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HANDLE WITH CARE



Satan is spirit, and spirit is mysterious. Some things can be said about it; most cannot. Those things that can be said, I have tried to say with clarity, but take them with a grain of salt. That is how I take them myself. If and when it seems I am speaking with excessive certainty, I hope you will remember that had I expressed all of my own reservations, much of the book would have been unreadable. My only alternative would have been to write nothing at all. But that, I believe, would have been the greater sin. These things need to be talked of.

Satan is evil spirit. “Evil” is a dangerous word. Speak it carefully—full of care. It is not to be used lightly. Try your best to do no harm with it. Be gentle with yourself as well as others. Yet remember those three famous monkeys covering their eyes and ears and mouth: See no evil; hear no evil; speak no evil. I think the wise person who thought them up was trying to tell us they were stupid little monkeys, monkeys of denial.

The focus of this work has been Satan first, possession second, and only slightly on evil. Readers interested in the general phenomenon of evil should read my 1983 book, People of the Lie.

The pope recently directed that every Roman Catholic diocese should have a diocesan exorcist. People with a serious personal concern about possession in regard to themselves or others should seek out the exorcist in their diocese. How well trained or experienced that person might be I have no idea. Regrettably, on account of my health and retirement, I myself am no longer able to be of any assistance as a clinician or advisor except to the church. Remember that genuine possession is a very rare phenomenon. The diagnosis, like that of evil, is not one to be bandied about.






    
PREFACE



In large part, this is a book of personal history and, in particular, an account of two experiences I had during my forties. They constitute, so far as I know, the first full accounts of possession and exorcism by a modern psychiatrist—which is to say, a medical scientist.

Still, what I write is not autobiography. Here I am not the subject; the subject is Satan and I have included only those experiences of mine that relate to that subject.

To most in our culture the subject of Satan seems esoteric indeed. But then I am not sure how seriously most take God either, beyond a touch of superficial piety. The problem is that ours is a materialistic culture. Materialism is a philosophy or attitude that holds that what you can see and touch and measure is all you get, and anything else is not worth serious consideration. But both God and Satan are Spirit. Since spirit cannot be seen, touched, or measured, it is impossible to obtain hard evidence of its existence and thereby pin it down in our collection box like a captured butterfly.

The evidence of spirit is, at best, indirect. As one very early Christian theologian put it, in relation to God, “The most we can hope for is to get a glimpse of His footprints on the ramparts He has walked.”I

Because Satan’s the lesser of the two spirits, it is even more unusual to obtain glimpses of Satan’s manifestations. Still, if we pay attention, it is sometimes possible.

And for some, myself included, the notion of Satan is far from esoteric. In my book People of the Lie, after quoting a description from Hostage to the Devil by Malachi Martin in which a priest’s struggle between good and evil was described in depth, I wrote that the issue of free will is a paradox. On the one hand, there is no question in my mind that we humans possess free will. Indeed, I believe this is the essence of what is meant when we say that God created us in His own image. He gave us free will. Like Himself, we are free to choose. But then I went on to state:


On the other hand, we cannot choose freedom. There are two states of being: submission to God and goodness or the refusal to submit to anything beyond one’s own will—which refusal automatically enslaves one to the forces of evil. We must ultimately belong either to God or the devil. This paradox was, of course, expressed by Christ when he said, “Whosoever will save his life shall lose it. And whosoever shall lose his life, for my sake, shall find it.”II As C. S. Lewis put it, “There is no neutral ground in the universe: every square inch, every split second is claimed by God and counterclaimed by Satan.”III I suppose the only true state of freedom is to stand exactly halfway between God and the devil, uncommitted either to goodness or to utter selfishness. But that freedom is to be torn apart. It is intolerable. As Martin indicates, we must choose.

One enslavement or the other.



• • •

In People of the Lie there was a brief chapter, “Of Possession and Exorcism,” which was based on my experiences with two very different cases of satanic possession and their exorcisms. The subject of that book was the entirety of human evil. Because the phenomenon of demonic possession is such a tiny part of the “mystery of iniquity” (a phrase of St. Paul’s), my two case descriptions were extremely condensed. While this condensation was appropriate to that book, it did not do justice to the extraordinary nature of both happenings. In the course of those happenings, I was privileged to witness things that very, very few other people have seen. It seemed to me that there should be a reasonably thorough historical record of these almost unique events.

The full account of these two cases, along with my commentaries on each case, constitutes this book. It should be noted that the entirety of both exorcisms was videotaped, and thus the characters’ dialogue could be faithfully rendered.

        I De Mystica Theologia, i.3. (paraphrased). Dionysius the Areopagite (1st century A.D.), a Greek follower of Saint Paul mentioned in Acts 17:34.

        II Matthew 10:39, 16:25; Mark 8:35; Luke 9:24.

        III C. S. Lewis, “Christianity and Culture” contained in Christian Reflections, Walter Hooper, ed. Grand Rapids, Mich.: Wm. B. Eerdmans Publishing Co., 1967, p. 33.

    




    


INTRODUCTION

My Mentor, the Leprechaun




Perhaps like the ancient Roman god Janus, I always see at least two sides to everything. Consequently, there are always two sides to me. I do not think that either side is more important than the other.

One side, however, comes first. It is that of a scientist. The other side is that of a religious person. It is only somewhat more passionate. Whenever I approach a new issue, it is the scientist in me that begins the exploration. Yet the moment the scientist is done, my religious passion is unleashed upon the matter. If that matter is of major importance, eventually I’ll be working on it with both sides simultaneously.

No matter how different my two identities have appeared to the world, I never felt them to be anything but me. In my mind, psychology and theology are so integrated as to be interdependent branches of the same science.

In 1971, a novel by William Peter Blatty entitled The Exorcist became a bestseller. I devoured the book during two consecutive stormy nights in a house on a New England hilltop, the bushes beating against the windowpanes. Intellectually I did not take the book seriously. It told of paranormal happenings so dramatic as to be beyond my experience; it also seemed to the scientist in me to have a glaring flaw. While it depicted a thirteen-year-old girl in Washington, D.C., who became wildly, demonically possessed, the book offered no explanation whatsoever for her condition—no reason at all why this one girl out of millions might have become possessed. By this flaw it indirectly suggested that someone perfectly normal might be walking down the street one day when a demon would, for no reason, jump out from behind a bush and simply dive into him or her. As a novel, a book of pure fiction, The Exorcist was a very good read on those stormy nights, but it was in no way believable by the light of day.

It was about the same time that I was beginning to confront a huge problem. Over the years I had deeply experienced not only human goodness and the existence of benign spirit—namely, God—but I had also experienced human evil. This left a glaring hole in my understanding of both psychiatry and theology: the obvious question of whether there was such a thing as an evil spirit or the devil. I thought not. In common with 99.9 percent of psychiatrists (and with 80 percent of Catholic priests polled confidentially in 1960) I did not believe in the devil.I

Priding myself on being an open-minded scientist, I felt it incumbent upon me to explore any possible evidence before drawing absolute conclusions. Specifically, it occurred to me that if I could see but one case of genuine demonic possession, it might change my mind. In seven years of busy psychiatric practice I had never seen anything faintly resembling a case of possession, so I doubted I would ever find one.

However, two things bothered me. One was that during my four years in medical school and one year as an intern, I had never seen a case of diabetic coma—a rather common condition in the experience of interns and medical students. The fact I’d never seen a case did not mean there was no such thing as diabetic coma; it meant only that a part of reality had been missing from my experience. Similarly, just because I had never seen a case of demonic possession did not mean that such a case never existed. Furthermore, I realized that I could well have walked right over such a case in previous years because we humans have a remarkable capacity to overlook things we don’t believe in. Grappling with the issue of evil spirit, I therefore began to look for the possibility of possession as a routine part of making my diagnoses. I did not find a case. Still, I remained undeterred.

A few years later, in the winter of 1976 at the age of forty, I began to write my first book, The Road Less Traveled. It was accepted for publication, and in the spring of 1978, as is customary, the publisher sent around copies of the manuscript to some important people who might be willing to write a nice comment about it for the back of its dust jacket. Only one person wrote back with a promotional comment, and the publisher sent me a copy. The comment was made by one Dr. Malachi Martin, a person I had never heard of. But being pleased that anybody should look with favor on my baby, I wanted to know who this Dr. Martin might be. At first I guessed he might be a fellow psychiatrist, so I immediately looked his name up in a large tome in my office, a directory of all known psychiatrists in the United States. His name was not among them. I then thought of the possibility that he was a fellow author. I went to our local bookstore and thumbed through another huge tome entitled Books in Print. There I did find the name Malachi Martin among the authors and discovered he had written a number of books, the most recent of which was entitled Hostage to the Devil and subtitled The Possession and Exorcism of Five Americans. It was in stock and I quickly drove home with it.

Unlike The Exorcist, which was generally assumed to be fiction, Hostage to the Devil was clearly portrayed as nonfiction. The bulk of it described five separate cases of demonic possession and their treatment. The majority of space was devoted to describing the exorcisms, which seemed to me a bit overdramatic (almost as much as Blatty’s book). This excess of drama aroused my skepticism. That same skepticism was partly calmed, however, as I read how in each case, Dr. Martin suggested there was a reason the patient had become possessed— some flaw in his or her personality that attracted the victim toward possession. Dr. Martin put it clearly for me when he suggested that each of the five victims he described, because of their character flaw, had cooperated with the demonic. That made the possibility of possession considerably more real to me than the “jump out from behind a bush” theory.

Unlike Blatty’s book, there was just enough in Dr. Martin’s work to leave the scientist in me more open to the possibility of possession in the psychiatric patients I saw. And enough for me to want to meet this Dr. Martin.

I got his phone number from his publisher. I then learned that the man had the most elaborate set of telephonic protections I had encountered in my life. I was referred from answering service to answering service to answering service. Finally, after several days, he got in touch with me and, when he learned who I was, he seemed as eager as I to meet for lunch. He suggested an elegant Continental restaurant on the Upper East Side, and I drove the first of many drives down to New York City for lunch with Malachi.

• • •

I remember Malachi as I first saw him sitting at a table in that restaurant waiting for me. He was a fine-featured diminutive man with a gigantic presence. It was only in the first five seconds that one perceived how small he was; thereafter, one would be overwhelmed by the size of his spirit. The contrast between his physical size and that of his spirit created a strange kind of beauty in the man.

By way of background he told me that he had been a Jesuit priest and had worked for a number of years in the Vatican, where he had been unusually close to Pope Paul VI. It was Pope Paul who released him from his vows so that he might come to America as an undercover agent on a mission to rescue the Catholic church from the wild liberal excesses of the Second Vatican Council. I didn’t believe a word of it. I recognized his spiel about being a plainclothesman as a remarkably unsubtle cover-up for the real reason he was no longer a Jesuit. Instinctively, I assumed he had been kicked out of the order for some reason, most probably a sexual one.

He told me he spoke seventeen languages, not including the most charming Irish brogue I’ve ever heard. Listening to him address various waiters in fluent Italian, French, and Spanish, I could believe him about the languages. He had the famous Irish gift for gab and could talk circles around any subject. Many a time I asked him a question and became so enthralled with his answer that it was only hours later I realized he had deliberately not addressed my query. Indeed, he was perhaps the most bald-faced liar I have ever known, yet I always had a sense when he was lying and recognized that his lies were always little ones, even if they were about his identity. In everything that deeply mattered to me and my quest for the devil, I knew him to speak only God’s truth.

On our first meeting I made no bones about how my curiosity about possession and exorcism had brought me to him. I told him, “It seems to me that in the cases you wrote about in Hostage to the Devil you must have been the exorcist himself, at least in some of them.” It was one of those occasions when he managed to divert me with his humor, and I never did hear him directly confess to the correctness of my assumption. It wasn’t dishonest exactly; it just wasn’t an answer to my question.

On the other hand, I also asked him, “What is the effect on the exorcist of performing an exorcism?” He didn’t hesitate a moment before replying, “It will give you greater authority and make you more lonely.” It would not be too long before I would learn just how powerful a truth that answer was.

I wondered whether exorcists ever sought psychiatric consultation. He was so enthusiastic he could hardly contain himself, explaining that in cases of suspected possession, priests were literally frantic to obtain competent psychiatric consultation, but usually were unable to do so. A competent psychiatrist in this regard, he noted, needed to at least be open to the possibility of possession. The situation was desperate, he continued, because psychiatrists who were open to the possibility were as rare as hen’s teeth. I told him I thought I was open and would be happy to accept such referrals. He seemed most pleased. In my fantasies I imagined I would begin to receive referrals immediately. I did not. In fact, it would be almost two years before I saw my first such case.

During that first lunch I also made mention that I was thinking about becoming baptized, but was dragging my feet for a variety of reasons. He listened intently but otherwise seemed uninterested. Certainly he showed no desire to push me toward baptism.

At the conclusion of that first lunch, walking back to the car, I thought about the man I had just met—of how I did not trust his story about being some sort of special agent in plainclothes for the church; of how he could trick me in other ways; of how obviously brilliant he was; of his small stature yet great presence; and of that wonderful brogue that I could have listened to forever. I came half-seriously to the conclusion that Malachi Martin was a leprechaun.II

• • •

As I was reluctantly moving toward my baptism, I had a number of Catholic and Episcopalian clergy friends who were encouraging me. Idly at first, I mentioned to them my meeting with Malachi. It became immediately apparent that Malachi Martin was no stranger to these people. No, let me take that back, he was a stranger to them, but they all held passionate feelings about him. They told me to stay away from him.

Their judgment from afar was unanimous: Malachi Martin was a man who should not be trusted, a kind of sorcerer who had managed to sneak into the Upper East Side of Manhattan, worse than a wolf in sheep’s clothing; in fact, much as they hated to use the word, he was downright evil and probably more possessed by the devil—if there was a devil—than anyone he had written about.

I usually write liars off very quickly. Yet I had a deep sense that Malachi Martin was hardly usual, that he was much more than his lies. I somehow knew the man I had met was neither evil nor dangerous. Initially, I was amazed by the fierce judgment my friends all shared. But over several years, I would realize that at the root of their misperception lay the terror they had—despite all their divinity-school training—of radical evil. It was not really Malachi they vilified; it was their own unacknowledged ignorance and the darker ghosts by which they themselves were haunted.

So I did not take their vilification seriously, and Malachi and I continued to dine together every six months or so. It was a strange relationship for me. Normally, I am not a person who left issues unaddressed. To the contrary, when something is obviously being avoided, I am like a dog with a bone, and I won’t let go of it. Yet I never challenged Malachi about anything. I didn’t ask him if he was aware of how he was vilified by his fellow clergy. I didn’t push him to admit that he himself was the exorcist in at least some of the cases he wrote about. I didn’t ask him any personal questions at all.

Nor did he pry into my life. I do recall that he hungrily asked me question after question about psychiatry, and I can remember asking him a few technical questions about the diagnosis of possession. One of the things that had impressed me about Hostage to the Devil was its conservatism. In it, for instance, Malachi had estimated that out of every one hundred cases in which the diagnosis of possession was somehow raised, no more than one of the hundred would turn out to be the genuine article. “But what about charismatics?” I enquired. “They seem to go around casting out spirits all over the place.”

“They’re generally just casting out their own fantasies,” he said. “But very occasionally, usually by accident, they do catch a real fish.”

I think Malachi enjoyed being a man of mystery, and I enjoyed letting him be one. Although I, myself, was usually a blabbermouth, I kept my secrets too. I volunteered myself as a psychiatric consultant, but I never told him why. I never spoke of my two-sided agenda for offering my services.

One side was my desire to prove scientifically that there was no such thing as the devil. If he referred me to enough patients with putative possession and they all had standard psychiatric diagnoses, then I imagined I would obtain my proof. On the other hand, if by some wild chance he did refer a case to me that truly seemed possession, my fantasy was that I would humbly ask him if I could be allowed to witness him perform the exorcism and take my scientific notes without becoming more deeply involved. While I never told him about these fantasies, I imagined even at the time he knew about them already. I also had a sense that when he questioned me about psychiatry that he was, in part, testing me. I always sensed I passed the test. Nonetheless, he still hadn’t referred a case to me, but I didn’t press him about this either. For some reason we were both being very patient with each other.

Although we both enjoyed each other’s company, it was the most distant loving relationship I ever had before or since. None of the common psychodynamics were involved. Despite his attractiveness, I never looked to Malachi to be a father figure, and I never felt he was trying to make a son of me. Then what were we doing?

I think we were working quite hard, so hard there really wasn’t room for intimacy. I am sure that Malachi was much more aware of what was going on than I, and I trusted that awareness. In talking about his capacity for unimportant lying, I spoke earlier about how superficially I never trusted him, but on the deepest level I have never trusted anyone more. Certainly I had never put myself so wholeheartedly into another person’s hands. The word for “hand” in Latin is manus, and from it we get the word “manipulate.”

I was dimly aware that I was allowing myself to be thoroughly manipulated by Malachi, and I was strangely confident that the reasons for all this would be revealed to me in good time. But I must admit I had no idea how soon it would be revealed to me or how deep a manipulation it would turn out to be.

• • •

I mentioned how, even before meeting Malachi, I was struggling with the idea of getting baptized. My baptism represented a death for me on a number of levels, and no one likes to die. I used every rationalization in the book for my foot-dragging. The most effective one was that I couldn’t decide whether to be baptized as an Orthodox Christian or a Roman Catholic or an Episcopalian or a Presbyterian or Lutheran or Methodist or Congregationalist or American Baptist or even a Southern Baptist. This complex denominational decision was obviously going to take me twenty-five or thirty years of research to figure out.

Finally I did realize that it was a rationalization, and that baptism is not a specifically denominational celebration. Consequently, when I was finally drowned, it was by a North Carolina Methodist minister in the chapel of an upstate New York Episcopal convent in a deliberately nondenominational service. I have jealousy guarded my nondenominational status ever since.

I invited Malachi to come up from New York City to witness my baptism, but he had a more important competing obligation for the day (an exorcism, maybe?). I could tell from his voice on the phone he was deeply regretful. It was all of two weeks after my baptism that he referred the first case of putative possession to me for psychiatric evaluation. I found that the patient had a standard sort of psychiatric disorder without a hint of anything else. I proudly carved the first notch on the handle of my scientific pistol to signify the beginning of my accumulation of the final body of scientific evidence that would demonstrate that there was no such thing as demonic possession.

But I also wondered at the timing of this referral. Was it an accident that I had been waiting for two years for Malachi to refer a patient for consultation, but no one was sent until immediately following my baptism? I doubted it. I myself did not believe that my baptism had conferred upon me any magical protection, but I suspect that Malachi did. Like so much else, I never questioned him about the timing. I simply tucked the matter in the back of my mind. However, I did happen to have lunch with Malachi shortly after that referral and used the opportunity to ask him a slightly different question.

“Malachi, you’ve got this reputation for being a very right-wing archconservative Roman Catholic,” I noted. “Why on earth would you want to have anything to do with the likes of me, a baby Christian who is not only not a Catholic, but such a left-wing liberal he won’t even formally affiliate himself with any denomination?”

With one of the frequent twinkles in his eyes, he proceeded to teach me something about the religion business. “Those of us in the church,” he answered, “often make a distinction between what we call the Church Visible and the Church Invisible. Ever since we first met I have known—even before your baptism— that you were, without question, a member of the Church Invisible.”

It felt as if he had given me a benediction. I was not aware at the time that an even stronger and far more awesome blessing was to come.

Within the month he referred a second case to me. It was a man of about my age (forty-three) whose understanding of life was more like that of a five-year-old. I gave him a standard psychiatric diagnosis without finding, even though I looked hard, the slightest sign of anything like possession. With a touch of satisfaction I carved the second notch in the handle of my scientific pistol.

About a month later Malachi sent me yet a third patient, Jersey, a twenty-six-year-old woman. She had that interesting name given to her by her parents because she had been born prematurely in New Jersey while the family was away from their home in the Southwest. Almost against my will, Jersey turned out to be the real thing, an honest-to-God case of possession. In the process of dealing with her over the following year, I learned not only that Malachi Martin was an extremely loving mentor who, on the deepest level, spoke only the truth to me, but also, as far as I could ascertain, that he was the greatest expert on the subject of possession and exorcism in the English-speaking world. Additionally, I learned he was without question the English-speaking world’s greatest manipulator.

        I The statistic for psychiatrists is merely my own guess. The figure for Catholic priests, to the best of my recollection, is accurate, but I cannot recall where I read it.

        II Many lands have their “little people.” According to myth or legend these “wee folk” are diminutive humanoid beings who in prehistoric times dwelled in the land before it was inhabited by ordinary people. The best known of the world’s wee folk are the leprechauns of Ireland. Legend goes that there are not many of them left. Consequently, it is most rare for a human to ever see one, but there are occasional reports of sightings and even meetings. The typical leprechaun is a highly ambiguous little person. In a good mood he will be humorous, mischievous, and good company. But more often they seem a bit arrogant and irritable. They have a reputation of being untrustworthy tricksters. Of course we do not believe in the reality of leprechauns, yet few exist who have not heard of them. They are magical beings and most of us are glad that they still stay around.








PART I

Jersey










CHAPTER 1

DIAGNOSIS

“I feel sorry for them.”




Jersey Babcock belonged to two strong, close-knit families living in the same southwestern city. At twenty-one she married Peter Babcock and quickly had two daughters. Peter’s several brothers and sisters had migrated elsewhere, but they usually came home for family gatherings. The Babcock family were not exactly atheists, but certainly agnostic and distinctly secular.

Jersey’s parents, the Lewises, and her siblings were active Christians, but theirs was a freewheeling brand of Christianity characterized by vagueness and tolerance. Their unspoken motto seemed to be “Live and let live.” Their theology ranged across the map. Even if their belief systems were nebulous, it was evident that they all loved one another. The Lewises were a bit more psychologically sophisticated than most because they had a family psychiatrist, Dr. Philip Lieberman. Most of the Lewis family had used his services upon one occasion or another with the exception of Jersey, until the day before this story begins.

Until that day, as far as anyone knew, Jersey was mentally stable. She was a very caring mother to her young daughters. If she had any fascination, it was an interest in all manner of New Age varieties of spiritualism. She spent most of her free time visiting the scores of psychics in her city. This interest in spiritualism—even in the occult—was nothing new. Her mother remembered Jersey reading all the works of Edgar Cayce the year she was twelve.

On the opening day of this story, Jersey, now twenty-five, went to see Dr. Lieberman for the first time, having made an appointment a week before. She was clear about why she was there. Almost her first words were “I’m possessed.” Dr. Lieberman managed to keep his cool and inquired about what she meant, but he made little sense out of her answers. He suggested she might be helped by taking some Thorazine that he could prescribe. She declined that or any medicine. Dr. Lieberman then focused on building a relationship with her. Jersey did come for two more visits, but then quit. Dr. Lieberman had not been able to engage her in therapy.

The next external event in the story occurred six months later. At two o’clock in the morning, Jersey awoke from a terrifying nightmare. Peter tried to comfort her, but Jersey insisted upon calling her mother. Her mother and stepfather came right over, and it was then that Jersey told them all that she was possessed.

The family’s response was to ask her to return to see Dr. Lieberman. She agreed. Once again she turned down Dr. Lieberman’s offer of medication, and once again he was unable to engage her in therapy.

Mrs. Lewis was particularly concerned: she had noticed that Jersey was no longer attending to her young daughters as well as before. She seemed irritable with them and was requesting an ever-increasing number of baby-sitters so that she might attend psychic meetings. Thinking perhaps she ought to take her daughter’s self-diagnosis seriously, Mrs. Lewis wondered where to turn. Although she had had no previous relationship with the Catholic church, she thought that the matter of possession probably was more a Catholic concern than a Protestant one. She called the nearest large Catholic church and explained the situation. Several days later the church sent a young priest to talk with Jersey. Later, he would tell me that Jersey had said something horrible to him—he couldn’t remember what—and he had no other recollection of the visit. He did, however, refer Jersey to the diocesan exorcist with the recommendation that her case be taken seriously.

The diocesan exorcist, Father Terry O’Connor, and his assistant came a week later to visit Jersey. After spending four full hours with her and briefly conferring with each other, they told Mrs. Lewis they thought Jersey was indeed possessed, but that she was not yet psychologically ready for an exorcism and should first receive psychotherapy before they could see her again.

Understandably, Mrs. Lewis was dissatisfied with this recommendation. It put Jersey in a classical Catch-22 position, recommending that she be engaged in psychotherapy when, on two prior occasions, she had failed to become a psychotherapeutic candidate. Mrs. Lewis confided her dilemma to a Catholic friend who happened to have read Malachi Martin’s Hostage to the Devil and suggested that she read it. Mrs. Lewis immediately did so and then, with equal dispatch, wrote to Malachi Martin for help. Malachi asked me if I would fly to the Southwest to evaluate the case. I said I would, and Malachi referred me to Mrs. Lewis to make the necessary arrangements.

When I first arrived, I spoke with Mrs. Lewis to get an account of the family constellation. What I thought would be a brief description turned out to be as complicated as any I had ever encountered. Mrs. Lewis had had four husbands, and her five children had three different fathers. Jersey was the second child.

Mrs. Lewis was married to her first husband, Sean Flannigan, a boat salesman, for six years. She divorced him because of his drinking when Jersey was only a year old and her brother five. Some years later Flannigan died at a relatively early age from his alcoholism.

Mrs. Lewis quickly remarried an independently wealthy clergyman, Caleb Lewis, by whom she had a daughter and son. Jersey and her brother took their new stepfather’s name. Jersey had no memories of her biological father. She always thought of herself as a Lewis and referred to her stepfather as her father.

Bored with being a minister, Caleb decided to become a psychologist. After obtaining his Ph.D. in psychology, he soon developed a thriving psychotherapy practice out of his home. For the entirety of her late childhood and early adolescent years, Jersey could remember the stream of patients coming in and out of the house. When practicing, he always wore a long, starched white coat, traditional for physicians but extremely rare for psychologists. His patients respectfully called him “Dr. Lewis.” Caleb Lewis died suddenly from a heart attack when Jersey was fifteen. Jersey grieved for him deeply.

Eighteen months after her second husband’s death, Mrs. Lewis remarried another independently wealthy man, a mildly successful painter. A year later, they adopted a two-year-old boy. A year after that, the artist left Mrs. Lewis and their child for another woman. Mrs. Lewis quickly sued him for divorce and received a decent settlement without alimony. For the next few years Mrs. Lewis heard rumors that he was bisexual and flagrantly promiscuous. At the time I met her, Mrs. Lewis had no idea where he lived.

Two years after that divorce, Mrs. Lewis married her fourth husband, an engineer named Harry Anderson, but kept the name of her second husband and longest marriage. Harry had been an unusually good stepfather to all five of her children in the years since, Mrs. Lewis said, noting that Jersey adored him. I also got the impression that he was the most deeply religious person in the family, a man who attended church on Sunday without fail. Occasionally, Mrs. Lewis would accompany him. It was obvious to me that theirs was a good and solid marriage.

It took me an hour to obtain Jersey’s complicated family history. Psychiatrists are not immune to prejudice. Initially, I imagined Mrs. Lewis might have some personality problem that would account for her many marriages. But I did not find one. To the contrary, by the end of the hour I reached the conclusion that she was a remarkably strong woman, capable of either firmness or flexibility as the occasion required. I judged her to be a fine mother who loved all her children well—a judgment that would be borne out in the months to come.

I then spent close to a half hour with Jersey’s husband, Peter Babcock. A successful executive in his late twenties, I also found him to be a strong person, genuinely concerned about his young wife and his baby daughters. Perhaps a bit too strong, he struck me as being an overcontrolling sort of man. But if he was that way with Jersey she never seemed to mind—at least on the surface.

Tired from my flight, I waited until the next morning to speak with Jersey herself. The primary focus of our conversation was her experience with a variety of demons speaking to her, both in her dreams and when awake. The names of those demons seemed to keep changing, as if Jersey were making them up on the spot. Only one of them seemed constant—an entity she called the Lord Josiah.

Superficially, I found Jersey to be pleasant and vivacious, but obviously she was a young lady with psychiatric difficulties. She was slightly flirtatious, remarkably naive, and a bit overdramatic—all of which could suggest a diagnosis of hysteria. But she was also pressured, speaking rapidly with what we psychiatrists call flight of ideas, suggestive of a possible schizophrenic condition, only she had none of the emotional blunting characteristic of schizophrenia. If you take a bit of hysteria and add it to a mere hint of schizophrenia, what you get in psychiatry is a vague but well recognized and common condition called borderline personality disorder.

So after four quite friendly hours with her I had already diagnosed Jersey as a borderline and was in the process of mentally packing my bags and making a third notch in the handle of my scientific pistol, when Jersey blew the whole thing wide open with a single sentence. Referring to her demons, she said, “I feel sorry for them.”

“You feel sorry for them?” I echoed, confused.

“Yes,” she answered, “they’re really rather weak and pathetic creatures.”

The reason this stopped me dead in my tracks was that it did not fit with standard psychopathology. It seemed to me that if a young woman—particularly a somewhat hysterical one—had a need to invent demons, she would create great, strong, hairy demons, not weak and pathetic ones.

So I mentally unpacked my bags to explore things more deeply.

“Could I talk to your demons?” I asked.

“Oh, no,” Jersey responded. “They would be much too afraid to do that.”

I was already in utterly uncharted waters, so why not keep rowing ahead? “Perhaps they would talk to me under hypnosis,” I said. “How would you feel about being hypnotized, Jersey?”

“That would be kind of fun,” Jersey replied in her childlike manner, more like that of a twelve-year-old than a twenty-six-year-old mother of two. “I’ve never been hypnotized before. It sounds interesting. How do you go about it?”

I explained to her the standard techniques of inducing hypnosis, and she readily agreed to a session. She proved to be an unusually good hypnotic subject, and within a few minutes was in a deep trance. I then asked once again if I could speak to her demons. This time Jersey said, “Well, there are so many of them, but there are at least a couple in here that really do want to talk to you.”

“Let them go ahead,” I welcomed.

I cannot now, more than twenty years later, remember their names, and it doesn’t matter anyway, as we shall eventually see. They were both female and did indeed sound weak and pathetic. Each acknowledged that they did things to frighten or otherwise hurt Jersey, but each maintained that if they didn’t, their “employer” would hurt them. They began to whimper at their bind and, speaking together now, asked, “Can you help us, Dr. Peck? Won’t you try to help us?”

I clearly remember feeling like I was Alice in Wonderland, speaking to these supposed demons with Jersey under hypnosis. In one sense, I did know how to help them. A part of me felt like saying: “As always, your salvation lies in going to the cross by refusing to hurt Jersey. Yes, you then might be hurt, but you will be free, and it’s obviously the only way to end this stupid game.” Fortunately, through the clutter of my thoughts, my still, small voice told me that the supposed demons were using my tendency to be a compulsive helper to suck me into a place I didn’t belong. I simply told them that I had to leave them, and I proceeded to bring Jersey out of her trance. Afterward, she was more lucid and mature than she had been at any time with me throughout the day.

Jersey had looked a little bit schizophrenic, and one of the reasons I was anxious about hypnotizing her was that schizophrenics tend to become more disorganized after hypnosis. Yet Jersey had become better organized. My mindset was beginning to change.

The dilemma the supposed demons complained about—that they would be hurt if they did not hurt Jersey—fit with the little I knew of demonology. The demonic hierarchy is so strict and merciless that lesser demons seem to have negligible freedom. Yet, as far as I could ascertain, Jersey had no knowledge of demonology. At this point, all I could do was tell her and her family that I was very uncertain about the case, and that, after I got home, I would be in further contact with Malachi Martin and probably Dr. Lieberman and Father O’Connor as well. After that, I would get back in touch with them.

As I flew back home that evening, three things came to mind. One was the expression “poor devil,” remembering how under hypnosis the supposed demons had whimpered about their predicament. For me there was meaning in the phrase for the first time. The second, remembering how Jersey had seemed more rather than less sane after I had listened to her supposed demons, was the expression “Give the devil his due.” Perhaps doing that briefly had allowed the devil to step aside somewhat. Finally, I recalled a brief paragraph from Hostage to the Devil where Malachi had noted that an unusual percentage—not all but many—of possessed people had slightly strange faces in which their skin seemed tightly stretched so as to be smooth and relatively lacking in wrinkles. I cursed myself for not recognizing it at the time, but Jersey had just such a face.

When the day began I did not believe there was such a thing as possession. As a psychiatrist I was still in no way ready to pronounce Jersey possessed, but with the list of contradictions Jersey already posed to traditional psychiatry, mountains had been moved in my mind. I knew that when I called Malachi, I would be telling him my assessment was that there was a fifty-fifty chance Jersey was the genuine article and that the case deserved to be delved into more deeply.

• • •

I did, of course, phone Malachi and recount my observations. I told him that Jersey did not quite fit the standard categories of psychopathology. It was conceivable to me she could be possessed, but I was hardly able to make such a diagnosis without knowing her better. I felt I needed to be more certain before turning the case over to him. He made no response to my intent to give him the case.

I suggested contacting Father O’Connor, the diocesan exorcist, to propose that he and I do some work together on Jersey’s case. Indeed, I wanted to clarify for Father O’Connor the Catch- 22 situation in which he had placed Jersey and her family and make him accountable for a better resolution. Malachi agreed with my strategy.

When I phoned Father O’Connor, he was perfectly receptive. I explained the extent to which Jersey did not fit the established categories of psychiatric diagnosis, which was why, as a scientific-minded psychiatrist, I thought she might be possessed. I further gave him my opinion that she was not amenable to psychotherapy in her current state and that insisting she get therapy before an exorcism was probably approaching the case backward. My instinct was that she likely required an exorcism before she could meaningfully participate in psychotherapy, though I did volunteer that these were shaky opinions. I couldn’t say Jersey was possessed—only that she might be.

Father O’Connor was not threatened by my opinions in the least. I learned that he was unusually sophisticated in psychiatric matters, having spent several years studying psychiatry at a prominent clinic. By the end of the conversation we had not only become colleagues but friends. I called him Terry and he called me Scotty.

Accepting my uncertainty, Terry proposed attempting a deliverance with Jersey. Beyond assuming that a deliverance was a religious, healing process that stopped short of a full-scale exorcism, I knew nothing about the matter. But it was Terry’s field of expertise. He had a team of another Christian man and woman with whom he worked, and he customarily did deliverances in a common room at the monastery where he lived, an hour’s drive from Jersey’s home. He suggested therefore that I return to the Southwest. We both looked at our calendars and came up with a date two months in the future. Terry was thinking in terms of only one day, but the prospect of flying back across the country for a single day didn’t sit right with me. I imagined there might be pieces we would need to pick up one way or another. Terry agreed. We set aside two days, and I phoned Jersey and her husband to cement the engagement. At the same time I asked Jersey for the phone number of her family’s psychiatrist, Dr. Lieberman.

Dr. Lieberman proved to be a remarkable man. Typical of most psychiatrists, he was himself thoroughly secular, yet he had no problem working with us religious folk. After all, he acknowledged that his own approach with Jersey had twice failed. I asked him if he would arrange for Jersey to be psychologically tested before I came out for the deliverance. I also asked him if he could arrange for this testing under unusual circumstances. Most psychologists will insist upon having a history on the patient before they will do testing. In this case, however, I requested that the psychologist do the testing blind—that is, without any knowledge of why the patient was being tested. Dr. Lieberman thought that he could meet these unusual requirements, and so he did. It was to be but the first of a number of ways he would eventually make the rough places plain for everyone.

• • •

When I returned to the Southwest two months later, Jersey superficially seemed the same. Her husband and mother told me, however, that her behavior appeared to be deteriorating. She was not only attending spiritualist events with even greater frequency, but in order to do so, she had begun to leave her two daughters—an infant and a toddler—unattended. Her husband and mother had chastised her for this neglect, but nothing changed her behavior.

I received the psychologist’s evaluation of Jersey. Three things in the report were quite striking. First, the tests showed no abnormality whatsoever. Jersey’s functioning on the tests was remarkably even. Such evenness, particularly on the intelligence test, is a strong indication of psychological health. Second, the intelligence test showed Jersey to have a full-scale IQ of99. This essentially meant that 51 percent of the population was brighter than she was and 49 percent less bright. She could hardly have been more average. Third, the psychologist noted that throughout the testing there were frequent, split-second moments when Jersey’s attention seemed to wander as if she had suddenly absented herself. He added that he had seen something similar in patients with petit mal epilepsy, but he did not think that such epilepsy was the cause of Jersey’s lapses. He had no explanation to offer.

With this information in hand, Mrs. Lewis drove us out to the monastery where we were all introduced to Terry and his two associates, a man and a woman. Mrs. Lewis was shown to a waiting room and was told that we had no idea how long we would be with Jersey. She accepted this, as she did virtually everything, with a graceful equanimity. She too was to make the rough places plain. The others of us then went to the common room that served as Terry’s deliverance place.

Terry explained to Jersey that there was no need for her to feel threatened; while we might talk to her occasionally, mostly we would simply pray and the man on Terry’s team would also quietly strum a guitar and hum. And this we did for an hour, during which nothing happened. We had no intuitions, no insights, and no response to our prayers whatsoever.

At the end of this hour, Terry said to me that the deliverance was not working. He then made a bizarre suggestion. I had told him that Jersey was an excellent hypnotic subject and that I had talked with her supposed demons under hypnosis. Since we seemed to be getting nowhere through the usual means, he wondered how I would feel about hypnotizing Jersey and then proceeding with the deliverance while she was in a trance. This was utterly uncharted territory for me, and I would not have consented had Terry not said, with considerable authority, that he thought it would be safe. I remembered his years studying psychiatry at the clinic.

Uneasily, I hypnotized Jersey as before, and we began the deliverance all over again, only this time with some response. We talked with supposed demons, as I had with Jersey under hypnosis two months previously. They seemed apologetic for taking up our time and willing to take us deeper into their world. We turned the invitation down. Mostly we prayed. As we did, all four of us—Terry, his two assistants, and I—began to get increasingly strong feelings of a possible demonic presence in the room. As Terry’s colleague gently strummed his guitar, this feeling became stronger. We then began to sense God’s presence. We were encouraged, almost to the point of exhilaration. After an hour, we felt sure we were on the verge of a major breakthrough. The pace and loudness of the strumming guitar increased. It seemed as if success (however that might be defined) was no more than a minute away.

Then everything stopped. We no longer had any feeling of a presence in the room, demonic or holy. We were no longer on the verge of anything at all. It was as if we had collectively blown up a beautiful balloon, and then someone had come along with a needle and popped it. Everything just shriveled.

Terry and I agreed that we had failed once again, and I brought Jersey out of hypnosis. She seemed fine. Terry and I also agreed that we needed to talk alone. He dismissed his two colleagues and took Jersey out to the waiting room so she could be with her mother while we conferred.

Terry and I then spoke of how extraordinarily deflating the experience had been. I said I did not think it was an accident. Somehow I felt that Jersey had engineered this deflation. “I think she was toying with us, Terry,” I commented.

Terry agreed it was possible that either Jersey or the supposed demons had been toying with us, but he expressed his bewilderment about how to proceed. Having no previous experience in these matters, I was just as bewildered. Praying out loud now, we both told God of our confusion. God’s only answer was a feeling inside me that became ever more strong. It was a feeling akin to guilt, and the guilt was intertwined with a feeling of incompleteness. There was something I had left undone. As I thought (or prayed), it became clearer to me exactly what it was, how my visit was obviously incomplete.

“You know, Terry,” I said, “I have never confronted Jersey. I have always been the sympathetic listener and never her critic. I’ve been gentle, gentle, gentle. She talks as if she were a loving mother, but the fact is that she is behaving ever more selfishly to the point of being guilty of child neglect, if not abuse. I wonder if it isn’t the time for some tough love? But I am afraid to confront her alone. I do think she may well be possessed, but this is a whole new world for me. What would make me much more comfortable—yes, it feels really right—is if we could confront her together. Would you be willing to do this with me?”

Terry said that he would, even though he did not hold out much hope. It was mostly like a favor he was doing for me, but his extensive psychiatric training helped him to acknowledge that there might be some point to it. He agreed to spend the next afternoon in the same room with Jersey and me, without his colleagues. It would not be a religious event, as we thought of it. It would simply be a time that we got tough with Jersey.

• • •

It was not difficult to get tough with Jersey the next afternoon. Terry and I took turns, each “punching” her, so to speak—trying to get her to admit her multiple faults. We told her how immature we thought she was; how she was an increasingly inadequate mother; how she was ignoring her husband and children in favor of spiritualist groups; how what was being taught at these groups was egregiously false; how she was naive and being taken in; how she blandly ignored all criticism from her husband and parents; how she demonstrated an extremely high opinion of herself with nothing to back it up. It went on this way for an hour. Jersey appeared totally unfazed by the onslaught. All our efforts were like water off a duck’s back. Then, during the second hour, everything changed.

Terry had been trying to point out to her that she was acting as if she was extremely intelligent, even though there was no indication she was. Jersey responded, “It’s you who are not bright enough to understand me. The truth is that I am brilliant.”

“But that’s not what your psychological tests demonstrated,” I said. “They showed your intelligence to be only average at best.”

Jersey looked visibly upset. “What do you mean they called me average?” she demanded.

Out of the folder I had assembled on her, I pulled out the psychologist’s report and opened it to the relevant page. “It says here,” I replied, “that you have a full-scale IQ of ninety-nine. The average score is one hundred, so it means that while just about half the population is less intelligent than you, it also means that half the people in this country are more intelligent than you.”

The words were hardly out of my mouth when Jersey reached over and grabbed the test report off my lap. She could not miss the numbers printed there. After a few seconds, she threw the report to the floor at my feet. Then she began to speak extremely rapidly in words that made no sense whatsoever. Indeed, much of her speech seemed to be words she had just made up. As she spewed out all this nonsense at the rate of a .60-caliber machine gun, she also began to make a variety of compulsive, peculiar gestures with her hands, yet she did so without any expression or discernible emotion—a manner that psychiatrists call flatness of affect. There was now no doubt in my mind about her diagnosis: she was in an acute schizophrenic break. Indeed, I had seldom seen a case of schizophrenia so dramatically clear. And genuine. There was no sign of faking. I cursed myself inwardly as a terrible psychiatrist for making the mistake of confronting her so harshly that I had driven her into an obvious psychosis.

But then something strange happened in my own mind. I saw things with a bizarre clarity. Suddenly Jersey’s psychosis, which looked so real, struck me as an act, and I blurted out something I would never have said in another similar situation. With an authority that seemed to come from someplace else, I snapped, “Jersey, cut it out! You’re not schizophrenic. I don’t buy it.”

What happened next literally took our breath away.

Jersey snapped out of her schizophrenic psychotic breakdown as instantly as she had entered it. Her face steadily changed from one lacking emotion to one filled with the signs of emotion—but they were not nice emotions. A smile came to her face, only it was not a friendly smile, and her eyebrows lifted in scorn. The one word best describing the face was “haughty.” I had never seen a human being look so haughty.

Her speech changed with equal suddenness. No longer incomprehensibly rapid and nonsensical, she began to speak with an unusual, slow deliberation.

“Well, you are right about some things, and you are wrong about some things. You are wrong about my intelligence. The truth is that I am one of the most brilliant beings on this planet. You have also been wrong when you have tried to portray me as emotionally immature, naive, and irresponsible. You just haven’t gotten it, have you? The reality is that I am a saint. In fact, a great saint, and you have failed to recognize this.

“But you have been right about one thing,” Jersey continued with slow, icy precision. “You have been right when you have accused me of cooperating with my demons. Oh yes, how I cooperate! In fact, the Lord Josiah is my lover. Not only that, but he and I will be meeting tonight.” And now Jersey turned specifically to me. “Wouldn’t you like to come along, Dr. Peck? We play together. You and I and the Lord Josiah could have a lot of fun with each other. Why don’t you come along, Dr. Peck?”

The only thing I knew at this point was that I wanted nothing to do with this Lord Josiah, and certainly not in the way suggested. Otherwise, I was at a loss, and Terry seemed likewise. It occurred to both of us that this extraordinarily arrogant being might not be Jersey herself, but rather a demon. But whenever we asked it its name, it answered “Jersey.” And whenever we asked Jersey whether there was a demon present, she informed us that it was only her in the room and that we were talking to the real Jersey. Terry and I were utterly confused and getting nowhere. The only thing we could do was pray.

We did not even know whether Jersey would have to leave the monastery in the form of this malignant personage. However, as we prayed, gradually the smirking expression left her face and she returned to being the normal Jersey, as we knew her: giggly and flirtatious, childlike and childish both, but not an immediate worry.

She was, however, a worry for us in the long term. We were so confused by her behavior that we still did not know whether she was possessed. Unfortunately, I was leaving that night to fly back to Connecticut, and we felt it our responsibility to somehow advise her family how to treat her. Just as we had decided to confront her that afternoon, we advised that her husband and parents should also be more confrontational. In retrospect, I believe neither of us was thinking with clarity, but instead was responding antagonistically to the unbelievably arrogant personality we had just encountered. In any case, we advised Mrs. Lewis that the family should be more firm with Jersey, requiring that she attend to her children and not providing her with all the pocket money she requested, as they had been doing up until then. Mrs. Lewis understood the rationale for our advice and promised that they would follow it. Terry and I promised to keep in touch. Mrs. Lewis and Jersey then drove me to the airport to catch my flight back east. During the drive we were largely silent, since I remained too confused to make coherent conversation. I had several drinks on the airplane, but they failed to clear my confusion. All I could think about was my need to talk to Malachi Martin, as soon as I possibly could, to tell him what had transpired.

• • •

Up until that point, Malachi had always been difficult to reach. As I mentioned, he had a whole series of phone answering services designed to keep people away. But eventually my messages would get through, and he would always get back to me within a week. This time he was back to me within half a day. I told him in full detail about my two days of work with Jersey. When I reached the point where Jersey became so arrogant, proclaiming both her brilliance and sainthood and acknowledging her cooperation with the Lord Josiah, Malachi simply said, “That was when the exorcism should have begun.”

“You mean,” I asked, “that she was in a demonic state at that point?”

“If not, very close to it. You had pretty much flushed her out.”

“We kept asking her whether we were talking to a demon,” I said, “but she consistently maintained it was herself, the real Jersey.”

“Ahh,” Malachi countered, “that was just a lie. That was the demon lying to you. It’s what we call the Pretense.”

Malachi’s assessment rang so utterly true there was now almost no doubt in my mind that Jersey was possessed. I told Malachi so and asked, “What do you want me to do now? How do you want me to turn her over to you?”

“Ooh, auch, I’m afraid that won’t be possible,” Malachi pronounced.

“What do you mean?” I questioned in dawning horror.

“Weell,” Malachi explained, “I’ve been having this terrible trouble with my eyes, you see. They call it a detached retina. It’s all related to stress, and they’ve told me that I’m to avoid all stress for the next year, so I’m afraid there’s no way at all that I could take her on as a case.”

“Then give me the name of another exorcist,” I retorted with a touch of anger in my voice.

“Auch, I’m afraid I can’t do that either,” Malachi responded.

“What do you mean you can’t? Why can’t you?”

“I’m afraid I just don’t know any other exorcists,” Malachi answered. “At least none who would be able to handle a case such as this. You have to realize exorcists don’t just grow on trees, and they work alone. Oh, when they do an exorcism, they assemble a team to help them, but basically they operate alone. There’s not exactly a directory of them, you know.”

“But what do you want me to do?” I asked.

Malachi answered, “It seems obvious to me that you should take the matter up with that fellow you’ve been working with, Father O’Connor. After all, he’s the diocesan exorcist.”

I told Malachi I was quite sure I would be back to him at some point and hung up the phone, not only with annoyance, but also with the beginnings of a knot of fear in my abdomen.

I was starting to get a sense of the game. Although in the five cases of possession in his book Hostage to the Devil Malachi had never suggested that he himself was the exorcist, I had essentially known that he was. I was also quite sure that on this afternoon he was lying to me about his eyes. But what an effective lie! I did not feel I could accuse him of lying or demand to speak to his ophthalmologist or even say I doubted he had a detached retina. I also understood why he was lying. It was setup. He was trying to set me up to be the exorcist in the case myself. My fantasy of being a detached observer of a master exorcist at work was rapidly collapsing. It occurred to me that there might be only one master exorcist—Malachi. I was quite sure he was lying about his eyes, but I was equally sure he was telling the truth when he said there was no directory of exorcists. He genuinely had been alone in his work. Given the truth of this, it only made sense that he would want to suck me in—trick me, if you will— into being an exorcist. He desperately needed any exorcist to replace him, if he could find anyone stupid enough to take on the job. Yes, I had begun to realize the lay of the land but I was damned if I was going to be a foil. Surely I could find a way out of the snare that Malachi had set for me.

Indeed, Malachi himself had suggested my obvious first move. That evening I phoned Terry and told him of Malachi’s assessment. Terry said that, after reflecting, he had come to the same conclusion as Malachi, and that we had a foursquare case of genuine possession on our hands.

“Probably true,” I said, “but she’s really more on your hands than mine. You’re the exorcist.”

“No,” Terry replied. “It is true that my title is that of diocesan exorcist, but I have never done an exorcism or dealt before with a case of full-scale possession. Oh, yes, I have done dozens of deliverances, but a deliverance is a gentle procedure with a patient under mild demonic attack. If that. Jersey does not need a deliverance. She needs an exorcism, and I am sorry if my title has made me work under false pretenses with you, Scotty. I will be of whatever help to you I can, but I do not have the skill or knowledge to take Jersey’s case further than I already have. And, though I am utterly convinced that she is possessed, I do not feel called to even be part of an exorcism team. Strangely, a gut instinct I trust is telling me that I would be harmed.”

Unlike my reaction to Malachi, I did not doubt Terry’s honesty. After all, when Jersey had suddenly transformed personalities, he’d been every bit as confused as I. Still, he ought to at least have some connections, shouldn’t he?

“Is there any way you can help me find an exorcist in some other diocese? Any diocese? All I need is just one honest-to-God exorcist somewhere!” I begged.

“I don’t know of one,” Terry said. “The only thing I can do is to write to the archbishop of Connecticut with a request from my bishop to give you every possible assistance.”

He continued to agree to serve as a phone consultant on the case, if that would be helpful. “I know you’re in a lonely place right now,” he added.

As promised, Terry did write to the archbishop of Connecticut in Hartford, stating, “Dr. Peck of your state, an experienced psychiatrist, has diagnosed a case of true possession in our diocese. I have enough experience in such matters to be certain of the diagnosis, but I myself am constitutionally unqualified to conduct a combative exorcism. My bishop joins me in asking that you offer Dr. Peck any possible assistance available to you.” He then went on to provide the archbishop with my full name, address, and phone number and annotated the letter with the indication he was sending me a copy.

After I received the copy of Terry’s letter, I waited a week to give the archbishop or his staff the time to contact me. When he failed to do so I called the archbishop’s office. His secretary told me the archbishop was out and she had no knowledge of the matter. I requested she bring the matter to his attention so that he or someone on his staff could get back to me. I repeated this interaction three times in two weeks with the same result. The secretary repeatedly denied ever seeing Terry’s letter. No one got back to me. I knew enough about the way the Catholic church was avoiding any involvement in exorcisms during those years to realize there was no point in trying to press the matter further. As was routine in other dioceses, the matter seemed to be closed, as far as the Catholic church in Connecticut was concerned.

• • •

Meanwhile, I heard from Jersey’s husband that using tough love with her, as Terry and I had suggested, had not succeeded. After two days of not being given the money she asked for, she stole all the money from his wallet and ran away. Peter Babcock sounded quite angry with me, and I could tell he was questioning my competence. He took the time, however, to complete the story. She had called home frequently, asking about him and the children, though no one knew where she had run to. She did not seem bothered in the least that she had left Peter the total responsibility for the children. She sounded quite cheerful and expressed no intent to return home. However, the night before our phone call, she called, sobbing, to say that she had just swallowed a bottle of lye. She gave her address at that point, and an ambulance was dispatched to take her to the emergency room of the hospital Dr. Lieberman used. He admitted her to the hospital’s psychiatry service with the diagnosis of schizophrenia.

I called Dr. Lieberman the next day and, as before, he was as cooperative as he could conceivably be. I told him that I was in a rather desperate time crunch. As of yet, I had been unable to find an exorcist. I imagined that it might take me as long as a month to find one, and even then I would need at least a week to prepare Jersey for the exorcism.

Dr. Lieberman told me he was authorized to hold any patient of his in the psychiatry unit for up to two months. Beyond that he would start running into problems with the administration. Like most psychiatry units in general hospitals, it was a more or less open ward. If Jersey became unmanageable, he could, by a process of certification, have Jersey moved to the locked ward of the nearest state psychiatric hospital—an unpleasant option, but an option nonetheless. I asked Dr. Lieberman whether I could fly back and prepare Jersey for exorcism at the hospital, assuming I could find an exorcist within the month, even though I did not have privileges at the hospital. He said that he and other doctors on the staff were free to call in outside consultants whenever they desired—no problem. I thanked him and told him I would be back in touch as soon as I had any more information. Hanging up the phone, I offered a quick prayer of gratitude that Philip Lieberman was such a flexible man and physician.

While Dr. Lieberman was so helpful, the rest of the world was not. In the month that followed, I ran up a four-thousand-dollar phone bill scouring the nation for a suitable exorcist. One of the first people I tried was a monk who was quite famous throughout the country as an exorcist, living just across the border in New York State. He told me, “You know, it’s funny. My bishop and his priests refer to me anyone who seems conceivably possessed,yet when the bishop is asked whether the diocese has an exorcist he will say, ‘No, we have no exorcist in this diocese.’ I have, with the help of others and with the bishop’s blessing, performed two real exorcisms over here, but if I asked my bishop I can tell you that there is no way he would allow your patient—who isn’t a Catholic anyway—to be moved to this diocese and also no way that he would ever allow me to perform an exorcism in Connecticut, a foreign diocese, so to speak, even though it is just across the state line. I understand your predicament. I have talked with others in the same predicament and I am truly sorry; there is nothing I can do to help you.”
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