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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 1950s, 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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FOREWORD



In the sleepy little town of Amityville, Long Island, nestled amid the trees of a broad street and not too far from the ocean, stands a white-painted Dutch Colonial house so reeking with evil that passersby will shudder at the thought of ever having to cross its threshold.

In was here, some years ago on a cold, clammy November night, that a young man named Ronald DeFeo wiped out his entire family in a matter of minutes. To this day he does not remember why. It was in this house that the combined powers of a devout priest and a religious man who had moved into the house with his family could not withstand the forces of evil that eventually led to the violent death of the entire family.

It was in this house that still another average American family, the Lutzes, who had bought the house in good faith, were forced to flee after only twenty-eight days of occupancy, abandoning the lovely home that might have meant so much to them. Their experiences and tales of terror-filled nights have become an American classic.

But none of these once happy, carefree people knew of the ancient Amityville Curse, uttered centuries ago by a vengeful Indian chief whose sacred land this once was: any white man daring to dwell here would be cursed and find a terrible end to his life! Whether they did not know the legend or simply ignored it, as most modern men are bound to do, is a moot question. The curse had been levied, and the curse took its toll.


ONE



“So this is the house!” Debbie Schwartz exclaimed, as the car came to a sudden halt in front of the Dutch Colonial house on Ocean Avenue.

“Yes, this is the house, as if you didn’t know,” her husband replied, making it obvious that he thought his wife’s remark not only superfluous but downright silly. But then Marvin Schwartz was by profession a psychologist, and everything had significance to him, even an innocent remark by his lovely wife Deborah. They climbed out of the car, an oversize Buick several years old, and took a good look at “the house.” The car actually was Frank White’s, and they were a bit cramped in it, but considering the gasoline shortage, they had seen no need to take more than one car between the six of them. Here they were, on a Sunday morning at eleven, ready to have a look at what must surely be the most-talked-about house in this part of Long Island. The whole idea had seemed preposterous at first, but the wives had insisted that it was a good idea to look at any house available in this day and age, especially at such an advantageous price. “After all,” Abigail White, Frank’s wife, had argued with her keen New England sense, “a bargain is a bargain, no matter how notorious the house is. When you’re living in the eighties, economics dictate pretty much what sort of house you can buy or live in, and things aren’t getting any easier. Sure, the gasoline shortage is always phony, and somehow enough gas can be found when it’s needed, at a higher price of course, but then you never know: when are they going to cut it off? When is the next little war going to interrupt the flow of oil to the United States, and what’s going to happen between the U.S. and Russia, now that the new president has shown a more realistic face to the world than the other fellow used to do, back in the late seventies?” One never knew from one day to another what lay in store, and getting a house in a reasonably safe neighborhood at a reasonable price was the sort of thing very few people managed to bring off successfully these days. If they could, so much the better for their combined futures. For it so happened that Frank White, Marvin Schwartz and Bill Montenuovo were not only good friends from college days onward, but more than that, they and their wives formed a kind of extended family, to the point of wanting to do things together, even living together.

Frank, Marvin and Bill were all successful in their particular professions, and it seemed a natural thing for them to combine forces and means, if it helped defray overhead and at the same time provided good fellowship for themselves and their wives. There were no children as yet, so there was just the six of them.

Frank White, age twenty-nine, was a successful attorney with offices in nearby Patchogue, Long Island, of impeccable Anglo-Saxon ancestry. Lean, sandy-haired, he was calm and cool, no matter what the situation might be. His star was indeed on the rise in the courtrooms, not only of Long Island, but perhaps even on the political horizon, although Frank had thus far shown no inclination to go that route.

Marvin Schwartz, on the other hand, a psychologist with more emotions than was perhaps good for someone in his profession, also twenty-nine, also with offices in Patchogue, was the very antithesis of Frank: the product of a nice middle-class Jewish family in Manhattan, he considered himself an iconoclast in his field in that he was perhaps more of a doubter than most of his colleagues. To him, being a psychologist meant being forever suspicious of motives and examining the facts with the painstaking care of a police sergeant.

The third member of the party, Bill Montenuovo, short and dark-haired, looked far younger than his twenty-nine years. He was the son of a moderately successful restaurant owner in New Jersey who had passed away prematurely, leaving Bill very little money but a continuing hankering to be involved with similar enterprises. This was the more surprising, as Bill’s college major had been in economics, and he had been prepared to pursue a career as an economist. Since graduating from college, he had taken on a succession of jobs in business, none of which really satisfied him. Several months ago, he had quit—or had been asked to leave, it wasn’t quite clear—his latest job with a company in the business of importing Polish ham. Fate had taken a hand at that point in Bill’s life. An ad in a Long Island newspaper had caught his eye, and within a week he had persuaded his good friends Frank and Marvin to chip in and become his business partners in the purchase of a little health food restaurant in Patchogue, which Bill decided to upgrade and run as a successful center of sophisticated dining. It was called The Blue Goose, and the day Bill and his wife Lucille set foot in it, they fell in love with it and decided to make their mark in life as the owners and operators of The Blue Goose in Patchogue. They were blissfully happy in their somewhat belated career as restaurant owners. Within three months after their takeover, The Blue Goose was a howling success, and even some very conservative locals came to eat lunch or dinner there. The venture showed a profit, which pleased both Frank and Marvin immensely, they being one-third owners of the place.

Then there were the wives. Abigail, Frank’s wife, was four years his junior, a beautiful, long-haired blonde, tall and willowy, and majestic in her appearance. But Frank knew that his wife had a hidden fire in her, which belied her cool exterior at times.

Deborah Schwartz taught school not far from where they intended to buy their house, so it was doubly important that they settle on a convenient location soon. According to her husband, Debbie was given to great flights of fancy, and what she considered harmless imagination, he considered signs of repressed emotions finding their way to the surface of her consciousness. Being married to a psychologist wasn’t easy for Debbie, but she had managed to come to terms with Marvin’s peculiarities and idiosyncrasies, and especially with his oversensitivity in anything having to do with his professional life. They got along fine so long as she didn’t discuss her personal views on his profession too closely with him, and as long as he didn’t try to make her conform to what he considered the proper behavior of a rational person ought to be. Despite his unerring sense of proper procedure as a psychologist, and his good reputation, Marvin Schwartz was far from sure of himself, easily thrown off the track by anything out of the ordinary, anything that did not conform to his well-defined course of action or educational background. As a psychologist, Marvin was indeed reliable and knowledgeable, but the limits of his perception and acceptance were also defined by what he had been taught in school, and he wasn’t particularly interested in widening those horizons.

Lucille Montenuovo, called Cilly by her friends, was the youngest of the group. Only twenty-two, and married to Bill for just two years, Cilly was petite, lively, and filled with the joy of life. Originally, she had intended to follow a career as a singer, but on meeting Bill, love changed her mind and she decided that her future was bound up with his. When they bought The Blue Goose, she was as happy with it as he was, and all her energies were henceforth directed toward making the health food restaurant the most successful one of its kind, if not in the world, then at least on Long Island.

One person was missing this Sunday morning, yet he would be along whenever they decided to buy a house. Abigail’s father, a widower, was by profession a writer of whodunits. He had sold a number of books, none of which had made him rich, but had left him comfortably provided for, and though he did not consider himself particularly ambitious as a writer, he enjoyed the freedom the work gave him, and looked for nothing more in life than a calm, comfortable room to write in, and long walks in the country. When he had heard that his daughter and son-in-law were going to look for a house together with their closest friends, he had tactfully suggested that they might count him in on the party, offering some of his savings as an inducement. Carter Blaine, Abigail’s father, was pushing fifty, but looked younger and could almost be taken for her elder brother. The other two couples loved him, and had endorsed his participation in their plans enthusiastically. He wasn’t along this Sunday only because it would have meant taking a second car, and besides, Blaine did not really care what the others would decide. He would go with them no matter what.

The idea of looking for a house together had only come to them two weeks before, but it had seemed a natural thing to do, seeing that they all worked in the same area and liked each other’s company. They had looked at ten or twelve houses in those two weeks, finding them totally unsuitable to their needs for one or another reason—because they did not like the neighborhood, the neighbors, or the price. Those were three formidable reasons for not buying, and though Frank, Marvin and Bill made good money, they were not millionaires, and the cost of living had skyrocketed to the point where financial prudence was more necessary than ever. One or two of the houses they had seen the previous week might have been appealing to them, were it not for the price, but the owners would not come down any more than they would come up in their offers. So they had not found a suitable bouse, and here they were, on their third quest, looking at a house with a history like no other—the haunted house in Amityville, a house that had a long history of mishaps and tragedies, even multiple murder. Who would buy such a house? Apparently a lot of people had. Most of them did not stay on very long. To be sure, the property was attractive enough; on a treelined, quiet street in the town of Amityville, between houses of style if not beauty, this Dutch Colonial, built in 1928, was well-kept. It was three stories high, and had a nice garden and a boat dock in the back of the house, where one could keep a motorboat and look out onto Long Island Sound. All in all, a desirable property. The previous owners had been there only two years; they had moved away, the real estate people had said, without further explanation, and so the house was once again on the market. It wouldn’t remain there very long, they were assured, because desirable properties such as this do not remain unsold for very long even in this somewhat difficult economic time.

However, as the previous owners needed cash in a hurry, they had decided to lower the price far below the current market value of such a house. It really was a great opportunity for someone with cash and the ability to make a quick decision, they were told, especially someone with a large family. The house was eminently suitable for that, they were assured by the real estate man, who blandly informed them that at one time such a family had indeed lived in the house for a number of years. He neglected to add that it was that very same family which came to a tragic end one night in November of 1974, when the young son for unknown reasons shot six members of his family, and then calmly went back to bed.

Of course they knew all about the house in Amityville, as it had been the subject of television coverage, two best-selling books, and a major motion picture some years ago. The house had become a legend, although recently the legend had somewhat paled. But to anyone who grew up in the New York area, Amityville meant only one thing: the celebrated haunted house. The whole idea of haunted houses amused the three couples, of course, and Marvin Schwartz especially put absolutely no stock in such stories. As for Frank and Abigail, they weren’t particularly concerned with the truth or untruth of what had been written about such a house, although they did not quite take the same negative attitude toward psychic phenomena as Marvin did. Perhaps it was part of his professional outlook, perhaps part of his background as a realist, but to Marvin the whole idea of a haunting was absolutely unacceptable if not downright preposterous, and even the discussion of parapsychology caused him to flare up, or to change the subject. Under the circumstances, the conversation was kept light, for inevitably the matter of whether or not the house was in fact haunted had come up while they were en route to Amityville.

The realtor had given them the key to the house, but had declined to come along. “I’ve been in it so many times,” he explained casually, but Abigail had the distinct impression that that wasn’t his primary reason for not coming along: he seemed decidedly ill-at-ease at the idea of having to walk through the house with them. If anyone among the six took stock in the legend surrounding the house, it was Abigail, but even to her it did not matter. She knew that they would be equal to whatever might come their way in any house they might buy. In her heart she had always believed that life was for the living, and if and when the dead intruded into it, they would have to be dealt with, and dealt with in a way that would leave the living in peace.

After they had locked the car and looked around, they unlocked the front gate. Years ago, if anybody had arrived at this house, the neighbors would have been lining the street staring at them, but time had taken its toll. Very few people in Amityville cared to bother with the house any longer, having resigned themselves to its existence in their midst. At first they had bitterly resented the intrusion into what they considered their private lives by the television and motion picture crews, by the media and the just plain curious, and the hordes of tourists who had come to stare at the house which had harbored so much tragedy. They resented the intrusion bitterly, overlooking all the time that it was one of their own people who had committed the unspeakable crime, and that those who came out of curiosity were merely acting as human beings will act anywhere. But now all was quiet on Ocean Avenue; this Sunday morning things looked as they had long before the first crime had been committed years back, and nobody paid any attention to the three couples as they walked into the little garden in front of the house on Ocean Avenue—the same little garden where some years back, six bodies had lain prior to their being transported to the local morgue. A few steps at the side of the house led up to the entrance, and they let themselves in, Frank White opening the door and the others following him.

The house was ice cold, even though it was a reasonably warm day in late spring. All the rooms seemed larger than they actually were because there was no furniture in them. Room by room, they inspected the house, climbing the three flights to the top floor. Abigail, walking a little ahead of the others, paused in each room, sometimes closing her eyes as if she were exploring the unseen atmosphere. Debbie Schwartz, always the practical one, was taking notes of the dimensions of each room, trying to figure out where furniture should go, for they each had a lot of furniture in their respective homes at the moment, all of which would have to be fitted into this house if they were to take it. The house was in remarkably good shape, and clean. The previous owners had apparently taken everything with them, leaving absolutely no piece of furniture behind, large or small. Evidently the house had been painted not long ago, and in some of the rooms you could still smell the odor of fresh paint. Why then had these people left so suddenly? “They must have been in a hurry to get out,” Frank said to no one in particular. “I wonder why.” Frank’s searching mind never took anything for granted; perhaps because of it, he was such a good attorney, and his reputation as a painstaking investigator and a man to be reckoned with in the courtroom were not without reason. Why would people paint a house and then leave it shortly thereafter? He had to know before he could even consider living in such a house.

After taking copious notes concerning the house, the rooms and their dimensions, the six friends left and went to a local diner. Over lunch, they discussed the pros and cons of the house on Ocean Avenue. Again, Frank White mentioned the peculiarity of people leaving a house after they had just repainted every room. It didn’t seem odd to the others, but rather a fortunate circumstance. The price was incredibly low, and the appointments of the house were perfect for them: there were enough rooms to give them a sense of privacy on the three floors, and yet they could all share the big downstairs living room, thus having the best of two worlds. “I’m all for it,” Bill Montenuovo said enthusiastically, and Lucille nodded assent. “What do you think, Marvin?”

Marvin shrugged, never a man to enthuse too quickly. “I don’t know,” he finally commented. “It seems all right to me.”

“I like it,” Debbie Schwartz said, perhaps with more emphasis than necessary, as if she needed to counterbalance her husband’s lack of enthusiasm.

“It seems all right for what we want,” Frank White said cautiously, looking at Abigail. At first, she did not reply. She was staring out the window of the diner, lost in thought. “It seems all right, Abigail, doesn’t it?” Frank repeated, this time getting her attention.

“Yes, I suppose so,” she said. “I like it fine, if the rest of you do.”

“Well, shall we make an offer then?” Debbie asked, looking at them, pencil in hand. No matter what the price, Debbie felt one could get a better deal by merely pointing out some of the deficiencies in the house, if there were any. But were there any, she asked herself at the same time, falling back upon the unsavory reputation of the house. That would be their only weapon, she decided. Half an hour later they returned to the realtor, ready to talk shop.

“Why did the previous people move out so fast?” Frank White asked, before any serious negotiation could take place.

“Why?” the realtor repeated, taken by surprise. “I suppose they didn’t want to stay.” The stupidity of this reply caused Marvin Schwartz to frown, and if Debbie had not put her hand on his arm, he would have told the realtor what he thought of such a response.

“The house has just recently been painted, hasn’t it?” Frank White continued his questioning. “Why did they leave so shortly after?”

“I told you, they had to leave town in a hurry,” the realtor replied, without looking at Frank. “Are you interested in the house or not?” Obviously, he did not wish to discuss the matter the way Frank was approaching it. As a matter of fact, Frank thought, what was the point? They were either going to buy it or they weren’t.

“Very well,” he finally said. “We are interested, and perhaps we ought to talk terms.”

“Oh yes,” the realtor said, his tone becoming far more amicable immediately. “I’ve told you the price.”

“That was the asking price,” Debbie Schwartz said immediately. “What will they take?”

Twenty minutes later they had signed a binder for the house. The realtor had come down another ten percent, which was rather surprising, considering the market and the position of the house. But they were determined not to look a gift horse in the mouth, and they were unanimous in their feeling that they had made a good choice. As soon as the papers and the deeds were ready
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