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The New Forest is a wonderful, magical place that is home to many strange sightings and mysterious creatures – you just have to know where to look.


I have lived mostly in the New Forest, and in that time I’ve had many personal experiences and sightings that defy logical explanation. These incidents, along with my lifetime fascination with mysteries and the unexplained, are why I decided to write this book.


A couple of years ago I decided to start logging these experiences on a website, on which I asked others to share their own stories. Consequently, people started sending me their accounts by email, and I started adding the locations of these encounters to a map on the site, along with the details. What interests me most is the similarity of the accounts given by so many people, completely unknown to each other, happening at the exact same locations time and time again. What other explanation is there other than that the New Forest is full of intriguing, mysterious secrets?


I wanted to write this book to share these secrets with you.


Perhaps you’ve had your own experiences in the area, strange occurrences you can’t explain or that keep you up at night?


If so, please read on – and see if any of these stories ring any bells.




A Brief History of this Magical Place


Located in Southern England and consisting of 218 square miles, the New Forest is the smallest national park in the country, though there is nothing small about its beauty and rich cultural heritage. This stunning area is absolutely filled with interesting history – some of it mysterious and intriguing, and some of it downright spooky.


There are few areas of England where – throughout the decades and centuries – the landscape has remained relatively unchanged, but the New Forest is definitely one of them. In fact, 1000 years ago William the Conqueror called it ‘his new hunting forest’, and the land today isn’t much different to how it would have been back then. This is due, in part, to the protective structure William established in order to manage the woodlands and wild heathlands, a structure that is still very much in place today.


Later came the Tudor and Elizabethan influences, when Britain’s most famous monarch, Henry VIII, commissioned both Hurst Castle and Calshot Castle to be built, as well as owning a monastery at Beaulieu.


As well as its royal connections, the New Forest also played an important part in both world wars. For instance, when Breamore House near Fordingbridge was taken over by the military it was visited by General Patton, the village of Brockenhurst saw wounded World War I soldiers treated for their injuries in makeshift hospitals, and Generals Eisenhower and Montgomery met at Balmer Lawn in Brockenhurst as they plotted the famous D-day invasion. Ashley Walk near Fordingbridge was used to test the ‘bouncing bomb’, and there were 12 airfields in total across the whole area, remnants of which can still be seen today.


I have a personal interest in World War II because I believe I have a past life memory of this time. Due to this, I have visited some of the 12 airfields of the New Forest (sadly, some of them can’t be visited due to their location), and have obtained some interesting material there.


Over the centuries this area has been no stranger to unusual sightings, and no wonder – the forest is magical, steeped in a 1000 year-long mystical history that encompasses everything from ghosts and hauntings to weird and wonderful creature sightings.




Beginning


My interest in the paranormal began around 1986 when, fresh from school, I started at my boring office job. My colleagues and I would chat in between typing letters and doing accounts, and one day – probably to alleviate our mutual boredom – we got onto the subject of dreams. In turn, each of us would recall the previous night’s dreams, how we felt about them, and what we thought they meant. I then bought a dream interpretation book from my local bookshop and we began loosely deciphering each dream meaning. My curiosity was aroused when some of the dreams seemed to symbolise actual events and even appeared to offer solutions to problems.


An example of this would be my colleague dreaming about cats. In her dream, there were cats everywhere in the street where she lived. They sat on car roofs, pavements, fences, driveways, and so on. Cats are an ancient symbol of increasing psychic power and a strongly awakening sixth sense. Looking back, this was the start of her psychic journey, because two years later she went to work as a secretary for a workshop facilitator for psychic studies.


When we are on the right path people just ‘pop up’, seeming to appear just at the right time to help us along. The word journey is so overused these days; I prefer to call it spiritual path.


It was a couple of years after the boring office job that I came across an ad in a local paper for people of a like mind to join a spiritual development group, led by a medium. I was nervous as I attended the first class, but I needn’t have been as everyone was very friendly. It was at one of these weekly sessions that I had my first encounter with Spirit.


During previous sessions, whilst being guided through a group meditation, I had ‘felt’ something behind me – that feeling you get when someone is standing really close behind you. I remember jolting during the meditation, disrupting everyone’s peaceful thoughts, as I could feel the energy of a tongue in my mouth, only it wasn’t mine. I opened my eyes to find that I felt 6 feet tall (I’m 5ft 2), and that I was looking down at everyone, staring. It felt so real and yet so disconnected at the same time. I admit to being very scared. Clearly, an energy had taken me over and I was now someone else.


My memory of what happened next is vague. I think I might have fainted as when I came around I was lying on the floor with everyone standing around me, a dozen concerned faces peering down at me.


My first experience of what is known as Trance Mediumship took me weeks to get over. The trained medium attending the group said I’d been taken over by a very powerful entity and that I hadn’t been able to take it. Looking back, I was so young – around 18 at the time – that I didn’t really know what to make of it all.


Even so, I carried on attending the group, gaining more experience through exercises like table tipping, séances, dowsing, and practising clairvoyance. I had started reading Tarot cards by now too, and was giving readings part time whilst working full time. Developing psychically takes discipline and commitment and I’m glad I continued, even though at times it was difficult.


Whilst I’ve always been aware of Spirit, my abilities seemed to go up a notch when strange events appeared to accelerate my spiritual awareness. I eventually went from sensing spirits to seeing them, my turning point coming in 2004. At the time I was living in West Sussex with my husband, commuting regularly between Midhurst and Chichester. The area is beautiful, with green rolling hills on both sides of the road, and we were fortunate enough to have a car each. He worked locally and I was a full-time mother to two toddlers.


One day around teatime, after a walk around the shops at Chichester, I was travelling back with my children along the A286 – the busy road that connects Midhurst to Chichester – when, as the car took a sweeping bend, I noticed a lady running across the road in front of me, headed towards a public house about 400 yards away. What was strange about this was that she was wearing a long cloak with the hood over her head – I remember thinking what strange attire to wear in this day and age! I couldn’t see all of her face, only the profile, but she seemed to be around 20-30 years old. She appeared in front of me for about two seconds and then she vanished. I wasn’t scared, just mystified, and when I arrived home I told my husband what I’d seen and then thought no more of it.


A few days later, I was travelling along the same stretch of road at around 9 pm when, upon reaching the spot where I’d seen the mysterious cloaked woman, the headlights on my car went out for a few seconds before coming back on again. This was frightening because the A286 is unlit for long stretches, and there were no cars either behind or in front of me. I managed to get home without further incident and told my husband, who suggested that the next day we should swap cars to see if the same thing happened to him. Relieved, I agreed.


The next day, alone once again, I made my way along the A286 at dusk in my husband’s car, and as soon as I got to that spot, the headlights went out again. I was scared, but I vowed to solve this mystery.


Upon arriving home, my husband leapt out of his chair as I came through the front door, saying he had something to tell me. He went on to explain that he’d mentioned what had been going on with the headlights to a colleague at work. This colleague was a local man and knew a lot of history, and he explained to my husband that during the 1800s a woman had been killed at that very spot by a horse and cart whilst crossing the road, headed for the public house.


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
STRANGE SIGHTINGS
AND MYSTERIOUS
CREATURES IN THE NEW
FOREST AND BEYOND

Alison Crocker






OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
Strange Sightings
and Mysterious
Creatures in the New
Forest and Beyond

by
Alison Crocker

@p

iy

Grosvenor House
Publishing Limited





OEBPS/images/rule.jpg





