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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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  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 crossroad@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 have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  To the spirit of make-believe, and to the spirits who believed in this world when they walked the earth, although slightly above it at all times, I dedicate this book in gratitude for the many exciting days and nights I have spent in Hollywood, and the wonderful friends I have made there.
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  Introduction


  There was a time when the word Hollywood conjured up fantasies of glamor, excitement and even the mysterious mystique of movie stars, almost superhuman in nature and nearly always beyond the reach of ordinary mortals. Hollywood was synonymous with a carefully nurtured concept of never-never land which had yielded its creators millions of dollars over the years. To “go Hollywood” meant to become eccentric, to abandon all ordinary standards and to become one of the select few who stood out from other people by their appearance, their habits, and above all their reputations.


  When the movie colony was indeed synonymous with Hollywood, that borough of greater Los Angeles represented something unique in the American mainstream of thinking, a part of American life not found anywhere else in the country, or for that matter in the world. In the heyday of movie-making, prior to the advent of television, motion picture stars occupied positions somewhere between ordinary mortals and God. They lived in secluded well-guarded mansions in Beverly Hills and Bel-Air and on the fringes of Hollywood itself. They came out of their glamorous palaces only to make movies, usually early in the morning, or to go to exciting parties and openings, preferably of one another’s new films, and to impress their millions of fans by the very aloofness of their attitudes toward them. In those days, motion picture stars of note never mingled with the ordinary crowd. They did not shake hands or answer questions from the audience; their publicity man did that for them. This artificially created world between the public and its idols was not without merit. Because of it, Hollywood stars stayed up in the firmament of movies for many years. In many instances their acting ability or the merit of the vehicles in which they appeared became secondary to the mystique surrounding them, to the bits and pieces of their personal lives carefully leaked out to the press by press agents hired for that purpose. Tiny amounts of scandal and bits of exotic behavior, mixed with reports of the daily doings of the great, were fed to the fan magazines and through them to the general public, which ate them up. Just as the ancient Greeks had demigods called heroes, so the American public, and through it the world public, worshipped these luminaries of the screen as demigods.


  When the motion picture capital crumbled, and the film industry had to depend on sales to television and on overseas production for survival, the glamor of the thirties and forties was gone, too. What remained was a sober, hard-working and much worried industry in which only a few products succeeded. The economic depression hit Hollywood as hard as it hit any other part of the country. Today movies are still being made in Hollywood, but they are of two kinds—those for use on television, one of which now and then becomes the basis of a series, and an occasional big-budget, star-studded super-production. Such super movies are few, but when they are made well they still manage to recapture some of the past glories. However, the movie industry as it existed in the past, with “contract players” exclusively attached to specific studios, is gone.


  Hollywood is more of a television town today, and there are many other facets that make it a busy, gradually industrialized part of greater Los Angeles. Much of the glamor of the past has disappeared, or rather slid down into ugliness and decay. To walk down Hollywood Boulevard today is no pleasure. Next to the cement prints of movie stars of a bygone era are little shops dealing in pornography; next to the great movie palaces are “massage parlors” and luggage shops. The atmosphere has changed; the glamor of Hollywood is no more.


  A great movie star of the past returning to this Hollywood would be shocked and disappointed. And yet the new Hollywood also offers a different kind of excitement today: a way of life inspired by the young. It is perhaps freer than anywhere else in the United States, a mode of dress more flamboyant than anywhere else in the world, and a strange and not altogether happy mixture of desperate people seeking excitement in any way possible and hard-working professionals in the entertainment industry trying to make a living. The Hollywood of today has fewer prejudices and hang-ups than the old movie capital. Even though the drug aspects of this scene are unpleasant, they are no worse than in any other major city in the United States.


  Somehow balanced by genuine artistic striving as it is expressed in the many little theaters, the underground night clubs and the just plain happenings of one kind or another, the Hollywood of the middle 1970s emerges as a glamorous, mysterious kind of center. The stars of this new Hollywood are no longer the aloof motion picture actors and actresses of yesterday, but the vital young people of today, the nameless ones, who live only for the now.


  I have stayed in Hollywood many times over the past twenty years and made many friends in this area. Shades of the past cling to the old houses where personal tragedies have been played out. And here, much as elsewhere, ordinary people have had psychic experiences that have surprised and sometimes frightened them. But there is something very special about the haunts of Hollywood: among the specters continuing a shadowy existence between the two worlds of flesh and spirit are some of the well-known names of the entertainment industry who are apparently finding their predicaments no less disturbing than if they had been mere ordinary citizens. In death, stars and fans are alike. When there is vital energy left and unfinished business to be attended to, ghostly manifestations result.


  In these pages I have faithfully reported my investigations of some interesting haunted houses and of some of the most compelling psychic people of Hollywood. The ghosts of Hollywood are not like the ghosts of any other area in the world, to be sure. Even among those who are not in the limelight, there is a tendency to show off, to make a mark for themselves, and to let the world know that Hollywood is a very special place indeed.


  1


  Is This You, Jean Harlow?


  If any movie actress deserved the name of “the vamp,” it certainly was Jean Harlow. The blonde actress personified the ideal of the 1930s—slim and sultry, moving her body in a provocative manner, yet dressing in the rather elegant, seemingly casual style of that period. Slinky dresses, sweaters and colorful accessories made Jean Harlow one of the outstanding glamor girls of the American screen. The public was never let in on any of her personal secrets or, for that matter, her personal tragedies. Her life story was carefully edited to present only those aspects of her personality that fitted in with the preconceived notion of what a glamorous movie star should be like. In a way, Jean Harlow was the prototype of all later blonde glamor girls of the screen, culminating with the late Marilyn Monroe. There is a striking parallel, too, in the tragic lives and sometimes ends of these blonde movie queens. Quite possibly the image they projected on the screen, or were forced to project, was at variance with their own private achievements and helped pave the way to their tragic downfalls.


  To me, Jean Harlow will always stand out as the glamorous goddess of such motion pictures as Red Dust, which I saw as a little boy. The idea that she could have had an earthbound life after death seems to be very far from the image the actress portrayed during her lifetime. Thus it was with some doubt that I followed up a lead supplied by an English newspaper, which said the former home of the screen star was haunted.


  The house in question is a handsome white stucco one-family house set back somewhat from a quiet residential street in Westwood, a section of Los Angeles near the University generally considered quiet and upper middle class. The house itself belongs to a professional man and his wife who share it with their two daughters and two poodles. It is a two-story building with an elegant staircase winding from the rear of the ground floor to the upper story. The downstairs portion contains a rather large oblong living room which leads into a dining room. There are a kitchen and bathroom adjacent to that area and a stairway leading to the upper floor. Upstairs are two bedrooms and a bathroom.


  When I first spoke on the telephone to Mrs. H., the present occupant of the house, asking permission to visit, she responded rather cordially. A little later I called back to make a definite appointment and found that her husband was far from pleased with my impending visit. Although he himself had experienced some of the unusual phenomena in the house, as a professional, and I suppose as a man, he was worried that publicity might hurt his career. I assured him that I was not interested in disclosing his name or address, and with that assurance I was again welcomed. It was a sunny afternoon when I picked up my tape recorder and camera, left my taxicab in front of the white house in Westwood, and rang the bell.


  Mrs. H. was already expecting me. She turned out to be a petite, dark-blonde lady of around thirty, very much given to conversation and more than somewhat interested in the occult. As a matter of fact, she had read one of my earlier books. With her was a woman friend; whether the friend had been asked out of curiosity or security I do not know. At any rate the three of us sat down in the living room and I started to ask Mrs. H. the kind of questions I always ask when I come to an allegedly haunted house.


  “Mrs. H., how long have you lived in this house?”


  “Approximately four years.”


  “When you bought it, did you make any inquiries as to the previous owner?”


  “I did not. I didn’t really care. I walked into the house and I liked it and that was that.”


  “Did you just tell your husband to buy it?”


  “Yes. I told him, ‘This is our house.’ I had the realtor go ahead and draw up the papers before he saw it because I knew he would feel as I did.”


  “Where did you live before?”


  “All over—Brentwood, West Los Angeles, Beverly Hills. I was born in Canada.”


  “How many years have you been married?”


  “Seventeen.”


  “You have children?”


  “I have two daughters, nine and twelve.”


  “Did the real-estate man tell you anything about the house?”


  “He did not.”


  “After you moved in and got settled, did you make some changes in it?”


  “Yes; it was in kind of sad shape. It needed somebody to love it.”


  “Did you make any structural changes?”


  “No. When we found out the history of the house we decided we would leave it as it was.”


  “So at the time you moved in, you just fixed it?”


  “Yes.”


  “When was the first time that you had any unusual feelings about the house?”


  “The day before we moved in I came over to direct the men who were laying the carpet. I walked upstairs and I had an experience at that time.”


  “What happened?”


  “My two dogs ran barking and growling into the upstairs bedrooms; I went up, and I thought I heard something whisper in my ear. It scared me.”


  “That was in one of the upstairs bedrooms?”


  “No, in the hallway just before the master bedroom. The dogs ran in barking and growling as if they were going to get somebody, and then when they got in there they looked around and there was nobody there.”


  “What did you hear?”


  “I could swear I heard somebody say, ‘Please help me!’ It was a soft whisper, sort of hushed.”


  “What did you do?”


  “I talked to myself for a few minutes to get my bearings. I had never experienced anything like that, and I figured, ‘Well, if it’s there, fine.’ I’ve had other ESP experiences before, so I just went about my business.”


  “Those other experiences you’ve had—were they before you came to this house?”


  “Yes. I have heard my name being called.”


  “In this house or in another?”


  “In other homes.”


  “Anyone you could recognize?”


  “No, just female voices.”


  “Did you see anything unusual at any time?”


  “I saw what I assume to be ectoplasm— It was like cigarette smoke. It moved, and my dogs whined, tucked their tails between their legs, and fled from the room.”


  “Did you tell your husband about the whisper?”


  “I did not. My husband is skeptical. I saw no reason to tell him.”


  “When was the next time you had any feeling of a presence here?”


  “The night we moved in, my husband and I were lying in bed. Suddenly, it was as if the bed were hit by a very strong object three times. My husband said ‘My God, I’m getting out of here. This place is haunted.’ I replied, ‘Oh, shush. It’s all right if someone is trying to communicate. It’s not going to hurt.’ And to the ghost I said, ‘You’re welcome—how do you do; but we’ve got to get some sleep—we’re very, very tired—so please let us be.’”


  “And did it help?”


  “Yes.”


  “How long did the peace last?”


  “Well, the jerking of the bed never happened again. But other things happened. There is a light switch on my oven in the kitchen. For a long time after we moved in, the switch would go on every so often—by itself.”


  “Would it take anyone to turn it physically, to turn on the light?”


  “Yes, you’d have to flip it up.”


  “Was there anybody else in the house who could have done it?”


  “No, because I would be sitting here and I’d hear the click and I would go there and it would be on. It’s happened ten or fifteen times, but recently it has stopped.”


  “Any other phenomena?”


  “Something new one time, at dusk. I was walking from one room to the other. I was coming through the dining room, and for some reason I looked up at the ceiling. There it was, this light—”


  “Did it have any particular shape?”


  “No. It moved at the edges, but it really didn’t have a form. It wasn’t a solid mass, more like an outline. It was floating above me.”


  “Did you hear anything?”


  “Not at that time. I have on one occasion. I was sitting right in the chair I am in now. My Aunt Mary was in that chair, and we both heard sobs. Terrible, sad, wrenching sobs coming from the corner over there by the mailbox. It was very upsetting, to say the least.”


  “Were these a woman’s sobs?”


  “Definitely.”


  “Did you see anything at the time?”


  “No. I just felt terribly sad, and the hair stood up on my arms. Also, in this house there are winds at times, when there is no window open.”


  “Are there any cold spots that cannot be explained rationally?”


  “Very frequently. Downstairs, usually here or in the upstairs bedroom, sometimes also in the kitchen.”


  “At the time your Aunt Mary was sitting here and you heard the sobs, did she also hear them?”


  “Oh, she did, and I had to give her a drink.”


  “Have you heard any other sounds?”


  “Footsteps. Up and down the stairs when nobody was walking up or down.”


  “Male or female?”


  “I would say female, because they are light. I have also felt things brush by my face, touching my cheek.”


  “Since you came to this home, have you had any unusual dreams?”


  “Definitely. One very important one. I was in bed and just dozing off, when I had a vision. I saw very vividly a picture of the upstairs bathroom. I saw a hand reaching out of a bathtub full of water, going up to the light switch, the socket where you turn power on and off. It then turned into a vision of wires, and brisk voltage struck the hand; the hand withered and died. It upset me terribly. The next morning my husband said, ‘You know, I had the strangest dream last night.’ He had had the identical dream!”


  “Identical?”


  “Practically. In his version, the hand didn’t wither, but he saw the sparks coming out of it. I went into the bathroom and decided to call in an electrician. He took out the outdated switch. He said, ‘Did you know this is outlawed? If anybody had been in the tub and reached up and touched the switch, he would have been electrocuted!’ We moved the switch so the only way you can turn the switch on is before you go into the bathroom. You can no longer reach it from the tub. Whoever helped me with this—I’m terribly grateful to her.”


  “Is there anything else of this kind you would care to tell me?”


  “I have smelled perfume in the upstairs children’s bedroom, a very strong perfume. I walked into the room. My little daughter who sleeps there doesn’t have perfume. That’s the only place I smell it, my little girl’s bedroom.”


  “Has any visitor ever come to this house without knowledge of the phenomena and complained about anything unusual?”


  “A friend named Betty sat in the kitchen and said, ’My gosh, I wish you’d close the windows. There’s such a draft in here.’ But everything was shut tight.”


  “Has your husband observed anything unusual except for the dream?”


  “One evening in the bedroom he said, ‘Boy, there’s a draft in here!’ I said there couldn’t be. All the windows were closed.”


  “What about the children?”


  “My youngest daughter, Jenny, has complained she hears a party in her upstairs closet. She says that people are having a party in it. She can hear them.”


  “When was the house built?”


  “I believe in 1929.”


  “Was it built to order for anyone?”


  “No. It was just built like many houses in this area, and then put up for sale.”


  “Who was the first tenant here?”


  “It was during the Depression. There were several successive tenants.”


  “How did Jean Harlow get involved with the house?”


  “She was living in a small home, but the studio told her she should live in a better area. She rented this house in the early ‘30’s and moved into it with her parents.”


  “How long did she live here?”


  “About four years. She paid the rent on it longer, however, because after she married, her folks stayed in this house. I believe she married her agent.”


  “How did she die?”


  “She died, I understand, as the result of a beating given to her by her husband which damaged her kidneys. The story goes that on the second night, after their honeymoon, he beat her. She came back to this house, took her mother into the bathroom and showed her what he had done to her. She was covered with bruises. She tried to make up with him, but to no avail. The night he killed himself, she was in this house. There was a rumor that he was impotent or a latent homosexual. He shot himself. When she heard the news, she was in her upstairs bedroom. She tried to commit suicide, because she thought she was the reason. She took an overdose of sleeping
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