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  Born: January 26, 1920, Vienna, Austria


  Died: April 26, 2009, New York City, NY


  1920: An Austrian-Born Ghost Hunter was in the making. Professor Dr. Hans Holzer, best known for his plethora of hundreds of cases worldwide dealing with the paranormal and the occult, deeming him The Father of the Paranormal. In 1935, at the age of fifteen, Hans became an avid collector of antiques and coins and was an ardent bibliophile.


  The 1928 book, Occultism in This Modern Age by Dr. T.K. Oesterreich, a professor at the University of Tubingen in Germany, began Hans' interest in ghosts. His was an idle curiosity, mixed with a show-me kind of skepticism. He took a course in journalism and began selling articles to local papers. In 1949, he returned to Europe as an accredited foreign correspondent, with the intent to write articles on cultural activities, the theater, and human interest stories. He also began to compose music and write scores in New York, which later led the way to Off Broadway success in Manhattan.


  One year later, Hans returned to Europe visiting many cities including London, and was invited backstage at The Hippodrome Theater where comedian Michael Bentine, was appearing. After Mr. Bentine offered Hans a home-grown tomato instead of a drink, the two hit off, as Hans was a vegan.


  Through mutual friends back in Manhattan, he began work on a television series based on actual hauntings. He met regularly with others at the Edgar Cayce Foundation in New York. The purpose was to enter into a quest for truth in the vast realm of extrasensory perception.


  From then on, he devoted more and more time to the field. One of the great mediums, Eileen Garret, president of the Parapsychology Foundation in New York, in 1946, worked with Hans and encouraged him to write about his work.


  1963, his first book was born, titled, 'Ghost Hunter' and went into an unheard of eleven printings. 145 more books would follow. Hans stated that sometimes an "ordinary" person does manage to see or hear a ghost in an allegedly haunted location, be it a building or even an open space. Such a person could be sensitive or mediumistic, without knowing it and is less unusual then one might think. The Holzer Method was born before the 1950's, where combining the work of those with sight and that of the academic and science stance to the field, would yield far better results in obtaining data to help us further understand what happens when we die.


  Even though Hans was artistic and therefore sensitive person, he did not profess to mediumship and certainly would not be satisfied with the meager impressions he may have garnered himself, physically. He knew that a more advanced psychic talent would be needed for better results. So he took his "sensitive" with him, or what became affectionately known as his medium-in-tow, on cases to try and solve them for all those involved.


  His career was a unique whirl wind of books, research, lectures, teaching, hundreds of national and regional talk show appearances, co-hosting/hosting programs such as Ghost Hunter on Boston's Channel 2, NBC's In Search Of with Leonard Nemoy (an Alan Landsburg production), Beyond The Five Senses in Louisville, KY, Explorations with Brownville Productions in Ohio. In radio, he had a continuous segment with New York City's WOR station with famed radio personality Joe Franklin who still remains a family friend. Some books and case work yielded films such as Amityville II: The Possession, the adaptation from his best-selling novel Murder in Amityville, based on his work on the case in Amityville, Long Island and The Amityville Curse, which also became a film in 1989 that went to Sweden, the US in 1990 and then in 1991, was released in Japan.


  Holzer became and still is considered a leading authority in the field of the paranormal, having earned his PhD from the London College of Applied Science. He spent over six decades traveling the world to obtain first-hand accounts of paranormal experiences, interviewing expert researchers, and developing para-psychological protocols and terminology such as 'sensitive' and 'beings of light.' He taught a class in parapsychology at the New York Institute of Technology for nearly a decade.


  One of his favorite quotes comes from T.S. Elliot's Confidential Clerk saying blandly, "I don't believe in facts." Hans did. "Facts,", he said, "come to think of it—are the only things—I really do believe in."
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  Author and Scientific Paranormal Researcher Alexandra Holzer, is no stranger to the world of the supernatural, publishing or art. She attended The Fashion Institute of Technology earning two degrees in Fine Arts and Advertising, following her mother Countess Catherine Buxhoeveden, who also attended the art school.


  Stepping into her late father’s (Dr. Hans Holzer) ghostly footsteps, she is a published author and writes for different organizations from AOL’s Huffington Post to Canada’s UFO Digest and the popular holistic green zine, OM Times, in Asheville, North Carolina. Her fresh, journalistic approach has a ‘don’t hold back’ feel and an openness welcoming in all types of stories.


  Her Parisian grandmother, Rosine Claire, married The Count of Russia which had relations to Catherine the Great. Rosine affectionally known as ‘Nana’, also authored titles French Gourmet Vegetarian, New French Gourmet Vegetarian and French Vegetarian Cosmetics. The Buxhoeveden Family has a published family book written in German entitled, Riga 1201 Buxhoeveden, 2001. They also once produced a Red and Black Label Vodka difficult to get it into the states.


  Holzer has appeared in several film documentaries associated with the Paranormal field and has done hundreds of national talk radio shows including hosting. She's published a few books, one of which, Growing up Haunted, was optioned for TV and film rights with award winning producers in Hollywood, Marilyn and Gregg Vance. With a comic book series called Ghost Gal in the works through Raven’s Head Press, books and screenplays, her plate is full but has goals for television as well.


  Holzer's vegan iconic father was the late prolific author, lyricist, speaker, spiritualist and ground-breaking modern Parapsychologist, Professor Dr. Hans Holzer, Ph.D. He's authored hundreds of titles from non-fiction to fiction in the genres of parapsychology, paranormal, religion, healing and poetry. He is most known for the adaptation of his book, Murder in Amityville, for the film Amityville Horror: The Possession and NBC's television show In Search Of with Leonard Nimoy. He also had a radio stint with Manhattan's radio station WOR with the legendary Joe Franklin.


  While helping others with a reading if needed as well as taking cases lending her support, Holzer has gone on investigations but feels that her expertise lies not just with haunted homes, places or people, but also in getting 'impressions' and being 'sensitive' to her surroundings on a quest for the unknown with a sense of humor. She grew up haunted and therefore has known nothing else.


  She's married with four children, has a couple of rescue dogs and fights the good fight for two of her children that have Type 1 Diabetes. Learn more about this chronic illness at www.jdrf.org. For up-to-date information on Alexandra, please visit www.alexandraholzer.com
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  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at publisher@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you’d like to be notified of new Crossroad Press titles when they are published, please send an email to publisher@crossroadpress.com and ask to be added to our mailing list.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at whatever retailer’s site you purchased it from.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.
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  How the Hans Holzer Books were 'Born Again'


  An Introduction by his daughter, Author/Editor Patricia Lee Macomber


  And David Niall Wilson


  'Jumping Haunted Books’


  Andrea Holzer


  Soon after my father passed away in April of 2009, Easter time, some interesting things began to occur. Among the many vivid dreams of fluid messages I experienced, there were also physical occurrences.


  My family had been staying in the Manhattan apartment after his passing and began to experience books falling from shelves, as if pushed by unseen hands. This happened in broad daylight. One day, a family member was in the bedroom, no-one else was home except Sacha the black cat. Suddenly, a loud thud could be heard across the apartment echoing into the bedroom. The family member came out to see what it was, and found the book of GHOSTS, laying on the floor and an empty spot in the book case where it had originally rested. The cat looked, meowing, as if to say, “Hey man, I didn’t do it but I saw who did!” If only we had animal translators, I feel we’d get more after-life evidence.


  Anyway, the family member (unnamed by choice) put the book back and walked out of the room as if he’d seen a ghost himself! Then it happened again. This time, a visitor came to the house. Everyone had gathered in the living room to chat. This particular room was a place where Hans conducted many a conversation, everyone from the rich and famous to real-life witches, warlocks, authors and movie stars. He’d serve his version of freshly brewed coffee (I say it’s still mud) with a smile and hearty, cackle of a laughter. Late into the night, the room filled with the aroma of heavy perfume and the murmur of deep conversation wafting through the air. No smoking was ever allowed as Hans detested tobacco and alcohol, though he allowed the latter for whoever chose to drink “that poison” as he called it. He always burned a ton of incense though.


  On this occasion, the visitor (again unnamed for privacy) and family were having a lively discussion, catching up, when suddenly, without provocation, a book came off the shelf! There were quite a few bookcases in the apartment, as one can imagine an author of over 140 plus titles would need. The bookcase in question was hand-crafted, made especially for my family back in the 80’s of dark, chestnut wood. It looks like it floats on the wall. The book was one of Hans’ about his research and case work on Aaron Burr. At the very same time, I was doing my own research near my home in The Hudson Valley, New York, where I had discovered that right down the road were the stables of Aaron Burr who frequented the area during his lifetime. I was amazed by the seeming coincidence, how the two possible references, perhaps given to me by my father, led to where I am today, and my work involving Aaron Burr.


  After the book was replaced on the shelves, everyone looked at one another with an “I have no clue what that was but I bet it was Hans!” expression plastered over their faces. To have known him and to understand his place in the world of psychic research and science, was to acknowledge his place as one of our history’s forefathers and so even from beyond, he still has something to say and more work to do!


  A few years later, there were more incidents. At that time, my work using a device called The Spirit Box, something I didn’t believe in at first, proved to my personal satisfaction that you can connect to many on the other side through its use. My father was one of those who came through and I have those messages recorded. It was a step forward in my research and a personal emotional struggle to hear him again using audio.


  Recently, yet another incident occurred, and this time with a publisher who approached me about an opportunity to bring my father’s out-of-print books back to life! I had been mulling over this idea as his other publisher who still prints a few of his titles, recommend I pursue it. I said to myself, “What an undertaking." My father's body of work is vast!”


  David Niall Wilson of Crossroads Press, who has hundreds of authors, including Clive Barker (a favorite of mine), contacted me on Facebook. After a hearty conversation and a sharing of like-minded ideas, we decided to move forward. The Holzer Estate and Crossroad Press entered into a committed adventure to bring 100 books back from the dead! After our conversation, David contacted me a second time. His wife, Patricia Lee Macomber, was the one who'd suggested he search out the rights to my father's books, but she didn't tell him why until we'd already made the deal. Trish is also an author, and an editor at Crossroad Press. This is what she told him.


  Part Two


  Patricia Lee Macomber


  As a writer and editor, most of my work is conducted from a large recliner chair next to which rests a computer. I hit the chair the moment I wake up at 6:30 a.m. and don’t leave it until I go to bed at 11 p.m. I sat there working that morning, leaning on one elbow as I often do, and very suddenly I simply fell asleep. Now, if I should ever get sleepy while working on a project, I will simply abandon the chair in favor of my comfortable bed like any right-thinking housewife would. But I had no warning. I was simply sound asleep in a heartbeat. Did I dream? Oh! Did I ever!


  In my dream, I was alone in the house where we had lived three years ago. It was a very old house with a rich history and a lot of quirks. It even had a host of ghosts with whom my young daughter used to converse regularly. And in that house, I had my recliner and computer, just as I have now, but there were two bookcases behind my right shoulder. So far, so good. Everything is just as it was. In this dream, I was alone in the house and it was quite still. I focused on some outline for a novel I had planned and all of a sudden, one of the books flew off the bookshelf and landed on the floor next to my chair. The distance traveled was no more than two feet, but there the book was, just the same.


  There were no earthquakes, no thunder, no shifting and settling of the house. The book simply sailed to the floor. The title of that book was “Born Again” and it was by Hans Holzer. It was a first edition, with the dust jacket intact. I bought that book brand new when I was fourteen and I own it still. In fact, I have many other of Mr. Holzer’s books here, having used them exhaustively for research in my writing. But none of the others flew off the shelf. Just that one. Born again. Interesting.


  In my dream, at the moment I prepared to pick the book up, David came home from work and I started to tell him about what had happened. He asked me which book it had been and I leaned over to pick up the book . . . and promptly the chair tilted, nearly forcing me to the floor.


  I awoke very suddenly just then, as in real life my body tilted to the side, my arm having slipped and the whole world gone askew. It was a sudden movement and it startled me to have to make that transition. So, I went to the bookcase and – sure enough – there was my copy of “Born Again” right where it ought to be. I immediately did a little research and found, to my horror, that Mr. Holzer had passed without my notice. Further research shocked me into realizing that a vast majority of his books were out of print. I would have to be satisfied with dog-eared old copies if I wanted to complete my collection.


  Not!


  I phoned David right away and told him about Mr. Holzer, his books, and the sad fact that they had slipped into back-list obscurity. I suggested that he find the man’s family and offer to revive Mr. Holzer’s work. And so it was that David found Alexandra, that the books will be republished and I am getting to read them all over again . . . before anyone else does. Ha!


  Part III


  David Niall Wilson


  I found this to be one of the most interesting, and certainly most fun of all the connections I've been able to make since becoming a publisher. During the time I quickly researched and contacted Alexadra, all I knew was that there were 100 or more very cool books that were about to disappear into the shadows of time if someone didn't do something about it, so I did. Luckily, I contacted her just as they were hoping to find a way to do exactly what we are doing.


  One of our other authors – actually, a pair of them, Trish & Rob MacGregor, authors of Aliens in the Backyard and The Synchronicity Highway, love this sort of thing. When two things happen, and it's just a little too odd of a coincindence, I always tell them. When I told Trish it was pretty much a done deal, and we would be publishing Hans' books – THAT is when she told me the story of her dream. I passed the story on to Trish MacGregor, who immediately pointed out the significance (which I'd somehow missed) of which book had fallen in the dream. What more appropriate title than Born Again to represent a rebirth of Hans' work. Whehter or not he's throwing books at us from beyond, Crossroad Press is proud to be putting together this digital collection.


  Out of respect to the dream, we are starting with this book…Born Again… I hope it reaches an entirely new generation of readers. Hopefully it won't find a way to jump off your eReader.


  


  David Niall Wilson


  Hertford, NC


  March, 2014


  


  "Come Back to Scotland"


  From the Book Born Again


  One day in October of 1967, I was going through my fan mail, which had been piling up rather dangerously for a few weeks. I get about three hundred to four hundred letters a week from readers all over the country and even from abroad, and I cannot devote as much time to these letters as I wish I could, but on this brisk October morning I felt compelled to go over the mail and to try to pick out the most urgent letters for an immediate reply. Somehow my hands picked up a letter from Harvey, Illinois. It looked just like any other letter that I might get from a reader, but I proceeded to open it and read it. I read it three times, and then I wondered what had made me open this particular letter of all the hundreds that lay on my desk that morning.


  Dear Mr. Holzer,


  I am writing to you about an experience I had, which may not really mean anything. I have seen what looks like a Scottish girl, standing at the foot of my bed, three times. I don’t know if she actually talked to me, but after I’d seen her, these words keep coming back to me: “castle,” “perch” or “purth,” “Ruthvin,” “Gowrye,” “sixteen,” and “towers.” Also, something which sounds like “burn night.” I’ve never mentioned this to anyone, because they probably would not believe me.


  If you can make anything out of this, I would appreciate it if you would let me know.


  Sincerely, Pamela Wollenberg.


  What puzzled me about this short letter was the fact that the words mentioned by Miss Wollenberg had no immediate meaning for me either. It didn’t sound like the usual ghost story, or the usual psychic experience relating simply to something left behind in the atmosphere of a particular room or house. It didn’t sound like an ordinary dream either, since Miss Wollenberg was so precise in mentioning what appeared to be place names.


  I was intrigued by her letter, and I wrote back requesting additional information, asking her whether she could remember any more details about this girl, or any further communications from her.


  I must confess that anything having to do with Scotland has always interested me. I am a Scotophile. For no reason whatever, I am emotionally involved whenever I hear Scottish music, especially bagpipes, and in 1953 I felt myself compelled to write a series of what appeared to be Scottish folk songs. These songs were totally alien to my ordinary background, which happens to be Austrian, and the songs themselves have the earmarks of authentic seventeenth-century ballads. Some of them have been performed on television and radio, and one or two have been published. I consider them my most original compositions, even though I have a strong feeling that they were “dictated” to me by some unknown entity outside my own personality. I cannot prove any of this, or at any rate, I couldn’t at the time when Miss Wollenberg wrote to me, but strange as it seemed at the time, the girl she described as having come to her in a dream also rang a bell with me.


  One of the ballads I wrote in 1953 was called “The Maid of the Meadow,” and it told of a lovely young lady who is not of this world and who appears to a weary traveler in a meadow in Scotland. I have always seen this girl, with my inner eye, and can describe her as a tall, white-skinned, redheaded girl, of impish and irresponsible character, who somehow had something to do with me in an earlier lifetime. I have never taken this idea very seriously, but, intrigued by the possibility of reincarnation, I have often wondered whether someday I might not find a Scottish grave with some meaning for me personally. I have always had a dim feeling of homecoming to Scotland someday, and have taken an unusual interest in the story of Bonnie Prince Charlie and other Scottish heroes. Was I perhaps a reincarnated Scotsman who lived several centuries before the present? Curiously enough, there were several instances at sittings with mediums and psychics who knew nothing about me, when reference was made to my having lived in Scotland at an earlier time. One might put this down to mind reading, if indeed there is such a thing, but the impression of a Scottish incarnation at an earlier date has always been very strong within me.


  I remember the time I went to see the Broadway musical Brigadoon. I was so overcome with emotion afterward that I made arrangements to go to Scotland immediately. I arrived in Edinburgh a short time later and demanded to be shown “Brigadoon,” only to discover that there was no such thing, at least not in the sense in which the musical had presented it. There was indeed a “Brigadoon,” but the term signified Bridge of Doon, the Doon being a small river in western Scotland. Eventually I got to see this river and I found that it was enchanting, but hardly enchanted.


  As time went on, I relegated the idea of finding my “Maid in the Meadow” to some future date, hoping instead that the ballad I had written would someday achieve fame. But my interest in matters Scottish has never waned, and Miss Wollenberg’s letter revived it.


  The lady from Harvey, Illinois, answered my letter immediately. I had asked her whether there were any witnesses to the experience she had reported in her first letter, but apparently there weren’t any, since she was asleep at the time.


  I have no witnesses to the Scottish girl I see, because no one else has seen her. The girl I see seems to have red hair and seems to be very elegantly dressed, with long white gown and gold braid. I saw her the other night. It seems she said to me the word “handsel.” It seems as though she’s lost. She keeps saying “ruthven,” “gowrie,” “sixteen hundred,” “two towers.” She also said, “glamisangus.” She also said, “I leaped.” I don’t believe I have any Scottish background, but it’s possible, because on my mother’s side they are all English. On my father’s side they are all German. I do not know if I have ESP, but I seem to see some things before they happen.


  I hope this will help you.


  Sincerely, Pamela Wollenberg.


  The matter rested there for a while, but I was determined to go to Scotland in the future and investigate this material. It meant nothing to me at the time, but I knew some research historians in Scotland, and thought that perhaps they might be able to shed some light on the mysterious words of Miss Wollenberg’s letters.


  We had no further correspondence until I was able to go to Scotland in the summer of 1969. I took the two letters with me, although I really didn’t know where to begin the search. One of my dearest friends is a writer named Elizabeth Byrd, author of Immortal Queen (a history of Mary, Queen of Scots), who now resides in the Scottish Highlands. I thought that perhaps Elizabeth could shed some light on the material I was bringing along with me. She read the two letters, but could not offer anything concrete except the promise to look into it further.


  We were luncheon guests of Mr. and Mrs. Maurice Simpson at their castle in northeastern Scotland called Muchalls. The occasion was a casual invitation of the Simpsons to visit their castle because of a possible haunted room. It turned out that there was no such room, but the Simpsons were amiable people, whose hospitality we enjoyed.


  For no reason in particular, I mentioned my letters from the lady in Harvey, Illinois, wondering whether, perhaps, Mr. Simpson had some idea as to the meaning of those letters. To my amazement, Mr. Simpson caught on immediately and seemed to remember a legend or story involving “a maiden’s leap” in one of the castles in Scotland.


  “You mean, there is something to this?” I said, getting more and more interested. Evidently, fate had destined us to come to Muchalls, not because of a haunted room, but because of a link supplied by the owner, leading me to an understanding of what Miss Wollenberg’s letter was all about


  “I think I have a guidebook here, a book dealing with Scottish castles,” he said. “Let me look for it.”


  A few minutes later he returned, holding triumphantly what seemed to be a slender booklet. The booklet was called Huntingtower Castle and was the work of J. S. Richardson, formerly Inspector of Ancient Monuments for Scotland. Huntingtower Castle is now under the supervision of the Ministry of Public Buildings and Works. As I leafed through this little booklet I realized that we had discovered the key to Pamela Wollenberg’s strange dream/vision.


  What is now called Huntingtower Castle was originally known as Ruthven Castle. The name goes back to the first half of the thirteenth century. The third and fourth Lords Ruthven apparently had some part in the murder of Rizzio, Queen Mary’s favorite, and the father subsequently died while the son eventually returned from England, whence he had fled, and received a full royal pardon. This fourth Lord Ruthven, whose first name was William, was created the first Earl of Gowrie by King James in 1581. The king was then still legally an infant, and his regents actually created the title.


  The following year the newly created earl repaid the favor in a rather peculiar fashion. He and some associates captured the young king and held him a prisoner for almost a year at Ruthven Castle. The reasons were political. Gowrie and his associates disapproved of the government of the Earl of Arran and the Duke of Lennox, who were then running Scotland. They took power away from those two nobles and into their own hands, with the young king, of course, unable to do much about it. They forced the king to listen to their complaints and to sign a declaration denouncing the former government. When the young man remonstrated against this enforced order, the master of Glamis, who was among those detaining the young king, is reported to have said, “Better bairns greet than bearded men,” meaning, Young man, you had better talk to children than to grownups. Allegedly, King James never forgot these words.


  This “Raid of Ruthven” was an important event in Scottish history, that is, important to those who specialize in sixteenth-century Scottish history and do research into this turbulent era.


  Eventually, it appears, when King James found his freedom, he returned under the sway of the Earl of Arran, so the detention at Ruthven really didn’t change anything, except, perhaps, the King’s feelings toward the man he had just created the first Earl of Gowrie.


  At first he showed a forgiving spirit to those who had been connected with the raid, for he issued a proclamation offering them all a full pardon. But two years later the Earl of Gowrie was ordered to leave the country. Having retired only to Dundee, he was arrested by one William Stewart, taken by ship to Leith, and thence to the royal palace of Holyrood. There he stood trial on the accusation of being implicated in a plot to seize Stirling Castle, was found guilty, and was beheaded at Stirling on May 4, 1585, his property being forfeited to the crown.


  A year later, the estates and honors of the first earl were restored to his son James, who died, however, shortly after. He was succeeded in 1588 by his brother John, the third and last Earl of Gowrie. All the Gowries, incidentally, had the reputation in their time of being adepts of necromancy and witchcraft.


  Evidently, King James’s revenge did not stop there. The last Earl of Gowrie and his brother, Alexander Ruthven, were killed upon his orders in their Perth town house in August of 1600. The reason given at the time was “an alleged attempt on the life of the King,” which was apparently without foundation. No details are known of this so-called “Gowrie conspiracy,” but contemporary reports speak of some papers taken from the belt of the dead Earl that contained magic spells no one but an adept in the black arts could properly read. The dead bodies of the two brothers were then carried to Edinburgh, where indictments for high treason were read publicly.


  Not satisfied with having executed the two Ruthven brothers, the King ordered their bodies to be publicly hanged, drawn, and quartered, and the remnants to be distributed to various parts of Scotland, thus insuring, according to the belief of the times, that their souls could not rest in peace.


  The early seventeenth century was a hard and rough period in history. People were not gentle to each other, and political tempers rose high at times. Religious differences had not been settled, and Scotland was torn by the Protestant and Catholic factions. The King’s continuing vengefulness must be understood against this violent background. The Parliament of 1600 abolished the name of Ruthven, ordering that the castle change its name to Huntingtower and remain a property of the Crown of Scotland. Finally, in 1643, the castle passed into the hands of William Murray, and was generally known from that time onward only as Huntingtower Castle.


  It required the knowledge and skill of a Scottish historical specialist to recall the earlier designation as Ruthven Castle and the connection between the names Ruthven and Gowrie, and yet a young lady who had never left her native Illinois was able to speak of Ruthven and Gowrie and the year 1600 and the two towers, all in one and the same breath. She was even able to speak of Glamis and Angus, not realizing the connection between the Master of Glamis, which is in Angus County, and the Gowrie family. How could she know that Perth, which was mentioned in her very first letter to me, was the place where the Earl of Gowrie was slain?


  But Pamela Wollenberg had also written, “I leaped.” Again, the official Huntingtower Castle booklet was able to give me some clues as to the meaning of this cryptic remark:


  A daughter of the first Earl of Gowrie was courted by a young gentleman of inferior rank, whose intentions were not countenanced by the family. When a visitor at the castle, he was always lodged in a separate tower from the young lady. One night, however, before the doors were shut, she conveyed herself into her lover’s apartment, but some prying duenna acquainted the Countess with it, who, cutting off, as she thought, all possibility of retreat, hastened to surprise them. The young lady’s ears were quick. She heard the footsteps of the old Countess, ran to the top of the leads, and took the desperate leap of nine feet four inches, over a chasm of sixty feet, and luckily landing on the battlements of the other tower, crept into her own bed, where her astonished mother found her, and, of course, apologized for her unjust suspicion. The fair daughter did not choose to repeat the leap, but the next night eloped and was married. This extraordinary exploit has given the name of “the maiden’s leap” to the space between the two towers, which were originally separate.


  After I had read the contents of the official booklet, there was a moment of silence when we all realized the importance of the information contained therein.


  What remained to be found was further corroboration of the material—perhaps some knowledge concerning the further events of the Gowrie conspiracy itself, and the girl’s name. All this had to be investigated further, but at least I knew then that Pamela Wollenberg either had authentic experiences reaching out into an earlier time or there had to be a logical explanation for her knowledge. I decided not to tell Miss Wollenberg anything whatsoever about my research, and to arrange for an early meeting with her so that we could begin hypnotic regression. At this point I knew nothing whatsoever about Miss Wollenberg, nor even her age or status, and I could only hope that there would be no reason why she could not submit to the experiment I intended to undertake.


  Also present at the delightful dinner at Muchalls were Mr. and Mrs. Alastair Knight. Mrs. Knight, whose first name is Alanna, is highly psychic. She is a writer of historical novels, and offered to help me with the research this unusual case would require. In addition, Elizabeth Byrd enlisted the voluntary aid of historian Carson Ritchie, but Mr. Ritchie made it plain to her that finding girls’ names is a difficult matter. In those days, girls’ births were not registered unless they were royal.


  Fortified by such a formidable team of helpers, I was confident I could crack the mystery of Pamela Wollenberg’s strange visions. The Knights decided to go to Gowrie Castle at the first opportunity. Alastair Knight bought a map of the area and looked at it to familiarize himself with the roads he was to take. His eyes fell upon a strip of land marked Ruthven Field Meadow. When he mentioned this casually to Elizabeth Byrd, she became very excited. “Why, Hans’ song is about a maid in the meadow,” she explained. Mr. Knight, a practical man and a scientist, smiled.


  Two phrases in Pamela’s original vision had not yet been fully explained or placed. There was, first of all, the expression “burn night.” Elizabeth Byrd thought that it might refer to Robert Burns, for there is indeed a Burns Night celebration in Scotland. I was also tempted by an explanation of this kind, for in 1790 a certain Captain Francis Grose, a friend of Robert Burns, visited Gowrie Castle and recorded in a drawing a portion of the building that no longer exists. But the date seemed completely out of place to me. I suspect that what Pamela Wollenberg tried to convey was not Burn Night, but Balms Night, the night when the young King James was told to address his remarks to children of his own age—the night he formulated his long-range plans for revenge on the Ruthven family. But this is merely an assumption on my part.


  Far more interesting is the word “Handsel.” The term seemed completely unfamiliar to me. Where was I to find an explanation for this strange word? At first I thought Pamela tried to say “Hansel,” which is a child’s nickname for my first name, Hans, but even my considerable ego rejected this solution although I still had a vague feeling that “The Maid of the Meadow” had something personal to do with me as well.


  Through Elizabeth Byrd, I had met authoress Margaret Widdemer some years before. Elizabeth asked for permission to consult Miss Widdemer, who is widely read and who has a fine research library. “From my Chambers’ Scottish Dictionary,” Miss Widdemer wrote, “I can give you an explanation for ‘Handsel’: an inaugural gift, a present, on Handsel Monday, a coin put in the pocket of a new coat or the like. Handsel means to inaugurate, to make a beginning, a gift.” I was, of course, elated at this news that there was such a word as handsel. Miss Widdemer had an opinion of her own. “My first reaction to the word was earnest money, or something given as a sealing of a bargain, money or not. Possibly the red-haired girl you speak of was Handselled to the man she leaped to.” So there was such a word after all.


  More and more pieces of the jigsaw puzzle began to fall into place now, even though I had not yet met Miss Pamela Wollenberg in person. While my wife and I were still traveling through the Austrian Alps, Mr. and Mrs. Knight prepared for a visit to Gowrie Castle on my behalf. This came about in a most unusual way. On August 6, they found themselves on a routine trip connected with Mr. Knight’s work as a geologist. They were looking for Scone Palace, and having a hard time finding it, so they decided to go instead to visit a relative in Dundee. They decided to take a short out but suddenly found themselves completely lost, and after a bewildering number of side roads, halted at a signpost reading HUNTINGTOWER CASTLE-TWO MILES. It was only much later that they realized that they had arrived at what had once been Gowrie Castle, on the anniversary of the execution of the last two Gowrie Lords.


  Now, Alanna Knight does not take her psychic abilities too seriously, although I have seen her at work using her sixth sense to good advantage. She is apparently able to pierce the veil of time and to relive events in the distant past. As soon as they arrived at the castle, she experienced a strange sense of familiarity. The moment she set foot into Huntingtower Castle she was sure she had been in it before, except that she knew it furnished. Her husband assured her that they had never been there. Suddenly Mrs. Knight knew her way inside.


  “This was a bedroom. The bed was over there,” she said, and pointed. As she went from room to room she found herself singing under her breath. Her son, Christopher, asked, “What is it that you are singing?” She couldn’t tell him, but it was the same tune that had been running through her mind ever since I had mentioned I had written a song entitled “The Maid in the Meadow.” Mrs. Knight has never heard my song nor has she seen any sheet music of it. All she knew was that I had written such a song and that there was some connection with Scotland, but when they came across the custodian of the castle, she immediately asked her about Ruthven Field Meadow, as it is marked on the map. Following the custodian’s directions, they meandered along some pretty lanes, which again seemed rather too familiar to her. Her feelings of déjà vu were rather vague, and yet, at the same time, they were definite.


  When they started to leave the area and her husband wondered how they would get out of there, having been lost once that afternoon, she immediately replied, “About twenty yards further on there is an old stone bridge on the right, which leads to the main road eventually,” and there was. As they drove away, she could not help but go over the events of the last hour in her mind.


  Once inside the castle she had immediately gone up to the battlements, practically on hands and knees, as the steps were very steep. There she had perched on the edge of the battlements, about sixty feet above ground. Today the two original towers, which were separate at one time, are connected by a somewhat lower central portion. In the early seventeenth century, however, there was a chasm between the two portions of the castle measuring over nine feet. Anyone wishing to leap from the right-hand tower onto the lower, left-hand tower, would still have to cover a distance of nine feet, but since the left-hand portion was one story below the right-hand portion, the leap would have been downward. Also, there is a ledge along both battlements, and as the buttresses protrude and overlap, it reduces the distance by a couple of feet. Thus it is not entirely impossible to make such a leap safely and without falling off the roof, but it is somewhat of a feat, just the same. Eventually, Alanna Knight had left the battlement and returned to the inside of the castle.


  In what she considers a bedroom, she had had a very strong impression of a girl with reddish-gold hair, pale rather than dark, with freckles. She was what, in modem parlance, would be called a tomboy, Alanna reports—mischievous rather than passionately amorous. “The sort of girl who would do anything for a dare,” Alanna felt, “and who would enjoy leading a man on, feeling rather superior to the poor creature. I think she was merry, laughed a lot, was strongly disapproved of by her family. I feel that the sixteenth century wasn’t her time; she was misplacement, and would have been happier living now, who even then yearned for some equality with men, and watched them go out to fight with envy in her soul. I think also that her name is Margaret or Isabelle or both, but these names are particularly Scottish, so there is really nothing exciting about this feeling. I only hope that one day you’ll know the answer.”


  I asked Alanna Knight about the song that kept going through her mind and that she felt had something to do with my ballad “The Maid of the Meadow.” Since she is not a musician, she asked a friend, Ann Brand, to transcribe it for her. I looked at the musical composition with interest. There are four bars, and they resemble greatly four bars from my ballad, written in 1953, and certainly unknown to Alanna Knight or her friend. To be sure, it wasn’t the entire song; it was merely a portion of it, but the similarity was striking.


  Alanna had one other bit of news to add: Dr. Ritchie had found some reference to one of the Ruthven girls. In Robertson’s History of Scotland, published in 1759, he had found a reference to the sister of the Earl of Gowrie by the name of “Mistress Beatrix.” Of course, there might have been more than one sister, but the name is on record. In the meantime, Elizabeth Byrd had promised further inquiries in Edinburgh.


  While all this feverish activity on my behalf was going on across the ocean I went to Chicago to finally meet Pamela Wollenberg in person. She had agreed to come to the Knickerbocker Hotel, where I was then staying, and to submit to hypnotic regression. I had told her that I had found some interesting evidence relating to her dream vision, but declined to say any more.


  On October 17, 1969, Pamela Wollenberg came to my suite at the Knickerbocker Hotel. When she entered, I was somewhat surprised, for she didn’t look at all like the person I had somehow imagined her to be. Instead of a fey, somewhat romantic individual of indeterminate age, I found her to be a young girl of twenty or twenty-one, lively and practical, and not at all interested in the occult. I explained that I would interview her first and then attempt to put her into hypnotic regression. Since she was agreeable, we proceeded immediately.


  In the following pages I am presenting the exact transcript of our interview and of what happened when Pamela Wollenberg became another person.


  “Pamela,” I began the conversation, “where were you born?”


  “Chicago Heights.”


  “What does your father do?”


  “My father is deceased. He worked in a factory which built locomotives, and my mother works in a hospital as a dietary worker.”


  “What is your background?”


  “My father’s family is from Germany, the Black Forest, and my mother’s side of the family is English.”


  “Was she born here?”


  “Yes.”


  “Is there anybody of Scottish ancestry among your family?”


  “Not that I know of.”


  “Do you have any brothers and sisters?”


  “I have half-sisters and a half-brother.”


  “What is your family’s religion?”


  “Well, my father’s side of the family is Lutheran, and my mother’s family is Baptist.”


  “And you, yourself?”


  “I consider myself a Mormon.”


  “You’re twenty-one. Do you work?”


  “I was doing work in a hospital. I was going to nursing school, and now I’m just taking care of a woman part time. She’s ill, and once I get the money I want to go back into nursing.”


  “What is your schooling like? What did you do? You went to public school?”


  “I went to school in Glenwood, right outside of Chicago Heights, and the rest of my schooling was all in Harvey, where I live now.”


  “Did you ever have any flashes, or visions, or feelings of having been in places that you hadn’t really visited?”


  “I’ve seen people that I’d swear that I’d seen somewhere before, and no possibility of it.”


  “Have you ever been to Europe?”


  “No.”


  “Have you ever had any desire to go to Europe?”


  “Oh yes, I’d love to go to Europe. I want to see castles.”


  “When did you first notice this desire?”


  “Oh, I’d say maybe three years ago, when I was eighteen.”


  “Do you know the first time you had this sudden desire to see castles?”


  “I had a castle, all in my mind, a big, white castle with towers.”


  “How many towers?”


  “Two or three, I think, and it was like up on a stone, a mountain or something.”


  “What kind of books do you read?”


  “Well, I read a lot of mysteries.”


  “Do you read any history?”


  “No, history doesn’t really interest me too much. I read about Waterloo one time, but that’s about the first one I read.”


  “What kind of music do you like?’


  “Classical music and folk songs. I don’t mean folk songs like you hear now. I mean of the European countries, the British Isles.”


  “Do you ever have a particular song running through your mind?”


  “I hear bagpipes sometimes.”


  “When do you hear these bagpipes?”


  “Usually at night, when I’m getting ready to go to sleep.”


  “How long has that been going on?”


  “I would say off and on now for maybe a year and a half, two years.”


  “Have you ever had a feeling of strangeness in your present surroundings?”


  “Yes, I’d say so. I don’t think I’ve ever belonged around here.”


  “Can you be more specific as to when this feeling started?”


  “I would say I’ve noticed it for the last couple of years, two or three years, possibly, but I don’t really feel like I know anybody here. It seems I know people that are in other places of the world, and I don’t.”


  “What places would you say they are at?”


  “Well, I think I’m really drawn more to the British Isles than I am to Europe. There’s just something about the British Isles that fascinates me.”


  “Have you ever had a feeling, perhaps when you were very tired, of looking in the mirror or walking, seeing yourself different from what you look like now, see any change in yourself, personality, character, or in face?”


  “Yes, I know one time I can remember very, very clearly, because it startled me. The girl that I talked about in the dream I had, with the red hair—I looked in the mirror one day—I don’t know if I pictured myself as her, or if I saw her there, but it set me back.”


  “How long ago was that?”


  “Oh, I’d say maybe nine months ago.”


  “Is that the only time you had this feeling?”


  “I have had the feeling that I’m somebody besides who I am.”


  “How long have you had this feeling?”


  “I’d have to go back two or three years.”


  “Anything, do you think, that started it off?”


  “No, not that I can think of.”


  “Now, let us talk about the dreams.”


  “The dream happened the first time about two years ago. I’ve had it quite a few times since then. I’ve seen a girl with red hair. She has a long, white gown on, and it has gold braiding on it, and she’s kind of walking like she’s dazed. When I have this dream I also see two towers there, and I hear her say, `Handsel to me,’ and then I hear her mention `Glamis, Angus,’ and she’ll say, Ruthven, Gowrie,’ and one time she said, ‘I leaped.’ Sometimes she seems very peaceful and sometimes she seems very angry.”


  “How old a girl would you say?”


  “I’d say somewhere around twenty.”


  “Is she short or tall?”


  “I would say short, somewhat petite.”


  “Pretty, ugly, anything special about her?”


  “No, nothing really. She has beautiful red hair. That’s the thing.”


  “Short or long?”


  “Long hair, very thick.”


  “Does the dream vary at all, or is it exactly the same each time?”


  “I will say it is basically exactly the same every time, except there’s times when she’ll seem angry.”


  “How many times have you had the dream all together?”


  “I’d say five or six times.”


  “When was the last time?”


  “The last time, let’s see, July I think.”


  “Of this year?”


  “Yes.”


  “Was she angry then?”


  “Very angry.”


  “Do these dreams last all night, or are they short dreams?”


  “Very short. I mean, I’ll just see her and she’ll say what she has to say, and then she’s gone.”


  “How is it that you remember this particular dream so vividly? Do you remember all your dreams as well?”


  “Her I do, because I’m not really sure if you can classify it as a dream. I don’t really think I’m asleep.”


  “Does it happen early in the night, middle of the night, or late at night?”


  “I would say after eleven-thirty and before two to two-thirty.”


  “Outside of those dreams, did you have any feeling of a presence around you in any way? While awake, I mean?”


  “I don’t know if I can say specifically her or not, but I have had the feeling at times that someone’s around me. I mean, when I’m home by myself.”


  “When you contacted me, do you think that someone made you do it?”


  “I felt I just had to write you, for no reason.”


  “Did it make any sense to you, personally?”


  “The only thing I ever really thought about was the ‘Handsel to me.’ I thought the ‘to me’ must mean something. Maybe ‘Handsel’ means come to me, but I wouldn’t know why she’d want me coming to her.”


  “Have you any particular tastes in clothes, accessories, music, habits, phrases, anything you find is alien to your own personality, especially since you were eighteen, let us say?”


  “I love to cook anything which is from the English Isles. I have three English cookbooks. As for clothes, the old-style dress really appeals to me.”


  “Do you have any boy friends who are of English or Scottish background? I don’t mean American English, but I mean true native.”


  “No, none whatsoever.”


  “Have you ever done any reading about Britain to any extent—history, background, geography?”


  “I read one time about the Tower of London, and I’ve read about the royal family, but really nothing else.”


  “What is your own view of the meaning of these phenomena that have occurred in your life? What do you suppose it means?”


  “I don’t really know, unless someone’s trying to tell me something. I feel that I know her. I don’t know how I know her, or why I know her, but I feel I know her.”


  “When the first dream occurred, the very first time, was it out of the blue? There was nothing that would indicate any reason for it?”


  “The first time, I really didn’t pay much attention to it. I noticed it, and I knew it was there, but I thought, ‘Well, one of these wild things,’ but then it kept coming back, and every time it would come back I’d feel closer to her.”


  “Are you ready to be hypnotically regressed now?”


  “Yes, I am.”


  A few moments later, Pamela was in deep hypnosis, fully relaxed and obeying my commands. “You are going to go back a hundred years, two hundred years, three hundred years. Go back until you see the redheaded girl.”


  After a moment, she spoke. “Ruthven …,” she said quietly.


  “Do you live there?” I began my questioning.


  “I live there.”


  “Who is your father?”


  “He’s not there.”


  “Is there anyone else there?”


  “My mother.”


  “What is her name? What is your mother’s name?”


  “I don’t know. We can’t talk about it.”


  “Why not?”


  “Because they’re conspiring against us and we’re not supposed to talk about them.”


  “What year are we in?”


  “Sixteen hundred.”


  “Sixteen hundred what?”


  “Just sixteen hundred.”


  “What country do you live in?”


  “In Scotland.”


  “Why are you worried?”


  “We’re going to have to leave.”


  “Why do you have to leave?”


  “They’ll kill us if we don’t leave.”


  “Who will kill you?”


  “I don’t know. Father just said, `the men.’”


  “What are you going to do?”


  “I don’t know. Mother’s packing.”


  “Where are you going to go?”


  “To Glamis.”


  “Why there?”


  “The royal family is there.”


  “Will they help you?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Describe your home.”


  “Stones.”


  “What is it called?”


  “Breasten.”


  “What does the building look like?”


  “Two towers, garden.”


  “Have you been up in the towers?”


  “I used to play up there.”


  “How did you play?”


  “I had little china cups.”


  “How
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