



































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Christianity. The Jewish historian Flavius Josephus described them as
“the spirits of wicked men” and Plutarch, the Greek essayist and
biographer, made reference to “certain tyrannical demons™ requiring for
their enjoyment some soul still incarnate. But in modern times the
notion of demonic influence has been laughed to scorn.

Towards the end of the last century, Dr. John L. Nevius studied
strange psychical phenomena in the Chinese province of Shantung
where the ability of evil spirits to usurp minds and wills had long
been recognized. In his book Demon Possession (1896) Dr. Nevius
recounted the behavior of individuals overwhelmed by controlling
influences. He might as well have been describing a latter-day
channeling session.

When normal consciousness is restored after one of these
attacks, the subject is entirely ignorant of everything which
has passed during that state. The most striking characteristic..
.is that the subject evidences another personality, and the
normal personality for the time being is partially or wholly
dormant. The new personality presents traits of character
utterly different from those which really belong to the subject
in his normal state, and this change of character is, with rare
exceptions, in the direction of moral obliquity and impurity.
Many persons while “demon-possessed” give evidence of
knowledge which cannot be accounted for in ordinary ways
.... They sometimes converse in foreign languages of which in
their normal states they are entirely ignorant.

Whether voluntary or involuntary, possession always entails the
invasion of one’s will and thought by another, usually unknown, entity.
Dr. Edith Fiore acknowledges that the condition has minor benefits
such as companionship and exposure to whatever special abilities the
possessing spirit might own. But she cautions that the relationship is
never healthy and stultifies spiritual growth.



After completing an in-depth study of Mrs. Leonora Piper's medi-
umship, William James was so disturbed by the ramifications of the
trance state that he was moved in 1909 to lash out at the intellectual
establishment for its refusal to accept that demons or evil spirits might
actually exist. He wrote, “The refusal of modern ‘enlightenment’ to
treat ‘possession’ as a hypothesis to be spoken of as even possible, in
spite of the massive human tradition based on concrete human
experience in its favor, has always seemed to me a curious example of
the power of fashion in things ‘scientific.’ That the demon theory ...
will have its innings again is to my mind absolutely certain. One has
to be ‘scientific’ indeed to be blind and ignorant enough to suspect no
such possibility.”

Blindness and ignorance is, however, much in evidence in the New
Age movement that champions the channeling experience. Having been
seduced by the spirits myself in spite of my avowed investigative
intent, [ know how persuasive and convincing communicating entities
can be. Their charm, clairvoyance and knowledge can work wonders in
massaging ones frail hope that enlightenment might be within reach
after all. Spiritual aspiration is often attended by tenderness and
vulnerability, and earthbound spirits well know how to burrow into the
most soft and pliable parts of the self in the cause of satisfying their
own ends. Their mission 1s made so much easier by gullible New
Agers, ever in search of the pure and the expansive. who readily
embrace any influence which appears to be spiritually nourishing. Few
care to probe beneath the platitudes and the plausibility to gain
hard-won insights into what is really being said and done.

Channelers’ disconcerting insouciance 1s sometimes matched by
researchers who merely play at the task of investigation. Professor Jon
Klimo tells in Channeling how sociologist Earl Babbie has supposedly
devised a method of discerning good entities from bad entities: he
simply asks them questions. In Babbie's words:



We're starting to see some consensus emerging .... It has to do
with empowerment. If the entity is trying to get you to follow
it or is trying to get you to give up your power to it, then you
should really watch out.... Many of the entities say they are
intending to put themselves out of business.

Many entities say many things and Babbie should not be so artless
as to suppose that such a procedure could ever hope to discriminate
effectively. When John, the fourth evangelist, urged, “Test the spirits...”
he must surely have had something more exacting in mind than
ingenuous interrogation. Emanuel Swedenborg, of course, was fully
cognizant of the devious practices of discarnates who allied themselves
with the highest good. His sustained exposure to all manner of
subversion left him eternally suspicious of all communications. “When
spirits begin to speak with man,” he wrote, “he must beware lest he
believe in anything; for they say almost anything; things are fabricated
of them, and they lie....”

Lying—and lying about lying—has always come naturally to earth-
bound spirits. As long ago as the third century, lamblichus, the leading
neo-Platonist philosopher of his time, unmasked an alleged Apollo
speaking through a medium who was only the ghost of a gladiator.
Minucius Felix, a Roman advocate and apologist, must have
encountered impostors of his own. “There are,” he wrote., “some
insincere and vagrant spirits, degraded from their heavenly vigor... who
cease not, now that they are ruined themselves, to ruin others.”
Centuries later, Swami Bhakta Vishita warned in his work Genuine
Mediumship of a mischievous class of entities who impersonated
other spirits. Wherever identity was claimed, he said, “positive and
strict identification of the spirits is a duty on the part of
investigators.”



My thoughts turned back to George Chapman, the spiritual healer.
He, too, insisted upon the need to verify the status of communicating
entities, having established beyond all doubt that Dr. William Lang
—the healing entity he has channeled for more than forty years—once
lived as a highly-respected ophthalmic surgeon. Dr. Lang’s surviving
colleagues, patients and closest relatives had sworn that the entity
speaking through George Chapman was, in truth, the genial medical
practitioner who died in 1937. Why, then, was Dr. Lang so rare? If
mediums at large were attracting earthbound spirits who were fond of
fabrication, why was Dr. Lang so different? Was he different? Or was
he simply more astute and sophisticated than the rest? Realizing that
only George Chapman and Dr. Lang could answer my questions, | set
out once more for the United Kingdom in September 1988.

Advance attempts to reach Chapman from Canada by letter and
telephone had failed because he was working in the south of
France. Nevertheless, his son, Michael, had told me that he was
scheduled to return home to the Welsh wvillage of Trer-Ddol, near
Aberystwyth, by the middle of the month. Once I arrived in England,
repeated messages left on Chapman’s answering machine brought no
response, even after Michael had confirmed that his father was once
more in residence. So | climbed into my rented car and traveled more
than three hundred miles to the west coast of Wales, a journey
culminating in a steep climb up a narrow drive leading to Chapman’s
home, Pant Glas (Green Dip) perched high on a hillside.

When | arrived, Pant Glas' tiny forecourt was crammed with cars
and a chartered bus bearing the sick and the disabled for appointments
with Dr. Lang. A harried receptionist explained that Chapman was very
busy and unable to see me. | scribbled a note of introduction and left.

The next day | drove back to the house on the hill before the start
of the working day It was a gloriously sunny morning and, as I
stepped out of the car into the empty forecourt. a short, stocky man
with a neatly-trimmed white beard appeared from behind the doctor’s



office set apart from the main building. He was smartly dressed in a
blue blazer, dark slacks and a tie. Having seen photographs of
sixty-seven-year-old George Chapman, | immediately recognized the
man who greeted me. He apologized profusely for having been so
difficult to track down. Then he invited me into his house, leading the
way to a study furnished with relics of Dr. Lang: the surgeon’s chair,
his Bible, his retirement tankard and his appointment book for 1937
were all proudly indicated. Even the window curtains had been
especially designed for Dr. Lang by the celebrated William Morris.
Next, Chapman reached into a drawer for an envelope bearing a broken
seal and showed me the enclosed letter signed by Dr. Lang’s daughter,
the late Marie Lyndon Lang, attesting to the genuineness of his
mediumship.

Briefly, | told the story of my disillusionment with the claims of
channeled entities and expressed the hope that Dr. Lang, the verifiable
Dr. Lang, might possibly be able to throw some light on the darkness
of my understanding.

“You're pretty well like me, you see,” said Chapman in his pro-
nounced Liverpool accent. “I would never satisfy myself until 1 had
complete evidence.... Maurice Barbanell, whose guide was Silver Birch,
was a good friend of mine but | said to him: ‘You've no evidence to
prove it is Silver Birch." To be honest, the only evidence I've had of
life after death is from Dr. Lang.”

| asked him why he believed he was the only person, to our
knowledge, to verify so conclusively a possessing discarnate.

*I don’t know,” was Chapman’s answer. “It was all so easy for me,
| went into trance and Dr. Lang spoke through me, saying who he was,
where he practiced, where he lived. . .all the information. My friend
wrote away and it didn‘t seem difficult. But I don't mix with other
healers or mediums. | never get involved with or worry about what
the others are doing. There are so many different entities coming
through and it’s difficult to know what is truth or not.”



Chapman spoke of his healing partnership with Dr. Lang as being
“like a marriage” Apparently, Dr. Lang initiated the communication so
that he could continue the work he loved, while at the same time
exhibiting firm evidence for life after death, Chapman was chosen as
intermediary because he had been a member of the same spiritual
family as Dr. Lang through many incarnations. Dr. Lang has said that
he will reincarnate on Earth following Chapman’s death.

As Chapman enters trance, he can see Dr. Lang walking towards
him. “It's like being smothered” he said. "I know no more. He has
possession of my body but | remember nothing. It's like going into a
deep sleep. But it’s not the same as being hypnotized. During the war
[Chapman served in the Royal Air Force] when we were tired we used
to perform co-operative hypnotism on one another so that we could
get some sleep. In that hypnotic state, the heartbeat and pulse rate are
normal; but in the state of deep trance the heartbeat and pulse rate
drop to a rate just above death. You feel fine when you come out of
a hypnotic state. But [ come out of my trance and feel nausea. I'm
drained, yes...."

Checking his watch, Chapman realized that Dr. Lang was already
late for his first patient of the day Nevertheless, he offered to let me
talk to the surgeon before he commenced his long list of
appointments. Many of those who appear at Pant Glas have traveled
long distances for a ten-minute appointment, which cost ten pounds,
yet Chapman rarely meets his patients consciously. When they enter
his darkened office, he is already installed in trance as Dr. Lang.

We left the house and walked over to the little office. Once more,
the forecourt was packed with vehicles and overflowing with patients,
some in wheelchairs, some on crutches, | waited in the anteroom with
the receptionist as Chapman stepped into his small operating theatre to
transform himself for the purposes of conducting an afternoon’s
healing. When 1 entered two minutes later, Chapman was practically
unrecognizable. His blazer and tie had been discarded, his eyes were



tightly closed and his forthright voice was transformed into the gentle,
quavering tones of old age., He was smiling broadly when | shook his
hand and | noticed how weak was his grip compared with Chapman'’s
firm grasp.

“Why didn’t you stay in the log cabin?” Dr. Lang wanted to know.
Apparently, there was a cabin on the nearby hillside where guests
often stayed.

| explained that 1 had been trying vainly to reach George Chapman
by telephone for days and, in desperation, had driven unannounced to
his door.

“Well, George gets such an amount of mail and—errr—he never
gets a lot of time. He means well. He puts—errr—scribbles down on
the paper but he never really—errr—-gets round to doing things which
| suppose he should.... If you come again, you should drop George a
line well in advance and say that | said you should. There’s a very nice
log cabin up there.....”

| thanked Dr. Lang for the invitation and proceeded to explain my
difficulties in trying—and failing- —to verify information provided by
various entities. He listened carefully, leaning forward with his fixed
grin and sightless eyes. 1 had anticipated that he might have given me
a lecture on the brilliance and trickery of earthbound spirits who use
mediums’ receptivity for their own ends. But he did no such thing. No
matter how [ worded my question, even suggesting that devious
intelligences were taking advantage of the trance state, he continually
laid the blame for my problems on the mediums concerned.

“*Maybe mixed-up messages coming into the medium’s brain,” sug-
gested Dr. Lang in an accent which, though more refined than
Chapman's, still bore traces of Liverpudlian dialect. “It can
be—errr—that the medium—errr—is not in so complete a trance and
its always a little worrying when one hears of mediums with so many
people coming—errr—through them .... 1 think it is the medium’s



brain or mind—call it what you will—becoming confused.”

I told Dr. Lang that while much of the geographical and historical
information supplied by the entities was amazingly accurate, the
claimed identities did not stand up to scrutiny.

“Well, you get a lot of impostors,” he replied “Maybe the
mediums are not developed enough to have built—errr— a good circle
of protection?”

“But why are you so rare in that you are an entity who can be
documented?” | demanded.

“Well, 1 think entities can be traced if you can find first of all a
medium who is making genuine contact .... [ know as much
about—errrmy life as | did when 1 was on Earth. You don't forget.
One—errrhas memory...."

“But it seems that a lot of information given by discarnate entities
is plainly wrong.”

“You see, it could be, as [ say, that—errr—the medium’s not so
perfect as one would like the medium to be.”

“Or is it," [ persisted, “that some entities are closer to the
earthbound plane than others?”

“Well, I-I-1...when a person passes over they are very close to the
Earth for a while. Therefore, if they make contact with a medium
they can give all the evidence quite clearly But they don’t
remain—errr—c¢ lose to the Earth for very long. They start to move
away, as it were.”

“But you have remained close—for a purpose, presumably...."”

“Well, yes, I'm linked with George.... Spirits are about you all the
time. It's just becoming sensitive enough to make contact —errr—with



the spirit and, as I say, George and | have a closeness through our
lives of being of one family, if you wish, and having worked through
other lives in this way... I still blame a lot on mediumship.... You find
today that mediumship is not being practiced enough and there are not
enough trance mediums that, I would say, are so fully developed.
People seem to want to put—errr—a collar and tie on and become a
type of medical doctor, which they're not...I think if you say the
healing's coming from spirit, you have to prove the healing’s coming
from spirit.”

“It’s just that I feel the entities [ have talked to are manipulative.
Does that make sense to you?”

“It makes sense, yes. This can happen.”
“Do you see those sort of people from your vantage point?”

“Yes. Because in this world you have playboys—errr—just the
same and people wanting to believe they are important, giving so
much evidence, |1 know | get many [incarnate] people telling me of the
great guides they have, and they all seem to want someone very
important. They talk of their great guides but when you—errr—ask
them: '‘Did you trace your guide?’ they say: '‘Oh. no, no, but he told
me he was some famous surgeon, He’s using a different name because.
you see. he doesn't want his family to become involved.” Well, surely,
when you've passed into this world you want your family to know
where you are. That's what | wanted right away. My daughter and my
grandchildren all came to see me.”

“*Do you see yourself as George's guide?”

“Well, | don't like the word "guide.’ | feel that I am George’s close
friend and | am here to help him and. if you wish, to guide him.
When you come into the world you have a guide but it’s not usually a
Red Indian. It's usually a member of your family who loves you and
wants to help you on the right road. Errr...if later on you develop a









CHAPTER 20

The Challenge of

Consciousness —
Spirituality versus

Psychism

More than four years have passed since my first chat with Filipa
and | feel like a disaffected lover who likes to tell himself he never
really cared. Intellectually, | can dismiss her as just another earthbound
spirit. who tricked me into making an emotional commitment that
temporarily shored up her own condemned existence. | can protest
self-righteously that she lied to me, which she did. But | cannot help
but remember Filipa the tender-hearted confidante. Filipa the unearthly
lover, Filipa the judicious interpreter of reality.

Even in duplicity, she knew and understood me more precisely
than anyone and that quality of knowing can never be erased from
the mind or the heart. Perhaps it is for the best that the mystery of
our liaison remains intact and that, within the masque ball of
discarnate deception. the slow dance of Gideon and Micro Laluda
defies analysis. Perhaps. In any case, my conclusions and our
estrangement notwithstanding, | shall always wonder who Filipa really
was, what her past and future must be, and why she misled me in the
guise of an eighteenth-century peasant girl from Thrace.

Likewise, | shall always wonder about Russell, Ernest, Harry,
Kinnggalaa, Hanni, Tuktu, Mi-Lao, Dr. Pinkerton, Dr. Jamieson, Dr.
Lang and all the others. As | write this, Aviva's living room still comes



alive each week with the manifold voices of the dead, new “guides”
from around the world replacing familiar voices as incarnate members
of the group come and go. Claire Laforgia carries Dr. Pinkerton's
counsel far and wide across the Americas and the other channelers
who have appeared in this book continue to find audiences eager for
their ministrations.

So long as there is suffering, insecurity, and the need to know,
there will be a demand for possessing discarnates. The wise, however,
will choose to rely on their own intuition which, after all, may well be
prompted by the unspoken attentions of beings in the next world who
genuinely seek our highest good. Kinnggalaa, the voice of tribal
Africa, inadvertently gave the best advice when he told his charge one
hot August night in [985: “Never be fooled by what you see on the
surface. When you look out upon the lake and it appears clear and
placid, you do not see the undertows that are ready to grab the
unwary.”

In the absence of communication with my “friends” in the next
dimension, my proclivity for nervous tension, insomnia and besetting
uneasiness—all  of  which I had come to accept as
normality—continues to recede. Like Sandford Ellison, | have reason to
appreciate  the self-confrontation precipitated by the eventual
disillusionment with the mysterious voices. Indeed, 1 am grateful to
have pulled through without scuttling for refuge into either skepticism
or fundamentalism. And [ know that the experience has, at last,
enlarged my understanding and confirmed my sense of self. Without
bitterness or even regret, | choose to believe in the words of
eighteenth-century British  philosopher Edmund Burke: *“He that
wrestles with us strengthens our nerves and sharpens our skills. Our
antagonist is our helper.”

The question remains: Do true guides exist and, if so. would they
manifest through the body of a human being? In Chapter Seven |
presented an extensive body of evidence suggesting that we are being



watched by discarnate presences who know us intimately and have our
best interests at heart. The awareness of evolved spiritual beings,
however, must be distinguished from possession which, despite
longstanding censure, gleams in the closing years of the twentieth
century with the luster of the damned. Too often, as the reader has
seen, earthbound spirits are mistaken for more enlightened intelligences
because they congregate closer to the Earth and are much more
accessible to our senses. Capitalizing on this confusion, they ride on
the coat-tails of the truth, posing as invisible guardians who have
interacted with man since the earliest times.

With the benefit of hindsight, it is hard for me to understand that
mediums or channelers would consciously choose a course of folly
which, ordinarily, they would shrink from even contemplating. No sane
individual would run the rnisk of associating with, let alone
surrendering to, another person or group of people without first being
reasonably assured of their character and intentions. Yet to undertake
mediumistic development is to send an open invitation to the next
world of ones willingness to be controlled by any passing discarnate.
Even though higher, evolved intelligences are aware of the medium's
receptivity, only earthbound spirits are actively seeking opportunities to
express themselves physically. Consequently, the likelihood is that the
medium will attract the very type of loathsome individual who, in
everyday life, would be shunned or deliberately avoided.

Channelers, then. are clearly asking for trouble—both for them-
selves and for those who are attracted by their “gift” of mediumship.
[n subjecting themselves body and soul to the whim of undesirable
influences, they are also relinquishing their priceless faculties of
personal will and self-responsibility. The possessing entities, exploiting
this voluntary capitulation, are then able to extend their sphere of
influence by subtly encouraging those within earshot of the compliant
victim to sacrifice their selfhood.

Dependency is stealthily promoted in the name of personal growth.



And the more the discarnates spoonfeed and stroke the egos of their
listeners, the more flaccid becomes the will of each seeker after truth.

Only a small leap of imagination is required to see that channeling
undertaken by thousands of unconscious receptors across the North
American continent amounts to large-scale sabotage of the New Age
and its ideal of ascendant consciousness. As Alexander Blair-Ewart
has observed: “Anything is suspect which disarms, or attempts to
disarm, the individualized consciousness. A passive relationship with
the spiritual world 1s old age. not New Age”

In my own case, having been enthralled by entities claiming to be
guardians of “forward development,” it is easy to see, in retrospect,
that their objective was not personal growth, but psychic subversion.
Only after my disillusionment did | wake up to the fact that influences
which sap or obliterate the authentic selfhood of the individual can
only obstricct personal growth. True spiritual development is achieved
neither by dependency nor by lapsing into unconsciousness. True
spiritual development rises to the challenge of consciousness by
demanding self-discipline, effort of the will, and as much awareness
as possible. When all is said and done, there is no shortcut to Nirvana.
But in this narcissistic age of instant gratification and swift solutions,
the great deception of channeling is that we may glide effortlessly to
the Godhead. All we have to do is pay our money, take our seats and
dream on as loving discarnates lead us to enlightenment. Why, the Big
E is just around the corner and anyway—didn't you know?—we are
God.

There are those who believe that the multitude of channeled
entitiecs are not acting alone, that they are unified in their
determination to undermine society’s moral, religious and cultural
values. Brooks Alexander, senior researcher at the California-based
Spiritual Counterfeits Project, compares the entities’ “glittering vision
of possibilities” to the serpent’s temptation of Eve in the Garden of
Eden. In an article published in Christianity Today, he declared:



The unnoticed reality is that spiritism has been steadily working
its way into the mainstream of American culture for the last
twenty years. The disturbing reality is that channeling is just
the tip of an iceberg, the visible part of a much larger pattern.
The sobering reality is that the new spiritism has moved
beyond the weird and the supernatural into the normal and the
mundane. Quietly but convincingly, the entities have been
serving notice that they intend to shape our future.

The irony is that many who regard themselves as foot soldiers in
the vanguard of New Age thinking are unconsciously settling for
stupefaction and spiritual inertia by yielding to the persuasiveness of
channelers’ messages. It is as if a giant wand of delusion has been
waved over the questing masses so that eyes do not see and ears do
not hear. Fortunately, the casting of the spell has not gone entirely
unnoticed. In an article titled Ramtha, Channeling and Deception,
Dennis Stillings cautions that channeling and other wonders of the
consciousness revolution “might be candy-flavored flypaper actually
luring us into a New Age of unconsciousness that will make the Dark
Ages look like dawn Even Jon Klimo, for all his noncommittal
posturing, suggests that channeling “may be offering early warnings of
an impending break into a mass psychotic episode, a latter day Dark
Ages with little redeeming value.”

Back in 1912, when Spiritualism was enjoying a surge of
popularity, the anonymous author of a book called The Grear
Psvchological Crime argued that humanity’s ability to persist and
advance from lower to higher planes of existence relied exclusively
upon the conscious exercise of independent faculties, capacities and
powers. This evolutionary ascension was in accordance with nature’s
constructive principle and, as such, was the way of life. Humanity's
alternative was to personify nature’s destructive principle by abdicating
personal stewardship to any intelligences who might wish to assume



that responsibility.

Mediumship, from the standpoint of the medium, is...a purely
negative proposition. It 1s a self-surrender and not a
“gift”....The medium does not develop himself. He is devel-
oped. That is to say, all the developing work is done by his
controls and not by the medium himself. He is developed in
precisely the same sense that a patient is delivered under the
influence of an anaesthetic. That is to say, he 1s “developed”
into a condition of subjectivity. ...

Eight years later, Sir William Barrett expressed similar concerns in
warning that the danger to any medium lay “not only in the loss of
spiritual stamina but in the possible deprivation of that birthright we
each are given to cherish, our individuality, our true selfhood....” The
medium’s renunciation of personal sovereignty is perhaps even more
central to the channeling debate than the question of who or what is
exploiting the trance state. As Goethe pointed out. whatever liberates
our spirit without giving us self-control is disastrous.

Madame Blavatsky affirmed long ago that “your best, your most
powerful mediums, have all suffered in health of body and mind.”
Other authorities have stated that mediumship, while sometimes
culminating in insanity, leads frequently to the atrophy of brain tissue,
the depgeneracy of mental powers and increasing egotism and
emotionalism. Such testimony tallies, indirectly, with the contaminating
presence of hungry ghosts. If mediumship is indeed synonymous with
negativity and disintegration, only dissolute astral beings would
participate in such a process. To quote again from The Great
Psychological Crime:

It may be accepted as an axiom of spiritual life that no spiritu-
al intelligence,.. who has learned the meaning and the results
of the mediumistic process, and who is honest, will ever sub-



ject any individual of earth to the blighting influence of medi-
umistic control. Whoever does so thereby convicts himself of
either gross ignorance, deliberate dishonesty or uncon-
scionable immorality,

This argument applies to celebrated entitiess—Seth, Ramtha,
Lazaris, Dr. Lang and the like—as well as to Filipa, Russell, Dr.
Pinkerton and other lesser-known stars in the channeling firmament.
One must pierce the bombast and the grandiloquence to ask how it is
possible that discarnate communicators can be emissaries of love,
peace and wisdom if, simultaneously, they are subjecting those they
control to a questionable fate. A healthy, balanced and vigorous life
lies, after all, not in possession by another individual but in the
marshalling of a fully-integrated consciousness through self-possession.

Knowing exactly who he is and where he is going, the
self-possessed person is self-reliant and, consequently, is unlikely to be
exploited by external influences. On the other hand. those who seek
dependency and direction, looking to others to fulfill their needs, are
asking to be duped and manipulated. This is where aspirations for an
ally in the next dimension are to be substituted for an invocation of
the higher self. “There is in all of us,” wrote Plotinus, “a higher
man... almost a god, reproducing God.” Who is this inner helpmate if
not a true guide on whom we can call in full consciousness?

So long as we remain in our physical bodies, we can never know
the truth about genuinely benevolent spiritual presences, no matter
what the myriad channeled entities would have us believe. As the
Greek philosopher Xenophanes affirmed 2,500 years ago: “There is no
man that has seen, nor any that will ever know, the exact truth
concerning the gods.... All things are wrapped in appearances.”

Nevertheless, spiritual teachers are in agreement that evolved non-
physical entities influence humanity telepathically, without speech.
“*Higher beings are silent—they simply radiate knowing and love,” said



The Venerable Namgyal Rinpoche, founder of the Dharma Center of
Canada. “As a general spiritual law, no enlightened being would speak
through an ordinary human. The discarnate spirits who are making
themselves known through channeling are united in their desperate
need for love. Their audience is a generation that is also hungry for
love.”

Rudolf Steiner, the Austrian occult scientist and founder of
Anthroposophy who was able to perceive clairvoyantly the non-physical
realms, told how each one of us has a personal angel, “a being who,
being one stage higher, can lead the individuality over from one
incarnation to the other.” But in his work An Outline of Occult Science
he cautioned that these beings....

are not of a kind to be perceived by outer senses; they cannot
even be described as thin and insubstantial forms of air, such
as might still give rise to anything like sense-perceptible
effects. All we receive from them are the impressions of purely
spiritual sound, spiritual light and spiritual warmth. They do not
find expression in material embodiment. Only the supersensible
consciousness can apprehend them,

We have an obligation to sift the wheat from the chaff, if only
because our immortality is at stake. Immortality must be earned and
we are inviting setbacks and confusion if we allow ourselves to be
distracted from this task by psychism’s world of glamour and illusion.
[t is easy, much too easy., to be seduced by hungry ghosts and fall into
the snare of dependency, a snare that can prove deadly. As Carl Jung
observed, we die to the extent that we fail to discriminate. Or, to quote
Virgil: “We make our destinies by our choice of gods.”

| must admit to having yearned to confront the discarnates of my
acquaintance one last time. Freed of my addiction and supported by
the wisdom of the ages, | wanted to vent my feelings unrestrainedly,



to unmask once and for all their conniving and deceitful ways. But
even as | looked forward to a final showdown with the spirits, | knew
they would be much too clever for me. No matter how ironclad my
arguments and purposeful my intent, they would call on their native
brilliance to sidestep the issue and somehow make me the culprit.
Finally, 1 decided that the only worthwhile response was this book.

Despite my ordeal, the GUIDES WILL ASSIST YOU placard still
adorns the wall of my study | have never given up believing that
there are wise and benevolent spiritual intelligences who are watching
over us. | am simply less naive than before and more aware than ever
that the search for truth and greater awareness is fraught with tests
and temptations. As the odyssey continues, I can only reflect that the
learning has been invaluable and.. ..

Whoever is really looking after me out there, I thank you from
the bottom of my heart.



Epilogue
Now it can be told.

Early in 1988, | was living in a little house facing Adolphus Reach
on the northeastern side of Lake Ontario. During this time of
soul-searching, while sull grappling with the emotional upheaval of
pulling away from the guides, I noticed an inflamed swelling over my
navel. It was readily apparent that pus was gathering within and
fuelling this growth, which was painful to touch. I tried to squeeze the
suppurating appendage into submission, but without success.

A visit to my local doctor was of little help. Somewhat
confounded, he could only recommend that | take antibiotics, wash
away any discharge from the abscess and change dressings regularly.
He prescribed a mild painkiller to ease my suffering., which would
steadily intensify over the days that followed.

While in Toronto, 1 checked into the emergency ward of Toronto
General Hospital where a doctor on duty was equally mystified by the
inflammation. He recommended a different antibiotic and urged that |
change dressings frequently. In time, he intimated, the abscess should
heal.

But the abscess did not heal. In fact, it got progressively worse so
that both the pain and my bewilderment about the infection would
occupy my every waking hour. On the recommendation of some
friends, | visited a wveteran country doctor who was touted as a
wilderness specialist, a man who had seen everything. As I lay in his
office, this physician plunged a wooden-shafted swab into the
inflammation. then tossed the barbarous accessory into a wastebin while
[ yelped with pain and surprise. “I've never seen anything like it,” he
muttered in a broad Scottish accent. After applying another dressing,



he sent me on my way. Time heals, was the unspoken prognosis.

Nearly three weeks had passed since | had first noticed my
umbilical infection. It was now late February, and the Canadian winter
was in full spate. Under a leaden sky and on snow-covered roads, |
headed across southern Ontario for home. Parking my red station
wagon beside a barn on the main thoroughfare that skirts the brow of
the escarpment overlooking Adolphus Reach, | walked 400 vyards
downhill to my white, stuccoed retreat. Indoors, alone, there was plenty
of time to contemplate a reason for the malady that no doctor seemed
to understand. Perhaps, I mused, 1 was under some kind of psychic
attack. Were the various entities, who had ultimately failed to win me
over, trying to ensure | would not reveal who they are and what they
do? So went my distraught thinking as 1 manipulated my solar plexus
and changed the dressing innumerable times.

Outside, the weather turned blustery. As pale sleet thickened into
driving snow, my stomach pain intensified. That evening, | had no
option but to take a strong painkiller every half hour just to keep the
agony at bay. But even such heavy sedation failed to curb the
mounting torment. It wasn’t long before I realized that emergency
action must be taken. Sometime after midnight, I decided to climb the
steep slope behind my cabin and drive to the nearest medical refuge:
Prince Edward County Hospital in the town of Picton,

The climb was difficult. Bent almost double, gripping my stomach,
[ struggled up the hill. At the top, | hobbled through snow drifts
blanketing the highway and slumped into the driver's seat of my
vehicle. In flying snow, on that desolate stretch of road, | drove for
twenty minutes or more hunched over the steering wheel like a
gut-shot cowboy in an unspeakably frigid spaghetti western. Reaching
the hospital, I stepped back into the snowstorm and made for the main
entrance. The doors were locked, but there was a night buzzer. |
pressed it, Twice. An orderly appeared at the window and ushered me
inside as, grimacing, [ tried to explain my plight.



| was asked to lie down on a bed in the small emergency ward.
Soon, a nurse was standing at the bedside peeling away the latest
dressing from my navel. At the sight of the oozing inflammation she
exclaimed under her breath “Oh my God!" Coming from a nurse, such
a remark was hardly encouraging. I was told that the hospital surgeon
would see me at his earliest convenience later that morning. In the
meantime, an injection of Demarol dispatched me to dreamland.

Shortly after 9 am., Dr. Earle Taylor, a short, stocky man with a
kindly air, appeared beside my bed. He carefully examined the stricken
navel and, unlike the doctors who had preceded him, delivered a
diagnosis. “You have omphalitis,” he said. “This condition is rare in
adults but occasionally affects newborns. After the severing of the
umbilical cord, the navel is a potential portal of entry for organisms,
and inflammation can occur.”

| was then carried into a nearby room for an ultrasound scan. A
small green screen showed a malevolent growth, like an inverted
pyramid, lying beneath my belly button. Soon afterwards, 1 was
wheeled into an operating room and given a general anaesthetic which,
in the split-second before | passed out, smelled like the fumes of a gas
station. Then Dr. Taylor—a veteran surgeon with 27 years’
experience—went to work. He cut into the abscess, drained the toxin,
and stitched up my navel.

Awaking later in my hospital bed | felt groggy but relieved to
learn that the operation had been successful. Within an hour, my
semi-slumber was interrupted by a telephone call. Claire Laforgia was
on the line.

“Joe, how are you?" she inquired.
“Fine,” 1 replied. *But ._but how did you know [ was here?”

“My guide told me.”



So Dr. Pinkerton had told her. Not a soul had been notified of my
admission to the hospital.

My next thought was this: if Dr. Pinkerton had told Claire where I
was, perhaps he had put me there. Perhaps he was the source of this
strange affliction which had baffled three physicians and had puzzled
even the practiced eye of Dr. Earle Taylor.

The site of the abscess was symbolic indeed; the navel, the very
core of my being. In an abstract sense, the inflammation was
undermining my central reality. To the ancient Greeks—and Filipa leapt
to mind immediately—the omphalos was not only the human navel but
could also be translated as ‘“‘center” or “hub.” Moreover, the omphalos
was a sacred stone of conical shape in the temple of Apollo at
Delphi, fabled to mark the center of the Earth. Omphalos. Omphalitis.

The source of the affliction was a mystery. Dr. Taylor later
intimated that, in an adult. omphalitis would usually occur only if the
navel were abraded, ulcerated. or left unwashed. None of these
stipulations applied to me. Had | not driven to the hospital and
undergone the operation, the abscess would eventually have burst. Then
the accumulating pus might well have exploded internally, leading to
peritonitis and death,

So perhaps [ was facing a version of the psychic onslaughts
already documented in the lives of other unfortunates who, after an
initial embrace, had withdrawn from counseling spirits. Surely it is
significant that this “attack™ took place as | was preparing to write
negatively about the influence of *“the guides” Even—and perhaps
especially—after my recovery, my resolve to write this book was
constantly threatened by a deep-seated fear Would the spirits find a
way to prevent the story of my foray into the murky world of
channeling from reaching the general public?

| can remember sitting at my computer and praying for



deliverance so that the book could be completed. Even if my onetime
friends ultimately found a way to take my life, I told myself, the book
must be finished. Delivering a final manuscript to the publisher was all
that really mattered. And all that mattered was finally achieved without
further incident.

With the publication of the Canadian and UK. editions of this
book. originally entitled Hungry Ghosts, came sweet relief mingled
with lingering distress. Even after the book appeared in Canada and
the UK. and Commonwealth, the emotional havoc caused by placing
myself in such close and longstanding contact with earthbound spirits
persisted. Because my belief system had been turned inside out, | was
nervous, self-doubting, and a dyed-in-the-wool insomniac. My face and
figure, people would tell me later, looked disturbingly gaunt and
haunted. However, after meeting my wife-to-be, Emily Zarb, solace and
peace of mind would gradually and blessedly replace fretful anxiety. [
started to live without second-guessing myself. For the first time in
years, | slept soundly. And for the next decade | avoided channeling
and channelers.

After the book was published, | started to receive a long
succession of letters; far more letters, in fact, than any other book of
mine has generated. Most were penned by kindred souls who had
suffered, in one way or another, from the practice of channeling. There
were hosts of “thank you™ letters from people who, while harboring
doubts about channeling, had been encouraged to withdraw from spirit
communication. Happily, the book seemed to boost confidence in
genuine spirit helpers who, rather than pouncing on entranced humans
to express themselves, work tirelessly behind the wveil separating this
world from the next.

Many of my correspondents had suffered excruciatingly from their
contact with earthbound spirits. Usually, they had been won over by
subtle manipulation masquerading as love and wisdom. A woman
from Glastonbury, England told of being visited by the “guidance™ of



an unseen being whom, she believed, loved her very much.

She explained: *“One night, 1 woke from sleep, terrified but
fascinated as an ‘energy’ was rippling up and down my back and I
heard a noise like a jet engine, blotting out any other sounds. My
‘body" lifted from the bed and | rose up, fully conscious, to my
bedroom ceiling, then slowly returned to my bed” This “energy” led
her to meet a woman who said she had watched her for a long time,
The experience was “so real it could have been physical. This woman
was real; and 1 was alive—in another world.™

The relationship developed in stages as the correspondent “went
out” often. The entity, who became “like a spirit-mother,” then offered
to “train” her. By learning, she was told, she could help the spirit’s
own development, And that’s when the trouble started.

She continued: “Something (from her) was pushing, darkening, irri-
tating. 1 would stumble and fall sometimes. | felt so much love and
support from her. Then | began to feel strangely ill. For no apparent
reason, long waves of severe nausea would grip me. And a heavy
‘thunderstorm’ headache.

“*You are not ill,” [the spirit] told me. ‘It's the training.” She
showed me 1t was her doing it. She *switched on’ the sensations, then
switched them off again, then on again. To show me. I didn't like it.”

Despair was the pay-off for obedience to the wraith who had
wooed and pursued her. “Deep down, | realized that this wasn’t me,”
she wrote. “It wasn't my natural self. It was tremendous weariness. |
struggled, trying not to lose life ...I sank lower than I've ever been. |
heard someone ask her if | d ever considered suicide. | heard phrases
in Latin and Spanish..”

Then she fought back with all her might. “Loss of dignity,
humiliation, didn't matter. Nothing mattered but my survival and
breaking, finally, all links with that woman. It took every ounce of



strength 1 didn’t know | possessed to get through. And it will take a
long time to really heal.”

A woman from Windsor, England related a series of trying expern-
ences that occurred after she joined a ouija board circle. *I didn’t
realize for some time that I had drawn spirits to me and | had a few
years of hell trying everything to get rid of them,” she wrote, “But |
was also too attached to one certain spirit which was running my life.
[ decided | had to be in control.”

A wise decision. But, as in the time that followed my own
contamination, questions remained. “I am not being touched or
bothered so much these days” she concluded, “but I am left
wondering: how can you tell the true spirits?”

A reader from Granum, Alberta was fascinated to learn about the
“buzzing” that persisted in my ears, if only because he was afflicted
by the same problem. He wrote me an unnervingly spooky letter
which told of an entity that managed to make contact via his car
radio, through telepathic communication, and in visions.

“The entity got stronger and stronger, and very demanding. I
backed away, tried to shut it out of my space. From that point on my
life became a nightmare, from waking up to a room full of
smoke—my electric bed pad was smoldering with me on top of it—to
being poked and jabbed, my heart being squeezed, and circulation in
my legs being stopped!™

He went on: “It's 1995, and my ear still buzzes. It's been buzzing
for about nine years now. I wish that was all... | am 67 years old—not
a kid--and 1 really do need help!”

Then there was the tragic tale of a man from Ottawa whose wife
of 22 years had left him and their three daughters in order to be free
“to better serve God.” In fact, according to the husband’s letter, she
had left home after undertaking an extensive search for her “true self”



a search that led to meditations based on channeled messages.

The grieving husband wrote: “l am working to establish an
environment that will encourage her to take a more objective look at
the spiritual path that she has chosen [in the hope that] she will
rethink her decision and avoid the exploitation that she is headed for™

Some readers challenged my conclusions. “As for earthbound
spirits,” wrote a man from Claremont, California, “I think you are too
hard on them! You warn people about them as if they were demonic,
yet they are simply people like you and me. They are manipulative
because they are scared—an all-too-human tendency—and | see this as
reason not to be angry with them but to be especially sympathetic and
helpful.”

He went on: “If we allow another spirit to speak or otherwise act
through our body for spiritual purposes, it is called trance, or full-body,
channeling and can be highly rewarding; the same process, if it
involves earthbound spirits, is called possession and can be ruinous.”

Here, of course, is where we disagree. 1 still maintain that no
highly-evolved, spiritual being would ever speak through an incarnate
human.

Of all the letters [ received, the most powerful, the most
instructive, and the most damning of the practice of spiritualism, came
from an ex-spiritualist who lives on the south coast of England. I am
reproducing most of her letter because her story illustrates, with
eloquent clarity, just how devastating the act of communing with
spirits can be:

“l read your book with a mixture of dismay that any last vestige
of trust I may have had in spiritualism could no longer be entertained,
tempered with a sense of relief that I am not alone in the conclusions
| have reached. | felt that | must write to you and share at least in part



my own story, if for no other reason than to let you know how
desperately, I believe, the world needs books such as yours to paint the
true picture of an evil that hides beneath a facade of love and
spirituality.

“l called myself a spiritualist for ten years. | worked as a medium
and a psychic consultant, and believed implicitly in what | did. 1 have
had people cry with happiness at the so-called “proof of survival’ I
offered them. They said what 1 have is a gift. And I believed them.
Now | know its a curse. | was born psychic so there was never really
any hope for me. | was inevitably sucked into spiritualism at a young
age, and | felt it was a relief to finally be with people who understood
my abilities and accepted them. | was trained in a development circle
to harness my talents into communication with the ‘spirits’ and to
establish a relationship with my "guides.” When | realized the extent of
what I could achieve, it was like a fairyland of never-ending wonders.
In reality, of course, it was a Pandora’s Box of horrors,

“My guides manifested, as they do to all mediums and channelers,
as beings of great wisdom with a desire to help mankind. I am sure
you can fully appreciate the intense feelings of love and well-being
you receive from these beings during direct, mind-to-mind contact. It is
heady stuff that hooks vyou totally. Right from the beginning, my
guides appeared to groom me for a ‘great work’ that [ had supposedly
been born to perform as a spiritual teacher. Wherever [ went, 1 was
assailed and brainwashed with this idea. Countless independent
mediums gave me the same messages over and over. And it was true
that 1 could stand in front of an audience and torrents of inspired
philosophy would pour from my lips. My guides were adept seers, and
their predictions of future events were flawless, prolific, and amazingly
detailed. How could I not have faith in these wonderful beings who
were never wrong?

“And then it started. Slowly, insidiously. The manipulation. Your
friends, Sandford and Aviva, were lucky in that they escaped in time. I



was not so fortunate. My life has been devastated by these guides. The
full details of my life are too lengthy to be given here, but | feel it
would be true to say that I have never met anyone who has suffered
as much tragedy, hardship, and misfortune as I have. Around 95 per
cent of this can be seen to be directly attributable to the guides and
their influence on me. Through the use of skillful brainwashing, I was
maneuvered into not one but two marriages (made not in heaven, as
the saying goes, but literally in hell). Both my husbands were
spiritualists and heavily influenced by their own puides. One was
sadistic and violent, the other a twisted, compulsive liar who made my
children and [ destitute. These are only two of the spirit-related
disasters in my life; there have been many more, including the full
year | was stalked by a psychopath who was obsessed by the psychic
abilities | possess and felt that he himself was ‘spirit-influenced.’

“In passing, [ would like to point out that your own experiences
tend to corroborate my own observation that most of their
manipulations revolve around personal relationships, especially sexual
ones. This may be partly because, perhaps, these are our most
vulnerable points, the things which mean most to us. But also they do
appear to have a great interest in sex itself and are always apparently
present at the most intimate of moments. It does seem as if the thing
they require most from us is whatever they gain from earthly sex as
‘observers!’

“After reading of all the ways | have been successfully
manipulated by the guides, it may surprise you to learn that I actually
consider myself a very strong person and not easily influenced. [This]
should testify to their skillful talents in psychological warfare, which
is, after all, what we appear to be dealing with. Incidentally, I have
spoken to many spiritualists who have had their lives almost as badly
manipulated as my own, yet they refuse to see what stares them in the
face. None of them appear to have the strength | have had to acquire,
to admit it to themselves. Believe me, | have had to have unimaginable
strength just to survive the horrors set upon me by my involvement



with the guides.

*] have a little sign like your ‘Guides Will Assist You." Mine
reads, 'It's hard to fight an enemy who has outposts in your head.” And
therein lies the essence of their skill: they know their victims inside
out. They know our strengths, our weaknesses, and what makes us tick.
That’s why it's so easy for them. | read with interest your view that
what we are dealing with are 'lost souls.” Personally, I feel this is too
kind an interpretation. The typical image of a lost soul would be of a
spirit trapped between worlds, perhaps unaware of its physical death,
groping in an ignorance which prevents it [from] having the ability to
progress. Compare this to the entities we have both experienced. They
are masters of deception; they are articulate and eloquent with wast
knowledge of philosophy at their disposal, whether fabricated or
otherwise. They are able to cooperate and liaise sufficiently with others
of their kind to devise strategies against us and maintain a continuity
of information given to us. They have apparently limitless powers of
precognition and access to any information they choose— past, present
or future—enabling them. among other things. to impersonate
whomsoever they wish with ease. This i1s not my idea of a poor lost
soul stumbling in the darkness.

“The one thing | think we have both established beyond doubt is
this: they are smart. They are very smart. Any lost soul this intelligent
would surely have the ability and knowledge to progress to some
higher state. If these souls are simply too evil to do so, and therefore
have no knowledge of any supposedly higher realm. where do they
obtain their vast understanding of philosophy? Not from living in a
dark void trapped between worlds, that’s for sure.

] feel the answer to the riddle, if an answer is even possible, lies
in a study of the history of our race. The plain fact is that mankind
has been dogged by bizarre supernatural phenomena since the dawn of
time. These phenomena change to fit changing belief systems and
expectations, In other words, if you lived in the Middle Ages, you



might be visited by the fairies, If you were an early Christian, you
might expect to see angels (and many modern Christians still do!).
And now, in the space age, thousands of people have experiences with
supposed aliens from other planets. The vast mass of people who have
had these experiences are not mad or deluded. They are victims as
surely as you or | Interestingly, the sexual component | have
mentioned frequently appears in many of the documented experiences
relating to the above. (Consider the ancient tales of the incubus and
the succubus.) In fact, many key elements appear again and again in
all areas of supernatural experience. I believe it is all the same thing,
manifesting in different ways. If you are a spiritualist and believe in
life after death, the phenomena simply provide you with that particular
manifestation. The outward facade they present is all illusion.

“What 1 am saying—and [ am not alone in the conclusions | have
reached—has very serious and very sinister implications. Perhaps if we
begin to accept that these beings have been present among mankind as
far back as our records go, we have to acknowledge a horrifying fact.
Our race has been directly shaped by these beings, and not in any
beneficial way. The manipulation you and | have experienced is
nothing compared to the manipulation inflicted on civilization on a
mass scale. Nearly every religion in the world was initially based on
psychic manifestations, visions on mountaintops, images of God
appearing to prophets, voices in the mind —just as our modern day
mediums hear voices, see visions. Indeed, | have heard of certainly
more than one medium who claims their contact is Jesus or God
himself,

“These beings. in their different guises, have directly formed our
very religions. And anyone who has studied the history of organized
religion must be aware that [religion] has been responsible for more
death and destruction than just about anything else. And yet we all
stagger blindly on, oblivious to this manipulation for thousands of
years. Perhaps [ sound paranoid or overly dramatic in my belief of the
magnitude of the situation. I would love to be proved wrong, but



doubt [ ever can be.

“I hope that perhaps my opinions and experiences have been of
some interest to you. I wanted, if nothing else, to let you know that
you are not alone in your discoveries, I believe your book is an
extremely significant work which should be compulsory reading for all
who call themselves spiritualists. You have my admiration for daring to
face the facts which others deny even to themselves. As for my own
life ...1 am learning to pick up the shattered remnants and carry on.”

These conclusions are more far-reaching than my own. | have
never sought to place the guides in the context of the evolution of the
human race. But that doesn’t mean that the ravenous ones have had no
role in shaping our destiny for millennia. Indeed, my correspondent’s
view of earthbound spirits as arch deceivers of humanity is not as
far-fetched as it might sound on first hearing. This, surely, was what
Edgar Cayce was talking about when he declared: “There are those
influences from without the veil that seek, seek, that they may find an
expression, that they may still be a portion of this evolution in the
earth, not considering their present estate. And these bring turmoil and
strife.”

It took at least four years after my final chat with Dr. Pinkerton
before | felt fully reconstituted in body and soul. Today, the rapture and
disillusionment precipitated by my rushing in where angels probably
would have feared to tread seems, in the rosy glow of hindsight, more
like a bad dream than an extended nightmare. Only by rushing in and
staying the course until many—but far from all—of my questions were
answered, could | have learned the hard lessons that lie beneath
channeling’s beguilingly warm and fuzzy carapace. Now that the ordeal
is over, there is nothing | would do differently. Like a secret agent, |
had to expose myself to danger in order to retrieve important
information. 1 am simply grateful to have survived my confrontation
with the liars and deceivers of the spirit world. Only when the
struggle was far advanced did | finally comprehend the meager state of



my resources as well as the might and swiftness of the unseen enemy.
Let this be a warning to all,
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Mediumship dates back to the Greek Oracles and
beyond. but millennia later nobody yet knows for
certam what transpires when a medium enters a deep
trance. Today, the practice of channeling spinit guides
through hypnotized mediums i hotly debated  Thes
strange phenomenon s either dismissed as a dubious
parlor trick, or regarded as a form ol commumication
between this world and the next. Many view “the
guides™ as a source ol love and wisdom. . but are they?

For five years, best-selling author and journalist Joe Fisher painstakingly
investigated the claims ol channelers and the mysterious voices that speak
through them. The Siren Call of Hungry Ghesis is lis gripping journey inio &
realm ol darkness and deception

Fisher is a superh writer whose subject matter, outrageous as il must seem
to many, is offered up with just the right tone of frankness. disbelie! and
wonder Patricia Job, Teronto Sunday Sun

a riveting detective story full of blind alleys, misplaced trust. deceil, and
duplicity, all made doubly inspiring by the fact that none of the suspects are
of this world Christopher Loudon, Qusll & Quire

part conlessional, part romance, part detective story. .. No matter what
your response, one thing is certain: you won'l go away lrom this one
unaffected Barbara Gunn, Vancouver Sun

H Wilde's fox-hunter is the unspeakable in pursus of the uneatable, the
psychic investigator in his earthly manifestation as Joe Fisher is the
undauntable in search of the unprovable Peter James

The London Eveming Standard

I fimished Hungry Ghosts as fascinated by my own strong reactions to il...as
by the phenomena described. Any book thal can engender such powerlul
emotions surely merits laying aside a lew long-held assumptions

Adam Lively, The London Sunday Times

a discemming book in a held tragically short ol ohjective investigation
Read it, and dont get fooled again
Russ Bravo, Derby Evening Telegraph
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