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Introduction


The Nature of Demons and Demonic Activity


What is a demon and why does it want to attack us?


First, it’s important to know that one of the most common shared beliefs among the world’s diverse religions and cultures is the belief in demonic spirits, their ability to haunt and possess, and the need for rituals to cast them out of the people and places where they have chosen to take up residence and cause trouble. The most common understanding of demons for those of us in the West is that they are spiritual beings of an angelic nature. In other words, fallen angels. They rebelled against God and aligned themselves with Lucifer, their leader, who tradition famously ascribes as saying “Non serviam,” or, “I will not serve.” As their punishment, they were cast from heaven to earth, where they roam in search of victims for their hate and vindictiveness.


Now, of course, there are variations to this story depending on the culture or creed describing it. But the essential struggle between good and evil is the same despite the differences in the details. For the purposes of this book, a traditional Judeo-Christian concept of demonology is most frequently invoked, primarily because there is an overwhelming amount of academic and anecdotal literature and case studies that offer evidence of its legitimacy.


What is the nature of demons, then? Accepting that demons are fallen angels, we accept that there exists a hierarchy of demonic spirits just as there is a hierarchy of angelic spirits. There are superior ones and inferior ones. In addition to their ranking, they have retained their particular angelic intellect and power, but it has now become twisted and perverse. So, for example, a rebellious angel who was created to encourage chastity is likely now to be a demon of lust. 


Demons belong to a preternatural world parallel to that of mankind. The preternatural power that demons possess is far superior to anything humans exercise in the natural world. They can manipulate physical matter, for example, in order to move objects, cause frightening manifestations, or even affect the weather in specific locations. They can also manipulate psychic abilities and even cause certain psychic phenomena such as telepathy, telekinesis, and astral projection.


Nonetheless, their powers are limited. Though they can do things that go beyond the material world, and beyond our imagination, they cannot act beyond their angelic nature. So while God can create something from nothing, a demon cannot. And most importantly, no matter what powers a demon possesses, it can never control or directly interfere with the moral behavior of a  human being. Our free will always supersedes.


The next question: Why the hate against humans? Why bother us at all? Father Gary Thomas, an exorcist in California who has dealt with his fair share of demons, explains it this way: “There’s a parasitic quality to their existence because they are all slowly dying—they’ve been dying since the moment they rebelled against God, and so they often times are attaching themselves to artificially experience life, but their ultimate goal is to take many of us into eternal damnation. Because of their jealousy and envy about the human race, they see us as competition, even though they’re of a higher nature.”


Dr. Richard Gallagher, an academic psychiatrist and author of the book Demonic Foes, describes demons as “cosmic terrorists,” whose hatred of God drives them to do terrible deeds toward those creatures who reflect the image of the divine, namely, humans. Gallagher goes on to say that because the demonic world has lost its capacity to love in its rejection of God, it now seeks “to negate our loving personalities, destroy us spiritually, and, if it can, even cause our physical death.”


If this sounds like we are in a war with an invisible enemy, it’s because, in a sense, we are. Ordinary demonic attacks happen all the time. If you are a Christian, you are no doubt familiar with the concept of temptation, wherein the devil tries to compel a human into sinful activity by exciting the imagination or igniting the baser levels of the soul. Similarly, Muslims are ever vigilant against the whisperings of the shaitans, beings of hell-fire, who strive to lead humans astray with their evil suggestions. Even in the literature of Buddhism, villainous tempters appear, the most famous being the demon Mara, who challenged the Buddha during his quest for enlightenment, trying at one point to seduce the man with his own daughters.


But then there are the extraordinary demonic attacks. These generally fall into three categories: infestation, oppression/obsession, and possession. Infestation is the presence of demons in a specific location. This is the beginning phase of diabolical activity and is characterized by certain classic “haunting” signs: tapping, scratching, or pounding noises on walls and doors; growling or other strange animal-like noises; whispers, cries, screams, laughter—all without a discernible source; bad odors, often of rotting flesh or sulfur; electrical irregularities such as flickering lights; sudden gusts of winds and unexplained cold spots; disappearing objects which are either never found or found in strange, improbable places; damage to religious items; pets suddenly becoming spooked for no apparent reason; and black shadows that glide along floors, walls, and ceilings.


Possible reasons for infestations may include occult activity such as séances, Ouija board usage, and black magic rituals; heinous crimes such as murder or sexual abuse; suicides; curses on the residents or previous residents; or any other number of past actions by a person with authority over the site. Bearing all this in mind, it is a good practice to have a home blessed by a religious figure before moving in.


Oppression and obsession are generally defined as extraordinary demonic attacks against a person. The attacks can be physical, psychological, or both. Physical attacks may include scratching, pushing, choking, biting, burning, and blows that leave bruises, bloody sores, and even bone fractures. Some victims have experienced incisions and marks on their skin in the form of letters, words, and symbols, which manifest for a time and then disappear as mysteriously as they appeared. Psychological attacks may come in the form of persistent, repetitive nightmares and sleep deprivation; obsessive, irrational thoughts; and suicidal or homicidal compulsions. Sometimes the oppression, or vexation, as some exorcists call it, will target the victim’s health, finances, relationships, or work, causing further stress, pain, and despair.


It is not uncommon in cases of oppression to see manifestations of demons either as a shadow, a black mist, or a hooded figure. As the person enters more deeply into a relationship with the demon, its visage is apt to become more revealed—and more horrific. One possessed person who had a direct vision of demons described them to his exorcist as thus: “They were distorted and misshapen . . . Some had claws instead of hands . . . if they had two eyes or any recognizable limbs, they were malformed . . . these demons were all like naked, ugly, vicious animals.” Horror movies, he added, do not even come close. Another victim described his tormentor as appearing as a “grotesque, impish figure,” while yet other people see the manifestations in the form of cats, crows, and spiders.


Oppression occurs when a person has opened a doorway to the demonic, either knowingly or not. Engaging in occult activities is the primary way to attract demons, and it often comes about in incremental stages. For example, a person uses a Ouija board and makes contact with a “spirit” they believe to be a dead relative. Only the spirit is a demon disguising itself as a non-threatening entity in order to gain the trust of its intended victim. Once a relationship is established, the demon gains more “rights” to the victim due to this consensual interaction. Eventually, the demon gains enough rights to the victim where it doesn’t need consent anymore, and this is when it begins to inflict distress. 


Demonic attachments don’t always happen this way, of course. Many factors determine the nature of the oppression, including the strength of the demon and the vulnerability of the victim. In addition to partaking in the occult, other causes of vexation can include consorting with mediums and fortune tellers, participating in “ghost hunts” and other paranormal investigations, living in a demonically-infested house, having close contact with a possessed person, being the victim of a recent or ancestral curse, and indulging in an immoral, unrepentant lifestyle.


Possession is the final, most frightening, and, thankfully, rarest phase of demonic activity. It occurs in one of two ways: 1) a person voluntarily cooperates with the occult or demonic forces; 2) another person actively cooperating with demonic power brings it to bear on an involuntary victim. In essence, a possession must originate either from a person opening the door to the devil or being a victim of one who has opened that door. 


As demonologist and exorcism expert Adam Blai explains, full possession occurs “when a person makes an informed, free choice to give demons the rights to control a body that person has authority over.” Note that according to this definition, it’s possible not only to give up one’s own body to a demon but to offer someone else’s, such as the case of a parent offering up their child in a perverse satanic ritual. It is also important to understand that while the demon, or demons (oftentimes there are more than one), resides in the body of a human being during possession, it never “possesses” the person’s soul, nor does it completely take over its victim’s free will. Their free will may be debilitated, however, and for this reason, a possessed person cannot be held responsible for their words and actions during the periods when the demon emerges and takes over their physicality.


Present in almost every possession is a trance-like state during which the victim’s eyes roll back in their head and an alternate personality emerges, one that is filled with arrogance, vulgarity, hatred, and violence. Other classic signs of possession include superhuman strength and unnatural bodily contortions; knowledge of languages the person has never studied; knowledge of hidden information; and a strong aversion to the sacred (churches, holy water, crucifixes, sacred texts, and so forth). 


Adam Blai adds an additional sign that is seen on occasion: levitation. “The most common form seems to be when the body rises off the floor and floats six to ten inches off the ground, gliding across the room and moving like a snake.” Various other forms of levitation include floating straight up into the air, moving up a wall, sticking to a wall, or “walking” on walls and ceilings. 


Poltergeist activity is also common in the presence of a possessed person: doors slamming, objects flying across the room, furniture moving about, footprints appearing on the floor. Sometimes there occurs the appearance of dark figures, animals, insects, and other apparitions. 


While telepathy, the ability to read the mind and communicate with remote individuals, has been observed for centuries in cases of the possessed, in modern times demons communicate like so many of us, by cell phone. Father José Francisco Syquia, chief exorcist of the Archdiocese of Manila, says receiving text messages from demons is an experience common to priests helping possessed persons liberate themselves. “Usually [the demons] would swear at you or say, ‘This person will never get away from us.’” In one memorable encounter, Father Syquia was counseling a possessed woman (an ex-satanist) when the priest began receiving texts from the woman’s phone, which was in another room. “Don’t believe Father,” read one, while another called the priest a liar and a sinner who wouldn’t be able to help. Although the possessed woman only spoke Filipino, additional texts came through that cursed Father Syquia with the very understandable English phrase, “F*ck you.”


* * *


Such is the nature of the creatures you’ll read about in the following pages. They are not slick-tongued sin salesmen whispering in people’s ears, but rather savage and sinister beasts who want to destroy their victims in body and soul. They are intelligent, manipulative, and vile. And despite what some today might think, they are real. The victims whose stories are told in this book learned that all too well. Their encounters are tangible, visceral, and terrifying. 


The purpose of this book is not to frighten (though that may occur), but to shed light on the various ways demons operate in our world and to offer hope in their defeat. Some of the stories are short, some are long. Each brings a unique set of circumstances and perspective to a dark yet fascinating area of study. Though the manifestations described may differ in degree and form, all should serve to give us pause about the world around us: that which we can see and that which we cannot.


“They do enjoy conflict, pain, chaos and breaking families apart. They relish all of that. They enjoy that. They just find it pleasurable. They’re very sadistic creatures.”


– Adam Blai, religious demonologist and advisor for the Diocese of Pittsburgh





The Demon Under the House


Kevin and Holly Flynn clutched their rosaries fervently with one hand while reaching for each other with their other. As they knelt on the floor, their backs to the parlor door, they struggled to recite the prayers they knew by heart and which on any other day would escape their lips like water from an open tap. But on this day, at this hour, the scene in front of them was so surreal that they could hardly think straight or breathe right, let alone talk. 


There was, however, someone talking in the room, a strange man with a sickly pallor who only twenty minutes earlier had invited himself into their house to help the couple with their “predicament.” He was talking loudly and in a language neither Kevin nor Holly recognized. Seated with the man, who called himself Higgins, were three young women dressed in Bohemian-style clothing. As Higgins continued his bizarre monologue, the women chanted nondescript words while swaying trance-like in their chairs. 


Kevin and Holly knew the odd foursome weren’t praying—not in the same sense, at least, that they were—as Higgins told them at the outset, “We don’t pray. We connect.” Though the Flynns tried to focus on the prayer beads wound around their fingers, they couldn’t help but wonder what exactly Higgins was trying to connect to. It didn’t take long before they had an answer. 


Amid the verbal chaos taking place, a rumbling sound began under the sofa  against the far wall. The sound intensified, and as it did it took on a physical manner, moving out from under the sofa toward the center of the room. The floorboards vibrated as the “something” rolled under the kneeling Flynns and under the feet of Higgins and his crew, who appeared nonplussed while continuing their lingual onslaught. The undulating mass pushed on across the room, went out under the door, and disappeared into the hall.


Kevin and Holly had experienced their fair share of disturbing events over the past year, but nothing like what they just witnessed. What monstrous entity had Higgins just unleashed on them? Hadn’t he said he came to help? Though terrified beyond reason, they found their voices and began praying again in earnest. But the louder they prayed, the more Higgins raised his voice, drowning them out in that strange language, his inflection reaching a crescendo until, suddenly, he stopped. The Flynns stopped as well. An eerie quiet fell upon the room. 


“Our guest in the hallway wishes to come in now,” Higgins said, his voice level and calm. He turned and looked directly at the Flynns. “You don’t have to look at it if you don’t want to. If that’s what you choose, it would be best to keep your eyes closed.”


At those words, Kevin and Holly went into shock. As Kevin would later recall, they were so filled with fear that they couldn’t move, they couldn’t speak, they couldn’t pray. “All we could do was shut our eyes tight and wait.”


* * *


The “predicament” that the mysterious Higgins had referred to began about a year earlier on June 10, 2004, when Kevin and Holly, along with their two young children, Cara and Sean, moved into their new house on Ireland’s rugged west coast in a rural part of County Galway. Situated in the shadow of the Twelve Pins mountain range, the house had been built from the ground up over a long-demolished cottage that had belonged to Kevin’s uncles. The two uncles, who had never married, had lived together in the cottage for well over forty years before dying within weeks of each other. Much to the surprise of family members, they bequeathed their modest house and the twenty acres of farmland it sat upon to neighbors. Kevin’s father, a brother to the men, vowed to someday buy the land back but died before he could. Kevin was therefore overjoyed when the opportunity came about for him to buy the land, for not only did it provide a new and bigger living space for his young family, but it allowed him to reclaim the patch of land that had for generations belonged to the Flynns.


Settling into a new home is an experience often beset with challenges and imbued with peculiarities. The Flynns found this to be true right away. On the very first day of unpacking, Holly couldn’t shake a feeling of unease when she was in one particular room, the small parlor to the right of the front door. It had a coldness to it at odds with the rest of the house, and on more than one occasion, Holly found herself looking over her shoulder, certain someone was there with her, only to see no one. Shaking it off as new house jitters, she continued putting things in place in the parlor, including a family Bible which she placed on a shelf above the fireplace. As she was still facing the fireplace, she heard the soft click of the door closing behind her. 


“Kevin, is that you?”


Receiving no answer, she rushed over to open the door. No one was in sight. In the kitchen she found Kevin, who denied closing the door. Maybe the wind had blown it shut, he suggested. Or maybe it was just a new house glitch. Maybe, Holly thought to herself. But all the windows were closed and there were no trees moving outside. A glitch, perhaps, but that didn’t explain the unmistakable feeling she remembered of someone, or something, entering the room when that door had closed. 


The next couple of months found the Flynns becoming more comfortable with their new surroundings while learning to navigate their busy lives. With small children, the household could often become chaotic, so when little items like keys and cups started going missing or the telephone receiver seemed to always be knocked off the hook, Holly and Kevin either blamed each other or the kids. But as Christmas neared, something happened that was harder to blame on anyone. Three mornings in a row, Holly found the family Bible off its shelf and lying in the middle of the parlor floor. Bizarrely, it was always opened to the same page: Isaiah 28.


And then there was the matter of Michael. 


As was Kevin’s custom, each night when he tucked three-year-old Sean into bed he would check for the boogeyman under the boy’s bed. On one particular night, Kevin did his perfunctory check and then declared, “Nope, no boogeyman.”


“But the boogeyman isn’t down there, Daddy,” Sean replied, his eyes turned toward the other side of the room. “He’s by the window.”


“Well, I’ll throw him out the window, then,” Kevin said as he started over that way.


“Never mind, Daddy. He just went through the wall.”


Sean seemed at ease, so Kevin chuckled inwardly at his son’s imagination, kissed him goodnight, and thought no more of the matter. Over the next several nights, the same scenario played out at bedtime: Kevin would check for the boogeyman under the bed, Sean would insist he was by the window, and then the “monster” would disappear into a wall. After about a week, Sean told Kevin that he didn’t have to check for the boogeyman anymore because, he announced, “Michael comes in and sends him away.”


“Oh?” said Kevin, smiling. “Who’s Michael?”


“He has wings and he sits on the roof. After you leave, he comes in and sends the bad man away.”


Kevin considered Sean’s story as simply an addition to the fantasy he’d been indulging in the last couple of weeks. It wouldn’t be until some months later when, coupled with other astonishing and terrifying paranormal events, Kevin decided Sean wasn’t imagining things.


* * *


It was Christmas of that year when, as Kevin described it, “all hell broke loose.” Holly’s parents had spent the day with them, exchanging gifts and celebrating merrily. After they had left, Kevin and Holly tucked the kids in bed, watched a movie, and then retired to their bedroom around eleven. Shortly after falling asleep, they were awakened by loud knocking on the front door. Holly thought maybe her parents had returned. The knocking intensified as Kevin scrambled downstairs.


“Hang on, hang on, I’m coming,” he yelled.


He flung the door open, expecting to see perhaps a stranded motorist if not his in-laws, but was stunned when he saw . . . no one. Not only was no one on the steps, but there were no footprints or tire tracks in the freshly-fallen snow anywhere Kevin could see. Holly soon joined him at the door, looking equally perplexed. Just then more knocking ensued, this time at the back door. They closed the front and started toward the back. Before they got there, the knocking ceased . . . and then resumed back at the front door, this time louder and more insistent.


Kevin and Holly looked at each other and knew what the other was thinking: they were dealing with something supernatural. The knocking continued unabated, switching between the front and back doors, as if an army of knuckles was conducting synchronized rapping drills. Too terrified to move, Kevin and Holly stood in the hallway close together, praying that whatever was out there remained outside. Suddenly the knocking stopped. “It’s over,” whispered Holly. Emboldened by the peaceful quiet, the couple slowly inched their way back up the stairs. They had almost made it to the top when they heard a noise that made their blood run cold—the creaking of the front door opening. They watched in disbelief as the door swung all the way open, letting an icy blast of air sweep into the house. 


Kevin tried to be nonchalant. “It was the wind. I forgot to lock it.” He started down the stairs to close the door, but before he reached the bottom, the door swung shut by itself. And then began a sound Kevin and Holly will never forget—the unmistakable sound of heavy footsteps walking across the hall toward the staircase. Toward them. 


They ran to their bedroom and locked themselves in. Holly collapsed on the bed, sobbing. Kevin continued to listen to the thud of the footsteps growing louder as they came up the stairs. At the top of the landing, they stopped for just a moment, then headed in the direction of Sean’s and Cara’s rooms. His fatherly instinct overriding his terror, Kevin raced out into the corridor. It was empty. He and Holly checked on the children and found them blissfully asleep, though how they could sleep through all that racket remained a mystery. They blessed Sean and Cara with holy water they kept on a windowsill, returned to their own room, knelt down, and immediately began to pray a rosary. They were halfway through when Holly exclaimed, “I heard something. Outside the window. Listen!”


Moments later Kevin heard it too: the unmistakable wail of a woman in agony. They looked out the window but could see no one outside. They resumed their prayer, but the ghostly moaning only got louder, no matter how much the Flynns raised their voices in an attempt to drown it out. When rapping started on their bedroom window, the Flynns gave up, and for the next several hours they simply endured the onslaught of nonstop moaning, screaming, and knocking. At 3:00 a.m., Kevin finally called his mother and sister and asked them to come over. He needed witnesses to the insanity going on in his house. He didn’t need to persuade his mother much—she could hear the commotion through the phone line.


Kevin’s mother and sister arrived at 4:00 and were immediately immersed in the nightmare at hand. The woman’s wailing was louder than ever, and the knocking was going on at all the doors and windows. Amazingly, the children continued to sleep like rocks throughout the nightmarish ordeal. The family gathered in the parlor and began another rosary together. Fittingly, as it had done time and time again, the Bible flew down from its shelf and landed yet again with its pages open to Isaiah 28.


At 4:30 a.m., the bedlam abruptly stopped. The house became as quiet as the outside snowfall, and everyone present breathed multiple sighs of relief. 


“You need to call a priest,” Kevin’s mother stated matter-of-factly.


* * *


Father Bartley arrived the next day and wasted no time in blessing the house. He speculated that it could be a wandering soul—or souls, maybe more than one—that could be responsible for the disturbances. Perhaps the trouble came from Kevin’s uncles, who were still “trapped” in the place in which they died. He urged the Flynns to pray for the uncles’ souls and to bid them goodbye.


That night, Kevin and Holly went to bed feeling reassured by the priest’s visit. Exhausted by the events of the last 24 hours, they began to fall asleep almost immediately when, minutes later, they were awakened by the heart-stopping sound of a door being opened across the hall—the door to Sean’s room, which Holly knew she had closed right before coming to bed. The couple raced out to the hall and cautiously pushed open their son’s door, which had indeed been opened a crack. The room was completely empty—no intruder, but also no Sean.


“Maybe he went into Cara’s room,” Kevin said. They turned to check when Holly spotted something that made her cry out. She raced down the stairs where Sean lay at the bottom, curled up in a ball and sleeping as peacefully as in a fairy tale. Even as she carried him back to his bed, he never once woke up, his calm, gentle breathing mocking Holly’s own distressed ventilation. The couple once again blessed him with holy water before retiring back to their bedroom. No sooner had they settled in when they heard a loud pounding on the front door. A minute later, screams echoed outside their window. Father Bartley’s blessing had apparently been for naught. The Flynns were again under siege by unseen forces, but his time Kevin and Holly weren’t going to wait it out. They packed some necessities, bundled up the children, and drove to Kevin’s mother’s house.


Kevin kept his family at his mom’s house through New Year’s and then called Father Bartley again. The priest came back to the Flynns’ home, this time accompanied by a visiting missionary. Together the clergymen did an extensive blessing of each room in the house, with prayers said in both English and Latin. Though not a formal exorcism, the blessing seemed to work. For three weeks, the Flynns enjoyed a peace they hadn’t know since moving in. 
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