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We live in a truly dark age, lit only here and there by a few candles.

MARTYN PRYER

But the skeptics are happier in their singleness and their simplicity, happy that they do not, will not, realize the monstrous things that lie only just beneath the surface of our cracking civilization.

MONTAGUE SUMMERS



INTRODUCTION

The hero of this book is a former police detective sergeant, now a bus driver. His testimony determined me to write it. He wrote to tell me that he was being visited nocturnally by various incubi and a succubus. A succubus is defined by the Oxford Dictionary as a female demon who makes love to men during the hours of darkness. An incubus is a demon who bears down upon people during their sleep, choking and suffocating them, but who also performs the sex act with women.

The significant point about his letter, the synchronistic point perhaps, was that I myself had recently begun receiving visits from a succubus.

Then, only a short time later, a well-known actress wrote to me asking for help. When I visited her she told me she had recently been attacked at night by an entity, an experience which had left her, apart from fearful, with a mouthful of dried blood. Two very interesting facts to emerge about her are that she is left-handed and has an extra nipple. These, of course, are the traditional marks of the medieval witch.

Other material came rapidly to hand. The film The Entity, for example, is based on an actual case reported by a psychiatrist. Here a woman was raped on several occasions by an entity or force, which left her with severe bruising and a damaged mind. In Italy, in 1983, a Scottish girl, Carol Compton, was denounced and tried as a witch. Objects are said to have moved in her presence without being touched, and in particular she was accused of starting three fires paranormally, when she herself was not physically present, in a child’s bedroom.

The question of paranormal fire leads on to a recent case of what is called spontaneous human combustion. According to a Chicago police report, a woman burst spontaneously into flames while walking down a city street, in full view of many witnesses. Incidentally, the bizarre and so far inexplicable occurrence of human beings bursting into flames, in which the flesh of the victim is totally consumed while adjacent objects and sometimes even the victim’s clothing remain unharmed, is one that otherwise skeptical scientists accept as factual. They have to. How can they reject the findings of coroners’ inquests?

The surge of paranormal visitations described in this book is perhaps remarkable for its occurrence at a time when orthodox science has never been stronger, when Western academic opinion in general has never been more ready to pour scorn on what it considers to be the superstitious hysteria of fools. Yet, as this book shows, a growing number of doctors, scientists, and psychiatrists around the world are quietly reporting on aspects of the phenomena under discussion. Increasingly, too, their reports are appearing in the orthodox medical and scientific press.

The investigation of the remarkable events of a succubus–incubus visitation—and of such other allied phenomena as poltergeist attacks—leads us in fact not into some cuckooland of human gullibility and credulity, but into a still more remarkable and altogether real area, the human unconscious mind. In the professional literature we find much relevant documentation not only from “historical” sources such as Sigmund Freud, C. G. Jung, and their associates, but from modern, practicing psychiatrists like Morton Schatzman, Mary Williams, Lorna Selfe, Hervey Cleckley, R. L. Moody, and many others. We find, for instance, a poltergeist–incubus attack occurring in a doctor’s consulting room, a woman whose hallucinations became visible to others, and cases of multiple personality where the alternative, displacing personae exhibit not simply psychological characteristics different from those of the “real” occupant of the body but also different brain waves and other autonomic physiological responses. By no criteria whatsoever can we consider these alternative, usurping personae to be any less actual, any less genuine than the “normal” owner of consciousness—that is, than the “real” you who sits reading this book. So what, then, really is a human personality, and what are not so much the limits of its powers, as the full, unrealized extent of them? The answers to these questions prove to be far more daunting than any alleged world of spirits (the “explanation” usually put forward by occultists and paranormalists); they are so daunting, in fact, that the implications of the wholly authentic instances detailed here are currently totally excluded from “informed” modern Western consciousness. We shall as a passing exercise be documenting a deliberate (although perhaps not fully conscious) policy of total non-discussion of these matters by mainstream Western academic psychology and psychiatry in particular and by Western science in general.

Is it the growing acceptance of supernormal phenomena by the public at large that is leading both to a renaissance of these dramatic events and, above all, to a willingness to stand up and be counted? Or is it the denial and repression by mainstream academic opinion of the forces involved (whatever they may prove to be) which increases the strength of those forces, so that what might otherwise be controlled and channeled bursts out in uncontrolled violence?

The point has certainly been reached where the phenomena in question must be made fully public. As the one-time detective sergeant put it: “This area doesn’t just need investigating. It needs a bloody great searchlight.”

I hope this book is his bloody great searchlight.



PART ONE

BEGINNINGS
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INCUBI AND SUCCUBI IN SUBURBIA

In the spring of 1981 Martyn Pryer, a former detective sergeant with the Metropolitan Police, wrote to tell me of some of his experiences with alternative reality. Of these, his experiences with apparently discarnate entities or demons are the most exciting, since they seem to go well beyond any form of “mere” hallucination. Martyn Pryer’s own written accounts can hardly be bettered, and excerpts from these now follow.

Some aspects of Martyn’s earlier life are more relevant to subsequent chapters. All that need be demonstrated here is that, while successfully pursuing a “straight” career, there had always been another more poetic side to Martyn’s nature that prevented him from integrating finally with those (the majority of people) who go through life in a state of, as he puts it, “uncontrolled folly.”

At the age of about four or five, after being put to bed, I would get up and sit on the windowsill, watching the sun set over the woods and fields at the back of the house. These moments are among the dearest memories of my childhood. . . .

By the age of eighteen I had become a fully fledged nature mystic. I used to wander in the woods and talk to the trees. I seemed to be floating as I wandered about late at night. I smelled the air and held my hands up to the rain. I allowed myself to merge with nature. It all sounds a bit daft when put into writing, but these were beautiful experiences. You are no doubt familiar with these kinds of accounts—but truly, words cannot describe them accurately.

Yet Martyn was no effete misfit. He was, for instance, already playing in his school’s first rugby XV at the age of fourteen.

The first incident of direct interest occurred when Martyn was twenty-six. He was by then a detective sergeant in the Special Branch and assigned to port duty at Dover. He had taken digs in a small, old cottage outside the town. One night, having gone to bed, he found he could not sleep.

I gradually became aware of a “presence” in the room. This presence was very hostile. I put on the light, but there was nothing to be seen or heard. I put out the light again, but the presence was still there. To cut a long story short, I eventually fell asleep with the light on, and my police truncheon clutched in my hand. The next and subsequent nights were uneventful. The presence had gone. I now questioned my landlady circumspectly about the house. She told me that years previously, during the Second World War, the house had been troubled for a while by a ghost, and that one evening she had seen an old person’s wrinkled face at the window of her kitchen. Around the same time she had once heard footsteps on the stairs.

This was an isolated incident in a period when Martyn had abandoned his beloved study of all forms of philosophy—when still a uniformed constable he had been known as “the Prof” by his colleagues—and had immersed himself in the technicalities of his Special Branch career, in marriage, in buying a house, and in starting a family. His two daughters became very involved in ballet classes, and he himself learned to play the piano. He smilingly describes his life from the age of twenty-four to thirty-five as “dreadfully suburban.”

He then became increasingly depressed with the life of a detective sergeant, of working with colleagues whose only interests in life seemed to involve promotion and material possessions. As his unhappiness increased he finally sought and obtained a discharge from the force. He then spent two and a half years as a social worker and was at that point seconded to study for a formal qualification. This enterprise he abandoned after a year, and he went on to work for a time as a personnel officer in a security firm. Finally he became a bus driver, a job he has held ever since, which he finds has given him back his peace of mind and the freedom to think his own thoughts.

It was during his time as a social worker that Martyn rediscovered his beloved philosophy. He began reading everything he could lay his hands on concerning the human condition, the “how” and the “why” of human existence. In particular he began reading esoteric and paranormal texts.

Early in 1980, at the age of forty-one, Martyn began to undertake a personal investigation of alternative phenomena. He decided to experiment with hypnagogic imagery.

Hypnagogic imagery is experienced by many people just before they drop off to sleep. Flashes of imaginary scenes and incidents pass briefly before their eyes. With practice, it is possible to avoid falling asleep, at least for a time. Then the images become more vivid and semi-continuous. Their vividness and precise detail can, in fact, be remarkable. It was with this state, then, that Martyn began experimenting.

On going to bed I would place a folded handkerchief over my eyes to keep out any residual light, and then physically relax. I would allow myself to drift down towards sleep and then try to hold myself just barely awake.

During the next few months I would often wake at night bathed in sweat. I talked in my sleep, something I had never done before, and, once, during a vivid dream, I made an eerie high-pitched whining. I was aware that I was doing it, but knew I could not stop till the dream was over. All in all, I was now so restless a sleeper that my wife often went downstairs to sleep on the settee.

After some three weeks of attempting hypnagogy, and while still awake, I began to hear knocks, sometimes regularly spaced, one—two—three, and also less determinate thumps. These were quite different from house-settling noises or water pipes.

Martyn’s experiments continued. He sometimes heard conversations going on around him. Once a male voice addressed him, to which he replied, and on another occasion a nasty female voice cackled in his ear.

As well as practicing hypnagogy he tried exercises he had read about for inducing out-of-the-body experiences and also attempted the kundalini effect—an exercise where one tries to cause unconscious energies to flow up through the spine1—with varying results. Then:

One night, while relaxing and hypnagoging, I experienced a pressure on my toes. Shortly afterwards I felt a distinct tug on the hair on the right side of my head. It was a strong tug, quite distinct, but not painful. I was lying on my back at the time with my head on the pillow.

A few nights later I had my first seizing experience. I had turned on my side to sleep, and was in fact approaching sleep. With a massive “whoosh,” which I heard quite clearly, I was seized from behind by a man-like entity. It pinioned my legs with its legs, and my arms with its arms, and began breathing heavily in my ear. I was fully conscious, but could not move a muscle. The psychological impact of this event was shattering, totally outside any previous experience I had had. I had no explanations to fall back on—indeed, I was too panic-stricken to contemplate any analytical ideas. I nevertheless felt this creature to be primitive, wanton, unprincipled, uncivilized—the opposite of all that is normally regarded as noble and good. A fiend had got me. It was Satan on my back.

Somehow a visionary experience now became entwined in the situation. I knew that I was still in bed (though that knowledge was very remote), but I was also standing in a very dark room—and in full possession of my normal mental faculties. I knew that there was a light switch just outside the room, and I managed to stagger across the room with the “thing” clinging like a limpet to my back. I managed to free my left arm. I reached through the doorway for the light switch, only to find that this was hidden under a mass of trailing wires and cables. Scrabbling around through the wires I finally got to the switch. But before I could press it, as I was about to do, I was released. I did not wake up. I had been awake all the time. But with a “pop” the scene around me changed from the dark room to my bedroom.

I cannot emphasize enough that this experience had a reality beyond belief. I was there, “it” was there and “it” was real. Real, solid and alive. It felt hostile and unbelievably alien, as though it had indeed sprung from the “halls of Hell.”

I don’t mind admitting that this experience badly scared me. Yet I was determined to go forward, not back.

There is a great deal to be said about many aspects of Martyn Pryer’s experiences. The seizing from behind and clinging on, not touching the ground, very much recalls the “Old Man of the Sea” described in legends, for example. However, for the moment we continue to narrate Martyn’s further adventures.

A few nights later I was again seized. This time I was still on my back practising hypnagogy, when I was suddenly possessed within in a sudden “zap.” There was no man-like entity. I was just held “internally,” unable to move a muscle, although I still had my full conscious awareness. For a short time nothing further happened. Then a great weight started to press down on me, all along the length and width of my body. It grew heavier and heavier. I knew distinctly that I was in my own bed and that it was not possible for there to be a weight or anything else above me on the bed. Yet here it was pressing down on me with ever increasing force. The experience was horrifying. Suddenly I felt that this was enough and that I must escape. It took a great effort on my part, an effort summoned up by sheer desperation. Then the thing was gone, leaving me very disturbed. [What Martyn was experiencing here was the traditional incubus rather than the succubus.] A couple of nights later I had turned over and was already asleep when I was again seized, again the internal seizure, not the external one. The seizure jolted me fully awake. I was again totally paralysed. This time I reacted immediately. I screamed mentally, “Get off, you bastard, get off” several times. And then it suddenly went. I now went back to sleep, this time more angry than frightened. Twice more that night I was seized—taken over, occupied. These were comparatively minor attacks, however, which I easily threw off.

Martyn had also begun to have many visionary experiences, in three dimensions, full color, touch, and sound, and once he sleepwalked in a rather unusual way. Then:

One night, having hypnagoged for a while, and then turned over on my side prior to going to sleep, I found myself suddenly in total darkness. I was fully awake and conscious—but I sensed that I was somehow in a different room. In “imagination” (a totally inadequate word to describe the reality of these experiences) I made my way over to where I sensed there was a window. Outside was a girl—she had been older than myself—whom I had once courted in my youth. I asked: “What are you doing here, Christine?” She replied: “You sent for me.” I reached out and felt her face. I could really feel it. It was solid to my touch.

Then, zap, I was seized from behind. I was now fully awake, and fully aware of lying in my own bed in my own room, on my right side.

The entity which was clasping me from behind was not only anthropomorphic, but distinctly female. The effect of this realization was shattering—if I knew of any stronger word I would use it. The entity was rapacious. It moulded itself to my back and nuzzled the left side of the back of my neck. I was completely paralysed and could not even blink. Yet my own identity and will remained intact, and I was fully conscious.

Being now in a sense more used to these strange events—though still none the less completely amazed by them—I decided to wait and see what would happen. It seemed to me that the entity was displaying an intention—a desire that was entirely its own, and a kind of nasty intelligence. It seemed, obviously, to want to make love to me, in a crude and violent manner, although it was of course in the wrong position for actual copulation. We lay there together for a while, but the creature did little else. Gradually its presence faded, but right up to the last the pressure on my buttocks was almost painful, as though two huge hands were gripping me. Finally the effect was gone, and eventually I fell asleep.

We turn now to the experiences of the actress, Miss S. T., whom we shall call Sandy.

Sandy’s early background is briefly as follows. At the age of two and a half she was involved in a serious car accident that left her face badly scarred. Plastic surgery is inappropriate in such cases until adolescence, when the face has ceased to grow. This facial scarring was one of the factors which caused Sandy to feel apart from other children—and for them in turn to reject her. As Alfred Adler demonstrated, such “organ inferiority” can be a powerful influence on the individual’s behavior and the development of the personality. In addition, however, Sandy had three nipples and was left handed. She also suffered from dyslexia and could not read or write until the age of nine.

During childhood she sought comfort from the rejection of her schoolmates by spending much time in bed in conversation with two teddy-bears and an invisible figure whom she thought of mainly as Jesus. This figure spoke to her “in her head,” and to it she addressed all her requests.

Many children have vivid relationships with toys and imaginary magical figures, but Sandy’s lasted longer than most. There are also some grounds for regarding her imaginary companions as “familiars,” since Sandy often wished she was a witch, so that she could take revenge on her schoolmates. At some point, too, in her childhood Sandy must also have understood the alleged significance of having three nipples—one of the most noted signs of the medieval witch. The devil was said to suck milk from such supernumerary nipples and indeed to have caused them to be there for this purpose. (Finally as an adult, Sandy discovered that she did indeed have some sort of ability to make absent people who had offended her unhappy during occasions when they should have been enjoying themselves.)

Nevertheless, as a youngster, apart from talking to imaginary figures, Sandy had no specific experiences that we could describe as paranormal or psychologically inexplicable. And in fact Sandy, like Martyn Pryer, was outstanding at sport and dancing—a kind of “closet extrovert.” (Ultimately, she ran for her county.)

With the arrival of puberty (and some subsequent plastic surgery) Sandy, the “ugly duckling,” was transformed into an unusually attractive woman—and one who was by now an academically high achiever. The tables had been completely turned. Sandy now had all the advantages over her female companions and male society in her pocket. In due course she became a successful actress, a member for a time of the Royal Shakespeare Company.

In her late twenties she had become fairly seriously interested in the intuitive-occult side of life and had frequently sought the advice of a professional psychic, Aleph. A few months prior to the incident described below, Sandy had played in a production of the Scottish play by Shakespeare (the name of which must not be mentioned in the theater) as one of the three witches. It is worth emphasizing here the very high level of superstition prevailing in theatrical circles. No doubt this dramatic role re-aroused Sandy’s own view of herself as a witch. Then Aleph began warning Sandy that something rather evil was near her.

As a preface to Sandy’s experience, one of Martyn Pryer’s reports is relevant, in view of the parallels involved. The incident occurred some weeks before Martyn’s first seizing experience. While practicing hypnagogy one night, Martyn saw a large, single eye, set in about an inch of flesh, staring at him. He thought it seemed to be feminine. For three weeks, each night, he and the eye stared at each other, without anything further happening. Now on this final night he grew angry with the “persecution.” He snatched the handkerchief off his eyes and sat up in bed. The eye was still there, floating in space, up near the ceiling. He became yet more angry and willed the vision to fade. Gradually it did so, never to return.

Sandy had gone to bed, relaxed and rather cheerful, and slept easily. During the night she woke from dreamless sleep and looked around her in the darkness. The spotlamp in the corner of the ceiling had become a human eye, staring at her. Now she began to feel a pressure bearing down on her as she lay in bed. It was, she says, like a lover lying on top of her, making gentle rhythmic motions. (When I asked her if she was sure if this encounter had really been sexual, she replied: “Oh, I knew where the main pressure was, all right, don’t worry.”) At first she was not unduly disturbed by these strange events. One part of her was quite willing for the love-making to proceed, but another part of her knew that she wanted it to stop. The pressure suddenly increased dramatically and became painful. She began to struggle. Now a visionary element entered into the experience. She found herself being forced down through the mattress. Not only was there the crushing weight on top of her, but something else—a force—had seized her from behind and was dragging her down. She felt this other presence to be extremely evil and threatening and knew she must now resist. She managed (in her vision) to put a hand back up through the slats and the broken mattress and made a great effort to haul herself free. Suddenly the forces were gone. Extremely disturbed, she now got out of her bed and went into the bathroom to look at herself. Her mouth was rimmed with dark streaks of dried blood. When she opened her mouth it was full of black blood. An inspection revealed no sign of a nosebleed or any injury to her mouth or throat.

The next day Aleph instructed Sandy to wear a snake charm for protection; since then there has been no recurrence of the incident.

Perhaps the last word here should rest with Martyn Pryer. From a television program, he subsequently discovered that in the church of Hertogenbosh, the home town of the painter Hieronymous Bosch, high in the vaulted ceiling, is painted a huge single eye, set in about an inch of flesh.

My experiences with my own succubus have been, by contrast, extremely pleasant. But I never found my encounters with the supernormal, across half a lifetime, anything other than exciting and fascinating, never fearful. The succubus experience was nevertheless totally unexpected and quite different from anything else I had ever experienced.

I subsequently recalled that I had had one experience, in my mid-twenties when developing as a trance medium, that could perhaps be seen as a forerunner. I was in bed on a Saturday morning, fully awake, but with eyes closed and quite unwilling to get up after the working week. The curtains were closed, but I was aware behind my closed eyes of the daylight percolating in. Then I felt a pressure and movement on the pillow next to my head. It was precisely the effect one has when someone else’s hand presses down on a pillow on which one’s head is resting. I was immediately alert, and rather thrilled, but I did not open my eyes. The “hand” continued to press down gently on the pillow. The movement was quite unmistakable. After a little while it stopped and I cautiously opened my eyes. There was nothing to be seen.

No such similar experience was to occur for the next twenty years. Then, I was once again lying in a bed in the early morning, awake but drowsy, with daylight already broken. I was waiting to slip for an hour or so into one or other of the areas of the alternative universe (see chapter 16), as I often do in the early mornings, when, with a strong sense of disbelief, I became aware of another person in bed with me. For a moment I totally dismissed the idea. Then she—it was a she—moved a little closer, pressing against me more urgently.

As Martyn Pryer says, one tries not to use vivid language in the telling of these matters for fear of sounding unconvincing. However, with a sense of rising excitement, which I tried to control (for it does not aid any phenomenon to “lose one’s cool”), I realized that this was certainly my most profound paranormal experience to date, among many remarkable events.

I somehow knew that this was a “psychic entity.” I knew it was not a real person who had got into my room by normal means. I tried to let the entity go on controlling the situation, but my own interest was naturally very intense. Without opening my eyes, I realized that the “person” in bed with me—in front of me, I should stress—was a composite of various girls I had once known (Martyn Pryer agrees on this point) including my ex-wife, but with other elements not drawn from my memories in any sense. In short, this entity, though possessing physical and even psychological attributes familiar to me, was nonetheless essentially its own independent self. It was not solely compounded of my imagination—or, at least, not entirely of elements which I consciously recognized. It was its own creature but seemed, as it were, to be using part of my own experience in order to present itself to me.

On this first occasion my conscious interest in the situation got the better of me, and the succubus gradually faded away. On subsequent occasions, however, the presence of the entity was maintained, until finally we actually made love.

I am as unwilling to go into the intimate details of the love making itself as I would be about those of any girl with whom I was having a relationship. I can only say that the experience is totally satisfying—a comment endorsed by Ruth’s experience with her incubus–husband, described in chapter 10, and indeed by Carlotta in chapter 2. From some points of view the sex is actually more satisfying than that with a real woman, because in the paranormal encounter archetypal elements are both involved and invoked, a rare event in normal everyday relationships. For my own part, like the heroes of many folktales and fairy stories, I am more than happy to settle for a relationship with a succubus, and the world of real women (but what does “real” mean?) can go whistle. It is, I must add, perfectly possible to have a lifetime relationship with a succubus, thus: “for forty years Benedict of Berne had kept up amatory commerce with a succubus called Hermeline” (C. K. Sharpe, Law’s Memoriall’s 1818).

The psychological and physiological mechanics of what is going on in these experiences of Martyn, of Sandy, of Ruth, of Carlotta, and of mine and others is something we shall be considering in the rest of this book. For the moment, and referring specifically to my own case, I would say that the sense of touch is one hundred percent engaged. My remaining senses are somewhat less than one hundred percent engaged—and since I do not open my eyes, the normal vision is therefore totally excluded (although I sometimes see an “inward vision” of the visitor). Ruth, however, sees her incubus–husband perfectly clearly with her eyes fully open (chapter 10) and so does Carlotta (chapter 2). I am probably about five percent “dissociated” (to use the technical term) during my experiences: that is to say, I am about ninety-five percent awake and alert. I know what is happening. I know who I am and where I am. I am on a double mattress, on top of another double mattress, on the floor of the sparsely furnished attic flat where I sleep. I am also in another world that science does not recognize, but which mankind from the earliest times nevertheless knows well.

We have probably already seen enough in this book to realize that there is, after all, some kind of genuine basis to at least a proportion of the “fanciful superstitions” entertained in medieval and still earlier times. Are traditional “witch marks” sometimes the external sign of strange gifts, and is the “hovering single eye” an archetypal herald of strange visitations? (This phenomenon, of course, recalls the inner or “third eye” of mysticism, frequently discussed in esoteric texts.) What further phenomena in ancient accounts may the modern world also be forced to come to terms with?

It is quite clearly the case that the modern Western world view or universe view cannot as it stands incorporate even the phenomena so far discussed. On the contrary, the modern world seeks to deny them totally. As Martyn Pryer, Mrs. W. D. (see chapter 16), and others have remarked bitterly, there is no person in the Western academic or scientific establishment to whom one can turn for help or enlightenment in matters of this kind.

For my part, though I considered myself enlightened, until recently I still smiled when I heard, for instance, stories of “visible thought forms” allegedly produced by Tibetan mystics and others. These “creatures” are said to be able to move about independently of their creator and also to be visible and tangible to others. (Carlos Castaneda, as many will recall, has written of these matters in his Don Juan books.)

I no longer smile at such stories. My own feeling, now, is that there may literally be no limit to what can be achieved by the human subjective mind manipulating and actualizing itself in the external, objective universe around it.
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DEMONS PAST AND ENTITIES PRESENT

Visitations of incubi, demons, entities, and other unknown forces are common in our own time, as the previous chapter has already begun to demonstrate. They are far commoner, in fact, than many people realize. Emphatically, these visitations do not happen in out-of-the-way places to people whose honesty, or at least whose intelligence, is questionable. They occur in modern Western cities, and they befall normal, articulate, highly intelligent individuals. Nor do they happen just at night, but also in broad daylight, sometimes in the presence of independent witnesses of standing. These visitations seem to be on the increase.

This book concentrates on the present day, even the present minute. There are, certainly, those—mystics, occultists, or whoever—who seem to prefer to have their phenomena taking place in the distant past. This circumstance may make such events seem more thrilling (although here they are in principle wrong—there is nothing more thrilling, in the right circumstances, than strange happenings in your own time). The location of phenomena in the distant past, certainly, allows the imagination to riot unchecked. Is perhaps the attraction of distant phenomena that they cannot be disproved? A sarcastic point, certainly, but possibly a true one.

But if phenomena only apparently occurred in the past but now no longer do so, then we might as well forget about them until they turn up again. This is a hard doctrine—for, as we shall see, ancient testimony can be very persuasive indeed (and, in any case, if the laws of the known material universe were once broken in the past, then they remain broken forever; no amount of time can heal them again). Fortunately, however, all the major phenomena in question do occur quite frequently in our own time, here and now—so that we do not have to make the hard decision to refuse to pretend to study that which is not actually available for study. Given, though, that the same kind of events already reported in the past do occur in the present, we can then take a critical or at least a cautious look at the ancient reports, to see if there is anything to learn from them. The use of ancient material as supportive evidence is permissible, as long as we avoid offering it as sole proof.

Demons (of which incubi and succubi are one kind) are at least as old as mankind itself and throng in great numbers in the very earliest records. Generally they are said to live in lonely places—in deserts, graveyards, among ruins, and so on—and their power is claimed to be greatest during the hours of darkness. They are also likely to attack a human being who sleeps alone in a house. These, however, are the situations when we are most nervous. So perhaps demons are only as old as our nervous system, or perhaps they had some separate existence of their own before mankind came along. At any rate, reports of demons and devils are found among all peoples throughout the world,1 and while at the edges such creatures sometimes blur with ghosts or nature spirits (and have even acquired, it seems, one or two characteristics from the pockets of Neanderthal men who have survived into historical times2), their “natural history” is rather consistent. All reports agree that demons prey upon mankind, to do him mischief. They are said to be “especially dangerous to women and children, and at the critical periods of life are alert to work them harm.” (The “critical periods” are presumably puberty, menopause, childbirth, illness, and so on.) In physical appearance, while often humanoid, they frequently have characteristics of animals—horns, a coat of hair, pointed ears, wings, cloven feet, and so on. Sometimes they are fully animal.

Why should demons be especially dangerous to women and children? Nor again is it entirely clear why demons, which as a species are dedicated to preying on human beings, should inhabit desolate places. Without being dogmatic at this stage, we can say that the catalog so far is certainly as much one of human psychological states as it is of any actual creature.

However, the more detailed items we now go on to consider are not in any obvious sense attributes of the human nervous system or its psychology, at least not as these are currently conceptualized. The tradition of the incubus is principally found in Europe and the Middle East. Parallels are found also in Chinese, American, Indian, African, and other traditions, as we shall see, although the overt (as opposed to implied) sexuality of the European and Arab demon, compared with his counterpart in other cultures, is somewhat special.

Probably the best point of departure from which to survey our Western tradition is the nightmare (although this is also found as Yen Mei, the “nightmare demon” of China, the Anhanga, or incubus–nightmare, of the Amazon basin, and so on3). The second part of this term is the Old Germanic mare, meaning variously a goblin, specter, or hag. This creature was said to produce evil dreams (nightmares) by sitting on the chest of the sleeper. These dreams might be carnal in nature, or they might simply involve a sense of suffocation or oppression. There is in fact a continuum here, even though the two states at first sight appear very different (Sandy, in chapter 1, for instance, experienced both phenomena on the same occasion), ranging from light, mild, voluptuous sensations and caresses, to pressure, then to extreme and painful pressure. Folklore, at least, claims that such pressure can actually be sufficient to kill. So, for instance, the French, and adoptive English, word cauchemar (nightmare) means literally “the creature which tramples,” from Old French chaucher, to “trample,” in turn derived from the Latin word for heel (calx). Ernest Klein (A Comprehensive Etymological Dictionary of the English Language, Elsevier, 1966) gives the meaning of present-day cauchemar and the English suffix mare simply as incubus. Klein further notes that the general Germanic term mare is the same as the first syllable of Old Irish Mor-rigain, the name of the demoness of corpses, literally “queen of the nightmare.”

The farther back we go in historical time the rapidly less figurative and rapidly more literal the nightmare becomes. (Even the scientific term for nightmare, ephialtes means in Greek “to leap upon.”) It is the nightrider, the creature that rides the man or woman to love or death. Our (self-protective?) use of the word nightmare simply to mean a bad dream is a recent one. Neither does present-day usage acknowledge the clearly carnal connotations of the nightmare (and, for that matter, of all dreams) that are seen in older texts—but that, however, Sigmund Freud has independently re-emphasized in modern times.4 It should perhaps be stressed that normal human males have an erection of the penis, and females an erection of the clitoris, during more than 90 percent of the time spent in dreaming.5

Our central interest here, however, is in the fact that in earlier times the terms for nightmare and incubus are one and the same. The nightmare is the incubus or succubus.

Among the many accounts and depositions concerning incubi and succubi, perhaps the most startling is that in medieval times these demons were recognized not just in ecclesiastical law, which we might expect, but also in civil law and were often cited in court proceedings.6 They were not considered to be hypothetical creatures; they were thought of as real.

Montague Summers perhaps best sums up the doubts that the modern mind has in allowing succubi and incubi some kind of objective reality—that is, admitting that something is involved other than hysterical hallucination or the agency of a real human being pretending to be an incubus:

It is obvious that there is no question here [as the witches claimed] of animal familiars, but rather of evil intelligences who were, it is believed, able to assume a body of flesh. The whole question is, perhaps, one of the most dark and difficult connected with witchcraft and magic. . . . In the first place, we may freely allow that many of these lubricities are to be ascribed to hysteria and hallucinations, to nightmare and the imaginings of disease, but when all deductions have been made—when we admit that in many cases the incubus or succubus can but have been a human being, some aspect of the Grand Master of the district—none the less enough remains from the records of the trials to convince an unprejudiced mind that there was a considerable substratum of fact in the confessions of the accused.7

This is heavy stuff, of course, but a good many respected writers of the past agree with Summers. Pope Innocent VIII in his Papal Bull of 1484 wrote: “It has indeed come to our knowledge and deeply grieved are we to hear it, that many persons of both sexes . . . have abused themselves with evil spirits, both incubi and succubi.” And St. Augustus in his City of God (Book xv, Chapter 23) notes:

It is widely credited, and such belief is confirmed by the direct or indirect testimony of thoroughly trustworthy people, that Sylvans and Fauns, commonly called Incubi, have frequently molested women, sought and obtained from them coition . . . the fact is testified by so many and such weighty authorities, that it were impudent to doubt it.

What Summers himself is really asking in his various books is whether we are prepared to maintain that throughout the admittedly confused and uninformed Middle Ages and earlier there were not at least a few thoughtful, intelligent, dispassionate men who loved the truth, who could also sidestep the general hysteria and the obvious lies and conclude that something inexplicable was really going on. As we know, it was (is). The question is: precisely what?

A glance at some still earlier testimony.

The Babylonians had a panoply of demons. Among these were Lilû, who cohabited with women in their sleep, and his female counterpart Lilîtu, who did the same with men. These names are derived from Sumerian lil, meaning wind or wind demon. Rushing noises and the sensation of winds were already briefly noted in connection with some of the phenomena described in chapter 1, and are common to many forms of mystical and psychic experience (for example, the New Testament, Acts of the Apostles 2:2, when the disciples were filled with the Holy Ghost). Lilîtu, the demoness of the wind who seduced men by night, becomes the Jewish Lilith, the hairy night demon, “the most baneful and frequently mentioned of evil spirits throughout the history of Judaism to the present day.”8

The following is an extract from one of the earliest surviving Babylonian texts concerning demons:

He . . . whom in his bed the wicked Alû covered

Whom the wicked ghost by night overwhelmed

Whom the great Gallû assaulted . . .

Whom Lamashtu possessed with a seizing hand,

Whom Labasu overwhelmed

Whom the Seizer fastened upon

Whom the Maid of Lilû chose,

The man, whom the Maid of Lilû pressed to her bosom9

These are the general attributes of demons. Words like “seizing,” “snatching,” “covering,” “pressing,” “holding,” and “binding” occur again and again (Gallû from which we have our word “ghoul,” means “to seize suddenly”). These characteristics are too widespread and persistent to be anything but a statement of accepted fact and, as we have seen in chapter 1, are just that.

We need but mention finally that the familiar of the medieval witch, and that omnipresent character in all the world’s folklore, the vampire (who, likewise, “seizes at night”), are also aspects of the incubus– nightmare. The Chinese accounts of vampires and werewolves have remarkable parallels with the European versions of these stories—including the fear of garlic on the part of the former.10 Here is an extremely ancient, universal, and consistent substratum.11

To quote Ewen C. L’Estrange12 and Montague Summers,13 briefly and respectively, on the subject of the vampire-familiar-incubus connection: “Witches that have no paps nor dugs have sharp bones for the Devil to prick them and raise blood . . . the Devil by sucking blood makes a pap or dug in a short time” and “each witch is assigned a demon . . . this familiar can assume either a male or female shape; sometimes he appears as a full-grown man, sometimes as a satyr . . . and if it is a woman who has been received as a witch he generally assumes the form of a rank buck-goat.”

It is tempting to linger with such items, but we need to move on both to the present day and to more solid matters, which cannot be said to be “merely in the mind”—where at least the side effects of the manifestations not only affect the material, objective universe but are visible to others.

Specifically, we begin to touch now upon the poltergeist. A poltergeist is usually defined as an entity which makes noises, causes objects to move paranormally, and occasionally starts fires. The incubus– poltergeist connection is largely missed or played down by modern investigators and theorists (such as W. G. Roll and A. R. G. Owen—see chapter 3), but connection there certainly is, as the modern case history reported later in this chapter clearly shows. It is also very clear in older accounts, such as those of Coleti, Menghi, Sinistrari, and others. The term poltergeist itself is a modern coinage, dating only from the last century. There are numerous much older expressions, however—folletti (Italian), follets (French), duendes (Spanish), lutins (English), and most interestingly the Arabic jinn (plural of jinnee or genie). The Arabian genie, equally, is an incubus. Abu Sina (Avicenna), writing in the eleventh century, was the first Muslim theologian of any importance to insist that jinn are not creatures of fairytale, but are fact: “When annoyed they will pelt the folk in the house with missiles and utensils.”14

Some specific accounts now follow. All translations are from Summers.15

Folletti make their presence first known in a house by various silly pranks and idle japeries. Trinkets and knicknacks belonging to the house and more especially to the person whose attention the lutin wishes to attract vanish from the place where they had been laid down, only to reappear shortly afterwards in another spot. These tricksters next annoy people by hiding in dark corners and laughing suddenly, or calling aloud as one passes; they will even pluck the sheets off the bed from sleepers, or tweak one’s nightcap. . . . Very often they beset tender girls, to whom they manifest themselves as handsome gallants, hot young amorosos, who pursue them with obscene suggestions, whispering in their ears the most indecent words at unguarded moments. [My italics]

Again “young and female” are points of emphasis, an observation that modern research confirms. According to Coleti:

Not long since a country wench, accompanied by her father, came to consult me. She complained that she was persecuted by an incubus who had appeared to her more than once, but curiously enough under the form of a most unlovely and evil-favoured old cullion. . . . He often used, at suppertime, to carry off the slice of bread which had been cut for her, leaving the victuals of others untouched. A thousand petty persecutions followed. . . .

In physical appearance, the incubus can take a wide variety of forms—a dwarf, a giant, an animal or part-animal, or whatever. It can be very handsome or hideously deformed. The form or appearance of the incubus can be (a) culturally determined—you see what your culture has primed you to see, (b) personally determined—the projection of your own (secret) wishes, or (c) personally determined again—but this time as the projection of your own personal fears. In Freudian terms, however, a fear is the negative aspect of a wish; a fear or horror is a wish denied, repressed, distorted. At some level, the psyche still needs and desires that which at another level it denies. Hence the denied puts in an unwelcome and unpleasant appearance as opposed to a welcome and pleasant one. (These matters are considered in detail in part 3.)

Girolamo Menghi reports an incident which he observed himself. In Bologna in 1579 a wealthy merchant was plagued by “noises and extraordinary disorders.” At first he and others thought this to be the pranks of the children, but it became clear that this could not be the case. Menghi continues:

The lutin had fondly attached himself to one of the servingmaids, whom he seemed to follow withersoever she went. He even espoused her cause, and after she had been scolded for some negligence by her mistress the lady was slapped and pinched by him, her headress torn, and cold water thrown upon her as she lay in bed. When the girl herself began to take measures to rid herself of him he got angry, and suddenly stripped her of her clothes. . . . [My italics]

Apart from the fact that the incident concerns another young girl, the case is interesting in that it emphatically attaches the phenomenon to one particular person. No matter where she goes, the events follow her. This observation is fully borne out by modern research; it is people, not places, that produce the manifestations. Menghi relates that similar incidents occurred in the same city in the following year. Here the incubus was centered upon a young girl of fifteen who had come to a family to be trained in domestic duties. “But the lutin raised such serious disturbances . . . moving the heaviest articles of furniture from place to place with incredible swiftness . . . that it was found impossible by the good man of the house to retain the girl in his service. She was accordingly sent away, and at her departure peace was restored.”

A final case, from Sinistrari, is a particularly apposite bridge to De Felitta’s The Entity, involving as its does physical harm to the subject of the incubus–poltergeist’s attentions. In some attacks the physical violence was (and still is) done to women who in no conscious way sought or encouraged the attention of any devil. They were thoroughly devout and prayerful women who threw themselves fully on the mercy of the Church from the outset, begging for spiritual and divine help against that which attacked them. These circumstances were very powerful persuaders toward the belief in demons as independent, self-willed, evil entities.

First he took away from her a silver cross filled with sacred relics . . . then her rings and other gold and silver ornaments. . . . Next he began to strike her cruelly, and after each beating, livid bruises and discolorations were to be seen on her face, arms and other parts of her body. . . .

There are indeed more things in heaven and earth . . . and one of them is the story of Carlotta Moran, which reached its appalling climax at the West Coast University of California in 1977, as narrated by Frank De Felitta.16


THE ENTITY

The story of Carlotta Moran begins suddenly with two attacks, totally out of the blue.

(a) One moment Carlotta was brushing her hair. The next she was on the bed. . . . Some knock, like being hit by a charging fullback, plummeted her across the room and onto the bed. In a blank mind she realized that the pillows were suddenly around her head. Then they were smashed down over her face . . . she felt huge hands on her knees, her legs, the inside of her legs which were pried apart. . . . She felt herself being torn apart in repeated thrusts. It was the cruellest weapon, repulsive, agonizing. It was ramming its way home. Her whole body was sinking into the mattress, pressed down, pushing down by this ramming weight. . . . There was a scream. It was Carlotta’s scream. The pillow was smashed back on her face. This time she could feel the imprint of a huge hand, its fingers pressing through into her eyes, over her nose and mouth.

(b) She was struck on the left cheek. The blow spun her half around, almost knocking her over, and she put out her arm to brace herself. Then her arm was pulled out from under her. Her face was forced into the blanket. A great pressure was on the back of her head, the nape of her neck, pushing her down from behind. . . . A powerful arm grabbed her around the waist and pulled her up, so that she was on all fours. Her nightgown was lifted up over her back and—from behind—she was violated. The intense thing—the giant dimension of it—the pain of it finding so quickly the entrance and thrusting so fast inside, ramming away like that’s all she was, that place, and not a human being at all.17

Over the next three months these remarkable and terrifying events were eclipsed by others still more dramatic, and we briefly chart their course.

Frank De Felitta has chosen to give this case a fictional form although it was a real-life event that befell an actual woman in Los Angeles in the 1970s and was supported by psychiatric and other public testimony. One would have preferred a straight documentary format. As Eric Shorter notes, reviewing the subsequent film in the London Daily Telegraph, the fictional form betrays “a certain fondness for mere sensation which leaves us wishing for a more documentary approach,” though what is presented to us nevertheless remains “an exciting and troubling mystery.” Yet even if The Entity had been a totally fictional account, involving imagined events and characters, it would still be true—in the sense that all the events in it are duplicated in numerous other authenticated cases of the present day.

On the occasion of the very first attack Carlotta was fully awake, sitting up and brushing her hair. The attack came without any warning, and Carlotta was in no sense directly or indirectly involved with any aspect of the occult. The incident therefore supports the view of the ancients that demons not only attack the wicked or feeble-minded, but are “entirely and gratuitously hostile to all comers.” On the second attack Carlotta had been asleep in bed, so on this occasion the entity behaved more like the traditional nightmare (nightrider)–incubus. The first two attacks took place by night. Subsequent events, however, also occurred in broad daylight.

A few nights later Carlotta awoke from a dozing sleep with a premonition that “something” was coming “from many miles away over a broken-up landscape.” She ran to get her fifteen-year-old son Billy from the next room. What followed almost immediately was a severe poltergeist attack, breaking furniture, damaging walls, tearing curtains. Carlotta, Billy, and Carlotta’s two little girls, Julie and Kim, fled to a friend’s house.

The next attack, some days later, occurred in Carlotta’s car, when she was driving, by herself, in broad daylight. Voices screamed sexual obscenities at her, and the car and its controls seemed to be taken over—or, at least, she found herself being manipulated physically to accelerate and crash the car. It did in fact crash, at speed, through the shop front of a bar.

At this point Carlotta began to consult a psychiatrist. He initially diagnosed her as a case of conversion hysteria (see chapters 13 and 14), and at first she also believed herself to be suffering from delusions. Later, when Carlotta began to believe her monstrous persecutor to be real, she was rediagnosed as schizophrenic (see chapter 15).

Poltergeist events continued sporadically—toasters floating in the air, ceilings cracking, noises, and so forth—visible and audible to both Carlotta and the three children. The rape attacks continued, with the sensations of weight and pressure of the traditional incubus (“it got on me, and I woke up”). Carlotta was also physically abused; the psychiatrist himself saw the bruisings and markings on her body, including tiny puncture marks and the actual bite marks of teeth. (Puncture marks and bites from poltergeist–incubi attacks are, in fact, not uncommon—a further link with the traditional vampire.) The incubus spoke to Carlotta continuously during the rapes, and she saw it for the first time. “I had the impression it was a dwarf.”

The general situation worsened, despite Carlotta’s psychotherapy. Kim and Billy were attacked and injured by the poltergeist force (but not sexually), and Billy was struck on the wrist by a candlestick manipulated by an unseen agency.

Another major attack on Carlotta was not so much a rape as lovemaking. But she saw the incubus clearly. He was six or seven feet tall, greenish in color, facially Chinese. He was extremely muscular, like an athlete, and the veins stood out in his neck. His penis was very large. (The figure Carlotta described resembled a typical Arabian genie. Although the fact is not fully brought out by either the psychiatrist or De Felitta, the creature was in fact a sort of giant penis—the swollen veins in the neck very much recalling the erect male organ. This interpretation is further borne out by subsequent remarks.)

Carlotta’s own parents had been sexually repressed, deeply religious, neurotic, and unhappy. As a teenager going through puberty, Carlotta had, consciously, known nothing of the body’s sexual functions. When her periods began she buried her soiled underclothes in the garden, not knowing what else to do and unable to approach her parents on such matters. This type of disturbed sexual-religious syndrome occurs in many of the cases of severe personality disturbance that are examined in later chapters. In particular, however, the sexual symbolism of Carlotta’s vision, as well as its actual behavior, implicates sexuality as a major force, probably the major force, in paranormal physical phenomena. The vampire is a lover; specifically, a consciously rejected lover.

Carlotta now began missing her periods. She had become hysterically pregnant (see again chapter 13).

Next an extremely violent attack occurred when Carlotta was staying at the home of a married couple. The furniture and walls of the apartment were very badly damaged, and her two friends witnessed the closing stages of the attack. The incident is important not so much because it was, once again, independently witnessed, but because it emphatically underlines the concept of “people not places.” The “haunted house” seems to be a complete misnomer: what we have is haunted people.

There are three more points that will be found to be important in many other contexts. A relatively minor one is that of enhanced dreams. “He tormented her with strange radiant dreams that flowed behind her vision like a distant cinema, too awful, too lovely to comprehend.” A second is that when photographed in or near her paranormal state Carlotta showed a completely different appearance from her normal self. Usually she looked nervous and frightened, as if eaten up by the environment or by her own secret fears. At these other times she looked luminous, soft, glowing, and sensuous. Her face seemed to be behind a gauze veil, which softened the features and made her eyes large and dark. Even her body took on a different shape. We shall come across remarkable fundamental physical changes of this kind in many other contexts.

The third point concerns the observations of a witness. Carlotta’s boyfriend was present on one occasion when she was raped by the entity. In a subsequent statement to the police he reported that he could see, as it were, invisible fingers twisting and squeezing Carlotta’s breasts. “Something” was on top of her, pressing down on her and forcing her legs apart. (So sure was the boyfriend of the presence of a being that he tried to hit it with a chair, but only succeeded in hitting Carlotta.) In other cases there are reliable reports of invisible hands “seen” pulling at people. The skin and the body are pummeled and squeezed exactly as if by hands, but none are present.

At the mid-point in Carlotta’s sad story two professional parapsychologists became involved. They were initially concerned with recording, rather than resolving, the phenomena. It was they who took the photographs of Carlotta. They themselves witnessed the paranormal movement of objects and their own hair involuntarily stood on end. They finally decided to build a facsimile of Carlotta’s room at West Coast University, install Carlotta in it, and attempt to trap the entity with liquid helium (for they thought it possible that the entity had some kind of objective existence). There was indeed a devastating attack, in the course of which all the scientific equipment was smashed. During it a number of university personnel actually glimpsed the entity—the salvaged camera film, however, showed nothing. The experience of these observers may have been a collective hallucination: they well knew what the entity was supposed to look like—and in some sense were expecting to see it. The more significant outcome, all questions of verification aside, was that Carlotta became totally psychotic and is now permanently hospitalized. Her attacks, in milder form, continue to the present.

In attempting to understand the phenomena discussed in these first two chapters we must first go yet farther into the bizarre and currently inexplicable—involving such matters as poltergeist attacks, paranormal fire, and the alleged world of the living dead. In chapter 3, we start to examine the experimental background that is beginning to verify and authenticate some of the “wild” and “utterly absurd” claims concerning such paranormal visitations and the astonishing powers of the human personality that have been made persistently throughout history—and which, as we have seen, are still being made by entirely responsible individuals today.

We pass out of the so-called paranormal and the occult directly into the quite undeniably real, though still very strange world of the disturbed human personality—and emerge finally into the altogether sober worlds of neurological science and normal psychological testing and assessment. The whole is shown to be a seamless garment, an unbroken weave. At no point can the fearful critic say: “Ah, here is the gap between the impossible events you describe and the real world.” It is all equally real. It is all equally true.
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