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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 homegrown tomato instead of a drink, the two hit it 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 an 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 whirlwind 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 Nimoy (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 parapsychological 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 openness welcoming in all types of stories.


  Her Parisian grandmother, Rosine Claire, married The Count of Russia who 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.


  In memory of the great Bohemian historian and writer, Dr. Franz Spunda, who left this earth much too soon
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  Rudolf von Habsburg’s Birth Chart


  Foreword


  Ever since I was fifteen years old, I have had a fascination for the mysteries surrounding the reign of Rudolf von Habsburg, sixteenth-century ruler of the Holy Roman Empire.


  My parents had permitted me to visit relatives at Prague, a city I had long wanted to see. My father put me on the train in Vienna, where we lived, and a cousin was waiting for me on the other end, in Prague’s timeworn Wilson Station.


  At the end of the first day, I had spent as much time as I wanted with my cousins, and on the second day I started my tour of the city. I fell in love with Prague; the ancient streets; the old section of the city, called the Malastrana; the Moldau River; the castle; Strahov Monastery; and the many churches. I went down into the ancient Jewish ghetto and looked in awe at the fourteenth-century synagogue. Wasn’t it here that the legendary Golem, the artificial man created by a medieval high rabbi, was said to live on through the centuries?


  Toward the end of my visit, I went to the Belvedere, a stylish Renaissance house, almost a small palace, built by the Holy Roman Emperor Ferdinand for his wife, Empress Anna. The Belvedere was then a museum, so I had a chance to ask the guards about its history. After the death of Empress Anna, it passed into the hands of her grandson, Rudolf, who apparently spent much time in it, even though his official apartments were up in the castle within sight of the Belvedere. The guard had no explanation for Rudolf’s use of the Belvedere, merely that he was a strange man. As I walked through the long corridors of the Belvedere, it seemed to me that someone else was walking with me, but when I turned around no one was there.


  One of the men who influenced me greatly during my formative years was Dr. Franz Spunda, a teacher of literature and a well-known novelist. Occultism, mysticism, Rosicrucianism, and the tragic events of the sixteenth century in Central Europe were very much at the center of Dr. Spunda’s interest at the time he was my teacher. When I returned to Vienna, I didn’t mention Rudolf’s Belvedere apartments to Dr. Spunda. We talked only about whether the Golem was just a legend. It wasn’t until the middle 1960s, when we met again in Vienna, that I mentioned Emperor Rudolf. Somehow the conversation drifted to Prague and my continuing interest in the mystique of the old city. I mentioned that I had written a short novel about Emperor Rudolf and the alchemists of Prague when I was just sixteen years old, probably under the impression of my first visit to the city. Since then, the mysterious figure of Rudolf and the circle of which he was the undoubted head had remained very much on my mind, and I wondered whether a book could not be written about them.


  “If you really want to do a book about Rudolf, you should try to find the Daliborka papers,” Dr. Spunda remarked. The Daliborka is one of the two towers dominating Prague castle, the Hradshin, and probably the oldest part of it. It was a prison from very ancient times and had a terrible reputation. Tourist guides always make it a point to tell visitors how many people had been left to die of starvation in the Daliborka. But what were those papers he was referring to?


  “I’ve always heard there were some papers buried in the Daliborka, somewhere in the walls,” Spunda said. “They are supposed to be the missing memoirs of Father Damiano.” Who was Father Damiano? My old teacher enjoyed my surprise.


  “You won’t find this in most history books, but Rudolf had a secret friend or confidant whose name was Father Damiano. All we know about him is that he came from Venice, that he was approximately Rudolf’s own age, and that he died miserably as a ketzer.” A ketzer is a heretic, a person who fails to conform to the prevailing Roman Catholic doctrine. “For a while, he was in prison in the Daliborka,” Dr. Spunda continued, “and he’s supposed to have written a diary which he hid in the wall of the tower.”


  I had never heard of Father Damiano, and Spunda’s account fascinated me. “No one knows what happened to the memoir,” Spunda went on. “Certainly, it is no longer in the wall of the Daliborka. My guess is that it is lost somewhere in one of the large libraries in Prague, but one can’t be sure. Of course, you can try to look for it if you wish.”


  Unfortunately, Franz Spunda passed away shortly after our last meeting, before I could question him further on the subject of Rudolf and his time. By now the idea of exploring the mysterious world of Emperor Rudolf and his alchemists had become an obsession with me.


  In 1969, I received an invitation from the Czechoslovak government to visit Prague, so I could research my book on the spot. With the help of two efficient government officials, George Ilosnedl of the Government Press Office, and George Kaspar of the television network, my wife and I were able to visit every cranny of old Prague. In the library of the Strahov Monastery I searched through every official document, but found no mention of Father Damiano.


  Later that summer I was in Vienna and had the opportunity of visiting the Austrian National Library archives. Making my way through the private papers of Emperor Rudolf, I managed to come across two short references to the Jesuit. The first was a statement of account, according to which Father Damiano had been paid the sum of 150 florins for his services at a given time. This wasn’t of much use to me, but the second mention was much more exciting. It gave me the location of Father Damiano’s grave.


  I went to the site of the grave the next day. This wasn’t too difficult since the remains of the priest had apparently been transferred back to his Austrian mother church and been buried in its cemetery. When I saw the simple tombstone under which the remains of Father Damiano had been put to rest, it occurred to me at once that there was ample room in it to hide documents, if someone wanted to. With some difficulty I got rid of the custodian who had led me to the grave. A quick search by hand convinced me that the upper right portion of the tombstone seemed different from the rest of the stone. I pressed against it and it came loose. I put my hand into the hollow, and my fingers touched something that felt like wet leaves. When I withdrew my hand from the hole, I held a bundle of yellowed parchments, carefully rolled up and covered with some sort of cloth which, however, had long ago disintegrated. Since I heard the footsteps of the custodian returning to me, I quickly replaced the loose part of the tombstone, stuffed the roll of parchment into my pocket, and departed the cemetery.


  My joy was considerably lessened when I took a good look at my find. Little of the writing on the parchment was legible. It was clear to me that I could not proceed without the help of an expert restorer. This took considerable time and money, but eventually I was able to read a large portion of the writing on the sixteen pages.


  Sixteen pages may not sound like very much, but the writing was extremely small, and Father Damiano had managed to say a great deal in those pages. My transcript of his memoir is more complete at the beginning, and less so toward the end where disintegration had already taken place.


  Of course, my account of the amazing and mysterious alchemist whom history knows only as Emperor Rudolf is by no means based solely on those pages. My research into documentary sources of the time, into other books dealing with the man and his works, and finally, the knowledge and views of antiquarians and experts in Central European history have all been considered. I have absorbed all this information, digested it, and put down here the story of The Alchemist as I felt it should be told.


  Perhaps this work will contribute to a better perspective of Rudolf s place in world history, and if nothing else, will make the reader ponder the amazing parallels existing between the powerful forces at odds in Rudolf’s time, and in our own.


  Chapter One


  The sound of a distant drum broke the silence of the night, but it didn’t wake Father Damiano from his sleep. On other nights, the drum might have intruded on his dreams, perhaps even awakened him, but not on this night.


  Within a matter of hours, soldiers would come for him and take him down into the heart of the old city of Prague. There a pyre was awaiting him. Father Damiano wasn’t afraid of fiery death, nor of death as such. All his life he had been preparing for it, all his life he had been preparing others for it.


  The year was 1616. The day, Saint Valentine’s Day, a time to celebrate love. But in the damp, cold recesses of the Daliborka Prison outside the castle of Prague, there was little love. There was little of anything. A torn and filthy straw mattress was the father’s bed, a copper bowl his only eating receptacle. For three months Father Damiano had lain in this prison, for three months deprived not only of his freedom, but almost entirely of light and air. At the lowest level of the fortified tower where his prison was, one could barely make out a small window high up in the wall of the tower, the major source of light for Father Damiano. From that and from tiny beams of light that came through cracks in the wall, Father Damiano was able to see just enough to accomplish the task at hand.


  That task was to put on parchment everything that had given meaning to his life, and to do it before his death. Whether he managed to bring the parchment and quills and ink with him, or whether the jailers brought them to him, we do not know. His jailers surely were not too concerned with such matters. They knew he could not break out of his prison, and they knew that his days were numbered. Nobody whom the Holy Office had condemned as an unrepenting heretic ever saw the light of freedom again. He was not unwilling to let go of life, for the man who had been his closest friend and who alone had given meaning to his existence on earth had been dead for nearly four years.


  The sound of drums outside was coming nearer, and Father Damiano made haste. He had done all the writing he had to do, the memoir was complete. In a short time the sun would rise and his life would fall. Quickly he found the hiding place in a wall of Daliborka Prison he had long prepared for this moment. Sixteen sheets of parchment tightly rolled together and covered with the remnants of his straw mat were all he wanted to leave behind. But in those sixteen pages he had told a story no one else could have told. Quickly, Father Damiano pushed the roll into the opening and closed it again with the stone he had managed to pry loose from the wall during the weeks of imprisonment, not a moment too soon, for the approaching steps of men wearing heavy boots resounded on the winding stairs leading down to the lowest level of the prison.


  Father Damiano rose, hard put to stand upright as a result of three months of imprisonment and deprivation. But he wanted to face his accusers with dignity. A moment later four armed soldiers, carrying torches, had entered the chamber. With them was an officer dressed in the colorful uniform and headgear of the seventeenth century. The officer took a scroll from his belt, nodded briefly in the direction of the priest, and then recited its content in a monotonous and disinterested tone of voice that contrasted sharply with the emotional implications of the moment.


  “Father Damiano, by virtue of a decree of the Holy Office, given on the fifth day of February in the year of Our Lord 1616, you have been condemned as a heretic and betrayer of your oath of office, and therefore shall suffer death through the purifying fire. Do you wish to make confession?”


  Father Damiano shook his head. His confessions lay hidden inside the Daliborka wall.


  Half an hour later, just as the sun cast her weak rays of this cold February morning over the roofs of the old city, Father Damiano was tied to the stake and the pyre set afire. There were very few onlookers around now, partly due to the early hour and partly due to the grimness of the occasion. No one rejoiced any longer at the burning of a heretic. The few of the curious who came to watch, or who had perhaps been in the streets all night, would shake their heads and mumble, “When Rudolf was King, no one was burned.” But Mathias was King and Emperor now, and the hatred between Catholics and Protestants had become as searing as the flames which rapidly consumed Father Damiano’s earthly body.


  When it was all over, a young man stepped from the small group of people who had been watching the burning in silence. He wore clerical garb and was readily admitted to the still-smoking pyre. “I’ve come to bury his ashes,” the young man said in a quiet tone of voice. Father Damiano’s remains left Prague that same day, to find a final resting place in an Austrian cemetery. Despite his excommunication, despite his death as a heretic, his friends at the school had found it possible to have his remains buried in sacred ground.


  Two years later, the very cause which had been Father Damiano’s downfall became a political issue between groups of nations. The Thirty Years’ War submerged individual burnings in a much larger conflagration which reduced half of Europe to ashes and decimated her population.


  But the young Jesuit brought something else with him to Austria besides Father Damiano’s remains. On the pretext of wanting to collect whatever belongings the priest might have left behind in prison, he visited the infamous Daliborka. He produced a letter from his superior asking that he be permitted to take back whatever personal property Father Damiano might have left behind. The commandant of the prison didn’t care. Father Damiano was dead.


  The young Jesuit priest descended the winding stairs, by himself and unafraid, to Father Damiano’s last abode on earth. He took no longer than a moment to find the stone in the wall that covered the precious documents, which Father Damiano had written to him about early during his imprisonment. That letter had been smuggled to the outside at the cost of Father Damiano’s jeweled crucifix, but the priest felt no longer any need for it, and the guard who took it as his pay for forwarding the letter thought it might protect him in battle. Carrying Father Damiano’s sandals and a Bible in his hands, the young man left the Daliborka Prison again and returned to Vienna. The instructions had been explicit enough. The memoir was not to fall into hostile hands, and if necessary, it was to be buried with the father’s remains. And so it was.


  “True account of the wondrous deeds of my lord and imperial master, Rudolf II, by the grace of God, Holy Roman Emperor, Emperor of Germany, Archduke of Austria, King of Bohemia, Hungary, etc. Princely Count of the Tyrol, etc. Written in the year of Our Lord 1616, so that the world may know. The forces of evil have caused the downfall of my beloved friend and imperial master, the forces of evil shall prevail when I am no more.”


  The man of whom Damiano wrote these ominous words, Emperor Rudolf II, was born on July 18, 1552, the third child of Emperor Maximilian II and his wife, the Empress Maria.


  From the very outset the little boy seemed delicate and different. His body was a little more fragile than that of other boys his age, and his sensitivity to light, noise, and discord revealed itself at an early age. The discord was particularly disturbing, since Rudolf grew up under the direct influence of parents with diametrically opposing views on practically everything. There was continual strife around him, so much so that eventually the boy drew back into his inner world to escape the sound and the fury. With a deeper understanding of nature and a pronounced interest in science came the belief that there were things “between heaven and earth” that weren’t taught him either by his private tutors, or by his father, even though the boy was extremely close to him.


  Rudolf’s first teacher was Anger Ghislain de Busbeck, a man of great learning who had once been ambassador to Constantinople. Rudolf would often hear people say of his teacher that he was responsible for bringing about peace with the Turks, and he began to understand that peace with the Turks was not only difficult but most desirable to attain. Both Rudolf’s father and Busbeck shared a great interest in botany and the animal kingdom. Maximilian brought many foreign animals to Vienna, and at the very moment when Rudolf was born, the archduke established a zoo not far from the Imperial castle. Here little Rudolf saw lions, tigers, wolves, and bears, animals alien to Austria. Busbeck’s influence made Rudolf a horticulturist. Planting, and seeing his efforts bloom into full growth, was one of the pleasures Rudolf enjoyed.


  In August of 1561 King Philip II invited Maximilian’s two eldest sons, Rudolf and Ernest, to come to Spain and spend several years at his court. This had not been merely an uncle’s concern for his nephews but a carefully thought-out plan by which the boys would be “regained” for the Mother Church. There was no hope, Philip felt, of changing Maximilian’s liberal attitudes, but there was hope of reeducating the two young princes and thus regaining territory lost to the Reformation when they, in turn, would come to rule. This was the more important in Philip’s eyes as his own son and heir, Don Carlos, had shown unmistakable signs of madness and might turn out to be unsuitable to succeed him in Spain proper. Thus, the shoe might be on the other foot, and an Austrian Habsburg might succeed to the Spanish empire. The more reason, Philip thought, to assure himself that the most eligible Austrian Habsburg was also the most Catholic.


  Maximilian had not replied to the invitation despite immediate and constant
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