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Before getting started, let’s review a few notes...

*Old Testament Scripture is normally taken from the NEW AMERICAN STANDARD BIBLE® (NASB), copyright © 1960, 1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, 1995 by The Lockman Foundation. Used by permission.

*New Testament Scripture is normally taken from the English Majority Text Version (EMTV). Translated by Paul Esposito. Copyright © 2011.

*British spelling is often used, except for the quoted material, which normally employs U.S. spelling.

*Divine pronouns are normally not capitalized...
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I. Dying You Do Not Die
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‘Bloody bad philosophy,’ grunted Alexandrov. ‘Waste of breath. Hypothesis judged by prediction. Only sound method.’

— The Black Cloud 


A. ...We Got Fun and Games

If you have kept an open ear to ufology within the past decade or two then you’re probably familiar with the phrase, ‘Skinwalker Ranch.’ If not, then allow this wee blurb from a Utah posting to fill you in...


...Located in the Uinta Basin, this paranormal hotspot boasts claims of flying saucers, mysterious lights, unknown illnesses, shape-shifting monsters and just about everything else you can think of. It’s so well known, in fact, that there have been several books written about the property, and it’s even the subject of a History Channel show (Higgins).


It all started back in the 1990s. A wealthy man with political influence seized on the spot in an attempt to delve deeper into the unknown. UFOs/UAPs are one of the biggest fish in the strange kettle, but the very name ‘Skinwalker’ demonstrates that there are other booths at this carnival.

Skinwalkers are kinda a Southwestern (USA) version of medieval morphings involving bats and wolves, etc. I guess some things never change, while many more things change only slightly. Hence, one of the big events in the 90s at this locale also featured a wolf (of sorts)...


One night, Terry Sherman heard a noise outside and was startled to see a wolf in his yard—one much larger than any he had ever seen. Terry grabbed his gun from inside and shot the wolf several times, but his bullets appeared to do no damage whatsoever. Although the wolf did take off eventually, its tracks disappeared entirely as Terry chased it, as if it had simply vanished into thin air (Higgins).


After the original owners left the ranch it was purchased by the wealthy Robert Bigelow (a pan-beloved military industrialist), the founder of the National Institute for Discovery Science. His money and influence would prove to be a major reason for the upswing in the U.S. government’s contemporary interest in UAPs. Anyway, his purchase began a long, intense study by his group, seeking clear answers to the paranormal whispers and rumours. 

To close the circle, the ranch would change hands one more time before it would reach major acclaim...


In 2016, Bigelow sold the ranch to a buyer who wished to remain anonymous...for a whopping four years. Brandon Fugal, a Utah real estate mogul, announced in 2020 that he was the mysterious owner, and that the History Channel would be recording a reality TV show on the property titled “The Secret [aka ‘Curse’] of Skinwalker Ranch” (Higgins).


To close for now, the series has been running for many seasons. I’ve been trying to work my way through it, but it all starts to seem the same after a while. There’s a lot of repetition and a lot of filler material. Typically, whatever they have to relate by way of UFO research could be deftly relayed in about five minutes...but it’s an hour long show. It’s normally better accompanied by a bowl of popcorn as opposed to a notepad (unless you like doodling). It’s not all passé though, as there has been the collection of good data, evidence of a previous excavation, and even interesting mutilation accounts (unexpectedly).

The reason why I initially thought it was worth delving into is because a recent trending report highlights bone-chilling confirmation that the paranormal has indeed been present at the ranch in spades.

B. Barking Cynicism

Let’s take a step back though for a bit and consider the universe more broadly. 

The epigraph was taken from a science fiction classic. Fred Hoyle’s The Black Cloud is a fairly decent read. The overall premise is pretty cool, anyway. Had he passed the synopsis on to Stephen King or something it could have been great.

Long story short, a gigantic cloud out in the cosmos homes in on our star, the sun. The large cloud is actually an intelligent being and is using the energy from the sun for its own sustenance. A few scientists are then able to communicate with the strange creature that had nearly destroyed life on our planet by temporarily wrecking earth’s climate. 

The scientists that rap with the cloud-god [my terminology] sometimes argue among themselves. They are isolated from the rest of the population and have to work out the best way to make sense of the situation. The epigraph flows forth from a frumpy Russian scientist. His character is crafted to portray somebody who is both worldly-wise and world-weary. 

Thus to him, the only meaningful scientific investigation is that which includes predictions. As one of the other scientists goes on to explain...


‘What Alexis means is that only predictions really count in science,’ explained Weichart. ‘...It’s no good doing a lot of experiments first and then discovering a lot of correlations afterwards, not unless the correlations can be used for making new predictions. Otherwise it’s like betting on a race after it’s been run’ (Hoyle; from chapter 9).


Sure, that sentiment may not necessarily be as simple as it first appears. But still, prediction remains the best method of escaping tautology’s dense atmosphere. As we’ll see here and there while considering people’s grasp of ultimate truth and reality, objective thinking is surely the hardest thing of all to come by.

Fred Hoyle started out as an avowed, know-it-all atheist. Things would change in his thinking because of questions about the fine-tuning of laws; and so he ended up in the popular genre of quasi-agnostic, similar to many last century, from Albert Einstein to even Charlie Chaplin. 

Digressing, the term ‘atheism’ doesn’t actually mean very much in the long-run. I get the impression that many people—especially college-age men—give the term a very loaded definition, such as the following: 


There is nothing greater than the human being in the universe; and if there are other highly evolved life forms, we’ll never interact.


That’s not atheism; that’s, ‘I-wish-to-always-pat-myself-on-the-back-and-not-be-scared-in-the-dark-ism.’ Like Fred Hoyle, someone who rejects conventional theism can of course just as easily entertain the notion of communicating with a greater, scary, non-earth intelligence. 

No matter what you want to label Hoyle, it’s fairly obvious that his fictitious cloud-personage is what I would consider a divine encounter, and thus some of his characters’ dialogues are especially poignant...


...The trouble is that we’re all inhibited against such thinking. The idea that the Earth is the only possible abode of life runs pretty deep in spite of all the science fiction and kids’ comics. If we had been able to look at the business with an impartial eye we should have spotted it long ago (Hoyle; from chapter 9)...


Included in that interesting dialogue is the cloud-personage itself...


...I ponder on the existence of a larger-scale intelligence than myself. There is none within the Galaxy, and none within other galaxies as far as I am yet aware. Yet there is strong evidence, I feel, that such an intelligence does play an overwhelming part in our existence. Otherwise how is it decided how matter shall behave? How are your laws of physics determined? Why those laws and no others (Hoyle; from chapter 12)?


...Heavy stuff.

Anyway, thinking back to the aliens more familiar to those in Utah, there are of course other explanations for why strange sightings occur that have nothing to do with space visitors of any kind.

As I like to read about mountaineering, I was reminded in a recent book just how quickly the human brain can blur the lines between fact and fiction...


...Again and again above 25,000 or 26,000 feet, Messner talks about having wild hallucinations. He hears voices; he talks to his ice ax as if it were a companion when he’s on a solo expedition. When he climbs with a partner, sometimes he’s convinced that a shadowy third companion ascends with him, always just out of sight behind his shoulder—a phenomenon also reported by several of the Antarctic explorers during the heroic age from 1890 to 1920. On the tragic descent from Nanga Parbat after he’d lost his brother in 1970, Messner became convinced that Gunther was still with him, chatting away about such inconsequential matters as a loose crampon (Viesturs; from the epilogue).


But does that mean that anyone finding themselves above sea level rather abruptly (such as Kenneth Arnold, and all pilots) are prone to see hallucinatory UFOs? And what about living too high above sea level on a regular basis? Are brain and oxygen issues to account for much mysticism of the Nepalese and Tibetans, etc.?

Incidentally, theories abound from Skinwalker Ranch in Utah to the Bermuda Triangle off the Florida coast that magnetism or radioactivity (or what-have-you) is the cause of doomed pilots and skippers, along with the flustered researchers with finicky equipment. 

Putting aside the magnetism and radioactivity (etc.), the rest of the answer to the curse/secret, I believe, involves all of the above. Hypnosis, meditation, seeking repressed memories in stillness, head trauma, oxygen deprivation, various hard drugs, sensory deprivation, hyper-mania via rhythmic gyrations, prolonged acute stress, intense fasting, on and on...there are lots of ways to royally screw with reality. Within this mammoth pile, some manifestations of lights and voices or the dearly departed are totally fictitious—and sometimes demons are involved in sinful trickery. 

But how can we tell the difference? Well, for now, just keep in mind that wonderful concept of ‘prediction.’

C. Vaudeville and Varna

1. A Pair of Provocative Guides

In the interest of trying to represent my local interests, finding Irish people from a century ago with international appeal can be challenging. So I’ve gone for the next best thing and have focused on a Gypsy/Roma bloke whose ma was the daughter of an Irishman. I’m speaking about that quasi-agnostic Charles/Charlie Chaplin. In my opinion, Charles lived through one of the most pivotal times in global history and left us with much to commend and contemplate. The other recent personage I’ve selected as a pertinent guide is ‘Mahatma’ Gandhi. He was another globe-trotter during those same decades, and many of the talking points he brings to the table fit perfectly with our themes. Of particular importance is that both their religious experiences early on have meaningful intersections. 

Before moving on with this sub-section by quickly considering Charles and his mother (Hannah), I’d like to offer a disclaimer...

Although my original intent was just to focus on the early twentieth century in a fresh way, I formed unexpected personal opinions, morphing slowly into a fan of Charlie Chaplin while growing to dislike Mahatma Gandhi.

Before reading his autobiography I always thought well enough of Gandhi. However, he just struck me as disingenuous. There’s just an internal blip of some radar that goes off. Digging further, I was troubled to discover a naked relationship he had with the young Manu (and others), and that the facts of these matters have been largely suppressed (Lal; pg. 3 of 32, or pg. 107). Most disturbingly, he didn’t disclose his bizarre bedroom ‘experiments’ willingly or candidly (Lal; pg. 2 of 32, or pg. 106). Yet he sure wrote extensively about a zillion more mundane experiments. I guess it’s like with MLK’s treatment of women (Miller): mixed-bag heroism trumps meaningful feminism. (And here’s the thing: every single person who has ever lived—apart from the sinless Saviour, Jesus Christ—-is a mixed bag! Hero-worshippers are the chief of the heterodox.) 

Ultimately, I just find it hard to believe that a respectable, lengthy life story from a religious zealot mainly consists of a thousand different vignettes about his fluctuating feelings about milk. If he had serious moral lapses later in life then he had them earlier as well. Good grief, we all have real lapses to account for. Pretending to be ultra-candid when you’re clearly not will probably
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