trail of small bloody footprints leading upstairs. They bounded up the staircase, truncheons drawn.

“Don’t … don’t look,” whispered Costage to his partner as he turned from the open doors of the two bedrooms. Mrs. Evangelista and her four children had been decapitated and disemboweled.

A dozen more officers arrived, and then somebody remembered the cellars. Three armed officers descended the stairs, the beams of their flashlights falling upon a heavy green curtain at the foot of a single flight.The scene behind that curtain made them gape with horror and amazement.

Nearly a dozen macabre life-sized waxen figures dangled from the ceiling. Each one had the face of a devil.

Doctors later declared that the murderer must have had considerable strength for his size, for the bloody footprints revealed that he wore size five shoes; yet the mortal wounds found on the Evangelista family had been caused by either a scimitar, a saber, a machete, or some similar weapon. It was also thought that the murderer must have been known to the Evangelistas and to their dogs, which did not bark during the night.

One of the many theories for the crime was that the family had been murdered by the father of one of the two children who had died after being treated by Ben-jamino Evangelista, but investigation proved this theory without foundation.

The discovery of what appeared to be women’s lingerie in the cellar led the police to believe that the murdered occultist had engaged in some sort of devil worship, which included sex rites resulting in the debauching of females; but this theory rapidly exploded when former patients revealed that the healer required a soft, silken garment that had been worn next to the skin when he performed the rites which, in almost all cases, restored them to health.

Every possible trail was followed up by the police. Although many seemed at first to be promising, all proved to be dead ends. Then Inspector Fred Frahm became interested in the script of The Oldest History of the World, which Evangelista had written. The detective believed that this bizarre work might be more revealing than any speculations about vendettas and the like. There was a macabre, exalted madness about the script.

Here are a few of the passages that intrigued Inspector Frahm:

After ninety days they formed a coach of clouds with the strength of the wind and air…. [T]hey opened the coach and in it found a phenomenon in the aspect of a human being. It had arms but no legs, two wings on its arms and one on its back, and a blonde beard; it was seven times the size of a man. The winds named him God and gave him their strength….

In the Nile the strongest man became king. They wrestled and the winner became king…. In Caion the man who had the longest beard became king…. In Aliel the greatest talker became queen….

The mystery deepened when Frahm remembered that, Angeline, one of the daughters, had one of her arms cut off at the shoulder, for he read in the strange bible the following words:

If any Caion men would acquaint themselves with Caion or Aliel women they would be cut to pieces and fed to the slaves.

Berland began to run away from him, but blood came out of her shoulder and she couldn’t magnetize the people any more.

Had not the Evangelistas been cut to pieces? Had not little Angeline’s arm been severed at the shoulder?

The printer of the “History” was traced. He was Francis Slunder, a Belgian printer, of 3652 Meldrum Avenue, Detroit, but he could throw no light on the mystery or the meaning of the book.

The manufacturer of the devil figures was also traced. He was Fortuna J. Martin of the Johnson Flag and Decorating Co., 3529 Gratiot Avenue, Detroit. Martin said that Evangelista had told him to make the figures as grotesque as possible, as he wanted them for a film that he proposed making. Martin added that his customer seemed sane enough until religion was mentioned.

All the occultists of Detroit were arrested on suspicion. Religious fanatics were questioned for hours. Museums and collectors of weapons were visited, but the murder weapon was never found. No one could reveal anything of value. Utterly baffled, the detectives then decided to consult the occultists themselves for psychic guidance on the problem. They learned nothing that they didn’t know before.

James E. Chenot, prosecuting attorney, launched a drive to arrest all the spiritualists and drive them out of Detroit, but when it was revealed that the police were consulting this fraternity the campaign collapsed.

The police were, by that time, so obsessed with the hunt for the murderer that they had almost come to the stage where they might have even believed that Evangelista not only murdered his family, but decapitated himself afterwards and disposed of the weapon by magical means.

“The Evangelista murders,” said one of the chief detectives, “constitute one of the most unique cases police were ever called on to handle anywhere. Not only were the murders singularly frightful, but there was an element about them that removed them from the modern world. This is a case in which a murderer from the Dark Ages has baffled a thoroughly modernized police force, though every means known to criminal science was employed to detect him.”

Had Benjamino Evangelista conjured up a denizen of some nether region? Some occultists believe that the small shadowy figure seen by one of the witnesses was a demon that Evangelista had managed to summon from some other dimension of time and space. Once, however, Evangelista sought to command the demon, the magician learned to his sorrow and his entire family’s slaughter, that playing in the dark side is not for amateurs.
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Being Eaten Alive, Dolphins Appeared to Drive away the Great White

In July 1996, Martin Richardson, a 29-year-old adventurer from Colchester, England, left the dive boat when he spotted three bottlenose dolphins in the Red Sea off Egypt’s Sinai Peninsula. He thought it would be wonderful to join them and play with them in the water, but they disappeared when he entered the sea.

He was floating on his back and relaxing in the warm waters when a Great White shark suddenly emerged from the sea and clamped its monstrous jaws around his shoulder.

That very first bite punctured a lung and tore away part of a rib and some muscle.

Richardson tried to swim for the dive boat and he shouted for help, but his friends were over a hundred yards away.

Within a few seconds, the monster struck at his left side, once again tearing away flesh with its massive jaws.

Richardson did not wish his final resting place to be in the belly of the ugly brute. He punched down on the shark’s head and nose as hard as he could, and once again the sea beast released him.

Reeling from shock, Richardson did his best to swim away from all the blood in the water that had poured from his terrible wounds, but the vicious predator tore into him a third time.

Somehow, even though the third strike had ripped away even more flesh and exposed Richardson’s spine, the Englishman, fighting desperately for his survival, managed to punch the shark away once again.

But seconds later, the hideous, beady-eyed monster was on him again, chewing flesh from his chest.

It was at that awful moment, Richardson said, that he prayed to God for a miracle. He shouted to the heavens that he had never before asked for very much, but now his life was in his hands.

Richardson knew the next strike from the Great White would finish him off. The pain was beyond anything that he could imagine, and he was so weak that he could barely stay afloat.

And then God answered his plea for a miracle by sending the three bottlenose dolphins that had first attracted Richardson into the warm waters of the Red Sea.

The dolphins formed a protective ring around him and beat the water with their tails and fins in order to frighten the shark away from its prey. And they continued their defensive tactic until Richardson’s friends in the diving boat were able to pull alongside him in an inflatable boat.
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The 1975 movie Jaws exaggerated the capabilities of a Great White Shark, but the real-life predator is nothing to sneeze at.

The Recanati Center for Maritime Studies at the University of Haifa in Israel stated that such a defensive measure by dolphins is common when they are protecting their young from predators.

Associated Press reports said that doctors at the hospital in el-Tur, Egypt, placed 200 stitches in Richardson’s left shoulder, stomach, and back. Attending physicians told him that he had lost 11 pounds of flesh to the Great White and that he could anticipate a hospital stay of at least a week. Miraculously, the doctors informed him that their prognosis suggested that he would experience a full recovery.

Later, when they measured the teeth marks on his body, it was estimated that the beast had a jaw span of nearly two feet and was probably about 14 feet long.

Richardson told the media that he had always loved dolphins—and now he owed his life to them.
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HRH Jack the Ripper

According to some researchers, the always morbidly fascinating Jack the Ripper was a member of the British royal family.

Although even the number of murders attributable to the infamous Jack the Ripper is debated—the count runs as high as fifteen—there is a general consensus that the series of slayings began in the White Chapel district of London’s East End with the murder of Mary Ann Nichols on the night of August 31, 1888, and ended nine weeks later with the gruesome slaughter of Mary Jeanette Kelly.

Mary Ann Nichols was found lying across a gutter, repeatedly slashed by someone with a long-handled knife and a general knowledge of anatomy. A week later Annie Chapman was found in a backyard, her head nearly severed. A few nights later the Ripper was interrupted in his attack on a local celebrity known as Long Liz by a man who drove a pony cart into the yard. The pony shied at the fleeing figure of Jack, and the driver jumped down from his seat to lift the woman’s head. Blood poured from the open wound in her throat, and it was evident that she was beyond help. Apparently the intrusion so annoyed the Ripper that within an hour he lured Catherine Eddows into a lonely alley where he could indulge his perverse and deadly passions at his leisure. Jack extracted her left kidney and certain other organs, then wiped his hands and knife on her apron.

The London newspapers ran countless stories speculating about the Ripper’s identity. Perhaps he was a demonic butcher, a Polish Jew, an American sailor, a Russian doctor, or one of a host of other suspects—anyone, it seemed, so long as he was not English. Jack, who was obviously following his press quite carefully and enjoying every inch of ink in the papers, countered with a famous quatrain he sent to the Times:

I’m not a butcher; I’m not a Yid,

Nor yet a foreign skipper;

But I am your own true loving friend,

Yours truly—Jack the Ripper.

The Ripper corresponded with Scotland Yard as well as the London press. To a persistent police officer, whose investigation was evidently well known to the Ripper, he sent part of a human kidney. “I have fried and eaten the other part,” he stated in an accompanying note.

Jeanette Kelly was the only victim killed indoors. She had been heard singing “Sweet Violets” during the evening and had seemed to be in high spirits. Her horribly mutilated corpse was discovered the next morning by a passerby who could look directly into her ground-level apartment. Sir Melville Macnaghten, a Scotland Yard official, reported that the Ripper must have spent at least two hours over his hellish work: “A fire was burning low in the room, but neither stove nor gas were there. The madman made a bonfire of some old newspapers and of his victim’s clothes, and by this dim irreligious light, a scene was enacted which nothing witnessed by Dante, in his visit to the infernal regions, could have surpassed.”

The only possible description we have of Jack the Ripper came from someone who saw Jeanette Kelly in the company of a man “about thirty-five years old, five feet six inches tall, of a dark complexion, with a dark mustache turned up at the ends.”

Abruptly the murders ceased, but theories about the now morbidly romanticized Ripper continued to afford challenges for amateur detectives at the local pubs and painstaking police work for tough-minded Scotland Yard inspectors. Someone with a knowledge of surgery always ranked first in the theoretical list of suspects. The second favorite was a midwife who had both familiarity with her victims and a knowledge of elementary surgery. A journalist reported the death of a diabolical doctor in Buenos Aires who allegedly made a deathbed confession that he had been Jack the Ripper, but his claim was impossible to document.

The notorious Dr. Neill Cream, convicted of poisoning four women, shouted, “I am Jack the—” just as the executioner pulled the lever on the hangman’s platform and dropped the doctor to the end of his rope. Eager devotees of the Dr. Cream solution to the Ripper legend were disappointed when their investigation revealed that Cream had been in Joliet prison in Illinois throughout the period of the East End murders.

The best-selling crime writer Patricia Cornwell spent a great deal of money attempting to prove her theory that Jack the Ripper was the painter Walter Sickert, an artist whose moody and unsettling paintings generally featured Irish music-hall entertainers and scantily clad women of the night. Alistair Smith, director of the University of Manchester’s Whitworth Art Gallery, pronounces Cornwell’s theory as presented in her Portrait of a Killer: Jack the Ripper—Case Closed (2002) utter nonsense and points out that the art historian Matthew Sturgis discredited Cornwell’s research in his own critically acclaimed Sickert biography.

Other recent theories about Jack’s identity have even included His Royal Highness Prince Albert Victor, Duke of Clarence, the grandson of Queen Victoria. “Prince Eddy,” as he was known, was the son of Prince Albert Edward (later King Edward VII) and Princess Alexandra. Prince Albert, “Bertie,” was a bit of a rogue, involved in a number of scandals that had to be hushed up by the palace. On the other hand, Alexandra was much like Princess Diana, respected for her public works and much loved by the people. Rumors that Eddy was dull, even retarded, began when he was a child. The boy was also partially deaf.

Prince Eddy was named Duke of Clarence in 1891 and would likely have been king of England if he had not died in the influenza epidemic of 1891–92. At the time of his death, he was engaged to Princess Mary of Teck, who did become Queen Mary.

Although people gossiped about Eddy’s bizarre lifestyle, there were no rumors linking him to the awful murders committed by Jack the Ripper during his lifetime. It was not until 1962 that Philippe Julien, author of Edouard VII, published the allegation that Eddy and the Duke of Bedford had been responsible for the Ripper slayings.

In 1970 Dr. Thomas Stowell created a sensation when he published an article in the Criminologist claiming that Eddy, driven mad by syphilis, committed the murders. In this theory, the royal family was fully aware that Eddy was the Ripper but did nothing until after the double murders of Long Liz and Catherine Eddows on the same night. Eddy was then bundled off to a private mental hospital, but he escaped and committed the gruesome murder of Jeanette Kelly. (Eddy’s terrible skill with a knife, so Stowell’s theory goes, came from his experiences at dressing deer on the hunt.) Once again, the royal family had Eddy quietly confined in a mental hospital, where he resided until he died of syphilis attacking his brain.

Stowell’s conspiracy theory about Prince Jack the Ripper reads convincingly and terrifyingly. To refute such claims, royal records were released that show Prince Eddy was not even in London on the important murder dates.

The forensic psychiatrist David Abrahamsen profiled Jack the Ripper and concluded Prince Eddy was an accomplice in the murders. Other Ripper theories touching on the royal family have involved Queen Victoria, a secret wife of Eddy’s, and elaborate Freemason rituals. Like many other conspiracies that develop a life of their own, that of HRH Prince Eddy the Ripper will no doubt continue to add many branches to the main trunk.
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Indochina’s Vicious Swamp Demons

The following account is most intriguing. As medical doctors and psychiatrists have discovered, some individuals who suffer from lycanthropy have contracted the condition after a violent physical and/or mental shock. Often, the individual recovering from temporary lycanthropy, having been temporarily possessed by demons, will explain the desire to bite, tear, and slash at an opponent.

Author Ed Bodin tells of the possession by a vicious, ripping, biting swamp demon of the beautiful Yvonne Marchand, the daughter of Colonel Jean-Baptiste Marchand, the French officer who had been sent to take command of the French detachment in Indochina in 1923. The lovely blond eighteen-year-old had become the belle of the military colony, and Colonel Marchand’s troubles seemed few. Although he was of the old military school and contemptuous of native beliefs concerning jungle monsters and demons, the native people, for the most part, tolerated him.

The colonel’s principal error in public relations lay in the area of what he adjudged native trespassing on military property. A native corporal did his best to explain to the officer that the reason for such regular trespassing could be found in the people’s desire to avoid going through a certain demon-inhabited swamp to get to the hills beyond. According to native legend, those who passed through the swamp at night would be in extreme danger of becoming possessed by fiendish demons. As an intelligent Frenchman educated in the best schools, Colonel Marchand found only amusement in such tales.

One day a native thief surrendered to the authorities rather than risk escaping capture by running into the accursed swamp. Colonel Marchand saw this as an opportunity to demonstrate the qualities of French justice, so rather than having the man shot, he ordered the man cast into the midst of the swamp so that he would have to wade through the very area that he so feared.

The terrified felon begged the colonel to reconsider, and he attempted to throw himself at the feet of the colonel’s daughter to beseech her intercession. All he accomplished by such a gesture was to trip Yvonne. In a rage, the colonel had the man forced into the swamp at bayonet point.

Late that night, Yvonne’s maid rushed to the colonel with the news of the thief’s terrible revenge. He had managed to creep back into the military camp, and he had carried off the colonel’s daughter. A search was organized immediately, but the native corporal feared the worst when the trail led to the swamp.

The search party was met by a soldier at the edge of the swamp. The thief had been found bleeding to death, his face and body covered with teeth marks and scratches, his jugular vein torn open. With his dying words he gasped that the beautiful Yvonne had wrenched herself free of his grasp and had turned on him with her teeth and nails. The colonel took some satisfaction that his daughter had escaped from her kidnapper—but who or what had ripped open the man’s jugular vein?

The men searched an hour with powerful spotlights and lanterns before they caught sight of something white moving ahead of them in the swamp. It was Yvonne, naked except for a strip of cloth about her thighs. The searchlights caught the streaks of blood on her body, but her father was most horrified by the fiendish grin that parted her lips. Yvonne stood there before them, her teeth flashing as if she were some wild thing waiting for prey to fall within reach of her claws and fangs. To the astonishment of the entire search party, the girl rushed the nearest soldier, ready to gouge and bite.

Colonel Marchand ran to his daughter’s side. She eluded his grasp, seemed about to turn on him, then collapsed at his feet. Her shoulders and breasts were splotched with the indentations of dozens of tooth marks. The colonel covered his daughter’s nakedness from the curious gaze of the soldiers, and he called for a litter to carry Yvonne home.

Later, when the girl regained consciousness, she told a most bizarre and frightening story. The thief had clamped a rough hand over her mouth and dragged her into the swamp. When they stopped to rest, Yvonne became aware of hideous, fanged demonic faces bobbing all around them.

“A terrible sensation came over me,” she said. “Never before have I felt anything like it. I wanted only to kill the man, to bite his throat, to tear at his face. I have never had such strength before. I ripped and slashed at the man and mangled him as if he were but a small child cowering before me. I gloried in tearing away his flesh, in hearing him scream, in seeing him drop to the ground and crawl away.

“Then the faces summoned me on into the swamp. I tore off my clothes and began to bite myself. The faces laughed at me, and I laughed too.”

When Yvonne had seen the lights of the searchers, she became furious and had wanted to kill them. “And, Father,” she went on, “I knew you, but I wanted to kill you too. I kept trying to think of you as my father, but something terrible kept tearing at my brain. Then, when you reached out to touch me, the awful fire that was burning inside me seemed to fall away.”

After that horrible incident, Colonel Marchand was much more sympathetic to the hill people who trespassed across a small portion of military property to avoid the swamp. His daughter had said over and over again that if there were truly a hell, that swamp must be it. Eventually the swamp was completely filled in by earth and stone from a more godly part of ground. Yvonne Marchand bore no lasting ill effects of her awful ordeal and she later married and produced healthy children. But when friends got her to tell about her night of possession in the Indochinese swamp, few walked away as skeptics.
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The Hideous Piasa, Winged Devourer of Native People

From the mouth of the Illinois River at Grafton to Alton (Illinois), a distance of twenty miles, the Mississippi River runs from west to east, and its north bank (the Illinois side) is a high bluff. When the first white men explored the area, they found that some unknown muralist from some forgotten tribal culture had engraved and painted hideous depictions of two gigantic, winged monsters. The petroglyphs were each about thirty feet in length and twelve feet in height.

Father Marquette, the celebrated Jesuit priest-explorer, wrote in his journals of discoveries of the Mississippi, published in Paris in 1681: “As we were descending the river we saw high rocks with hideous monsters painted on them and upon which the bravest Indian dare not look. They [have] head and horns like a goat; their eyes are red; [they have a] beard like a tiger’s and a face like a man’s. Their tails are so long that they pass over their bodies and between their legs under their bodies, ending like a fish’s tail. They are painted red, green, and black, and so well drawn that I could not believe they were drawn by the Indians, and for what purpose they were drawn seems to me a mystery.”

The two enormously large petroglyphs were clearly visible on the north bank of the Mississippi, immediately where the Illinois State Prison was later built at Alton. Traces of their outlines remained until the limestone on which they had been engraved was quarried by the convicts in about 1856.

In his 48-page booklet, The Piasa; or, The Devil Among the Indians (Morris, IL, 1887) P. A. Armstrong described the creatures as having “the wings of a bat, but of the shape of an eagle’s…. They also had four legs, each supplied with eagle-shaped talons. The combination and blending together of the master species of the earth, sea, and air … so as to present the leading and most terrific characteristics of the various species thus graphically arranged, is an absolute wonder and seems to show a vastly superior knowledge of animal, fowl, reptile, and fish nature than has been accorded to the Indian.”

Sometime in the 1840s, Professor John Russell of Jersey County, Illinois, explored the caves that the Piasa were said to have inhabited and reported “innumerable human bones littering the stone floors.” Although Professor Russell suggested the skeletal fragments offered mute testimony to the Amerindians’ account of a flying monster with a craving for human flesh, P. A. Armstrong cautioned his readers that the cave may have been utilized as a burial place by the Mound Builders, whose impressive earthen handiwork can be found in that same area.

Armstrong, on the other hand, is not opposed to considering how accurately the unknown Amerindian artists managed to incorporate biblical descriptions of the Devil in their artwork:

Here do we behold the wings and talons of the eagle, united to the body of the dragon or alligator, with the face of a man, the horns of the black-tailed deer or elk, the nostrils of the hippopotamus, the teeth and beard of the tiger, the ears of the fox, and the tail of the serpent, or fish, with the scales of the salamander, so nicely arranged and fitted together as to preserve the distinctive characteristics of each and produce a picture of all that is the most horrible in animal, fowl, fish, and reptile in a single graphic view…. The dragon … is the prototype and representative of Satan, and the serpent is his twin brother, while man is the image of his Maker….

The Piasa was generally feared because of its propensity for snatching tribespeople and making off with them. Professor John Russell published an account of the Piasa’s insatiable appetite for human flesh in the 1848 July issue of The Evangelical Magazine and Gospel Advocate:

He [the Piasa] was as artful as he was powerful, and would dart suddenly and unexpectedly upon an Indian, bear him off into one of the caves of the bluff and devour him. Hundreds of warriors attempted for years to destroy him, but without success. Whole villages were nearly depopulated, and consternation spread through all the tribes of the Illini.

Professor Russell describes how he and a guide managed with great effort to enter the fearsome cave of the awful Piasa:

The roof of the cavern was vaulted, the top of which was hardly less than twenty feet high. The shape of the cave was irregular, but so far as I could judge the bottom would average twenty by thirty feet. The floor of the cave throughout its whole extent was one mass of human bones. Skulls and other bones were mingled together in the utmost confusion. To what depth they extended I am unable to decide, but we dug to the depth of three or four feet in every quarter of the cavern and still found only bones. The remains of thousands must have been deposited there.

When did the Piasa conduct their fiendish foraging upon the native tribes? According to Armstrong’s little book: “The time when the Piasa existed in this country, according to the Illini tradition, was many thousand moons before the arrival of the palefaces.”
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