









The flashlight illuminated

the tunnel for us…


“Stay on the pathway, lads,” one of the men said as we began our approximately twenty-foot descent into the depths of the tunnel. Stay on the pathway, lads? That sounded very much like a certain quote from An American Werewolf in London. Someone was having a laugh at our expense. Thankfully, the concrete steps were easy to negotiate. Having reached the floor, we looked up and I half expected to see the two RAF men wearing malicious grins as they replaced the lid and encased us forever in this icy cold tomb. Instead they waved genially and suggested that we head left. We decided to go right.
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For Jon and Rich—two better and madder friends

a man could never find.







Introduction


Hey Ho, Let’s Go!

“BLITZKRIEG BOP,” THE RAMONES






As I sit typing these words, it is a relatively warm and pleasant day in the southeast Texan town on the outskirts of the city of Beaumont where my wife, Dana, and I reside. Midway through the first year of the new millennium, however, I was living on the other side of the world in the somewhat colder climes of rural England and, with two good friends, I was having a bizarre adventure chasing monsters around the British countryside. Writing the story that you are about to read was a very strange experience for me, because in many ways the inevitable passage of time, the fact that England seems so far away now, and the distinct unreality of the whole adventure have all ensured that to those of us involved in these events, our nature and perception of reality, imagination, and day-to-day living have all radically changed.

While we once thought that we lived in an orderly world, we now realize that orderly is the last thing that this world is. It is one filled with chaos, hidden realms, shadowy manipulators, dreams that may be real, a reality that may be all a dream, secret histories that some would have—and indeed, may have—killed to keep secret, bizarre characters and freaks of nature hidden, or hiding, from prying eyes, a catalog of monsters, myths, and mysteries that penetrate the heart of the British establishment and English folklore, and much, much, more, as you are now about to learn.
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The Monster Busters


We’re a happy family, we’re a happy family…

“WE’RE A HAPPY FAMILY,” THE RAMONES






My story begins on a hot summer weekend in 1997. Everything was good in the world. My first book was about to be released by a major British publisher and we had secured serialization for the title in a leading Sunday newspaper. I had just eaten an artery-blocking English breakfast after a beery night with Matthew Williams, then editor of the conspiracy-based journal Truthseeker’s Review, and the man who would find fame in the latter part of 2000 as the first person to be arrested, charged, and convicted for making a crop circle. And in roughly two hours time I was due to deliver a lecture on the history of UFOs and the British government to the assembled throng of the curious, the mad, the paranoid, and the allegedly normal that had congregated at Sheffield University, England, for the yearly conference of the British UFO Research Association.

I turned off my Walkman from which the mighty and punk-dominated sounds of the Neurotic Outsiders echoed, entered the main auditorium of the university, and looked to see who was there. Right away, among the crowd of several hundred, an assortment of stalls, booths, and a group of spotty youths in Trust No One T-shirts, I was accosted by a greasy-haired old geezer who asked me in an accusing tone: “You’re one of the lecturers, aren’t you?” I nodded. “You can’t do a lecture in a black T-shirt, jeans, and a motorbike jacket!” he yelled. “Didn’t you bring a shirt and tie?”

“No, I did not. I don’t wear shirts and ties,” I answered quickly and firmly. I continued on my way and left the man complaining about my lack of commitment to the seriousness of the event as he accused me of being “with the government.”

Suddenly, I was stopped in my tracks by a veritable behemoth of a character in a badly ironed brown suit (that was covered with a number of suspiciously positioned stains) striding purposefully toward me.

“Graham, come on!” the man bellowed mightily at a painfully thin, bearded fellow in a sweater and jeans behind him who, carrying an assortment of boxes crammed with books and magazines, was struggling to keep up. “Out of my way, peasants!” screamed the Hulk-like figure at all and sundry while waving a half-consumed bottle menacingly in front of them. “I have brandy and harlots to devour!”

As the assorted and astonished crowd made way in a fashion that reminded me of the parting of the Red Sea, the man stopped in front of me. Towering over me at around six feet six inches in height, surely four hundred pounds in weight, and sporting a wild beard and even wilder hair, he boomed, “Who the hell are you?”

“I’m Nick Redfern; who the hell are you?”

The man’s tone suddenly changed; his voice took on an outrageously affected style and a beaming smile came over his face. “My dear, dear boy. I’m Jon Downes. I’ve been looking for you; I want to interview you for Sightings magazine.”

“Oh, yeah, I know who you are. You do those lake monster and big cat investigations, don’t you? Don’t you run a group or something?”

“My boy, my boy, I do. Let’s go and sit down at my stall and we can talk. Graham, come!” barked Jon. The thin man muttered something under his breath and followed. I scanned Jon’s table closely. It was full of all manner of magazines and books on lake monsters, Bigfoot, the Yeti, the Loch Ness Monster, and more.

“God almighty, I need a drink,” said Jon wearily, as he fell back into his chair. It buckled and strained alarmingly under his mighty girth. “Anyway, dear fellow, it’s good to meet you,” Jon said to me in cheerful tones. He gestured toward the thin man. “Sit, Graham!” The thin man scowled but did as he was told. “This is Graham Inglis, my manservant and special friend. Very special friend.”

“Okay.” I laughed. “Hi, Graham; how’s it going?” The thin man smiled back in a slightly sinister fashion, nodded, and said nothing. He crossed his legs, flipped open a can of Carlsberg Special Brew lager, and turned his attention to a magazine on computer games. I watched him take a CD out of his bag and insert it into his own Walkman. It was those 1970s progressive rock atrocities, Gong. I cringed to myself. Jon proceeded to open a shopping bag and I expected to see him take out a pile of books. Instead, out came a small, lovingly crafted, wooden box with ornate brass handles. I leaned forward to see what was inside. Noticing this, Jon took an inordinate amount of time to open it and did so in a way-over-the-top camp fashion. When he finally lifted the lid, however, I was amused to see that it contained two small glasses and a bottle.

“Would you care to indulge in a small, dry sherry, dear Nicholas?” inquired Jon, with a twinkle in his bloodshot and sleep-deprived eyes. Jon was not your average UFO investigator I was relieved and pleased to find out. He was my kind of guy—but not in the biblical sense, you understand.

Over the next hour or so, we talked about wine, women, and song, and just about everything but UFOs. It transpired that we had probably already met without realizing the fact—at one of the many record and CD fairs that we regularly attended, bought and sold at in the 1980s and early-to-mid 1990s—and we struck up an enjoyable rapport. Jon went on to tell me how, as a boy growing up in Hong Kong, he had been fascinated with unknown animals and monsters; and he now ran the Center for Fortean Zoology and could boast of being Britain’s only full-time monster hunter. He had written numerous books on zooforms, those “nonanimate things that appear to be animals,” he explained, edited two magazines—The Goblin Universe and Animals & Men—and regularly launched expeditions to the darkest corners of the globe in search of lake monsters, sea serpents, still-living dinosaurs, and ape-men.

Jon told me how he loathed the world of nine-to-five and wanted to earn a living his way while having an uproariously good time in the process. Yes, indeed, we were going to get along just fine. Over the course of the next six months or so Jon and I would keep in touch by telephone and met regularly at conferences around the U.K. But it wasn’t until the early part of 1998 that I finally visited him at home in Exeter.

As I sat on the train to Exeter on a snowy Tuesday morning in January, my mind began to wander. I knew that Jon had grown up in Hong Kong; was widely traveled; went to school with Princess Diana’s lover, James Hewitt; had a father who was high up in the British government’s Colonial Service; a brother who was a vicar; and he seemed to live the life of a veritable English dandy and nineteenth-century explorer. Knowing that Jon resided in the wilds of Devonshire (in a Court, no less), and that his brother and father had both been decorated by the queen, I tried to imagine the scene that would greet me.

Doubtless, I thought, Jon’s little Devon hamlet was unchanged since the eighteenth or nineteenth century and he lived in a large manor house constructed out of ancient stone that looked like it came straight out of The Hound of the Baskervilles or the pages of a Brontë or a Hardy novel. It would be a resplendent Gothic affair, complete with a large attic and a well-stocked wine cellar. Every day would be an adventure and every meal would be a banquet. Was Jon akin to being the local squire, held in high esteem by the village folk? I would soon find out.

On arriving at Exeter St. David’s railway station, I trudged through the ever-deepening snow, got myself a taxi, and asked the driver to take me to Holne Court, Exwick. After first being mistakenly taken to Home Court on the other side of Exeter, I finally arrived. But this wasn’t Brontë or Hardy country, and where was the windswept moorland? The taxi pulled up outside a row of houses; I got out and asked the driver to hit the horn.

“Nicky!” I heard a familiar voice boom. “Get up here,” shouted Jon, leaning head-and-shoulders out of a small window of a modestly sized house. I headed up the steps and the front door of the house swung open. Immediately an old and gnarly dog pounced on me and bared its teeth in a menacing fashion. “Toby!” Jon exclaimed. “That is not the way to greet Britain’s baldest ufologist,” he said, in reference to my daily-shaved head. He gently and fondly castigated the dog. It turned on its tail and glared at me. “Well, come on in to my Bohemian squalor and I’ll get us a sherry,” said Jon as I struggled with my bags.

I sat down on the couch and scanned the room. It wasn’t what I had imagined but it was a perfect little bachelor pad and had a pleasantly chaotic, warm, and homely feel to it. But Jon was not the local squire. Like my rooms at home, books, shelves, CDs, and magazines filled every last inch of space; and around the lounge large glass tanks housed every conceivable type of insect, lizard, and reptile that you could possibly imagine. A large poster of The Golden Girls was pinned to the wall—that, like Jon’s brown suit, was also covered in suspiciously positioned stains—and a human skull sat atop an old piano.

“You don’t want to know where I got that from,” Jon said, leaning forward, in conspiratorial tones.

“Er, Jon,” I motioned to the corner of the room.

“For goodness’ sake!” he exclaimed.

His two cats, Carruthers and Isabella, were tugging on a copy of Tim Matthews’s book, UFO Revelation, and Toby was busying himself playfully tearing up a copy of When Girls Fight magazine. “Drop,” shouted Jon, and all three animals headed with precision for the kitchen and shot up the stairs. At that moment, something truly bizarre happened. The late comedian John Belushi walked into the room. Not only that, he appeared to be dressed as an eighteenth-century pirate.

Actually, it wasn’t John Belushi, nor was it an eighteenth-century pirate. It turned out, in reality, to be Jon’s roommate and partner-in-crime at the Center for Fortean Zoology, Richard Freeman. At that time, Richard was in his late twenties and had for three years worked as Head of Reptiles at Twycross Zoo. Like Jon, Richard had had a lifelong fascination with monsters and unknown beasts; and as with many of us who spend our lives investigating the mysteries of this planet and beyond, he had taken that make-or-break step from the world of nine-to-five to, as he put it, “chasing monsters and lasses and having a laugh.” Richard was also a Goth—for the uninitiated, a devotee of rather depressing and doom-laden rock music played in a slightly inept fashion by groups for whom (like Henry Ford) any color will do just as long as it’s black. Richard had also undergone an intriguing initiation to the world of monsters.

As a boy in the 1970s Richard holidayed with his grandparents in Devon, England. One summer, when Richard was about nine, his grandfather got talking to a retired trawler man in Goodrington harbor. The old man recounted his life as a fisherman and one particular incident that was firmly and forever stuck in his mind. Some years previously he and his crew were trawling off Berry Head, where the seas of Britain are almost at their deepest. Indeed, such are the depths of this part of the English Channel that the area is commonly used as a graveyard for old ships and the drowned wrecks of these vessels have made an artificial reef that has attracted vast amounts of fish. Good catches are therefore almost guaranteed and the area has become a popular place for fishermen to drop their nets.

On one particular night, the crew had trouble lifting the nets and began to worry that they had got them entwined about a rotting mast. Soon, though, they felt some slack and duly began to haul the nets up. The men thought that their catch was a particularly good one, so heavy were their nets. As their nets drew closer to the trawler’s lights, however, a frightening sight took shape. The crew had not caught hundreds of normal-sized fish but one gigantic one.

“It was an eel, a giant eel. Its mouth was huge, wide enough to have swallowed a man; the teeth were as long as my hand,” said the fisherman. Even now Richard still remembers the words of the ancient mariner and is convinced that this was not a tall story designed to entertain gullible tourists. “While it was still in the water,” said the frightened fisherman, “it was buoyed up, but as soon as we tried to pull it onboard the nets snapped like cotton and it vanished back down. I was glad it went; I’ve been at sea all my life but I’ve never been as scared as I was that night. I can still see its eyes, huge, glassy.” And from that moment onward, Richard’s life was forever changed.

He was an immediately unforgettable figure as he strode purposefully into the room in tails, with hands on hips and wearing an Adam Ant–style pirate shirt and pointed, thigh-length leather boots. He sat down next to me on the couch.

“Are you Nick?” he asked.

“Yeah, I am.”

“I’m Rich. Jon told me you were coming down for a while. Has he got you a drink?”

“Yeah, he did, thanks.”

“You’re from up north, aren’t you?” he quizzed me suspiciously.

“Well, the Midlands, yeah.”

“Thank God,” he shouted loudly and clapped his hands. A beaming smile came over his face. “You don’t know what it’s like living down here in the south. It’s all red wine and pasta and Perrier-drinking southerners. Decent folk, proper beer, and home-cooked grub like you get up north just don’t exist here. And—” He stopped in midsentence and stared at the floor.

“That bloody dog!” screamed Richard. “Is that my new When Girls Fight ripped up?”

“Sorry, Richard,” said Jon meekly, while simultaneously and steadfastly staring at his feet. “He doesn’t do it on purpose; he’s just old.” Richard scrambled to the floor and frantically began trying to salvage what was left of his precious magazine.

“Look at her,” he said to me, pointing lovingly to a crumpled photograph of a girl nicknamed The Fight Madam who, dressed in black leather, and with a mean look on her face and a boxing glove on her right hand, adorned one of the few pages that remained relatively untouched by Toby’s fearsome jaws. Jon guffawed from across the room. “Dear Richard, I love you like a brother but you are very strange.” We all laughed and got down to some serious drinking. Richard punched the Play button on the CD system and the monolithic drone of Bauhaus echoed around the room. “Bela Lugosi’s dead,” repeated the band’s lead singer, Peter Murphy, endlessly.

“I’m not surprised he’s dead if he had to listen to this tripe,” quipped Jon. Richard waved his arms maniacally like some rabid orchestral conductor. Jon and I leaned back in our respective chairs and let the booze take effect. Meanwhile, from behind the kitchen door Toby the dog rested his head on his paws, stared intently at me, and quietly planned his next assault. And that was my initiation to the world of Jon Downes and the Center for Fortean Zoology. In the three years that followed we had some unforgettable moments—most of them alcohol-fueled and bizarre in the extreme.

There was the occasion, for example, that Jon invited me to enter, for the first time, his bedroom, where we sat and watched a masterfully bad, but hugely entertaining, film that Jon had acquired titled Chainsaw Attack of the Radioactive Lesbian Zombies. Prior to this invitation, I had been afforded only the barest of glimpses of this most mysterious and darkest of places; and, over dinner on that evening, Richard regaled me with endless tales of how Jon kept a hydrocephalic, twelve-fingered great-grandmother locked in a part of the attic above his bedroom; she was clinically insane. Indeed, I had heard a low moaning in the early hours of one particular morning that sounded like it was coming from the attic and that always made me wonder if there was any truth to this rumor. But then I realized I was just being an idiot. It had to have been the unnamed and toothless hag who frequented the house from time to time; Jon had picked her up at the local asylum that he visited for psychotherapy once a week. Or was it?

The mystery of who was, or indeed was not, imprisoned in Jon’s attic aside, there were a number of other impressively memorable incidents that I will always remember with both fondness and hilarity—including the time that we made a riotous film based on Jon’s award-winning book The Owlman and Others. Telling the story of a huge and fearsome “birdman” that supposedly haunts a Cornwall churchyard and the surrounding woodland, the film gathered rave reviews on its release in 2000, but was essentially an excuse for us to film a couple of naked women cavorting together in a wood. And who can argue with the merits of that? Certainly not I!1

In the summer of 2000, things turned very, very dark. Toby the dog and the two cats, Isabella and Carruthers, all died within weeks of each other. Despite the fact that they were elderly and had been in failing health for some time, it was a sad time and Jon was inconsolable. Then a close friend of his, Tracey, committed suicide; Jon’s car was written off by a drunk driver; the house nearly burned down after Richard cooked a mammoth feast for us; snakes escaped from their tanks (with one even finding its way into my sleeping bag in the middle of the night); the refrigerator became weirdly electrified and fried my fingers; and all manner of calamities piled on top of one another. When Jon told me that this was very possibly all due to a form of “psychic backlash” that was a direct result of his investigation of the Owlman, I believed him. But Jon soldiered on and we collaborated on some writing projects, including Weird War Tales, which chronicles the many and varied mysteries of the Second World War.

Shortly after its publication, in September 2000, I was booked to speak at the annual UFO Congress at Laughlin, Nevada. Little did I know it at the time, but it was to be a conference that would change my life. I flew out to the conference on March 1, 2001, and while there I met a beautiful lady named Dana who would, eight months later, become my wife. Before long the pleasant English countryside would be replaced by the sunny and blisteringly hot climes of southeast Texas. But I’m getting ahead of myself here. Two months after I returned from Laughlin, Dana came to live with me in England for a month and while over, she and I attended yet another UFO conference and met Jon, Richard, and the rest of the gang.

A fine time was had by all, as we sat around at the Edenfield Hotel drinking wine and beer and playing Sex Pistols songs on Geordie Dave’s guitar. By now there was a growing and serious realization on my part that I might soon be leaving the country for a totally new life. And as is the case at all conferences where new friendships are formed and old relationships are rekindled, thoughts of the United States filled my mind and I sensed somehow that an era had come to an end.

On Sunday night, the four of us sat in the bar until the early hours planning the future and discussing old times. Jon, Richard, and I had come to a decision. We elected to pass approximately six weeks leading up to my departure for the United States having a wild adventure in pursuit of the mysterious and devilish, beginning with an entity that all three of us, at some point, had crossed paths with: the macabre Man Monkey of Ranton.
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Hey, Hey,


We’re the Monkeys


He’s the devil’s apprentice; he’s a prehistoric man.

“APE-MAN HOP,” THE RAMONES






On the cold and moonlit night of January 21, 1879, a man was riding home with his horse-and-cart in tow from Woodcote in the county of Shropshire to Ranton, Staffordshire, England. Enveloped in darkness, he pulled his jacket tightly around him to keep out the biting wind. The day had been a relatively uneventful and tiring one spent moving furniture from one residence to another and he was not only fatigued, he was already more than an hour late in getting home to his wife. All was normal until around 10.00 P.M., when approximately a mile from the village of Woodseaves and while crossing a bridge over the Birmingham and Liverpool Canal, the man got the shock of his life. Out of the trees leapt a horrific-looking creature. Jet black in color and with a pair of huge, glowing eyes, it was described by the petrified witness as being half-man and half-monkey.

Naturally, all hell broke loose. The creature jumped onto the back of the man’s horse, which proceeded to bolt out of sheer fright, and a fierce battle for life and limb began atop the cart. Incredibly, according to the man, when he attempted to hit the beast with his whip, it simply passed straight through its body. Suddenly and without warning the spectral man-beast vanished into thin air, leaving one exhausted horse and its shell-shocked owner in a state of near collapse.

Rushing to a nearby tavern at Woodseaves for a much-needed drink, the man recounted his story to a concerned and frightened crowd. He then headed home and retired to his bed, where he apparently spent several days in a state of nervous exhaustion. But that is not the end of the tale. A somewhat exaggerated account from the villagers of Ranton reached the ears of the local constabulary and a policeman was dispatched to the home of the man’s employer to ascertain the truth. When the man’s employer relayed the facts, however, the policeman asserted that this was not the first time such a creature had been seen in the vicinity. Indeed, the policeman advised him, he knew precisely what lay behind the bizarre event: “That was the Man Monkey, sir, as does come again at that bridge ever since a man was drowned in the cut.”1

And so it was with these few, scant facts in hand that I, Jon, and Richard began our quest to ascertain the truth behind the mystery of the Man Monkey. Little did we know, but that quest would take us from the depths of a Staffordshire forest to the shores of Loch Ness, from the man who worked for Royal Air Force Intelligence to an underground government facility, and from an old Victorian hospital to the wilds of Dartmoor. And along the way, our lives would be changed forever.

You might ask: What would prompt us to look into a one-hundred-and-twenty-plus-year-old case about which almost nothing was known, except for these few, meager, and admittedly hard-to-believe “facts”? That’s a damned good question. But actually it’s one for which the answer is (or the answers are) very simple. All of us had heard of and read accounts of the Man Monkey’s exploits but no one, it seemed, had ever tried to resolve the mystery once and for all. It was time for that situation to change. As someone who had spent years investigating mysterious animals, Jon relished the chance to get his teeth into a case of this caliber and for me it was a way of passing the time with some good friends before I left the U.K. for pastures new. For Richard, it was, as he so eloquently put it, “a chance to get the hell out of the bloody south for a while.” In early summer 2001 I traveled to Jon’s home and from there we coordinated our hunt to seek out the truth about the Man Monkey.

[image: space]

It was 7:00 P.M. when I arrived.

“That you, Nick?” I heard Jon scream as I knocked on the door.

“Don’t open the door whatever you do. The snapping turtle’s escaped; the bastard will have your hand off!”

I dropped my cases and scrambled on top of a huge pile of black trash-liner bags that seemed to be permanently positioned outside of Jon’s home, and I peered through the window into the candlelit room. There, sure enough, was the fearsome-looking creature circling the floor and snapping its even more fearsome jaws. Richard and Jon were perched on the sofa, gripping the cats and the dog that, incredibly, were struggling to engage the turtle in mortal combat.

“It’s alright, Arnie will be around in a minute,” shouted Jon, waving to me with a concerned look on his face. I knew Arnie, a very untrustworthy but friendly used-car salesman, and the guy from whom Jon had bought the wretched beast in the first place. Sure enough, Arnie was quickly on the scene, but it seemed like an eternity before Dee Dee the Snapping Turtle was well and truly locked inside one of Arnie’s glass tanks.

“How the hell did he escape?” I asked.

According to Richard, he was in the middle of reciting an ancient, black-magical ritual designed to invoke the presence of “the great horned one” when Dee Dee’s tank had exploded, showering both Arnie and glass all over the carpet. Jon’s version of events was slightly different, however, and he suggested that having got “bevvied up” during the day, a drunken Richard had stumbled into the sideboard and had simply knocked the tank onto the living-room carpet.

“I don’t know how much more of this insanity I can take,” said Jon wearily while mopping his ever-fevered brow. “Now, what about this bloody Man Monkey business, then?”

And so it was that our investigation truly began in earnest. Over a splendid chicken dinner cooked by Richard and several bottles of Chianti, Jon regaled us with tales of ape-men, Bigfoot, the Yeti, and a host of other creatures that seemed to bear an uncanny resemblance to the Man Monkey.

“My boys, if we’re to conduct a detailed and exhaustive study of the Man Monkey legend, it’s vital that all three of us are acquainted with the facts concerning these elusive creatures,” Jon told us.

With the curtains drawn and the room lit by only the dimmest of flickering candles, Jon’s face took on a strange appearance and the howling wind and driving rain outside only added to the weird atmosphere. At that point, Jon seemed to go off into a mystical world all of his own as he sat back in his chair, pulled out his notes, and regaled us with the facts.

“In the late 1950s the Belgian zoologist Bernard Heuvelmans defined the science of what today we call cryptozoology—the study of mysterious, or hidden animals. Bernie the Belgian, as I like to fondly remember him, proposed a scientific name for the Yeti, and called it Dinanthropoides nivalis—the giant ape of the snows.”

“So what do you think the Yeti is, then?” I asked.

Jon thought for a moment and continued. “Well, several quite convincing theories exist that have been promulgated to explain its identity.”

“Jon, no one says promulgated, mate,” I interjected.

“I do,” he replied matter-of-factly, as Richard rolled his eyes at me with a grin on his face. “One very plausible theory is that the Yeti is an evolved descendant of an extinct giant primate called Gigantopithecus, that was first described after giant teeth were discovered in an apothecary’s shop in Hong Kong by a Dutch zoologist named Ralph Von Koenigswald shortly before the Second World War.”

After an examination of other fossil remains found alongside those of Gigantopithecus, Von Koenigswald established that the giant ape had lived some five hundred thousand years ago in caves in the Chinese province of Kwangsi, and could have lived as recently as one hundred thousand years ago—something that was, as Jon correctly put it, “in purely paleogeological terms, a mere bagatelle.”

As the Chianti began to take effect, Jon was in full flow. “Now, of course, Yeti-like creatures have been seen in North America for centuries. The Native Americans were familiar with the creature, which some of them called Sasquatch. It’s been suggested that these animals are close relatives of the Yeti, which crossed to North America from mainland Asia through the long-submerged land bridge across the Bering Strait.

“But did you know that there also seems to be a second unknown primate in North America? In the southern states of the United States they get recurrent reports of chimpanzee-like creatures, known as Skunk-Apes. These, I have to say, sound very much like the Man Monkey. A colleague of mine, Loren Coleman, has suggested that they’re evolved descendants of an extinct ape called Dryopithecus. And I must say that there are many reputable zoologists who are prepared to at least consider his hypothesis.”

“So could this be what the Man Monkey is, or was?” I asked.

“Well…” Jon mused for a moment. “The problem is that there is no evidence to suggest that Dryopithecus or Oak Ape—so called because the fossils were all found in areas that had been covered in deciduous forests—ever existed in North America, never mind in England.”

“Really?” said Richard in mock astonishment.

Jon cast a weary eye and a pointed finger in Richard’s direction. “Oh yes. And the original inhabitants of what’s now Queensland in northwest Australia believe in a man-beast, too, that they called the Yowie. Their folklore refers to Yowies as being as real as the kangaroos, wombats, and thylacines that prehistoric artists painted on the walls of caves and secret, holy places.

“But that ain’t all, mate,” he said, smiling, as he leaned forward and clasped his fingers together. “There are also cave paintings of shambling, gorilla-like creatures, which the native Australians identify as the Yowies. Although these creatures are still seen occasionally in the wilder parts of the Queensland bush, the so-called scientific community is divided on the veracity of the reports.

“The main problem, of course, is that if it does exist as a living creature, how the hell did it get to Australia in the first place? Although Australia was once connected to mainland Asia, the land bridge ceased to exist about at least sixty million years ago, and this was years before even the most primitive primates evolved.

“Now, the eyewitness reports suggest that even if Yowies are some form of human, it seems unlikely that they could have had the ability to build boats to have got them to Australia. It has, however, been suggested that the Yowie is a de-evolved human. This theory would mean that the Yowie shared the same ancestors as the native Australians of today, but that for sociological and/or physiological reasons, they abandoned the complex social structures of tribal existence, and now live as wild men.

“But there’s a problem. If the Yowie is an ape, the same question arises. How did it get there? The nearest anthropoid apes, geographically speaking, are the orangutans of Java and Sumatra. And what are the chances that these apes could swim such a distance across shark-infested waters? It’s almost equally unlikely that the earliest human settlers in Australia, or indeed any subsequent visitors, should have taken anthropoid apes along with them as traveling companions.

“And now we come to what I think we are going to find is behind the Man Monkey story. Fill the glass up, Richard, dear boy. There is another group of so-called man-beasts, and these are ones that have, as far as I’m concerned at least, been unjustly ignored by most cryptozoologists. Whereas logical scientific explanations have been offered for the Yeti, Bigfoot, and the Yowie, there are some that are not so easily explained.

“Nicky,” Jon continued, as he drained his glass, lit an enormous Havana cigar, and proceeded to open a bottle of absinthe, “I’m the first to admit that the Himalayan mountains, the Australian outback, and the vast forests of the northwestern United States are—even today—relatively unexplored. And mapped and visited many times they may be, but there are still numerous places in these countries where large apelike animals could live, relatively free from fear of detection. But in England? Forget it. Of course, the big problem is that people do see man-beasts in the U.K. even though the existence of such things just can’t be. So I think that whatever we learn about the Man Monkey, of one thing we can be very certain: the thing is not flesh and blood, whatever it is. It’s paranormal. Now, wait right there.”2

Jon stood up and went to a four-draw filing cabinet that stood in the corner of the room. He rummaged around for a few seconds and pulled out a large and well-worn folder that was about three inches thick.

“This,” he whispered in a low voice, “is the Holy Grail.”

“It’s not an original Dr. Who script, is it?” asked Richard.

“Shut up, Richard,” said Jon curtly. “This is where we must begin if we are going to get anywhere with the investigation. In here you will find what is—even if I say so myself—probably the finest collection of man-beast accounts from within the U.K. These are my personal investigative files that few, if indeed anyone else, have ever seen. Privileged, you are, indeed.”

“He can’t half tell a story, can’t he?” I said laughingly to Richard.

“Huh,” he replied, “I have to put up with his southern nonsense every day.”

Jon ignored our comments, opened the folder, scanned the pages, and began to read his notes. “One particularly intriguing series of records comes from the area around Torphins, near Aberdeen, Scotland, and took place in 1994. Three young men were walking along a wide track through a forestry plantation when they encountered what, if this sighting had occurred in the United States, I would have no compunction in identifying as a Bigfoot.

“One of the youths saw what he described as a dark, human-shaped figure run across the track, from the left-hand side to the right two hundred yards in front of them. He felt an immediate sense of terror and foreboding, but his friends saw nothing. Well, they were teasing him and accusing him of having made up the whole incident, when all three saw a face, that they afterward described as being human but not human, peering out at them from between the branches of the fir trees. One of them threw a stone in the direction of this apparition, and the creature disappeared.

“The three young men had a second encounter with the same, or a very similar creature, a few weeks later. They were driving into the town of Torphins, about two miles away from the site of their first experience, when a large, dark, and hairy figure appeared at the side of the road. It began to run up the road behind them and was soon running level with the car. What was surprising was that although the figure was running at a speed that sometimes approached forty-five miles an hour, it did not seem to be fatigued. At one point the creature stared into the car at the three youths, with an inquisitive expression, but after about five minutes it stopped abruptly in the middle of the road, leaving the three friends to carry on, feeling somewhat flustered, with their journey. One of the three claimed later that a female friend of his, living in a secluded cottage, has twice seen a dark, hairy figure standing in the forest watching her cottage, before slinking away into the undergrowth.3 Now, coincidence or not, but there is another well-attested, and very similar phenomenon known as Jack the Runner, a phantom seen regularly in the drive of Glamis Castle.”

Situated just west of Forfar, Glamis Castle is referred to by Shakespeare in Macbeth, Macbeth having killed Duncan there in 1040, and it is also at the castle where assassins murdered King Malcolm II in 1034. Glamis Castle was also the childhood home of Queen Elizabeth, the Queen Mother and the birthplace of Princess Margaret. Jon continued. “And the castle is, of course, the site of yet another, well-known and semilegendary beast known as the Monster of Glamis. It’s said that the creature was supposed to have been the hideously deformed heir to the Bowes-Lyon family and who was, according to popular rumor, born in about 1800, and died as recently as 1921.

“Legend has it that the monster was supposed to look like an enormous flabby egg, having no neck and only minute arms and legs but possessed incredible strength and had an air of evil about it. Certainly, there is a family secret concerning the monster, which is only told to the male heir of the Bowes-Lyon family when they attain majority. But according to the author Peter Underwood, who has looked into this case, the present Lord Strathmore knows nothing about the monster, presumably because the creature has long been dead, but he always felt that there was a corpse or coffin bricked up behind the walls.”

I had looked into this story myself and had learned that, according to legend, the existence of the creature was allegedly known to only four men at any given time, namely the earl of Strathmore, his direct heir, the family’s lawyer, and the broker of the estate. At the age of twenty-one each succeeding heir was told the secret and shown the rightful—and horrendously deformed—earl, and succeeding family lawyers and brokers were also informed of the family’s shocking secret.

As no countess of Strathmore was ever told the story, one Lady Strathmore, having heard of such rumors, approached the then broker, a Mr. Ralston, who flatly refused to reveal the secret and who would only say, “It is fortunate you do not know the truth, for if you did you would never be happy.”4

Jon continued. “But perhaps the best-known apparition of a Scottish man-beast is the Big Gray Man of Ben Mcdhui. This Yeti-like creature has been reported on many occasions over the past hundred years or so, and a similar entity has been reported from Dundonald Hill and Dundonald Castle in Ayrshire. Take a look at these.”5

Jon passed to Richard and myself a hefty pile of reports. The first concerned an Englishwoman who, in 1994, was on holiday in Scotland and who had decided to visit Dundonald Castle. As she walked her dogs on the hill, a large, hairy creature appeared some distance away. Immediately the dogs were spooked and began pacing around in circles, growling and snapping.

The thing was not dissimilar to a gorilla in shape, although it stood well over ten feet tall and was covered in longish, charcoal-colored hair. What struck the woman the most was the creature’s face. It had two long slits for eyes, which glowed red, two holes where the nose should have been, and very thick lips. After a few moments the creature moved off out of sight and the lady quickly left. She never returned.

“Remember the glowing eyes, boys; that is a clue that we are dealing with something distinctly and diabolically paranormal,” said Jon quietly.

The Beckermet area of Cumbria was apparently the location of a similar incident in January 1998 that had caught Jon’s attention. He carefully unfolded a copy of a newspaper clipping from the Whitehaven News of March of that year and proceeded to read to us the text of a letter from a man who had seen yet another mystery man-beast.

“It was about 5:00 P.M. and starting to get dark so my visibility was not that good, but as I walked past the woods I heard the snapping of branches. Thinking it was an animal, I stopped to try and see it. Looking through the trees I noticed a large creature covered in a sort of ginger brown hair that seemed to be drinking from a pond about 150 meters into the woods. As the lighting was getting bad I was straining to make out what it was, but as I stopped and stared, it appeared to notice me. At this point it reared up onto its hind legs and made off slowly further into the woods. I would estimate its height when upright, to be around 6 feet 6 inches.”6 And the reports kept on coming.

“One of the most credible reports brought to my attention,” Jon said, “came from a family that had a daylight encounter with a similar beast in the Peak District in the summer of 1991. This all occurred as they were driving near Ladybower Reservoir on the Manchester-to-Sheffield road. On a hillside, one of the family members had spotted a large figure walking down toward the road. But this was no man.

“Well, they brought the car to a screeching halt and came face-to-face with an enormous creature about eight feet tall that was covered in long brown hair with eyes just like a man’s. Its walk was different, too, almost crouching. But just as the man-beast reached the road, another car pulled up behind the family and blasted their horn—apparently wondering why they had stopped in the middle of the road. Suddenly the creature—which I presume was startled by the noise—ran across the road, jumped over a wall that had a ten-foot drop on the other side, and ran off, disappearing into the woods. Now, I know that the family has returned to the area but has seen nothing since.”7

“Snowdonia in Wales is a typical location for sightings, too,” explained Jon, pulling out another report and sipping on his absinthe. “The locals know it as the Brenin Llwyd, or the Gray King, and even the mountain guides are said to be wary of it. It’s been seen in recent years including once by a forester, who, with some friends, had mounted an expedition to search for the beast. His account was typical of many others. Here’s his report.”

Jon passed me a copy of two emails that he had received describing the encounter in question. It read:


I am a forester in North Wales, living for much of my time in a remote mountain bothy in Snowdonia. A bothy is a small mountain hut, and there’s nothing I like more than to spend some quality time on my own, amongst the hills and nature. Over the years, I have received many reports of sightings of an extremely unusual creature, a “monstrous beast,” as one visitor called it. This has puzzled me for a long time, and I became determined to seek out this beast for myself. It was while searching on the internet that I came across the British Beast on your website, and the thought occurred to me that maybe there is a population of these beasts spread across Britain.

I have spent the last month or two preparing for an expedition base from my mountain bothy. The authorities refuse to give us any support, thinking that we are all crackpots. However, me and a group of colleagues managed to pull together enough resources to mount the expedition, which has just finished. I am afraid our success was limited and there is much still to do, but we did see the creature for ourselves. It attacked our camp one night, and much of our equipment was damaged. It was at least ten feet high, and stood on two legs. It seemed to be more bearlike than apelike; it seemed to be investigating our camp when a dog we had with us tried to attack it. There followed a few minutes of absolute terror, as the beast was clearly quite distressed by our invasion, and sought an escape from what must have been a confusing situation.

It was fortunate that no one was injured, and we are fairly sure that the beast is not inherently dangerous to people….



The second email read:

We have returned to the campsite twice since the incident, to try and salvage what we could. One important point is that the beast could definitely not have been a bear, from a behavioral point of view; the only time a bear stands on two legs is to sniff the air, but this animal was rampaging about on two legs. We feel it is also vital to point out that the beast was in no way aggressive, but merely felt threatened by our presence. All of our camera equipment had been damaged beyond repair, and the terrain there is mostly rock, scree and heather, so there were no tracks etc. We have spent many hours trying to piece together what we would consider to be a fairly accurate description of the beast’s appearance, bearing in mind we have been unable to rely on photographic evidence. The beast was roughly ten feet tall when standing on two legs and gave off a strong, musky type of smell. It had dark brown hair, probably fur, and massive hands. Its eyes appeared to be red in color, and we could really sense the fear which the poor beast was enduring. For most of the time we were ducked down behind some rocks, and the campfire smoke was making it keep a fair distance away. It did attack our tent though, tearing through the sides. It was a dull and gloomy day, so when we began to take photos, the flash naturally went off. This really frightened it, and it began to head for us. So we ran off and were forced to leave the camera on its tripod. Alas, the beast picked it up and threw it against the rocks. We feel that this bizarre animal is indeed very intelligent, and eagerly await some finer weather before embarking on another expedition. This disaster has not deterred us, and preparations are being made for next time. People are calling it the “Brecon Beacon Beast,” despite it being nowhere near there. The local press seem to go for any excuse for a good alliteration!


Jon also had in his files a copy of a report from September 1998 that originated from within the depths of Cannock Chase, Staffordshire—a huge area of forest land only seven or eight miles from my old home in the West Midlands and a short distance from Ranton, the home of the Man Monkey. It was just after midnight on the night in question when a group of four was driving along the A34 road from Stafford to Cannock.

“Listen to this,” said Jon. “These are the exact words of one of the witnesses. ‘It was a star-filled night, clear but dark, and we were all in the car driving home, happily chatting and joking. Suddenly we all fell dead serious, the people in the back sat forward and we all pointed to the same shape. It was a tall manlike figure, sort of crouching forward. As we passed, it turned and looked straight at us. In my own words I would describe it as around six feet eight inches tall, legs thicker than two of mine, very strong-looking and with a darkish, blacky[sic]-brown coat. I just could not explain it and I still get goose bumps thinking of it.’

“Now, if you think that’s impressive,” said Jon, suddenly interrupted by an almighty crashing sound that coincided with what was unmistakably glass breaking. “Mother of God! What the hell was that?” he cried as all three of us jumped to our feet and while chairs, glasses, bottles, and our solitary source of light—the candle—fell to the floor. Whatever it was, it came from the kitchen. Fumbling in the blackness, I finally reached the light switch, only to find that the house’s electrical system had been blown out. I cursed loudly. I do not know if it was my imagination or not, but the wind seemed to howl even louder and the rain had turned into a veritable deluge. As my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I could see the outline of Jon’s unmistakable bulky form lumbering around frantically in the lounge.

“Got it,” he muttered, as he turned on a powerful flashlight that he kept on the shelf near his computer. Jon reached the door to the kitchen and flung it open. All three of us entered warily.

“Bloody hell!” I exclaimed. There, lying dead on the floor amid a pile of blood and feathers was a huge crow that had evidently flown headlong into—and right through—the kitchen window. Fragments of shattered glass lay everywhere and the broken remains of several plates and dishes were scattered all around the unfortunate bird.

“I can’t believe this,” said Richard. “I cannot bloody well believe this. First the turtle, now this and the lights, and all in one bloody night! Do you get the feeling that we’ve opened the door to something that should have stayed closed with all this Man Monkey stuff?”

Jon shone the torch on us. He had a deadly serious and frightened look on his face the likes of which I had never seen before. “This is precisely the psychic backlash I was telling you about and that I fear,” he said. “You mess with this stuff and it will come right back at you. You think it’s a coincidence that the lights went out at the same time that…this happened and right when we’re delving into this Man Monkey thing?” he asked, gesturing toward the remains of the bird. “No. This is a warning.”

It took us an hour and a half to restore the kitchen to normality. We managed to patch the window with a piece of plywood until it could be properly repaired the next day and what was left of the bird was relegated to the dustbin. Richard and Jon cleaned up the lounge and I got the electricity flowing again. No less than three fuses had blown. I opened the kitchen door and noticed that the rain had stopped. On the horizon, however, another huge storm cloud was brewing. And it was heading our way.
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