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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 firsthand 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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  FOREWORD


  Dixie is not a place; it’s a state of mind. To some, it is a healthy state of mind because it divides the United States into two distinct political and cultural zones. To others the term is a very sentimental one because it signifies a romantic world nonexistent in many parts of the country yet still preserved in the conservative older sections of our South. Whatever interpretation one wishes to put on the word Dixie it is a term readily understood by everyone. There is no need to be apologetic about using it. So vast a country as the United States of America is bound to have regional differences and peculiarities. The New Englander is just as proud of his heritage and way of life as is the Californian, or any other native of the country. Dixie simply refers to the southern states. Its geographical boundaries are somewhat vague at times, because there are states not properly within the defined area of Dixie yet close to it. In this collection of cases, I have confined myself to what are generally referred to as the southern states. Oklahoma, which to many represents a western state, has been included since a large portion of that state does lie within the boundaries of the South. The term Dixie, incidentally, is derived from the Mason-Dixon Line, a somewhat arbitrary border between the northern and the southern states. This line was established at the time of the Industrial Revolution when it was becoming more and more clear that the South would develop along different lines than the industrial North. Those who lived above the Mason-Dixon Line were then considered northerners, while the territory below the line constituted the South.


  Theoretically, the War Between the States abolished the inequities between the people who lived north of the Mason-Dixon Line and those who lived south of it. But it is only now that the Bill of Rights is being put into full effect in this respect and that the wounds of the Civil War are gradually healing. However, from the time of the War Between the States to the recent congressional moves toward racial integration there has been an unspoken boundary between the northern and southern states: a border that wasn’t marked on any map but nevertheless existed as a reality. Until a few years ago, to cross the Mason-Dixon Line meant, in some respects, exactly what it had meant before the War Between the States.


  The natural character of Southerners in the United States is, of course, similar to that of southern people anywhere else in the world. They live at a slower pace than their northern brethren; appreciate a life of comfort; hold to conservative political views rather than the more radical revolutionary ones; favor an agricultural society over an industrial one; and even their speech is slower, more melodic, perhaps even more slurred than that of their more precise, somewhat nervously motivated northern neighbors. This is not a development unique to America; it exists also in Italy, Austria, Germany, and even France, where the Southerner, or meridional, is a distinctive type. Tension exists between north and south in these lands just as it exists in this country. On the other hand, the Southerners have been responsible for much of the cultural development in all of these cases simply because Southerners have more time for leisure, more time to ruminate about their past, and are perhaps more conscious of their ties to past values and traditions. It would be foolish to assume that the pronounced difference between North and South in the United States is merely due to the question of black people and their role in the economy. That may have been the main issue just before the Civil War when the problem was chiefly an economic one and the large plantations relied very heavily on slave labor. But it is not a vital issue today, and yet the differences between North and South remain pronounced.


  The slower, more tradition-bound atmosphere of the southern states tends to encourage a preoccupation with the occult. The personal attitude of many Southerners toward the unseen differs sharply from that of the Northerner. Up North there is less time for psychic phenomena. In the South one takes these things in stride, especially when the story being told is romantic and interesting. And Southerners are great storytellers. Then too there are a number of large, old manor houses in the southern states which compare favorably with European castles. They were built by families of long standing and great repute, many of whom came over a long time ago from Europe, and their homes represent a continuing emotional tie with the past. There is less of this feeling in the northern states, where the great houses were built mainly by industrial barons or by the nouveau riche.


  Another aspect of the southern attitude toward the unseen can be gleaned from the makeup of the population.


  The southern states are less polyglot and in the main populated by people of Anglo-Saxon extraction. Now it is a fact that the Scottish, English, and Irish people have a greater leaning toward the psychic than have, let us say, the French or German nationals. Why this is so is difficult to determine unless, indeed, the Celtic heritage still pulsates in so many of these people. From their ancestral homes in the British Isles, many of these Southerners have derived a respect for the occult which makes them more receptive to reports dealing with occurrences of seemingly illogical events. The atmosphere for ghosts, hauntings, psychic dreams and such is far more open in the South than in the urban North. It is perhaps no coincidence that the most prominent center for parapsychological studies is at the University of Virginia in Charlottesville, Virginia.


  Several years ago I wrote Yankee Ghost. In that book I was able to convey the flavor of New Englanders and of their ghosts by reporting in their own words how these people felt when faced with the uncanny.


  I can do no less for the South.


  The stories in this book are arranged alphabetically by states. Most of the southern states are represented, although not in the same measure. This is not because there are proportionately fewer ghosts in, let us say, Tennessee than there are in Texas but simply that more Texas ghosts have come to my attention. Because of its size, the number of psychic occurrences reported from the area of Texas is naturally numerically larger than those from, let us say, North or South Carolina. But even within the framework of the Dixie states there are marked differences in the nature of these phantoms. The flavor differs from the Carolinas to the Gulf Coast, from southern Oklahoma to Tidelands Virginia.


  ALABAMA


  Not unlike the roll call at the national conventions, I will call upon the shades of various southern states to come forward with the accounts of their psychic activities. I am speaking to you not only of haunted houses and ghosts seen or heard by living people but also of people who are themselves gifted with the ability to experience communications from the other world. This is as it should be, for where would the phantoms of Dixie be if it were not for flesh and blood people to acknowledge them, to help them understand themselves at times, or at least to relate their unhappy past?


  Mrs. Nancy Anglin originally contacted me when I collected material on reincarnation cases for a previous book called Born Again. Although she now lives in California, she was then and had been for a long time a resident of Alabama. In her late twenties, she is married to a professional musician and is herself a licensed practical nurse. The Anglins have one son and are a happy, well-adjusted couple. What led me to accept Mrs. Anglin’s amazing experiences for inclusion in Born Again was the way in which she described her very first memories of coming back into this physical world. These descriptions were not only precise and detailed but matched pretty closely similar descriptions obtained by me from widely scattered sources. It is a scientific axiom that parallel reports from people who have no contact with each other and who cannot draw upon a joint source of information should be accepted at face value. Her reincarnation memories go back to the very moment of her most recent birth. She recounted her earliest experiences in this lifetime to her mother at a time when the little girl could not possibly have had this knowledge. We have her mother’s testimony of the validity of this statement. As Nancy Anglin grew up, her talents in the field of extrasensory perception grew with her. All through the years she had visions, clairvoyance, and other forms of extrasensory perception.


  Soon after she moved to Montgomery in September of 1965, she noticed a vacant old house standing on South Court Street. Every time she passed the house she felt herself drawn to it for some unknown reason, but she did not give in to this urge until the summer of 1968. Finally she mustered enough courage to enter the dilapidated old house. It was on a Friday afternoon in May of 1968. Her husband and she were with a group of friends at the Maxwell Air Force Base Noncommissioned Officers Club. As is often the case, the conversation turned to haunted houses, and Mrs. Anglin mentioned the one she knew on Court Street. No sooner was this mentioned than the little group decided they all wanted to visit a haunted house. Mr. Anglin, however, decided to stay behind. The rest of the group piled into their convertible and drove to the house. The group included Sergeant and Mrs. Eugene Sylvester, both in their late thirties; Sergeant and Mrs. Bob Dannly, in their mid-thirties; and a Mrs. Harvey Ethridge, age thirty-five, the wife of another member of the 604th Band Squadron. The whole thing seemed like a lark to the group. But when they arrived behind the house, Mrs. Dannly changed her mind and decided to wait in the car. The rest of them walked up along the shaded back drive around the left side of the house and entered it through the front door. Since the house was vacant it was also unlocked. They walked through the hall into the sitting room to their right. As soon as the group had entered that particular room, Nancy Anglin became extremely alert and the hair on her arms stood up. Sergeant Dannly noticed her strange state and immediately asked her if there was anything wrong. While the others went on, she and Sergeant Dannly remained behind in this room for a few minutes. Both noticed that the temperature suddenly dropped and that there was an undefinable feeling of another presence about. They knew at once that they were not alone.


  Since the others had gone on to other rooms they decided to join them in the rear of the house. Near the back stairs by the kitchen door they discovered, scattered on the floor, old Veterans of Foreign War records that seemed to have been there for a long time. Eagerly they picked up some of the papers and started to read them aloud to each other. As they did so, they clearly heard the sound of a small bell. They perked their ears and the sound was heard once again. Immediately they started to look all over the first floor of the house. Nowhere was there a bell. Since both of them had clearly heard the bell they knew that they had not hallucinated it. But as their search for the bell had proven fruitless, they decided to leave by the front door. They had gone only a few steps when Sergeant Sylvester cried out in excitement. At his feet lay an old magazine illustrated with a figure pointing a finger and a caption reading “Saved by the Bell.” This seemed too much of a coincidence for them, so they picked up the magazine and went back into the house. Both sergeants and Nancy Anglin went back into the area where they had heard the mysterious bell. After a moment of quiet they heard it again. As they questioned the origin of the bell and spoke about it, the sound became louder and louder. Needless to say they could not find any source for the ringing and eventually they left the house.


  Now Nancy Anglin’s curiosity about the house was aroused. The following Sunday she returned to the vacant house, this time armed with a camera and flash bulbs. Again she searched the house from top to bottom for any possible source for the sound of a small bell. Again there was nothing that could have made such a sound. At that point she felt a psychic urge to photograph the staircase where the bell had first been heard. Using a good camera and a setting of infinity and exposing l/60th of a second at 5.6 on Ektachrome-X color film rated at ASA 64, she managed to produce a number of slides. It was late evening, so she used blue flash bulbs to support the natural light. However, there were no reflective surfaces or odd markings on the wall. Nevertheless, upon examining the developed slides, she found that two faces appeared on one of the slides. One seems to be the outline of the head and shoulders of a man and the second one seems to be the face of a woman with her hair piled high on her head and a scarf loosely tied around her shoulders. Nancy Anglin went back to the haunted house many times and heard the bell on several occasions. Others had heard it too. Marion Foster, at the time the Montgomery County Job Corps Director, and Charles Ford, a graduate student in psychology at Auburn University, are among those who heard the bell.


  The house in question was known as the Ray-Branch Home. According to Milo Howard, Director of the Alabama State Archives, the house was built in 1856 by a Scottish gentleman by the name of Ray. After the turn of the century the house was sold to the Branch family, who altered the appearance by adding six stately Corinthian columns in front. A member of the Branch family confirmed that their family had lived there for twenty years, after which time the home had been sold to the Veterans of Foreign Wars to be used as state headquarters. Despite a diligent search by Nancy Anglin and her librarian friends, nothing unusual could be turned up pertaining to any tragic event in the house. But the records of the middle nineteenth century are not complete and it is entirely possible that some tragic event did take place of which we have no knowledge. Unfortunately the house has recently been demolished and replaced by a motel on the new Interstate Highway 65.


  But Nancy had other psychic experiences in Alabama. Prior to her marriage she lived at 710 Cloverdale Road in Montgomery in an old house divided into four apartments, two downstairs and two upstairs. She occupied the upstairs east apartment alone for six months prior to her marriage. When she first moved in, she became immediately aware of an extraordinary presence. After her new husband moved in with her, this became even stronger. Her first definite experience took place in August of 1966 around three o’clock in the morning. At the time, she was sitting alone in her living room when she heard the sound of a flute playing a wandering mystical pattern of notes. Surprised at this, she looked up and saw a pink mist approaching from the bedroom where her husband was then sleeping. The mist crossed the living room and entered the den. As the cloud floated out, the music also died off. Since her husband is a professional musician and she herself is very interested in singing, this manifestation was of particular importance to her, although she could not understand its meaning.


  Soon enough she had another experience. This time she was entirely alone in the big old house when the living room door began to vibrate with the sound of footsteps. Quivering with fear, she sat while the feet walked up and down in an almost impatient manner. Finally mustering up enough courage, she commanded the noise to stop. Whatever was causing the footsteps obeyed her command, because for a few minutes all was quiet. Then it started up again. Paralyzed with fear she was just sitting there when she heard her downstairs neighbor return home. It seemed to her as if an eternity had passed. Quickly she ran downstairs and rang his bell and asked him to come up and see what he could find about the mysterious footsteps. The neighbor’s arrival did not interfere with the ghost’s determination to walk up and down, it soon appeared. “Someone’s walking around in here,” explained the somewhat perplexed neighbor. As if to demonstrate her earlier success, Nancy commanded the unseen walker to stop. Sure enough the footsteps stopped. Shaking his head, the neighbor left, and the footsteps resumed. Finally coming to terms with the unseen visitor, Nancy tried to keep occupied until her husband returned at two o’clock in the morning. As soon as her husband returned, they ceased abruptly. Evidently the ghost didn’t mind the neighbor but did not want any trouble with a husband. The Anglins never did find out who the ghostly visitor was, but it seemed strange to them to have come to live in an old house where a musician had lived before them since both of them were so much involved with music themselves. Quite possibly the unseen gentleman himself had manipulated things so that they could get the apartment.


  For some unknown reason, a certain spot in Alabama has become a psychic focal point for Nancy Anglin. That spot is where the O’Neil Bridge crosses from the city of Sheffield to Florence, Alabama. Many years ago, she had astral journeys that took her in flight across that bridge during its construction. She remembers the sensational feeling and wondering whether she would make it across or fall to her death. In that dream she clearly saw planks in a crosswalk high above the water and had the feeling of being pursued by some menacing individual. In the dream she looked down upon the water, became dizzy, and then saw nothing further. The O’Neil Bridge was built before her birth. Every time she has had to cross it in reality Nancy Anglin has had to suppress a great fear about it. In her childhood she had a firm belief that the bridge would eventually collapse and pull her to her death. This despite the fact that it is a sturdy bridge constructed of concrete and steel.


  In the fall of 1968, she began having a recurrent dream in which she drove across the O’Neil Bridge from Sheffield to Florence, then took a left turn and traveled down along the river and rode a long distance until she reached a massive stone house that stood four stories tall. In her vision she spent the night on the third floor of that house. She was visited by a rather fierce female spirit possessed of a resounding voice. With that she awoke.


  On December 27, 1968, Nancy Anglin visited some friends on the far side of Florence, Alabama. The conversation turned to haunted houses, stately mansions and such, and the friends offered to show her an old house they had recently discovered. The group traveled over a series of back roads until they reached a large gray sandstone house standing four stories tall and overlooking the Tennessee River. The house was vacant and the interior had been destroyed long ago by treasure seekers. The stairs leading up to the third floor were torn down. Nancy was fascinated by the house and decided to visit it again on New Year’s Day. This time, however, she traveled in the same direction as she had done in her dream, but she had not yet realized that it was the same house. Somehow the house seemed familiar, but she did not connect this particular house with the one in her recurrent dream. Finally, in another dream on the 21st of March of that year, she realized that the house was one and the same as the one in her dream vision. Now she found herself on the third floor of the house in a large room containing a chaise longue of an earlier period. She had lain down to rest when she heard a booming, angry voice on the floor above her. Then, as if blown by a strong wind, came an apparition from the fourth floor. She could see a face, that of a white woman with narrow features, angry as she said something in a vibrating, commanding voice. The noise of this voice awoke her. A few weeks later, the dream repeated itself. By now, Nancy Anglin knew the name of the house, Smithsonia. Then in early March of 1969, she dreamed a variation in which she saw herself on the third floor. Again the forceful female spirit appeared and screamed at her. This time she could make out the words “Get out, Get out!” Subsequently, Nancy found herself standing on the grounds with a group of people watching the house go up in flames while a deafening voice raged from within the burning structure. At that she awoke suddenly. Only later in the day did she realize that the house in her dream had been the Smithsonia. On the night of March 29th, she awoke to hear a ringing in her ears. Her body was tingling all over as if her circulation had stopped. She felt herself weighted down by some tremendous force and could neither move nor breathe. While her conscious mind seemed to be ascending above herself, all she could do was think how to get back into her body and a state of normalcy. After what seemed like an eternity, she felt herself catch a deep gulping breath and her senses returned.


  In late April, she returned home for a visit and was informed that Smithsonia had burned down about three weeks before. The day of the fire matched her last terrifying experience. Was there any connection between the fierce spirit in the burning house and herself and was Nancy Anglin reliving something from her own past, or was she merely acting as the medium for some other tortured soul? At any rate, Smithsonia stands no more.


  I am indebted to Mrs. H. L. Stevens of Foley, Alabama, for two interesting psychic cases. Mrs. Stevens is a retired schoolteacher in her sixties and a careful observer of facts. Since she has had an interest in ESP since childhood and has had various minor experiences with psychic occurrences herself, she has been an unofficial counselor to those who come to seek her advice and who cannot cope with their own psychic experiences. A fellow teacher whose initials are M. B. had just lost her husband. Reluctantly she sold her house and most of the furnishings
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