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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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  ONE


  All during the journey Dr. Ray Thompson and his wife Theresa had been somewhat apprehensive. It was their first visit behind the Iron Curtain, in this case into Czechoslovakia, a country reputed to be less than friendly toward Dr. Thompson’s personal research specialty—parapsychology. But there was no way around it; the books he was looking for could only be found in one of Prague’s ancient libraries. When he decided the trip had to be made, he had no trouble getting visas, a prominent American doctor and his wife being welcome as tourists. Ray had not considered it necessary to inform the authorities of the real reason for his visit. Nor had he been much more specific to Jaromir Mikolov, the English-speaking guide assigned to them on their arrival in Prague.


  Conversation on the way from the airport to their hotel had been general, mostly devoted to the beauties of Prague and the fascination of its cultural history. Ray indicated that he might pursue some studies in the famous libraries, but tried to give the impression of having no serious purpose beyond a scholar’s natural love for books. For tonight, though, he confided to Mikolov, he and his wife were suffering from jet lag. They would have a light meal in their hotel and go to bed early.


  Dinner in the staid old dining room was a bit stiff, but excellent. They thought it incongruous to see waiters dressed in evening clothes, just as they are in first-class restaurants all over the world. But communist society in Czechoslovakia had not yet managed to rout out all traces of centuries of civilized behavior. Despite every attempt to make this satellite country look like any other in the communist bloc, Czechoslovakia had managed to retain its own middle European flavor.


  After dinner Ray and Theresa felt revived. In fact, they were much too excited about their adventure to go to bed. Ray suggested they take a walk through the old section of Prague. Theresa had some misgivings about the legality of such a move, but he assured her that tourists were allowed to roam about the city at will. This was, after all, a place that wanted Americans to spend their dollars, and they weren’t likely to be waylaid by the agents of the secret police as long as they kept within the laws, carried no hidden cameras, talked to no dissidents, and otherwise behaved as good tourists do.


  When they left the hotel on Wenceslas Square it was just nine o’clock. The city was alive with traffic, and people thronged the sidewalks. Despite the political change, Czechoslovakia had remained one of central Europe’s most urbane centers. They walked down the square, crossed Prikopi and made their way toward the old inner city of Prague, where most of the ancient monuments were located. Past the city hall with its restored clock tower—the only building in Prague destroyed during World War II—past ancient Tyn church, they slowly walked toward the beginning of the inner city.


  Before long they found themselves in front of the ancient Jewish cemetery, the oldest fully preserved one in Europe. The cemetery, occupying a relatively small space, had been there from the thirteenth century, and had ceased being used by the nineteenth. Because of legal restrictions on the Jewish community during those centuries, people had had to be buried one on top of another. Now tombstones pressed against each other, giving the cemetery the appearance of a kind of library, its shelves filled with graying gravestones, some of them grotesquely leaning upon another, others fallen to the ground, still others proudly upright in their ancient glory. In addition, the Jewish community of Prague had prided itself in marking gravestones with the ancestral coats of arms of distinguished families.


  Thus, what the Thompsons now saw were not merely slabs of marble inscribed in Hebrew, but artistically executed monuments, with crests, some of them displaying lions, others flowers, all of them relating to families and the tribes to which these families belonged. Next to the cemetery stood the Old New synagogue, Europe’s oldest still fully functioning Jewish place of worship. It was here that High Rabbi Loew had lived and preached in the sixteenth century. Rabbi Loew was not an ordinary minister; he had a reputation of also being an adept at magic.


  Ray and Theresa stood transfixed at the entrance to the cemetery. They had never seen anything like this before. There was moonlight filtering down between the tall trees inside the place, giving the grayish tombstones an even eerier appearance.


  “I wonder if we can get in at this time of night,” Ray said, at the same time trying the little entrance gate which separated the cemetery from the street leading to it. To his amazement, the gate was not locked. Cautiously peering around to see whether they were being observed, they entered the cemetery. It was now past ten o’clock and the surrounding area was totally deserted. As they walked on the soft moss of the pathways between the rows and rows of tombstones, they had the feeling that they had left the twentieth century and entered into a world of the past. Not a word was spoken between them now; the impact of what they saw was overwhelming. As they walked along the rows, they suddenly found themselves in front of a particularly tall tombstone, almost twice the height of those surrounding it. Behind it was a sarcophagus in the form of a large vault, all of it made of white marble. The stone plaque in front had Hebrew writing on it that they couldn’t read, but surmounting it was a crest—the crest of a lion.


  “Look,” Dr. Thompson said, pointing to it. “This must be the tomb of Rabbi Loew. The lion crest was his symbol.” Without responding, Theresa touched the crest. Suddenly she trembled; a shudder went through her. Without saying a word, she slowly sank to the ground, coming to rest on the soft moss in front of the tombstone. Her eyes were closed, her face very pale.


  “What is it, what is it?” Ray asked as he bent down to her.


  She was breathing heavily but regularly now, and seemed to be unconscious. Ray knelt down beside her, waiting, anxiously wondering what had happened. But he knew enough about trance mediumship to realize that his wife was about to enter that state.


  This was the first time anything like this had happened to Theresa. Although they had been working together for some time now and she shared his interst in the paranormal, she had given no indication of unusual abilities as a medium. True, there had been one or two instances where she had dreamt of events that later transpired in exact detail, but he had dismissed this as a more or less normal faculty possessed by many people. He had not thought Theresa would be developing in any unusual or spectacular fashion as a medium, but it was clear to him now that this had happened.


  Whether the unusual atmosphere and the psychically loaded air around them was responsible for this sudden, unexpected development, or whether it had been long in coming and its happening here was merely accidental, he did not know. But he realized that he had to proceed extremely cautiously, that he must not touch his wife’s body to awaken her from her trance state, lest she be injured. Patiently, then, he waited. He did not have to wait long. Within minutes Theresa began to groan and to utter unintelligible sounds as the entity—or whatever had taken over her body—began to assert itself. After a moment of violent jerking of the neck, Theresa half propped herself up against the tombstone, her eyes still closed but seemingly moving underneath the lids.


  Had Dr. Thompson not been a trained parapsychologist this would have frightened him, but he knew what was going on, and calmly awaited further developments. Again, he did not have to wait very long; Theresa’s breathing became regular, as her personality seemed to take on the characteristics of another person. At this moment the scientist in Dr. Thompson came to the fore, and he secretly cursed himself for not having a tape recorder with him at all times. Undoubtedly something very important was about to transpire, and he had no way of recording it.


  The voice that now spoke through the entranced Theresa was that of a man, an old man. The words seemed to be fragile, the tone of voice not very firm, but as the voice continued it became stronger and clearer. Ray strained to catch every word, hastily making notes on an envelope he found in his coat pocket.


  “Ihr seit mir willkommen,” the voice coming out of Theresa’s mouth said in sixteenth-century German. “I welcome you.” Ray Thompson thanked his guiding spirits for having led him to study German and German literature in college, for he could understand nearly everything the voice said. True, the German of this entity was not what he had been taught in college, but as the voice spoke haltingly and very distinctly now, he managed to get the jist of what was being said. And what was being said was monumental.


  “You have come to complete what I have started,” the voice said, “and you will succeed where I have failed. You must not go back to your own country until you have found what you have come for. It is hidden but it will be revealed to you. Let no one discourage you, let no one say it is impossible. What I have worked on for so long, until God saw fit to take me into his realm, must not lie buried forever. It is to the benefit of mankind that you reveal it to them now, at this critical moment in their lives when again the spector of a great war stalks the earth. You, man from overseas, have come a long way to continue what I have begun when I was among men. Do not let anyone discourage you. You will find what you came for. Your quest will be rewarded with success.”


  Ray stared at his wife, speaking now in a foreign tongue, with a mixture of admiration and disbelief. Nothing like this had ever happened before, and not even in his wildest dreams had he imagined that someday his wife would serve as the vehicle of one of the most important messages he was ever to receive.


  “Who are you, sir?” he asked in English. Then realizing his mistake, he repeated, in what German he could manage, “Wer seit ihr?”


  Readily the voice replied. “Man nennt mich den Ho hen Rabbi Loew,“ the stranger said in a trembling voice, a mixture of dignity and pride in it.


  “They call me the High Rabbi Loew,” Ray translated, and a shudder went up his back when it became clear to him what had transpired. Incredible, impossible, and yet it was happening there before his eyes and ears.


  “But where shall I look, where shall I look?” Ray said, eagerly waiting for directions from the spirit which had entered his wife’s body.


  “Ihr werdet es finden,” the voice said, seemingly faltering now as if its energy were running low.


  “Ich kann nicht bleiben.“ You will find it, but I cannot stay on any longer, the voice had said, and a moment later the entity was gone. The energy had run out, and Theresa fell into a deep sleep, her head tilting forward. Gently, Ray moved her body so she lay on the moss beside the tombstone, and waited for her to awaken. From somewhere in old Prague a clock struck midnight. Fortunately, the night was warm, but even so he took off his jacket and covered Theresa with it; then he waited again. There was much to think about, and he didn’t mind sitting in this ancient cemetery sorting out his thoughts. As yet the full impact of what had just transpired had not hit home with him; he only realized that he had indeed been the witness to an extraordinary occurrence. Undoubtedly, he was to go to the Strahov library and begin his quest. If the spirit speaking through Theresa had indeed told the truth—and if indeed it knew the truth—then sooner or later he would find what he came for. With great hope, Thompson waited for his wife to wake up. He did not have to wait long; a few minutes afterward she opened her eyes and looked at him in bewilderment.


  “What am I doing on the ground? What happened?” she asked, and jumped up. Brushing off bits of moss that clung to her dress, Ray explained, trying to sound casual, “Well, you just had a moment of trance, rather unexpectedly, but I’m sure you’re all right now.”


  “Oh, I feel fine,” Theresa replied, stretching as if she had slept for many hours. “But what on earth possessed me to do it?”


  Ray couldn’t resist a smile. “Possessed you indeed,” he replied. “A spirit spoke through you and told me to continue looking for what I came for till I find it.”


  Theresa couldn’t believe her ears. “A spirit? Through me? Am I a medium?” Ray nodded. She shook her head. “I don’t understand it,” she said as they walked down the moss-covered path toward the little entrance gate through which they had originally come.


  By now it was almost one o’clock in the morning and the city was truly deserted. The idea of walking through the old city toward the hotel all by themselves at such an hour did not particularly appeal to them, but this was not New York. There were no cruising taxicabs to help them get home faster. They passed the old Tyn church when they heard the sound of hoofbeats behind them. A horse at this hour of the night? They turned around and there, coming from one of the narrow winding streets, was a horse-drawn carriage of the kind that used to be common in the nineteenth and early twentieth century. Now a few of them were allowed to continue serving passengers, particularly tourists, for reasons of romantic tradition. The carriage stopped when the coachman noticed them. It turned out that he had come back from a long haul to one of the inns in the suburbs and was on his way home. Of course, he would be delighted to take them back to their hotel. Fifteen minutes later they arrived at the Alcron in style, stepping from a horse-drawn carriage of the nineteenth century, and from an adventure of incredible impact, to the soft cushions of their comfortable modern beds. Minutes later, sleep wiped out the excitement of what had just transpired, but this time Ray Thompson went to sleep almost with a sense of accomplishment, and a sense of adventures yet to come. Tomorrow he would go to the Strahov library and begin.


  TWO


  Ray Thompson was in his early fifties but he looked years younger than his age. His wavy hair only showed signs of gray at the temples, giving him a distinguished look, and this plus his cleancut features attracted women wherever he went. To Dr. Thompson, however, women other than his wife simply did not exist. This was not surprising, considering that Theresa Thompson was a famous beauty and former model. But she was no empty-headed doll; her interests were varied and serious. Her father was Lord Grainow, a prominent London physician, and it was during a medical congress that she had met Dr. Thompson seven years ago. She had accompanied her father to New York for the medical congress, at which Dr. Thompson gave a speech on hypnosis.


  It wasn’t love at first sight by any means; as a matter of fact, she had at first not felt any personal interest in the handsome physician. But at one of the innumerable convention banquets, her interest had been awakened by Dr. Thompson’s account of his very special research into parapsychology, a subject that had somehow always fascinated Theresa even before she knew the word. As a child in London, subjects such as psychical research were not welcome in her father’s house, and yet Theresa had managed to read up on parapsychology by herself while still in college. When, at age 23, she met Dr. Thompson, she was at least conversant with what fascinated him so much that he had made it more and more a part of his life, even to the detriment of his practice as a general physician.


  The medical convention lasted for three days, during which Theresa saw a lot of Dr. Thompson. After their first dinner alone together, something within her told her that this man would be of great importance in her future, even though she was not in love with him af the time. After Theresa returned to London she and Ray kept in touch by mail. They discovered that they shared a common interest not only in parapsychology and psychical research, but in an even more esoteric aspect of this unusual science: the idea of reincarnation and of possession of one spirit entity by another, or bodily possession of a living human being. Even the American Society for Psychical Research, which had looked askance at some of Dr. Thompson’s public speeches and papers, would not have dared to enter into such areas of research. But Ray Thompson had always been a loner with the courage to pursue his own ideas.


  Fortunately, his practice on Central Park West was a lucrative one; somehow, fate had provided very kindly for him in a financial way, leaving him time for his special studies. He and Theresa had now been married for seven years, the age difference of more than twenty years between them seemingly being no hindrance to their happiness. From the first they shared a common interest: research into parapsychology. In working together, they became even closer. At the time of their marriage they believed they were in love. But now, seven years later, their relationship had blossomed into a truly triune union in which they shared everything—spiritual, mental, and physical. What had started out as a seemingly unsuitable marriage had now become an incredibly closely- knit union of two souls with a single purpose in life, to shed light upon some of the most obscure and fascinating areas of human experience.


  This concentrated interest had started when Dr. Thompson accidently stumbled upon a case of possession among his patients, long before he met Theresa. The patient had been sent to him by concerned relatives, who wanted a friendly general practitioner to check out the man prior to calling in a psychiatrist. To the family, psychiatry still had the ring of something unpleasant, and they dreaded having the man committed to an insane asylum. Dr. Thompson talked to him and, in the course of his examination, decided to use hypnosis. Under its influence a different personality emerged, and the suspicion of possession forced itself upon the doctor. Had he not read a great deal on parapsychology, he would have rejected such a notion out of hand. But he did not, and, with the help of a prominent and highly reputable medium, he was able to pry loose the possessing entity from the unfortunate victim and restore him to his family and friends.


  This incident started Dr. Thompson on a new road—new even within the confines of parapsychology. His interest in the ability of discarnate entities to take over living individuals was aroused. Could such a process be initiated by an experimenter, under controlled conditions, of course? It disturbed the doctor that all of the reported phenomena were spontaneous and uncontrolled, and usually the result of some kind of weakness on the part of the victim. Either the victim had to be an alcoholic, a drug addict, or extremely weak in character to make possession possible, Dr. Thompson found in researching earlier cases.


  He soon realized that he was treading on dangerous ground. Not only did his medical colleagues frown on his activities in ordinary parapsychology (which they could only grudgingly accept though there was a medical section functioning within the confines of the American Society for Psychical Research), but when it came to such sophisticated topics as possession, it seemed to his colleagues that Dr. Thompson was overstepping his professional limits. Consequently, he took great pains to avoid any confrontation at medical gatherings, and abruptly stopped publishing papers dealing with the subject of possession. It became clear to him that if he were to make progress in this delicate area he had to do so on his own. And he had to avoid any premature disclosures at all costs.


  On one occasion he discussed some of his work with his father and mother, only to discover that even in his own family prejudice ran high. His father, a retired pharmacist and staunch Roman Catholic, looked at Ray in astonishment. It wasn’t the astonishment born of skepticism but rather the abject fear of the unknown, by a man who had been raised with the belief that there were, lurking somewhere in space, devils and demons ready to pounce on the innocent and drag them down to hell. Charles Thompson told his son that meddling in such matters was truly dangerous to his soul, and that their religion had warned against the preoccupation by mortals with matters that were better left to the forces beyond. Gently, Ray Thompson replied that he was a scientist, and religion had nothing to do with his quest. The subject was changed and there the matter stood. But Ray Thompson now knew that even within the confines of his own family, the idea of possession could not be raised with impunity.


  The need to pursue on his own his exploration of the unknown boundaries of human possession kept isolating Dr. Thompson, not only from his family and friends, and his medical colleagues, but from people in general. He became rather withdrawn and refused to discuss his special interest with anyone. When he met Theresa and found, by probing carefully, that he could speak about such matters with her, he was delighted. Their casual meetings at the medical convention led to a dinner date, and what had started as a pleasant interlude with a very beautiful woman soon turned into an exciting meeting of the minds, two people with similar interests pursuing the far reaches of human consciousness in a way that had never been undertaken before.


  Curiously, there had been no physical attraction between them at first, though Dr. Thompson was favorably impressed with Theresa’s fragile beauty. Her slim body, her long unruly blonde hair streaked with an occasional bit of brown, her large bluish-green eyes and her clipped British accent were all appealing to him. But he viewed her as an object for admiration, the way one admires a beautiful statue or painting. There was no passion, no desire at first, and he hoped simply that they would be good friends. Meanwhile, Theresa had no particular interest in the doctor, so much her senior, but after they had talked awhile she found him fascinating, and what he had to say even more so.


  Gradually, as they discovered their mutual fascination with the same area of inquiry, they drew even closer.


  After she had returned to London and he had resumed his work in New York, she would not leave his mind; within a month he found an excuse to go to London and see her again. The excuse wasn’t really farfetched; there were documents in the British Museum he needed for a book he was then working on dealing with medieval occult practices. They met time and again, in quiet little restaurants on the outskirts of London, or in the posh dining rooms of the great hotels; they kept changing the locale as their moods would have it. And what for ordinary people might have been a two-hour dinner, often turned into five and six hours of continual discussion. Before long, he was holding her hand and she his, and they would walk in Hyde Park on Sunday afternoons exchanging views and planning future experiments. When it came time for him to return to New York, he left reluctantly.


  His last evening in London he intended to make a memorable one. They decided to have dinner at the Savoy Hotel, one of those last examples of old-fashioned British hospitality, a place where one might easily forget the progress of time. Over dinner he suddenly felt totally engulfed by her presence. Something he hadn’t felt before seemed to govern his actions and words, and without wanting to he heard himself saying, “I think I’ve always loved you.” Theresa looked at him in astonishment, which turned into a wide grin; for at that very moment, she, too, had heard an inner voice tell her that this was the right man to share her life with in the future. Her reaction to what he had just said was swift; she kissed him on the mouth, and then drew back to look at him. Ray Thompson swallowed hard; he didn’t know what had come over him, but he accepted it in its fullest sense. Finally, the silence between them, which had lasted for several minutes, was broken. “When did you know?” she asked, and looked away from him. It seemed silly to her to look in a different direction when she had just looked into his eyes, but again she couldn’t help herself. Something stronger than her own will was in operation at this moment. His laughter broke the tension between them.


  “I really don’t know, Theresa,” he said, calling her by her formal name rather than the nickname Terry her parents used. “But I guess the unconscious within me has known all along, ever since we met in New York. I can’t help it; I love you.”


  Theresa took his hand and pressed it. Now she could look him in the eyes without flinching. “Ray, I love you too,” she said, and suddenly the smile vanished from her face.


  As if to save them embarrassment, the band started up again after a pause of some twenty minutes. Dinner dancing was the specialty at the Savoy, and it drew many romantically inclined couples there, those who still liked the old-fashioned way of touch dancing rather than the frantic gyrations of the discotheques. Without saying another word, Ray took Theresa’s hand and pulled her up. She followed him to the dance floor and they began a slow, romantic tango. For the first time he was holding her close, for they had never danced together before. At this moment both knew that this last evening together was also the first in a long relationship, through this life and perhaps beyond.


  They danced in
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