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GOOD EVENING, ANGELS, AND WELCOME back to my life.  You're listening to the Angel Hill Podcast, where we regularly discuss the strange happenings in and around our lovely town.  I'm your host Kevin Eaton.  It is nine o'clock in the evening here on a chilly January night in the new year of 2016, and Angel Hill is a strange place, my friends.

In the news tonight, did everyone hear the mysterious hum in the air the other day?  It was last Tuesday afternoon.  I was walking my dog, Cindy, and the sun was out, the sky was clear.  All of the sudden there was a very loud and constant humming sound.  It sounded like the kind of hum when you get too close to one of those power transformers, you know?  But I was on my street, nowhere near anything but open fields.  I could see in every direction and there was nothing in my immediate area that could have been making this sound.  Then it got louder.

I've talked to several other people in town, and they heard it, too.  But no one can tell me what it might have been.  It lasted for about thirty seconds, there were no breaks, and when it ended it didn’t fade out.  One second it was there, the next it wasn't.

Now, I don't know if this is meant to make us feel better or not, but at least we're not alone in the mysterious hum category.  There've been reports of other hums in places like Taos, New Zealand, the UK, and others here in the states.

And if you didn't hear it, don't feel bad; studies show not everyone can hear the hum.  In the case of the Taos Hum, less than two percent of the population heard it.

I think this might be because of the frequency.  In the case of the Taos Hum, it ranged between thirty-two megahertz and eighty megahertz.

But back to the Angel Hill hum.  I heard it.  And so did a lot of other people.  Enough people heard it, in fact, it was mentioned, very briefly, on the news that night.  But no one can explain it.  Which isn't a surprise; none of the other worldwide instances of the hum have been explained, either.  The whole idea of "the hum" is an interesting one, and you can read more about it online.

Now, for those of you wondering why the odd time tonight, we're broadcasting live tonight across the interwebs, and that's because I need to talk about some stuff that I'm afraid, if I pre-recorded this episode, it might not ever see the light of day.  That's not me chickening out before I upload it, that's because I think there are people, organizations ... beings out there who might not want this kind of information getting out to the public.  So here we go.

I don't know if anyone else out there in the listening audience has seen it lately, or if it's just me, but for several weeks now, I've noticed a dark helicopter hovering in the sky above my house.  It's not right outside my window, so I don't know they're watching me specifically, but I live on a deserted street, so I have a feeling, and it's starting to get to me.  They don't appear every single night, but it's every ten days at most, and I've seen it four times now.

I've made enquiries with the Angel Hill PD and our boys in blue gave me the same story every time.  No police helicopters were in my area on those or any other nights.  Which means this is either the government, which wouldn't surprise me, or a citizen who just happens to have his own private helicopter, which I find highly unlikely.

So, who do we think it is, Angels?  Is the government watching me?  Am I reporting on things they don't want me talking about in public?  Is it the government who's responsible for Angel Hill's reputation?  Maybe the stories we've all heard about our town have less to do with the supernatural and more to do with Uncle Sam's meddling fingers?

What do you think out there?

Meanwhile, as we do here at the Angel Hill Podcast, I've been collecting stories from around town, further evidence that Angel Hill is the center of some really strange goings-on.

The first story comes to us from Cory P. in Angel Hill.  Cory writes: "Dear Kevin.  I'd like to share a story with your listeners and hopefully get some feedback because I don't know what to do about it.  I was walking through Hag's Hollow a few weeks ago to get some exercise and some fresh air.  It was cold out that day and I was bundled up pretty warm.  I stopped at one point to sit on a fallen tree and take a breather when I looked up and saw I was surrounded by half a dozen black-hooded figures.  I jumped and fell backwards off the log, onto my back, hitting my head on a rock.  I don't know if I passed out or not, but I definitely felt like I may have lost a few seconds.  When I sat up again, the figures were gone.  I know this sounds stupid, but when I got a better look, I decided at the time it must have been a case of snow blindness causing me to see trees and think they were people.  That could have been the end of it right there, but when I got home, I realized I hadn't lost a few seconds, but almost ninety minutes.  This is a walk I take often, so I know about how long it usually takes me, and I swear, Kevin, I lost an hour and a half.  And when I got home and got in the shower to warm up, I had scratches all over my chest and stomach.  I don't know what happened to me out in those woods, but something definitely did, and I want to know if any of your listeners have had anything similar happen to them.  I tried filing a police report, but since I don't know what, if any, crime was committed...  Thanks for reading my letter and for any help you can offer in my situation."

Thanks for the letter, Cory.  I've been saying for years, even long before I started this podcast, that Hag's Hollow is a place where nothing good ever comes out, no matter what it is you send into that place.  It's tainted with darkness.  So how about it, folks?  Anyone out there had anything similar happen to them in those woods?  Give us a call at 273-HILL, that's 273-4455, and let us know.

While we wait on that, I do have another story of my own to share.  The wonders truly never cease in Angel Hill, do they?  You won't believe this one, but I swear on my life it really happened.  It was in the papers and everything.

I've got this friend, Cecil, who lives around the Splatter Mountain part of town and me and Cecil, we were hanging out at his place one night, watching some pay-per-view boxing and having a good time with some beers and hot wings, just making a mess.  At one point during the match, I had Cecil turn down the sound for a second because I thought I heard something above us.  Now, Cecil doesn't have an upstairs to his house, but
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