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chapler 29

/an narrowed down somewhat. Dr. Pazder took

patients only in the mornings. Michelle would leave her work on the
new house and make the long drive to the offce, ariving at two o'clock.
And then there was the setting up of the cameras, the lights, and the
recording equipment before each session, the agony of the remember-
ing, and the diffcult work of integrating afterward. The occasional
trudge across the street for a bowlof soup at the end of a long day. The
drive home. And back. In the middle of October, Dr. Pazder dictated
a memorandum onto tape before they started work that day.

Weare in the EEG [electroencephalographic] lab at the Eric
Martin Institute at the Royal Jubilee Hospital. The technician is
doing a long serics of electroencephalograms with electrodes in
Michelles scalp. | have set this up for several reasons. First of all,
to rule out any organic pathology. Second, to attempt to under-
stand the level of consciousness Michelle is working at. And third,
as a record for further study in the future.

Dr. Pazder had always felt that there was a real need to study the
neurophysiological parameters that accompanied depth therapy. He
suspected that there were measurable changes when a person entered
the depth where changes occur in psychotherapy. He had been follow-
ing the results of the work in biofeedback with great interest, He
guessed that there might be measurable changes in brain-wave activity

[2s51]
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with the knife, he cut the halves in half, then cut the segments in
picces and scattered them to the four directions. And then he
called out:

Bring to me the future to be.
Bring them forth and let me sce

Gather them round the altar of death.
Gather them round to feel my breath

Thirteen women dressed in black veils came into the room, walking
strangely, as if sleepwalking. All carried little black bundles and, one
by one, placed them on the altar. As they tumed, the red Homs of
Death symbol could be seen glowing on their backs.

What have each of you to bring

To me, your darkest king

Out from under your veil of black?

You have become my brides by giving death back.

The black bundles were in a circle on the altar. From the hand of
the Beast, a flame leaped to the altar, setting the ring of bundles on
fire. They burned fiercely and completely, leaving a circle of ashes. His
twisted fingers raiscd a handful of ashes to'his face and he blew mightily
in one direction after another, breathing death out into the world, the
wind of death.

‘Again, the dull, heavy voice resounded in the room

The sacrifice is done,
‘The feast has begun
We begin by bringing death
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—alpha thythms, for instance—that could be picked up when a person
maoved from cortical cognitive thoughts, which are shared back and
forth between patient and psychiatrst, to the subcortical areas of recall.
A change in the decper areas, he thought, had to take place if a person
Was to make a permanent change in hisior her way of living and being.

Most of the methods employed in psychotherapy—whether they
were classic psychoanalyss, bioenergetics, primal therapy, Gestalt ther-
apy, or any of the other accepted techniques and approaches—had a
common gaal: to help the patient move toward his depths and be able
totouch his core. Dr. Pazder wanted to see i it was possibl to identify
at what level significant change took place and to validate this neuro-
physiologically.

He had explained all this to Michelle when he brought up the idea
of conducting asession at the same time as a series of EEGs were being
made. “Change comes from that movement in life that we all strive
for in our endeavor to free ourselves and each other to live more
lovingly. And it comes from the movement into our core. But before
one can touch one’s depths, isk that journey, an atmosphere,  contact,
a relationship that is suffciently trusting and safe is necessary.
na therapeutic setting,” he sid, “the task of the psychotherapist
is to create such an atmosphere and relationship through the use of
whatever tools and techniques he has acquired and is comfortable with.
Only then is the patient able to touch his core, to re-cxperience the
past. Then it s possible to make the journcy forward in time and bring
it back into higher levels of functioning, into cortcal lfe, to integrate
it. In my experience,” he told her, “truc changes come only from depth
experiences, from re-cxperiencing and reintegration, 1 like to describe:
the process as core realzation.”

Michelle had been as interested as Dr. Pazder in finding out f there
were any detectable neurophysiological changes when she entered her
inner depths or during the remembering With her agreement, Dr.
Pazder had reserved the EEG lab for several hours that October after-
noon.

1t was the first time they had worked outside the offce. He was
concerned, just as he had been when they started working with the
camera, that the unfamiliar surroundings would unsettle Michelle. The
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D ing it “He's tying to help me. | know he is. Why can't 1 tll him?
want to tell him. It important. My whole life depends on it. But
don't know what it is I have to tell him.”

She put her head down on the steering wheel and cried until she
had no more tears. It was dark and cold. Time to drive back to Shawni-
gan Lake. Doug would be worrying about her. She had better stop to
telephone him before leaving Victoria

Four days later, Dr. Pazder received a call from Michelle. “I was
home this moming doing my usual things,” she sad, “watering my
plants, and all of a sudden it was just like something ‘it inside. The
pressure went! And then | knew | was rcady.”

“That's a relif, Michelle. | want to hear about it.”

“I don't know what I'm going to say,” she went on, excitement in
her voice, “but | know Ill be able to tell you.”

Dr. Pazder gave her an appointment that same day. When she
artived, he reccived still another surprise: She was wearing black, all
black—black blouse and black pants. He had never seen her wear black
before. He quickly dismissed the thought of asking her about the
clothing. That would be pushing it. But it seemed an unmistakable sign
to him that something was up. So did her demeanor. She was somber
—ready. Her eyes were right there, he thought, and her manner was
serious. No small talk. She was like a high diver standing at the edge
of the board on tiptoes, just at the moment when everything was in
balance, the equipoise before a swift, sure motion. She had somehow
gotten over the barrier.

“Do you mind if I lie on the sofa?” she asked.

She had never lain down on the sofa before. It was as if the mere
act ofstting would be a distraction for her and that only by lying down
could she concentrate

But Michelle was not ready—not quite yet. She looked straight up
at the ceiling, and after a few minutes she began to fdget, the way a
child might. Then her eyes grew very wide, just saring. And in her cyes
Dr. Pazder sawa look he could only deseribe as frozen terror. As though
she had just seen ffty people murdered.

She said nothing, and neither did he. For twenty minutes she lay
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S TAN had gone back into the fire. Now he

emerged, completely changed. For a moment he had a face, long-
nosed, eyes wide apart. It was the face of a pig

The worshipers had changed, too. They all were wearing whitc
They were ready for the first of the three requircd sacrifice.

From the dark tunnel came the noise of marching fect, and
s00n a force of attendants surrounded the outer circle. Each was
carrying what appeared at first to Michelle to be a pole but then
was identifiable as an p-pointed pitchfork. And under cach arm
they caried that object as necessary to the proper performance of
the Black Mass as bread and wine are to the Catholic Mass—the
body of a baby

One by one the marchers approached Satan, with extreme defer-
ence, and, kneeling before him, unloaded the little corpscs n a pile at
hisfeet. One by one he snatched them upand cut them apart, throwing
the picces to the worshipers. Eagerly they reached for the bloody
fragments, sometimes ighting for them, and smeared their white robes
with the gore,staining them red. White to rd, purity to death—it was
a basic liturgical dynamic

And Satan addressed the worldwide representatives of his domin-
ion:

Al the world tonight will hear,
All the ears of yours are near.
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Mass, the Vision of Helland the Vision of Despair, took Michelle five
weeks to convey—five weeks of painful extraction, five weeks of staring.
directly at bizarre, profoundly distressing images. Five weeks of patient
integration by a frequently baffed, frequently overwhelmed Dr.
Pazder.

Of all the memorics, there was one that Michelle could not bring
herself to divulge. He felt she must, or she would risk suffering the
consequences of repressing a picce of disturbing knowledge.

“When you saw the people with the missing eyes and noses,” he
said one day, “you were talking about some others who had something
elsc missing—and then you stopped short.”
can't tell that”

“Michelle, it would be good to tell it if you possibly can. You don't
want to bottl things up, you want to get them out so they can't hurt
you

m not supposed to tell”
Dr. Pazder could see she was severely frightened. And then he
 that the Satanists had probably instructed Michelle never to
whatever it was. But finally she told.

Il the people that were around me,” she said, her voice quivering.
Chey've all got ... missing fingers! Should I tell you?"

“Don't worry about that. ' okay. I¥'s important that you tell me
everything. They had all their fingers missing?”

“No,” Michelle replied with asperity, “not al their fingers” She
held up her left hand and curled down the middle finger. “This one.”

“The middle finger of the left hand. They all had that same finger
missing?”"

“It's always the middle finger. 'm not sure if t's abways the left
hand. And it just the people around me, the ones I could see in the
inner circle. The ones we think are the high prists.” She looked at Dr.
Pazder in tercor. “Oh, God, I said too much. Am I going to die?”






index-267_1.jpg
Michelle Remembers [249]

“The cirles had e formed, but now the worshipers were wearing the
b blood:stained garments from the baby sacrifce. They bowed, they
knelt. The blazing image raised its ams on high.

In the name of the great Evil One,

The solemn mass has begun

And now to start, we must end

We must take up our sword and begin again.
To my fire must g0 a human part

In death we live, in dying we start

Bring forth, bring forth the sacrifice.

Bring me the one that's number twelve

Attendants brought a large, wooden, X-shaped crossinto the round
room. On it was tied a pubescent girl. Her eyes were dazed. The cross
was set upon the altar, and she lay there, legs spread, arms painfully
extended.

Satan swaggered to the altar. He sprinkled the girl with a white
power

Lay her down in front of me.

Lay her down for all to sce.

Here is one as white as snow,

Bound to beliefs that are bound to go.

And with this point sharpened by a fire,

11l bring out the truth, I show who's the liar

Seizing the knife, the Beast drove it into the girl's chest. With a
few violent strokes he cut out the heart and, scooping it p, he heaved
it into the fre.

Twelve times two, and then add four.
Cut it in half and then there’s more!

With another strong stroke he cut the body in half. Michelle
froze as the innards surged onto the foor. Working harder now
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My message spreads from mouth to man,
My message spreads from land to land

Powers of darkness, powers of night ..
Powers of darkness, powers of night

The entire congregation was chanting now.

Strengthen our armows for the fight
Powers of darkness, powers of night,
Darken our shields against the light
Prince of Darkness, Prince of Night,
Triumph wrong, full of right.

Bring your powers out of the night
Make us strong for the fight

A large red circle had been painted upon the floor, in front of
the altar. Satan took his place by the altar, fames running up and
down his back—and as he did 5o, a red cover miraculously appeared
on the stone; a monstrous spider picked its way across the cloth. A
vampire bat, with pointed, rumpled, squinting face and claw-tipped
wings, perched on the altar’s cdge. And on the altar tsel there ap-
peared a shiny knife with its handlc in the form of a snake. The
fire on Satan's back fared up angrily, and his tail shot out at Mi-
chelle, wrapping around her legs tightly so that she was compelled
1o stand ercct. It was just as well, in one way: She was on the verge
of fainting,
“The worshipers were chanting

1t time to change from black to red
1t time to change from alive to dead

Prince of Darkness, prince of Night,
Bum your fire, burn it bright

Call your powers here tonight

Help us celebrate the feast.

Of the coming of the Beast.
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he rows of high priests. Again the walls blew away, and again she was
lunged into the heart of  vast, macabre, imagined cinema

“This is the future!” Satan exclaimed

Looking down, Michele saw a city, in minute detail. There was a
man standing at a window high in a skyscraper. Behind him she saw
a huxurious offce. The man was looking out over the city, but hisvision
was tumed inward. He was in despair. That was all she saw. A glimpse
of a man, of an emotion

The skyscraper and the man disappeared. Now she saw a nice-
looking man, a good man who had made a mistake or come to the end
of his rope. Fle was wearing 2 bagey sweater and he was shuffing along
a street, oblivious to the autumn leaves and the glowing street lamps
The man went to a telephone booth on the comer, and dialed a
‘number, The telephone rang and rang, but no one answered. He tried
another number, and another. No answer there cither. He leaned his
head against the glass side of the booth for a moment, and then he
walked away into the night. He had given up. It was too late

Another scene was summoned up. A woman was sitting on a sofa
in front of the fire. There was an empty glass in her hand. She was
listening to a phonograph record. The music came to an end, but the
record kept going around and around, wup, wup, wup. .. The woman
did not move. She sat there holding the glass, staring into loncliness.
The child felt her despair

People, people, people—sad, gray drudses, speckling every inch of
the globe. So many people, thought Michelle, they re running, but they
dont seem to know what they're running after. They all look like they
want to cry

And then they were back again, the vision over. They retumed to
the altar.

Once the explanations were arrived at, sometime later, it all was
fairly intelligible—almost impossible to conceive of, to hold in the
mind, but at least intelligible. But while Michelle was reliving it—
bringing it up from her depths and pouring it out for Dr. Pazder while.
the video camera hummed, recording her gestures and expressions—
it was confusing in the cxtreme. Just these two actions of the Black
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would bellow, she was sure. More important, she would be failing in
her promise to watch, to sce everything

Through heavy-lidded eyes she suddenly was aware that the awful
circles were parting, pecling back and out. The high priests were form-
ing two sets of converging lines leading away from the stone altar,

And now the Beast himself emerged from the fire! He was coming
direetly to Michellel Coiling histal around her waist, he paraded along.
on monstrous legs, dragging her up one ofthe paths defined by the rows
of pricsts. Gasping, Michelle saw that, wherever he stepped, his foot-
prints were burned into the ground.

“You see Hell” he roared back at her over his shoulder. And as he
spoke, the walls of the round room faded away, and it seemed to the
child that she was in the middle of an enormous movie, with gigas
soaring images. Satan now was bestriding the worl, like Paul Bunyan
in her torybook at home, and a he went, trailing Michelle behind him
and leading a long procession of black-tobed worshipers, there was a
great rushing of wind, and the sky fashed and riled

“You see Hell!” Satan thundered

Below them, as f in some ultimate nightmare, Michelle could see
masses of starving people, bodies on battlefields, a million acts of
crulty somehow made visual all at once

There's people with arms that are bleeding. .. There's people.
with no eyes, and they re bieeding from their cyes, There's people
that's got no noses! And there’s people that got ears cut of.

Annnn . and there’s people with missing fing .

The nightmare changed abruptly, cutting off the dreadful vision.

“These are my armics of the living dead!” cried Satan, flinging his
arms wide, and at that signal countless figures in black, with chalk-
white faces, swept by and fanned out n every direction, s if Satan were
pouring a sinister black oil over the planet, covering it.

And then the rushing stopped, the movie stopped, the walls closed
in again. They were back in the found room, the Beast dragging hex
back down the path toward the altar.

Now Satan yanked the child out along the opposite path, between
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some antibiotics. Still the cough persisted, and by the time she arrived
for her appointment with Dr. Pazder, her throat was sore, and she
ached all over

Dr. Parder lstened to her severe cough—this wracking, whooping
‘cough—and he examined her throat. He felt quite certain the cough
had nothing to do with disease—pneumona, for instance—and won-
dered if it was connected to the smoke and flames of the car accident.
Again, perhaps, Michelle's body was remembering

“We've got a ot to cover today,” he said. “Tomorrow I'm leaving
for Mexico, and at the end of our session we have to talk with Dr. Amot
about hi being available to you while I'm gone.” Michelle had known
of Dr. Pazder's impending month's vacation with his wifc, and Mi-
chelle was glad for Dr. Pazder to have a rest, for he clearly needed it,
and glad too that she would have a rest from the agonies of uncarthing
the painful past. She looked forward to a quiet, simple time at home.
Dr. Pazder, on his part, flt comfortable about leaving Michelle in Dr.
Amot's care, Richards Amot, the colleague in his group to whom he
felt closest, was experienced at treating children and dealing wi
terror, pain, and body memory. The one thing Dr. Pazder wanted to
caution Dr. Amot about. If Michelles cough should get worse, he
should not put her into a hospital except as a las resort. Hospitals for
Michelle were unspeakably frightening.

Michelle then made her descent rather rapidly, and promptly began
the process she would later compare to “watching a rerun of an old
movie. That's how real it scems.”

She was lying in a room draped with cloth—white cloth on all four
walls, There were people around her, and they were wearing white.
Muddled by pain killers and shock, her child's brain concluded with
horror that these were merely a new and different group of people who.
‘were going to hurt her. Two of them undressed her—it was happening
again. A man made her open her ees, her mouth—and probed them.
A woman inserted something into her bottom. When she resised, she
was told to cooperate.

Two men in black asked her questions. “What happened?” one
inquired. Michelle thought he meant, “What happened to the lady?”
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177 was the twenty-second of September, the height
of a glorious season in Victoria, with clar, blue days and crisp, starry
nights. But Michelle and Dr. Pazder hardly noticed the weather. It had
been one full year now since Michelle had started her fateful remem-
‘bering, an unimaginably painful year—and still they were not finished.
Indeed, the process had grown more intense.

3, At beginingof one sssion r. Pader taped shot memoran-

We have a good deal of additional equipment here today. |
feel that careful documentation of what is happening is impor.
tant. We have a videotape recording machine, a sixteen-millime-
ter movie camera,an eight-millimeter movie camers, a thrty-five-
millimeter camera, 2 cassette recorder, and our_familiar
reckto-reel recorder. Dr. Richards Amot is helping run the cquip-
ment today. He is also here to witness the process.

Dr. Pazder wanted to document the changes in Michell’s facial
expressions and in the way she used her body to explain what was going
on, as well as the changes in her voice. He was somewhat nervous,
however, about Michelles reaction to the camera and lights—and
especially to the presence of a third person. But they did not inhibit
her atall. After the first few minutes, she scemed to forget they were
there.

[241]
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lZ was the nicest Christmas that Michelle had ever
had. She and Doug were in their beautiful new home together. He gave
her an afghan and a pretty brass lamp—varmth and light, ideal gifts
Michelle and Doug had spent a whole day three weeks carlier preparing
homemade mincemeat. They baked Christmas cake, shortbread, and
avariety of cookies. On Christmas Day, friends came over bearing their
own special treats. Exeryone admired the big tree that they had all cut
down together the week before. After gifts and music, Michelle called
them all o dinner,  festive meal served on the best china and erysta,
tall candles lighting the happy faces. The food was traditional—turkey,
stuffing, potatoes, sweet potatoes, gravy, tumips, cranberry sauce. For
dessert, hot plum pudding with rum sauce, trifc, and the mincemeat
pie, aged in brandy.

“The next day was Boxing Day, and more neighbors from around the
b g toughthe iow camng ety o thern Bame:
made.

Later that evening, after al the celebrating was over and Michelle
and Doug were sitting by the firc having cggnog, she began to tell him
a bit about what she had discovered during her session with Dr. Pazder
on Christmas Eve. There apparently had been a car accident, she said,
and an ambulance had come to take the little girl to the hopsital. As
she spoke, Michelle began to cough. She couldn't stop. She coughed
all night, and the next day she went to her physician, who gave her

(591
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ictionary, it willsay that he i known to speak in thymes. And the form
f the rhymes reveals his personality. They do not have an orderly
structure, but they are very intelligent. And very deceptive. They all
have meaning, When Satan was cast out of heaven, he did not lose his
intelligence.”
‘On the surface they can sound foolish,” Dr. Pazder commented.

“Yes, on the surface perhaps,” Father Guy said. “But underneath,
there isa lot there. Double and triple meanings. Satan will not humili
ate himself to speak like ordinary people. He considers himself too
briliant for that. Remember, he is speaking to his high priests. There
is important content there.

“People shouldn't dismiss these rhymes s foolsh or stupid,” the
priest went on. “The writer Hannah Ahrendt coined a phrase in an-
other context, ‘the banality of evil, and I think it has profound applica-
tion here. Banality,triteness, these are the superfcial attibutes of il
—and its principal disguise. We expect it to be big and flshy and
‘glamorous, But it s small and mean and unoriginal. Nonetheless highly
dangerous, of course. Indeed, all the more dangerous for its apparent
triviality,its unnoteworthiness—like bacilli No, Dr. Pazder,” Father
Guy said emphatically, “it would be a great mistake to underrate these.
thymes—the very mistake Satan wants you to make.”
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Michelle her caring was plainly artificial, done not for Michelle’s com-
fort but for the benefit of the people in white. Michelle pretended to
fall asleep.

“This must be terribly difficult for you,” one of the people in white
said to Jessica

Malachi was standing just outside the room, looking in at Michelle.
She recoiled in shock. He was talking to two policemen.

“She was one of my closest friends,” he was saying to them, refer-
ring to the dead lady. He was pretending to cry. “V'll never forgi
Michelle . . . no, that isn't right, she’s just a child . . . but it seems so
cruel that a wonderful woman like that could be killed just because of
a child’s misbehavior.” The policemen listened, nodded gravely, and
walked away.

Malachi turned and started for the door to the room. With all her
heart Michelle knew that she must not allow him to enter, must not
let him anywhere near her. Without thinking, acting on blind impulse,
she yanked the red tube from her arm and let the liquid squirt frecly.
Blood covered her face. Through the crimson bath, she looked out at
Malachi and then—out of pure detestation—made crazy eyes at him.
It worked. Malachi took a step back, then another, then hurriedly left
the room

In Dr. Pazder's office in the Fort Royal Medical Centre—just a few
miles in distance from the scene Michelle had been recounting, but.
precisely twenty-two years away in time—the doctor watched as his
patient sat up, turned her head quickly to the side, and opened her eyes
wide in horror.

“I'looked at him like he looked at me that night,” she said, almost
screaming. “They were his eyes. I just wanted to give him his eyes back.
I'just didn't want him in that room. I thought to myself, ‘I shouldn't
have done that.” Oh, God help me. Help me! All of a sudden I didn’t
know who I was, and I was afraid to open my eyes again—I'd be crazy
forever. Those eyesin the car, the woman's eyes, they were full o erazy.
Are my eyes crazy? Am I crazy? Please .

“No, Michelle,” Dr. Pazder said, “I saw your eyes, and I'saw you,
and it was okay, They were scary, but they were your eyes, and I'm glad
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Dr. Pazder was grateful that his collcague Dr. Arnot had agreed to
run the camera. It freed Dr. Pazder to monitor Michelle more care-
fully. And this was necessary, for she was being stretched to the limit,
in both past and present. Re xperiencing these frightening and myste-
tious events meant re-experiencing the physical debiltation that had
accompanied them as wella the terror. And accepting these extraor
nary revclations as part of her past was an exhausting process, which
she had only just begun.

Later, when Michell's testimony was brought to the attention of
Father Guy Merveille and other authorities experienced in these
unusual areas, it was possible to deduce the design behind the scem-
ingly chaotic events Michell recounted that autumn—the eighty-one-
day ceremony tht lasted from September 7, 155, until November 27,
the final day of the Christian Church's liturgical year. Satan, they
suggested, was beginning a Black Mass caled the Feast o the Beast,
4 rie that takes place only once every twenty-seven years. It employs
‘many of the same clements as the Christian Mass, but uses them in
precise opposition to that service, and it obeys a stict plan.

Homs

Vidion, of Depsit Vision of Hell

Grcles of wonhipers

Saetbee

B What He Sees
Nowe What He Knows
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Over the next weeks Dr. Pazder tred everything, butall the normal
ways they had worked together were of no value now. The pressure
grew more and more intense. Whatever it was, though it was uniden-
tifiable, it was real, he could “read” it it was there. He was stymied.
He considered himself a very thorough therapist, not the kind who pats
the patient on the back and says, “You're fine,” or “Take these pill
and you'l feel better.” He felt that in the earlicr four-year analyss he
had dealt with al the issues of any significance. During her therapy,
e had been impressed with the unusual detail and consistency of her
childhood memorics. They had traced allthe threads and unraveled all
the knots. How could they have missed a matter of such apparent
consequence?

‘There was nothing to do but look again—to review what they had
previously covered, to take inventory, tosee f they'd missed something.
As they did, he listencd very carcfull to sce if anything was triggered.
Nothing was triggered. Nothing was of any help at all. And stil the
incredible, overwhelming pressure to divulge .

Then, in mid-October, came the rash—an angry red iritation that
spread across Michelle’s usually unblemished face. It was like none he.
had ever seen before, a very specific rash, sharply pattemed. There was
1o explanation for it. But, thought Dr. Pazder, the rash was surely
saying something, loud and clear

“Iltell you what,” he said, realzing that he was about to go farther
than he usually did with a patient. He firmly believed that problems
should be solved during the office scssions, and that the psychiatrist
whoallowed a patient to break into his schedule or into his private life
was risking the development of an unhealthy manipulation of doctor
by patient. But Michelle was different, and her plight was alarming. He
told her seriously, “I'l be available. If things get really bad, give me
a call. VIl make time for you right away.”

That day, three hours after she had left the medical center with
tears in her eyes, Michelle found herself down at the waterfront; she
was in her car, and it was parked. Actoss the Juan de Fuca Strait the
snow-covered Olympic Range glowed rosiy in the sunset.

‘What's the mater with me?" She stared at the water without
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Remembering Malachi's admonition, she squeezed her lips tight shut
and refused to talk.

The white cloth on one of the walls was pulled back, and out in the
corridor she saw a table on wheels and, on the table, a long plastic bag.
Instinctively she knew that the bag contained a body. And then the
‘white-clad person who had been standing by the table moved away, and
Michelle saw something that froze her heart: Resting on top of the
plastic-clad corpse was a pair of red shoes.

Again she awoke. This time she was ina room with green wall; the
upper half of one wall was glass, and through it, out in the hall,
Michelle could see a clock. There was a erucifix on the wall; Michelle
did mot know what @ cross was, let alone a crucif, but she was struck
by its form.

There werestrings—tubes, really—stuck into her arms and running.
to upside-down bottles, one red, one white, In panic Michelle pulled
the tubes from her arms. A woman in white came running over and
scolded her, officiously putting the tubes back into her arms

Once again she diifted up from unconsciousness. Everything
Tooked funny, the clock Iooked fuzzy—it was as if she were underwater.
And then she realized that she too was in a plastic bag. Am I dead?
she wondered.

She pulled out the tubes and pushed back the covers and crawled
outof the plasic bag. She wanted so much to sneak away—but she had
noidea where to go. She inched her way into the hall Almost immedi-
ately hands scized her from behind, and bwo persons in white carried
her back to bed

“She's a very difficult child,” one of them said.

“We're going to have totie your hands down,” said the other. Soon
her hands were tied to the bedposts

“She just wants attention,” the first person aid

“Good morning, Michelle.” The child looked up and saw her
mother, Several people in white stood by as pale, beautiful Jessica
Harding came to the bedside and tried to show affection. But to
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“I remember, Ma Meére.”

‘The children began to move, strutting in circles around the peo-
ple they had clung to. As if at a signal they fell to the ground and
crawled on their stomachs, hissing, slithering among the legs of the
onlookers.

‘ome, my children,” called the sinister voice, “fecd my fire.”
The children rose quickly and dashed off to the side, then scram-
bled back again. Each was carrying a book. Michele realized with
hortor that the books were like the white one she had kept so carcfully
under the mattress, her friendly book

“The book is His. It's written for blood.

No eyes can see what this book said.
What's written in the book is dead.

No eyes can sec; not even a friend.

The books are mine in the end.

You can write all day; you can write all night
But writing won't bring light.

'l bum it out. Il make it black

Tl turn your words from front to back

Tl bun each page; I'll eat cach word.
And spit it out, never to be heard.

The fire will grow; their eyes will see

The book of words can't stand up to me.
When they grow old they Il know and tell
‘The only power comes from hell.

Fire, fire, buming bright

Divide the world with my light

The fire spreads, it rips apart,

Join hands; it's the counterpart.
Asa fire's fed, a fire's led

Across the world, the sleeping dead.

Three times seven, seven times three,
“This is the time that belongs to me.
From now until then the seasons turn again.
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1 remember lying on the ground. It was black and wet and
b hard .. and there were black boots. There were ducks with black
boots . I think they were firemen. I thought they were ducks
because they had yellow coats on. Al could see were black boots.
... I wanted them to be ducks. I kept pretending | wasn't there.
Malachi! He was there! Don ¢ et him near me! [ knew I had to
stop screaming, | knew I had to be quiet. | didn't want to be hit
again. [ had to cooperate or he'd kill me. I knew he would.

As she lay there she could hear Malachi taking. How could he say
those things? She was in pain, but now he was hurting her even more
by his words.

He told them . . he told them [ was playing in the back seat.
T couldn't elieve it. He told them it was because [ put my hands
over his eyes ... that's why. I wouldn't have done that. | wouldn't
have touched him. He was crying. He's o phony. He's only erying
because | didn't diel

A white car came, an ambulance. Malachi said he wanted to ride
i the ambulance with Michelle. But she began to thrash and kick and
scream,. He bent down to her and whispered, “Michellc, you keep your
mouth shut!” She began to vomit, and he pulled away abruptly

They put something on my face. I couldn'tstand it. I couldn't
stand them putting anything on my face. | thought they were
trying to choke me. They kept saying how diffcult | was. |
thought I was diffcult to kil . . Where are you?

The psychiatrist put his arm around the young woman's shoulders.
“I'm right here, Michelle, 'm right here.”

“I've got to rest”

Yo

“Is it okay if I stop here?”

“Of course, Michelle. You've done well. You must be exhausted.
Tiy to leave it and come back up.”
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it made sounded to the child like NYUNG, NYUNG, NYUNG,
NYUNG. The one above was a storm of brillant light, and its noisc
was WHOOSH, WHOOOOOSSSHHHH, WHOOOSSH

Satan still was in the fire. Pethaps he was part of the ire. The litle
girl could ot tell His shape was constantly changing. Sometimes he
Tooked like pure flame. Sometimes he was the hideous presence with
fire bursting from his cyes and fingers. And then her heart stopped: She
saw his facel But it was not a face. Just empty black. In that dark void
Michelle imagined she saw a thousand spiders and snakes, open sores,
dripping blood, people with claw marks on them, people with no cyes.
As she stared, she felt an astonishing thing—something ke rain upon
her shoulder . .. water from above

Suddenly everything went still—almast stll; from somewhere there
was alow, funereal noise,a pulsing hum, The worshipers saluted. It was
clear that something was about to occur.

‘Aline of robed figures formed. Simultancously, cach fung open his
1obe to reveal a child clinging to his body. The children were naked
They stared at Michelle with glazed eyes, and she trembled as she
heard Satan presenting them as “the children of darkness.”

‘Their eyes can only see the night

They would be blinded by the light

1 set their hearts on fire.

To serve my purpose is their only desire.
To cling to me till they grow old,

To carry my message, to evil unfold

To keep a circle of burning light

To hold in the darkness, keep out the light
See how they cling tight

They cling to blackness like the night
They cling to what is right.

From somewhere close to her ear, Michelle now heard another
voice, gentle, firm. “Come, Michelle. Be strong. Stand up. Hold tight.
You will rest later. But first you must learn to face the dark. And
remember, know who that i
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“It seemed like the fire was all around me, and then it wasn't
. It was around that head. But then I don't know. . .. Then it's
nothing . . and then it's all these black boots and I hear sirens.”

“How did you get out of the car?”

“I don't know. | don't remember that

“What day was it? Do you have any idea?”

“I don't know.” She remained silent for a few moments. “Al-
though, before they made me go to the car, my mom and Malachi said
something like, “They won’t pay much attention to t,they'll just think
it's tragic this time of year. I didn't know what tragic was. I thought
it meant fire, because that was what one policeman did say—"What a
tragic thing to happen at Christmas
it was Christmastime. What year was it?”
don't know what year it was It was before I was in Grade One,
1 think. 1 was in Grade One in 1956.

“The psychiatrist stood and stretched and reached out his hand to
help Michelle up. “Let's leave it for now. This has been a very long
day. We've got a lot to talk about, don't we, a lot to go through?”

Michelle said nothing.

“We'll work it out.”

“I know. .. "

“You've got to drive over the Malahat, don't you? Those mountain
roadsare icy and treacherous. Be careful on the way home, won't you?”

e

“I know what you're thinking

“1 know.”

“You're thinking that maybe the car crash happened up there on
that road”

bt

1 wish 1 could drive you home, but I can't”

“I know. And don't worry. I'll be fine. Tl be very careful, you can
believe that.” And Michelle smiled to ease Dr. Pazder's concern.
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But Il be back; you wait and see
Tl be back to take the world for me.
Everything that's gone, must return
1 was thrown out; but / can bum:

Look at my eyes, and you can see
“The fire burning inside of me.
Look at the children in them too.
“That fire that bums, What is new?
Look at my eyes!

“No," Michelle screamed out in Dr. Pazder’s office in her thi
child’s plaint. “I don't want to look at his eyes. No! Get him off me
Get him off me!

But Satan was implacable. He would not let her regain her own
voice, not yet. He still had things to say. Michelle found her throat
constricting as if in the grip of a remorseless iron hand, and her voi
was driven decp into her chest, “Now ... tum ... my ... child-e
she intoned in the cold, hollow bass,

Tum around.

Crawl all over the world

Tum my children, tun around.
Touch every piece of ground
Touch everyone you can.

Make a beast of every man

Dr. Pazder phoned Father Guy. The bishop had said the priest
had special knowledge, and Dr. Pazder now needed the bencfit of it
He had been listening to Michelle repeating Satan's strange thymes
almost continuously for two weeks, and he wanted to ask the priest’s
opinion.

“He speaks to confuse,” Father Guy responded. “In Church his-
tory, we leam that it s usual for Satan to speak in thymes | have read
his thymes in French, in German, in Spanish, in English 1 have read
thymes from the Middle Ages. I you look up Satan in a theological
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Slowly Michelle ascended, weeping most of the way, heartbreaking.
tears. It was an hour before she and the doctor were bl to talk about
what she had relved, so that he could help her understand it

“Does any of this make sense to you?” she asked.

“It all makes sense.”

“Oh, please help me. I feel so scared inside.”

“It's a scary place.”

“That's why I had my pretend frien

“You couldn't cope with it any other way. I'm glad you had her.”

“Ican't cope with it now, either,” Michelle stammered, and began
tosobagain, “I can't even let myself be as afraid a I feel. Do you know
what that wobbly head looked like? It almost looked as i it were alive.
T want it to go avay. | didn't stat all that. | was just helping my mom
when I smacked that person on the head.”

Dr. Pazder leaned forward, “Smacked what?”

“Smacked that person on the head.”

“You know,” he said, “that's the first time you've admitted that
lump was a person—the first time with your cyes looking at me.”

I know,” Michelle said. “I've always talked of it as a lump and
like that It takes me a while.”

1’ so important for you to face all of it”

L know a person was hurt. It was someone who had feclings, like
1 had feclings. | didn’t want her smashed by everybody there. T just
wanted to protect my mother and stop that craziness. But it didn't
work, and I guess I can't blame mysclf for what they did to her”

““That's right, Michelle. It's good to hear you say that. You've been
too hard on yourself about it. You certainly were not in any way
responsible for what those people did back there. But it's like you've
said, that children always fecl responsible for the wrongdoings of adults,
especially mothers. I'm glad you were able to face that yourself, because
that's how you free yourself from i. It's much more important than
‘my saying it to you.”

In time the conversation tumed to the events themselyes
“Do you remember the accident at all now?” Dr. Pazder asked.
Yes, but I can't think about it without crying.”

“That's okay. Just let yourself cry.”

this
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1 can do much to destroy and then
Replace with words of hate and despair,
‘Words as stupid as love and care.

So feed the fire, children of hell
Feed the fire so you can tell.

Feed a fire that'l sprcad for years
Feed a fire. Feed, feed, fecd a fre.

Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John
Burn in the fire and then you're gone.
Thei words were lies; my children will sec.
In the fre their word dics.

The only thing left burning true,

Is the lght that shows me to you

Michelle was stunned by the long, pounding rhythms of Satan's

speech. The very slowness, the elentlessness of the rhymes added to
their menace, as if the words were being underlined with evil

“The children began to tear at the books with their tecth, ripping

out pages and stuffing them in their mouths. Michelle now could see
that thei teeth were pointed, giving them  ghoulish demeanor. They
would then run to the fire and spit the paper nto it, then bitc off more
and do it again.

Michelle urgently wanted to retrieve the pages from the fire. But

there was o hope of that. It was too enormous, oo blistering hot. And
her legs were 50 weak now that she did not trust them to carry her.

‘The Beast was watching with glec, growling out his rhyms

Three times seven, seven times three;
Now the year belongs to me.

Four times scven, seven times four;

Turn around and you are no morc

Four times seven make twenty-cight
That's when the world will lear to hate
My fire will have bumed for all those years
My fire will have burned out many cars
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The plan is based on the Horns of Death, the Satanic emblem used

n the altar cloths and the backs of cloaks. Just as the Christian Mass

'moves in the form of a cross, the Satanic worshipers trod the form of

the Homs of Death, its shape that o the face of a homed pig. In

abstract (sce diagram), the emblem is a long, vertical trangle, point

‘down, with curved “horns” veering offfrom the pper comers, and two
bars drawn across the face:

The Black Mass starts at the altar, which is at the juncture of the
oms in the forchead of the face. With files of high priests lining his
way, Satan leads a procession up one horn and back again; en route he
provides a Vision of Hell. Again from the altar, they proceed up the
other hom—for a Vision of Despair. They return to the altar, and a
human sacrifice takes place.

They proceed down the nose, and when they reach the first cross
bar, which represents the eyes, Satan begins o recite what corresponds
1o the Gospel in the Christian Mass—his perception of the world at
that time, his assessment of the current status of evil. Resuming the
procession, he takes a arge wooden crucifix and whittles it to nothing,
from the bottom up, throwing the chips in the fir. As he does so, he
reaches the second bar, the snout, and there he delivers his Master
Plan, which corresponds to the Christian sermon. It is his design for
what should happen in the world until he comes again

Atlast the procession reaches the lower end of the face, the mouth.
Satan instructs his priests and gives them fresh power through an
claborate ritual of counting and the arrangement of rclic bones stolen
from the sanctuaries of churches. New priests are initiated; they chop
offthe middle finger of one hand to signify their fealty and belonging.
Finally comes Satan’s parting words, his malediction. The Black Mass
is over. Satan departs and his minions go forth into the world to carry
out his instructions

Michelle felt there was something very wrong with her legs. They
had been growing weaker and weaker, but now they would work hardly
at all. She could barely stand. She wanted nothing so much as to
colapse o et the smudged,scabby lttle knces bucke as they yearned
to do. But she forced herself to remain ercct. If she collapsed, Satan
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opened them once again. Malachi was dressed in a trenchcoat and a
hat. Michelle was told to get into the back seat and stay on the floor.

He carried out a woman. At first she thought it was her mother—
the clothes were her mother's—the fox colar, the pillbox hat with the
veil. Hands held the woman up and placed her onto the front seat in
front of the child. It was not Michelles mother.

Malachi got behind the wheel and started the car. They drove for
what seemed forever.

It didn't have a back door! No, no! I'm getting all mixed up.
My hands are all numb. I see crazy faces and . . - I can't do
anything. I don't want to be in the car with a dead person. Help.
me! Help me!

It wasn't funny. You see, he shouldn't have left me in there
with somebody else. He's laughing. He looked at me and laughed.
and then he got out of the car!

The car was rolling down the mountain road as Malachi laughed
his cruel laugh and jumped out. The car gained speed, and Michelle
saw that it was heading for a rock embankment. The car smashed into
the rock wall. The lfeless body in the front scat shot forward, then
came violently back. Its head spun freely around, all the way around,
as if the vertebrae were shattered, the face suddenly stopping inches
from the child'. s eyes were rolled up into the head.

Make it go away. Make it go away! It's a mess. The head's a
mess! Make those crazy eyes go away! Help! Help! Make them
g0 away. I'm going crazy! I'm going crazy! That head just turned
around. It was all wobbly. It was all covered in blood—it was all
‘mashed up. The face was all mashed up. No one will ever know
what that face looked like. It has a broken neck and the face is
tumed around backward!

The car had burst into flames. Michelle clawed at the metal till her
‘hands bled. The car was full of smoke and she began to cough uncon-
trollably.
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“Much better,” Ma Meére said warmly. Again she touched the
childs cheek. “I'm going to have to go,” she sad

‘The child began to cry. “But I don't know enough.”

“You will learn. You will understand,” Ma Mere reassured her.
“And remember. You know who he is. Don't get confused. Call Jésu
if you need Him. Come, take my hand.” she said. “Come, ma pelite.
It is time.”

“Oh, Ma Mére, Ma Mére!” The little girl repeated the words over
and over. “Ma Mére, Ma Mére, Ma Mére!”

“The other,” Ma Mere reminded her. “What 1 told you,” she
added gently.

“Yes, Ma Mére. Au nom du Pere and du Fils et du Saint Esprit.”
And the child bravely waved a tearful good-bye

She cried for a long time before she spoke again. And when she
spoke, she was back in that blackness and infernal noise. “I know who
you arel” she eried. “1 know who you are!”

‘The one called Satan began to roar, not at Michelle but at the
woman he could not see, somewhere above him. Frustrated and furious,
he held out his arms and stretched his gnarled fingers wide, and from
the fingertips  blinding, sizzling force fowed out toward the circles,
asif he were imbuing his legions with his own power. The circles went
around and around with rencwed intensity

“Look at me!" Satan shouted at Michelle

“T'm looking,” she said. “I'm looking. I'm looking” Secretly she
was pleased. Looking was exactly what Ma Mére had told her to do.
She would indeed look—everywhere, not just at Satan but also into
those dark places where they hurt all those people

“The smoldering form began gesturing ferociously, making gigantic
diagonal Xs, invoking all his powers, the powers of darkness. The
worshipers knelt in place, and when he raised his hands they lfted their
heads. Those on the inside circle chanted in a strange language M
chelle could not understand. Satan addressed them as his high priests

“The fre shot up high, spiraling, writhing. Again the air beat with
a heavy thrumming. It was like two storms, Michelle thought, one
above the other—both of them revolving but in opposition to cach
other. The one below was a storm of biackness and fire, and the noise
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she could't bear the pretense, s0 she threw her cereal bowl on the
foor. Her mother was furious and sent her to her room. All day long
she stayed there, but at dusk she ventured out.

T'm not sure what happened or how it happened, but I was
afraid of something in that house, and | went creeping out into
the hall and opened.the door of 3 bedroom. And do you know.
what was in that bedroom?

Michelles voice was that of a scared five-year.old who has just seen
something dreadful.

Malachiwas in there ... and the lump was in there. Why was
Malschi dressing it? I'm afraid. Somebody help me! Help me!
And my mom came, and she’s scary, her cyes look the same way
they did when she told me to go away. She shut the door and she.
bent over and she had one hand on the door so that it was shut
tight, and she had ahold of me. But she was being so quiet. And
she said, Don't.._go...in. . there/ And I knew I could never
80 in there. | didn't want to look in her eyes anymore. I just
wanted to be a good girl Yes .. . yes, Mom, I just want to be a
good girl

Michelle went back to her room. In what seemed to be the middle
of the night she was awakened. Her mother and Malachi were dressed
up and were getting rcady to go somewhere.

1 was told to shut my eyes. ... My pretend friend had come.
back, and she said | was sily o keep them shut, but | didn't dare.
open’them. They said we were going in the car. My pretend
friend kept doing things ike, she'd turn and stck her tongue out
at them. She made it a game. But | didn't think it was funny.

Michelle was led out of the house. She could hear foghorns—they
must be near the ocean. She opened her eyes,just for a minute, and
she saw the car: rounded nose, rounded back, and shiny black She
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“Is like,” she went on, “asif 've got to go back and double-check
everything to make sure that it's really safe. I've got to get safe.”

“Is there something about letting yoursef get nto these feclings,”
he asked her, “that makes you think you may be in danger?”

“I¥'s only that .. Michelle began to cry. “It's that I'm afaid you'll
tum away from me. | know I shouldn't say that to you—you really care
about me. But I just can't die.”

“Now, wait a minute,” Dr. Pazder exclaimed, speaking louder than
he'd meant to, “you're not going to die.”

“I'm afraid theyl take my soul away.”

“Noone can take your soul away. And they haven't taken it. That's
the one thing they can never take away. They can take away your heart,
and they can maim your body, destroy your mind, but only you can give
up your soul”

“I want to believe that "

“Your fear about death and their twisting that around, that's the
scariest thing they can do to a little girl. Part of you had to go along
with them, to save yourself. But that part i ot where your soulis. I've
met your soul. T've looked into your eves. And I know you're not a
person who's had her soul taken away

Michelle's expression lightened.

“About getting a priest,” Dr. Pazder continued, wondering mo-
‘mentarily what he was saying. Psychiatrists in general tended to regard
religion as something of a crutch, and as for bringing a prist into the
peychiatric situation—there was almost a taboo against it. But the
tequest for a priest had come from Michelle so intensely, and her
concern for her soul was sostrong, that he felt he could not ignore the
entreaty. “Any time you want to sce a pricst, | can get one. I know a
priest who may be able to relate to what we're doing”

“Really?”

“His name is Father Leo Robert. He's not what you might expect
He's young and he's got a beard and a great sense of humor—you'll like
him, Il give him a call.”

That afternoon, after Michelle had lef, the doctor telephoned
Father Leo. “Father,” he said, “I'm working with a young woman who
apparently had some pretty terrible things happen to her when she was
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its back on fre. Why doesn't it hurt him?” She began to moan, “Oh,
my back hurts. It hurts. He's got his foot . . he's standing there and
he's...i’s hurting! His foot'sall .. | don't want to hear. ... It tums
to ook at me and itsall uhhh L4ike all black, and it's a fire behind

and then it seems all red. His eyes, eyes eyes ... I'm scared.
Scared. I'm scared! He opens his mouth, and it's al full of fire. He's
got his foot on me ... his foot .. his tail .. hs tail. ... He's ging
to pull my head off”

Michelle was screaming, franticaly tracing the smallcrosses in her
palm. “1¥'s all on fire! All on fire in the circles. Au nn-nnom du
Pire . Aunom du Pére.... Wsall .. theyrell .. Lean... |
can't. .

“Some-something’s happening,” she told Dr. Pazder across the
distance. “Something’s in the air"

“Pressure in the air””

Michelle only moaned.

“It's changing,” she said. “It's changing 1 don't hear so much
noise. [¥s likeastorm, Like  storm It's red and black. But there’s light.
Theres a light 1t makes the fire mad! Mad! It oars! It's all black and
tred. Al around the room. Like a storm. It like a storm and it's got
222.222-1a1-heeccccce-bbb-bb-bblackness, thhheece blackness, He's
blackness. P-ppp . .. the black . .. the black . .. black . . . he

‘makes the storm. He's angry! He's angry! There's something going
“Wawwhhhhoooooo”” She tied to imitate the howling of wind. “He
makes it madder and madder, and .. mmm mmm mmm mmm mmm
uh-uh-uh-uh-uh.”

The child was almost specchless with terror, yet she kept pushing
the words out, trying to tell Dr. Pazder what was going on. The air was
switling, gusting. She felt as if she were i the center of a maclstrom.
“The round room was full of deafening noisc, but there were noises on
high too, and a turbulence somewhere far above. She was in a precari
ous no-man's land—unprotected, vulnerable, frightened.

“Theres afight ... ohihh, oohhhh.” She could not speak. Allshe

could do was moan. And then the words came, very softly. “I can't
breathe,” she murmured. “I can't . .. can't breathe. It's quiet. Quiet.
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“I know you're Catholic. I'm afraid I'll scare you avay.”

“How would my being a Catholic do that?”

I don't know. Witches are against the Church, and maybe Catho-
lics aren't supposed to have anything to do with them.”

“Don't worry about that.”

“Maybe they weren't witches or anything, but they were doing
something funny that night. Theyall did everything for reasons. All the
things they did to me—they did them for a reason. .. Fora moment
she scemed lost in the thought. “The reason why they hurt that lump,
it wasn't like a frenzy or anything. It was all deliberate. | know I'm
talking about it funny. I'm talking about it like F'm kind of detached
from it, but that's all part of making sure it's safe.”

“I¢'s okay," Dr. Pazder said. “1 know it's okay.”

Michelle sighed again. Do you have any idea of the confusion I
have inside? I'm just torn by things that were so creepy and twisted
T'm trying to tell mysclf that those things aren't real and aren't true
and aren't binding, and trying .. . not to feel so threatened. I don't
Know how to deal with it all.”

“You'l be able to deal with it”

“This weekend I was thinking, how can this possibly have happened
to me, in this day and age? I just couldn’t igure out i it was just my
fears, orif the things that happened to me gotall distorted and pulled
ot of perspective. But every time I tell myself, ‘Oh, Michelle it just
got distorted, I just get this really, really heavy feeling lke there's
something really wrong here, something really wrong. It was more than
people just hurting each other or doing weird things to me, and so far
the only way I've been able to describe it is that like there was some-
thing in the air.”

“In the air?"

“Except I know it's got something to do with the time of the year.
1 can't tell you, the whole thing just scarcs e so terribly. The thing
that scares me the most is ll the connections that are there. All the
picces that don't it n place any other way—they fitin place that way!
And 1 just don’t know what to do.’

Dr. Pazder looked at the face of the young woman and once again
saw the terror he had seen the day before the first descent.
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But she did not seem to hear. She was trembling, It was a violent
body tremor, and she was trying to speak. She was trying so hard. She
started to say, “Au nom du Pere .. au nom du Pére ... but soon
she was so frightencd that all she could do was stammer. “1 c-c-can’t
‘move my legs. [ ca ... | ca-can’t move my legs. I'm just so afraid! He's
squeezing me. He's squeezing my stomach! He's pushing me there. Oht
Ma Mére!" she called. “Ma Meére! Ma Mére! Ma Mere! Ma Mére!”
She called “Ma Mere!” for close to ten minutes while the violent
trembling continued. Then she retumed to the round room. “He

he ... he's telling the middle circle what to do. ... He . .. he
- ow_ . tail . his tail tells. His tal tells. His tail .. tells a tle
“Tells histail. Oh. My middle is the same as the middle circle. Oh, oh,
oh!” she cried

“Your middle is the same as the middle circle?” Dr. Pazder was
perplexcd

“He . he .. he tellsthem what to do. He tels the middle what
to do,” she tried to explain. “I get so afraid just talking about it

My skin hurts so much. It goes all funny. My bones hurt. My
stomach gets sick. My breathing inside changes. That person being
there really makes a difference . . you know, it st like the tail is on
the outside of my skin; it's like t's on the inside..... That person makes
my breathing go all funny

“Can you describe him?”

“Big and ugly,” she said, making a face. “Really big!"

Has he got a face?”
‘. His face is more like the fire. You think you see t, and by the
time you look hard, it's already changed. You never really get a good
chance tolook at it. His legs are long, and he has funny toenails. There's
lots of hair on his legs. They're strong. Sometimes all you see are huge
legs, and then a minute lter you can justsee a clawlike hand. At other
times he's just a dark space with gistening eyes,or nothing but gigantic
steaming nostrils. You never see him allat once—he's ahvays distorted
and he’s not quite substantial, more like a vapor. You could never reach
out and grab him. He docsn't have any clothes on. 16 allfire. It's just
50 scary.

*“There’s something wrong.” She was suddenly alert. “I feel some-
thing happening that's wrong. .. It's looking at me. 1's ugly. IE's got
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1o one else there for Mass,so e priest invited them to stand with him
at the altar. The Mass began, and Dr. Pazder soon noticed that Mi-
chelle was trembling

‘After the Mass was over, Michelle and Dr. Pazder waited in a pew
while Father Leo changed out of his vestments. When he rejoined
them, Michelle started toward the door by which they had entered.
“Oh, no,” said Father Leo to Michelle. “You may have come in the
back door, but you'te going out the front door.” And he unlocked the
big oak door and let them out

Later, back n the offce at the Fort Royal Medical Centre, the tape
recorder whirring, Michelle told Dr. Pazder what she had felt during
Mass. By analogy, she had been taken back to that first horrific night
That time there had ben a dresser covered by a black cloth; this time
there was an altar covered with white. Again there were candles

and a chalice ... with something red in it ... and a man dressed
in clothes with purple markings ... who read from a book with droning
solemnity. Rationally Michelle knew that Father Leo's Mass was as
differen from the ritual of that awful night as,lteally, white was from
black. SHl it was a ceremony, and the comespondences for Michelle
afficted her at first with decp visceral panic.

But, she aso told Dr. Pazder, the Mass had brought her rlif. “It
was wonderful to know that there are forces stronger than the ones I'd
experienced,” she said. “When Father Leo fist started talking, |
thought, ‘Oh, no, what do I do now?” But then I felt that God under-
stood. 1 felt like Id walked a million miles and then I was given a
chance to rest. | finally could let God know how much I hurt

“But 1 still have to face myself,” she went on. “Father Leo blessed
me, but he didn't say anything about protection, and 1 stllfeel  need
it, and I think I'm going to need it a lot in the days to come.”

When Michelle and Dr. Pazder began a session, they usually
chatted for a while, and Michelle often would mention something
that was on her mind, some topic or theme. Today, Christmas Eve,
Michelle advanced one such topic. “I think I'm going to talk about
hospitals,” she sad with a slightly confused smile. I don't know why,
but I can't stop thinking about hospitals. | wish | knew what it was.
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Quict”" Her voice faded away and then her breathing. There was no
more gasping. For a moment, everything was suspended

“Ma Meére, Ma Mére.” It was a tiny voice. “Ma Mere, Ma Mere,”
she said the words over and over.

“Qui. Oui, mon enfant," came Ma Mere's gentle tones. “Oui, ma
petite.”
“Oh, Ma Mére, Ma Mére. You came back! Help me. . . . Help

“Oh, ma petite. Shhhh,” she hushed her. “Shhhh. I came back.”

“I'm tired,” the child sighed. “Ma Mere, I'm tired "

“You must watch just a lttle while. Just a lttle while more. I'm
sorty it’s 50 hard. My coming makes him angry. But you needed to
know I'd come back,” she explained. She looked at the child with soft
concern. “You have much to do. You must not tire now.”

“The child sensed the finality in her tone. “Please” She started
crying. “Please, please, please. I'm too afraid. Don't go yet. I'm too
afraid. 1 don't want that man to come back. When you're here, I can't
see him. Stay and | won't be afraid. Please. Please just stay alittle while
longer. .. "

“Our Father is looking after us.”

“1 don't understand.” Michelle cried.

“Our Father loves us. We're all children””

“But you're grown up. A mommy.”

“We're all children. We all need looking after. We all need to be
cared for. Our Father knows about all his lost children.”

‘What if they stay lost>” Michelle sobbed.
“They don't stay lost. There i always a light. Th
died. S0 that we could see the light. Not the fire.”

“But what if the fire’s really close?” The child was desperate.
“What if the fire is burning you? It's burning me. Can he make it
better?”

Ma Mére stroked the child's arm. “It’s what the water is for. That
is why our Father made the ocean and our tears the same.”

“1 don't understand.”

“That's al right. You will But you must ... you must know whose
foot is on your chest. You must know who is hurting you

is why
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mehow their own fault—that there is something wrong with them,

hereas, he said, 25 percent of babies conceived are n fact lost. After
veral sessions Michelle scemed to be able to accept this reassurance
it at the same time to be in great frustration.

“There's still something bothering me,” she said. “I still feel
blocked. We talk about the things I think are the problems, and then
1 go home and spend half the night . . . wishing I could. . I know
there’s something 1 want to tell you, but I don't know what it is!”

Dr. Pazder was surprised. In his previous work with her, Michelle
had had the remarkable faciliy to open up, in an hour's sesson, to tell
him what the problem was, deal with it, and gain ground. But here,
was really troubling her and <he couldn't provide a cluc.

“Isit up at night wishing | could write you aletter,” she continued
“I actually try to write the letter . . to put it down on paper. .. . |
could write so hard that my pencil would ip the paper. But then 1 look
at what T've written and there’s nothing there, just slash marks with
the pencil”

She suddenly took Dr. Pazder’s hand in both of hers and squeezed
it desperately hard. He was astounded. Dr. Pazder himself was quite
at home with touching; he had been reared in a warm and tactile
family, with plenty of hugging and kissing, and in his work he frecly
offered an arm around a shoulder,if someone seemed to need comfort-
ing, or his big warm hand if an anxious patient reached out to him. It
was part of his personal and professional stylc and that of several other
members of the group. But Michelle hadn't asked for that type of
reassurance during the four years of sessions. Now she was clutching
his hand and shakng it

“I know there’s something there, ” she said, beginning to cry. “And
it's important—I know it's important!”

She reminded the doctor of a pressure cooker with a blocked valye.
There was high heat underneath it It was boiling hard. The stcam had
10 burst out, or else the vessel would explode.

“I'm really worried,” she said, sobbing now. “I keep wondering
what's happening to me. I thought 1 had resolved things in my lfe, and
now I'm feeling this pressure that is so much worse than any pressure
I've ever felt before.”
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five—involving some kind of groups, they were into some sort of cult-
type things, some kind of ceremonies going on. There scems to have
been alot of threat to her as a child, alot of guil for a number of things
that happened. We've gotten toa serious place for her, and she s very.
frightened. Today she said she wanted to'sce a priest. She'ssincere and
1 think it's genuine. I appreciate it if you could find a lttle time to
talk to her”

Father Leo readily agreed, and an appointment was made for the
following morning. On their way to it, Dr. Pazder gave Michelle
something wrapped in tissue paper—a small cross he had bought in
Rome along with others justlke it for his wife and children. “If you're
fecling frightened,” he said,altle self-consciosly, “you can hold onto,
this” She took the cross gratefully, too moved to speak

When they arrived at Queenswood Chapel, she was surprised,
despite what Dr. Pazder had told her, by Father Lea's appearance. He
was tall and good-looking and wore a turtlencck instead of a clerical
collar, and jeans and boots. Not at all her notion of a priest

He talked with her eamestly and sympathetically, but doctor and
patient both sensed a certain nervousness on Father Leo's part. After
an hour, he took Dr. Pazder aside. “You're right,” Father Leo said,
“she's obviously completely sincere, and she obviously has been
through something really horeble. Il do whatever I can to help her.
But there’s one thing: The whole time she's been here, she's been
holding something tightly in her hand. I wonder if I could see what
it is.”

Dr. Pazder burst into laughter. “Michelle,” he called, crossing the
room back to her chair, “would you show Father Leo what you have
in your hand?”

Michelle opened her fingers, and there was the lttle cross Dr.
Pazder had given her. Now it was the priest’s turn to laugh.

“I1l tell you what,” he said, when the mirth subsided. “I'd like to
say Mass. Let me say it for you both.”

Michelle looked at Dr. Pazder, who smiled yes, and she nodded.
She was thrilled at the idea, and yet the tinicst bit apprehensive, as if
she were having a premonition

‘The three of them entered the chapel by the rear door. There was
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fire come down from heaven on the carth in the sight of man, and
deceiveth them that dwell on the earth by the means of those miracles
which he had the power to do . .. saying to them that dwell on the
carth, that they should make an image to the beast. ... And he had
the power to gie life unto the image of the beast, that the image of
the beast should both speak, and cause that as many would not worship
the beast should be killed”

And over and over again Dr. Pazder would return to Joha's famous
challenge: “If any man have an ear, let him hear.”

‘The child continued to look about her, tring to make sense of the
strange world she was in. She was stll at the center of the three
concentric circles of worshipers. To one side was a rough stone altar
To the other was the fire, and in it stood a bumning presence, his
wrapped around her tightly as he stamped and snorted, his face appear-
ing and disappearing in the ames. His mood had changed. He was
aging

“The marching circls halted, and in unison the worshipers in the
‘middle ring turned their cloaks inside out. Where they had been black,
now they were scarlet. The rings were black, red, black. A chant begas
not loud but quiet and scrious. Omni, omnay, omnay, omni, omini,
‘omnay, omanay, omni, omini, omnay, omanay. The words were re-
peated over and over again. During the chanting, the circles began to
move again, all in the same dircction, then all in the other direction.
And then they stopped, and the figures all faced the center.

From the flames came the decp, echoing voice. Slowly it spoke
again in bizarre thyme.

Out of dark and fire red
Comes a man of living dead

T only walk the earth at night
1 only burn out the light

1 go where everybody’s afraid.
1 g0 and find the ones who've strayed.
All the darkest forces, they are mine.

The darkest forees all entwine.
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’ devastated family, there had been no religious observance whatsoever.
“Not much,” she replied. *Just what every kid knows. We never

went to church or anything like thal

“It seemed to have come from a very deep part of you. It s a very
symbolic and powerful thing to do," he said,

“Do you suppose that was what made them all back away from
me?" Michelle wondered.

“The crosses?”"

“Putting crosses on them . .

“I don't know. What ele did you fecl? You were smiling. Was part
of you happy?”

“L. think so.”

“Can you let yourself smile about it now?”

It fecls crazy to smile about it now.”

“It's not a bit erazy.

“It was crazy to feel happy.”

“When were you happy?”

‘When I was rubbing the blood all over everyone, I think”

G

“I was laughing. It wasn't even a crazy laugh. It wasn't that kind.
1 can't laugh right now, but | can let you know how I felt inside. My
outside was really frantic. My outside hit the lump. But my inside
wasn'tlike that. I saw the blood. .. Itsnot.....no, you'll put me away”

Dr. Pazder waited until she looked up, and then he held her gaze.
“You'll have to trust me here,” he said gently. “I¢'s important.”

“My inside fust went . .. Il try to show you my inside. It was
watching what my outside was doing. And it just went reall quict.”
and then it felt

“Yes. And then the amazing thing was that I didn't need the bear.
And it felt ke a birthday party. This doesn't make any sense, you se."

“It makes a great deal of sense.”

““Andtjust felt like it feels standing by a window with the sunshine
comingin. It doesn't make any sense. But, you s, the blood was warm.
The blood was warm . .. and it.... it felt good.” She was crying, but
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DR Pazder would often look back upon this day—

he would think of it as the day the war began. It was a cosmic battle
Michelle was describing, lasting many weeks, with the Devil and his
followers on the carthen floor of the round room, attempting to pro-
ceed with their dreadful and apparently crucial ritual, and, somehow
in the air above, other forces bearing down, disrupting the ritual with
an interference that was not physical but spirtual. In that battl, Satan
would attempt to use the child Michelle as his pawn. - . . Whenever
Dr. Pazder would think of it all, the word that would come to mind
was “mythic.” Not mythic in the sense of untrue, but of having the
elements and dimensions of the gt traitional storics that mankind,
‘consciously and unconsciously, has distilled from life and passed down
over the acons. The Book of Revelation, for example. Dr. Pazder would
often thumb through it, marveling at the brillance of the St. John
images and their correspondences to Michelle’s testimony.

“And there was war in heaven: Michacl and his angels fought
against the dragon; and the dragon fought, and his angels, and prevailed
not; neither was their place found any more in heaven. And the great
dragon was cast out, that old serpent, called the Desil .. . which
deceiveth the whole world: he was cast out into the earth, and his angels
were cast out with him. .. And when the dragon saw that he was cast
unto the arth, he persccuted the woman which brought forth the man
child

“He had two homs. .. . and he spake as a dragon. . .. He maketh
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0 the following Monday, Michelle told Dr.

Pazder of a disturbing new thought that had come to her on the
weekend,

“I was walking, just across the room,” she said, “from one side of
the room to the other, and all of a sudden, all of a sudden . . . all at
once a rally strange connection happened. T vas thinking of my part

- fecling guilty. . and al that blood . .. I'm afraid to say it |
can't say it because I don't know what I'l do.” She sighed heavil,
braced herself, and resumed. “The candles and the black, the color
black, and people dressed in black—and those eyes, and you know, the
stuf about that fecling in the air .
es” Dr. Pazder said, 1 know.”
kay, all these things that I'm . . . these words . . . they're all
‘conneeted, they all ashed together in my mind atthe sume time, And
it sounds to me like witches.”
es, it does sound like that.”

“I was thinking that if these people were witches, it somehow
‘explains the things that happened to me, allthe awful things. And then
1 thought—it docsn't make any sense—I thought T had to see apriest.”

“A priest?”

“I don't know exactly why, but it's such a strong fecling. It's not
that I think I have a devil in me, or anything like that. I¢s that, well,
it's more than just my life that's threatened, it's my soul, too."*

“They're very much the same.”

[47]
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There was no mother to give birth.
No.
The only word in the world is mine.

With great sweeping motions of his arm, the fiery figure drew a
large cross in the air—a Christian cross, with horizontal and vertical
members. And then, violently, he threw a cross of fire at it, his own
cross, with diagonal members. The firc billowed into the space where
the other cross had been

That sign is wrong!
1 break it up
And THROW IT OUT!

“Face the flame!” Michelle heard the horrid voice boom out at her.
“I'm facing!” she cried. “I'm facing!”
The room now filled with fire. The creature was throwing flame
everywhere, and streams of sparks that bumed holes in the black.

Mine's the sign that burns,
‘That burns a path,

That burns a path of anger and wrath
1t the only path for people to see,
A path that leads them down to me.

“Help me,” Michelle called to Dr. Pazder “Its tilis all wrapped
around my stomach. I'm being burned!” Her hands were stretched out
in front of her, and her body was contorting in pain. “There's a weight
on my chest. It's so heavy. I fecl a if everything is being squeezed out
of me. I can't breathe. Get off my chest!”

After a period of struggle, she relaxcd a bit. “Come here,” she said
to Dr. Pazder, softly but with some urgency. He bent toward her, and
she took his car in her fingers and pulled on . She was pulling so hard
it hurt. “1 need your ear,” she said. “I've got to tell you a secret. Its
okay to tel you what I saw. It’s okay?" she asked in a tiny voice, then
Toosened her grip on his ear

“Yes,itis,” he told her in relicf. “It's okay to tell me. I’ okay.”
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not bitterly; they were the tears of relief, of release. “And my inside
smiled. It didn't Taugh. It just felt warm, like sunshine. Not crazy
Taughing. I just wanted everyone to feel warm too.”

“OF course. It was the only thing you could touch in that room that
was normal and good”
ou think that was it?"
t me see your hands. I want to hold them.”
‘ou don't mind?”

“Not a bit. They've changed a lot from the way they were earlier,
haven't they?”

“Yes.. . yes, they have. They're better”

““The rash has gotten very much less, and they look fuller,and they
feel varm.”

“They haven't been warm for a long time, you know.”

“Blood docsn't make them dirty.”

“It docsn't make you ugly?”

“It doesn't make you ugly.”
hank God you understand. Thank goodness."
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Gome my power. Come my strength
Fire. Fire. Burn and burn.

Forces of darkness, turn, turn.

Turn around all the light.

“Tum a light. Make it night

Come, my evil friends alike.

Turn the light. Burn! Burn! Burn!

The words lingered in the air. Michelle could feel their pressure
And then the horror of it overtook her

“It's burning . . . it's buming!” she cried. “It's moving its tail
around. Angry! Angry! Angry! The tailis angry! The circles are angry
They are angry at her. There's something wrong.”

Michelle began to look frantically around her, moving her head
from side to side to watch what was happening

“He's saying something. ... He's making all these signs. ... They're
‘making their legs o, they're stomping the ground. They're making
marks on the ground with their fect. Not All. ... all where the marks
are it's all on fire! It's all on fire. It hurts me. 1 won't look. I won't
listen”

“The child stood there in a panic, choking and gasping and crying
Suddenly she stiffencd. “Yes, ves. Yes, | lsten. | isten. Yes, sir. No
No. Don't want to be burned.

Again the leaden voice came from the fire.

“There is no mother who'll abvays care
‘There’s only me to bum and scarc

There is no mother who walks on the carth
There is no mother that gives birth.

There is no mother whose name is right
“There’s only e with my fiery light

“The only light in the world to sce

Is the light brought here by me.

The only light that grows is mine.

There is no light, no words divine

There is no sign.
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Michelle and to sk her, in effect, to let him have his own feclings.

Michell listened, not quite understanding, but willng to grant any
request from this kind, extraordinary man. When he began to weep,
she at first wanted to stop him.

“No, don't,” Michelle sid, and tried to wipe his tears avay. But
then, after a time, she began to get the implicit point: Yes, her mother
had rejccted her—but here was someone who cared for her, who cared.
enough to cry. Not in sympathy—she sensed that he was not crying
because he felt sorry for her. It was empathy. He had entered her pain
and was there inside it with her.

By the end of the day—nearly six hours later—both doctor and
patient were crying together. It was a very different thing than crying
separately. It was a coming together of the pain. Later, looking back
on that day, Dr. Pazder would conclude that it was this sharing of the
pain—this manifest evidence of her being cared for—that enabled
Michelle to g0 on from there, to accept his help in facing the horror
of what her mother had done, and all the rest

She was still very upset about the time in the basement, especially
distressed about having drunk her own urine. “I can understand your
feeling,” he told her, “but what cle did you hav to drink? People who
are lost at sca in 2 boat, people who are in concentration camps,
sometimes must drink their own urine to survive. You weren't erazy for
drinking it. It was the right thing to do.”

Most of allshe was distressed about the ashes. “Those are the kinds
of things you don't get forgiven for,” she said. “God doesn't forgive:
you for those kinds o things”

“Which kind?”

“For cating . . . especially for eating people who've been mur-
dered”

“What sin did you commit?”

1 ate a dead person.”

“Did you? Well to a child having something in its mouth and
eating it are the same thing. Did you swallow it?

o, I spit it out.”

“Then you didn't eat it”
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child,ignoring her, once they'd achieved their ends—as when, once the
child had been given the ashes, they switly tumed and prepared to
leave for the graveyard. It was a subtle manipulation, he speculated. To
make a child feel she had done something bad, and then, instcad of
scolding it 2 a parent would do, walking away from it, leaving the guilt
bottled up, unvented. How better to make a child understand that no
one cares than to tum one’s back and walk away as if she were mercly
an object. They scemed to know what they were doing

The endless period in the cellar in the dark? It sounded like an
attempt to infict psychological death—isolation, loss of sense of sclf,
total rejection. The placing of the child in the grave? Her first mother
gave her to death, and through her new mother, the nurse, Michelle
was rcbomn .. forced down between the nurse’s legs and then out. And
then “life” was breathed into the re-created child.

But why? Why all this? What possible reason could these people
have for using a child in this way? What kind of hell were they dwelling
in?

He had been spending more and more time with Michelle, often
as much as six hours a day, and each day made him see anew how much
pain she truly was in. He realized that her pain was affecting him
decply. It was not just her pain now, it was also in some measure his
pain too. He was suffering with her. And he felt instinctively, like
Michelle, that he too must cry, must give vent to his own feclings. He
was a professional, yet he was also  person, and he was being touched
by what he was hearing, profoundly touched. There was, however, a
professional consideration as well: If he didn't deal with his feclings
about this, he might unconsciously defend himself against Michell.
He might unknowingly seck to avoid the pain of hearing her revela-
tions, might not encourage her to tel him as much, might direct her
away from sensitive topics, might deflcct her testimony because it was
too diffcult for him.

He dropped by the offce of his colleague Dr. Richards Amot and
discussed it with him. Even talking to Dr. Amot, telling him how
‘moved he was by Michelle's experience, and her plight, and her cour-
age, he felt the tears begin. Dr. Amot urged him to explai it all to
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1 know that now.”
But I think it's still important to ask if it is a sin to eat a dead

Its not funny.”
o, I'm asking you a que
Yes*

“Really? How do you know that?”

“I don't know. What about cannibals?”

“Gannibalsaren't bad for eating dead people. Cannibals are bad for
Lilling them to cat them.”

“Same thing, in't it

“No, it very different. Don't confuse their doing evi things with
your being evil. That's what they wanted to confuse you about.”

“1 am confused”

“You can go through a whole ritual, and i you don't commit your
soul to it and your heart to it and embrace it and take it on with every
part of you, you're just ot there, you're just not doing it. Do you
understand what | mean?”

“Yes."

“That's very important. To be guilty you have to choose. You have
10 be free to choose, but you weren't free at al. I don't accept that
you're guily in any way. In any way at all. More than that, I want to
talk about whether you became committed to or taken over by any of
them . . possessed. That's what you're afaid about—that they could
do that. But the fact is, you didn't commit yourself to any of them

“They wanted to give you warped ideas about where lfe comes
from and where it goes—and for you to carry on with those crazy ideas.
That was wrong o them, unforgivably wrong. But you fought off those
ideas. You kept your sanity, your sense of the truth. And now, all these
years later, you must keep fghting off those wrong ideas of theirs. You
have nothing whatsoever to be ashamed of, Michelle. You have every-
thing to be proud of”

“There was a difference now, a different air of seriousness about the
endeavor in which they were involved. They were aware that it might
0 on for some time, that it could not be cut short, that it was some-
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is called Satan.” The word fell heavily

“I'm scared of him,” the child sad
Vhenever you need help, sou call my Son. He will be there.”
“But He's dead!” the child excaimed. “Does that mean Il be dead

0" Ma Mére smilled patiently. “No. You willsee. Call Him and
you will see. And you must tell your ears 50 they will know. It s the
way out. That is why there is water and a cross and the light
“The little girl nodded. She did not understand, but—in a way she
did understand
Ma Meére paused and then added, “The timing is important”
think 'l find what you want me to in time,” Michelle said
haven't done much right lately.”
“You will find what you need to find i just the right amount of
Ma Mere assured her.
“And what will I do?”
“You will know what to do.” She caressed the child's check, “Don’t
be afraid."
“Does your Father cry?” It was another delaying question
“He eries with you,” Ma Mere said. “He wants a world that is
ut that can't happen unless people are willing to stand up

“You mean like me with wobbly legs?” she asked. “Docs it make
Him feel better if wobbly legs stand up?”

[233]
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infrequent and that Satanism has apparently existed there for many.
years

The source material was scrutinized. The many thousands of pages
of transcript of the tape recordings that Dr. Pazder and Mrs. Smith
made of their psychiatric sessions were read and digested; they became
the basis of this book. The tapes themselves were lstened to in good
‘measure, and the videotapes made of some of the sessions were viewed.
Both the audio and the video are powerfully convincing It is nearly
unthinkable that the protracted agony they record could have been
fabricated.

In the course of preparing the book, both doctor and patient were
interviewed at great length—taken back over the story again and again.
Their account varied only in small, occasional details Michelle's dis-
tress during these retellings, the fresh pain they obviously inflcted on
her, seemed to indicate that this was not some fantasy concocted for
commercial gain. Indecd, the authors' relentless insistence on adher-
ence to the transcript and on understatement, both in the text and in
the presentation of the book (the jacket text, the advertising, and so
forth), was hardly the mark of the charlatan.

1 first met the authors two years ago and have had much contact
with them. During the inalstages of the editing of the manuscript, the
authors came to New York and for nearly a month lived in my own
‘home—shared meals with my family, sometimes talked long into the
night with us. We came to know them well, in a way one does not come
to know someone over the phone or in the office. Even my normally
skeptical teen-agers found Michelle Smith and Larry Pazder the most
decent and modest and genuine of people

Along with Dr. Pazder and the Church offcials who know her so
well, I believe that Michell is not a hysteric, not even a neurotic, She
scems as clear as a glas of well water. She appears to be one of those
rare people, like Joan of Arc and Bemadette, whose authority and
authenticity are such that they can tell you things that would otherwise
be laughable—yet you do not laugh, you do not dismiss or forget.

Though the names in the byline are those whose experience the
book relates, the book is not written in the first person. It was decided
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Do you think I could have cut my hands with that bottle?”

Or, Dr, Pazder thought, perhaps the injuries inflcted on the child
the night the lump was biudgeoned were severe enough to require
hospitalization.

“As you well know,” Michelle said; “I've always been affaid of
hospitals. I've had the hardest time trusting doctors and nurses. I don’t
know what any of this means. 'm just going to have to believe it means
ing, right?”
ight. Justlet yourself talk about it now. Don't try to make sense
out of it. We'll do that later.”

Michelle then went on to talk about her various hospital experi
ences at length—her tonsilectomy, her emergency admission to a
hospital for acute stomach pains, her mother's death, and so forth. As
she talked, her breathing changed and she gradually began her descent.

“Oh, God . .. I hate going back there. Why is it so hard?”

Dr. Pazder took her hand and held it tightly. “You've spent your
whole life holding all that down there in that dark place. Half of you
is doing everything it can to keep it down, and the other half isletting
it come and wants very much to gt it all out so you can rest. It knows.
you have to face whatever it was. We can face it together. | just want
to listen very carefully and hear everything as it comes out.”

“Why don't you cat your breakfast?” Michelle's mother was saying.

It was the next moming. The night before, Malachi had angrily
sent the child into the bathroom to clean herself up. She had tried, but
she couldn't, she was so upset, s0 weak, so hurt. And the substances
that had been painted on her had dried and were hard to get off, and
they made the washeloth dirty and the water dirty, and she began to
fecl that she would never be clean again. She tried and tried . .. she
desperately wanted to make everything clean and neat and normal
again. Eventually she was told to go to bed, where she collapsed and
somehow went to slecp.

And now here it was, the day after, and she was sitting in the
Kitchen, a bowl of cereal in front of her, with her mother. It was just
like a pretend. Her mother was acting as if nothing had happened.

“I5aid to eat your breakfast!” But Michelle didn't want to cat, and
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Michelle stiffened. “I don't want to know!” she shouted. “I don't
want tol” She was screaming at the top of her voice.

“Shhhh. Shhhh. It is very important. Many people do not know
who he is. That is why so many people get hurt. They are afraid.”

Like me,” Michelle said.

“Not really like you.”

“Like bunnies?” the child interrupted hopefully. She was desperate:
to keep Ma Mere from leaving and was saying whatever came into her
‘mind, just to prolong the conversation. “Bunnics get very afraid and
their noses wiggle. And when they get sad—I always thought when
bunnies get sad, their ears must go down.”

“You know, when my Son first left home, when he started to walk,
it was important to touch as many people as He could. That's what we
all must know. It s not where you go. It is not who you are or what
you are. It s loving as you go. It is walking out of the darkness. There
is only one way out. When you have cars, you wil understand. We all
have to walk s far as we can and touch as many people as we can.”

“But what if they won't hold hands with you? Nobody here will
hold hands with me,” she confided tearfully

‘You don't want to hold hese hands. If they wanted to hold your
hand, you would " There was a silence before Ma Mére spoke again.
“There is going to be a ight,” she told the child. “Ears will help, and
hands wil help, and hearts will help.” She sighed and shook her head.
“But you must know. "

“Imust know what?”

“There are two things you must know. One you are learning now
—that I will come back. And you must know who that person is. | am
not trying to frighten you. You must know who that person i
Mere touched the little gil. “He s called Satan.”
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ind this insistence went on when they reached the house—the house

here the lady had been killed, Wherever the nurse went, Michelle was

rced to g0 0o, her leg moving with the nurse’s,as i they were joined
for a three-legged race. It was diffcult and sily and then iritating for
Michelle. It made her muscles stiff.

The nurse read to her frequently, but in a language she didn't
understand, rciting passages over and over again, as if it were a class-
room and she were trying to teach Michelle something important
“Here,” she said, handing the child a pair of scissors and a photograph
of a man. “Now, do what I'm doing.” Then the nurse took another
photo of 2 person and poked her own scissors carcfully into onc eye.
Shipping very slowly, she cut a lttle vertical slit through the iris, and
then another through the other ris. She stood over Michelle while the
child tred to follow her instructions. Michelle was not an apt student
‘The nurse often had to corrcct her.

“Denounce God,” the nurse said to her. But Michelledid not know
what “denounce” mea

“I don't know how,” she told the nurse with  trace of defiance.

“Well, you'd better learn,” the nurse told her. *1f you don't learn
now, you'll be in big trouble later.”

Michelle was put to bed at sundown and awakened in the middle
of the night. The sleepy child saw the nurse's cloak spread on the floor
On the cloak was a bedpan—like the one in the hospital. The nurse
gave Michelle an enema, and when the child could wait no longer, the
nurse led her over, forced her to squat down—and then yanked the
bedpan away and flipped aside part of the cloak. The child found
herself helplesly defecating on the floor. But on the floor where the
cloakand bedpan had been were 2 crucifix and a Bible. When Michelle
saw that she had soiled them, she was horrified

But her dismay meant nothing to the nurse. Once the two objects
had been defiled, she had flown into action, pulling a sheet from the
bed and gathering up into it various objects from the room. Unscen,
Michelle took her nightie and wiped off the book and the cross. She
felt she had to. And when she did, suddenly it was not so hard to keep
from falling apart from the guilt
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thing that would have to be lived through, right to the end. They had

developed a commitment to deal with it, o try not to fudge i, just to
g0 ahead. And now there was an even closer trust between them.
Michelle knew that Dr. Pazder understood, that he would not think
her crazy—that he was listening.

They also had learned more about the process of Michelle's remem-
bering. There were two modes. The frst was the decp level. She'd go
down and never leave tht place, though she still would be capable of
speaking to him, when she was frightened and needed to have her
“anchor line.” As she spoke to him then, her voice would alter slghtly,
changing back when she resumed

‘The second mode was this: After she had relived an experience, she
could continue with it during the integration period, going on from
there. The iniial remembering made all the memories available to her,
and she could bring forth more of them, more and more and more,
illing in details. In this second mode, she would speak as an adult and
have the language of an adult available to her.

Their working postures had evolved too, They seldom used the sofa
—it was not stable enough for the shaking and trembling that Michelle
went through as she relived. They had moved to the mat. Sometimes
Dr. Pazder would st on the floor beside it. At other times he would
lic back,  pillow under his head. It was the only way to work, consider-
ing that the sessions often went on now for five or six hours. No one
could sit in a chair that long.

1n her depths, Michelle was lie a chid, and like a child she needed.
contact, Dr. Pazder did not look upon her then as an attractive twenty-
cightycar.old woman. He knew that when she was reiving, she realy
did need human contact if she were to get out a story like that.
‘Sometimesshe would have her head on his shoulder. But he was careful
about the way he touched her. Her depths were even decper now, and
e feared that touching her might severely distract her. As long as he
was close, in some kind of contact, that seemed to be enough:

“The nurse was driving the car—it was long and black with running
boards and a silver statuc of a springing cat mounted on its hood. She
insisted that Michell cleave closely to her side, as i attached to her.
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on them back there . . . is blood. I got to get it off.”

“Leaye it on! Leave it on. Don't rn from it, back there. I want you
to leave it on and tell me what it felt like.

Michelle gasped in fear. Dr. Pazder spoke more softly. “Look,” he
said, “can youlet yoursel feela litle good that it was on them? When
you put your hand on the lump—when you told about that, for a slight
‘moment there was a faint smill on your face. What did you fecl then?”

Michelle lowered her eyes and was silent for a time. “It did feel a
litle okay,” she said, finally. “It did fecl a little good. Was it wrong
to feel like that?”

“It was one of the most sane things you did all night. It was the
most sane thing that happened there.”

She looked at him urgently, “Oh, please, this is such a seeret. You
see, I thought the blood would .. would wash the others. T wanted
to Sort of cover up what happened. [ was so happy my hands were
covered up. That's why I wiped it on all of them. T had to wash them
and stop what was happening.”

Vhen you were relving it—do you know what your hands were
doing while you were telling me about wiping the blood on them?”

“No, I don't understand what you mean.”

Dr. Pazder took her hands and helped her to an erect sitting
position. “Okay, now I want you to show me how you wiped iton them.
Show. me again, now.”

Michelle balked at first and then hesitantly began to move her
hands i the air in front of her, up and down, side to side. “I just
- wiped it on them . . . like this . . and this.

“What are you making on them?”"

““Making on them? I don't know. You mean .. I don't understand.
Oh, I see. Crosses.”

“Yes, crosses.”

“1 didn't realize I was making crosses on them.”

“You were very clearly making crosses on all of them. I wondered
at the time where it had come from.”

“You mean why . . "

“Did you know anything about crosses as a ltle child?” From his
earlier years of work with Michelle, he knew that in her harsh,
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want to touch me. I just saw my mom, My mom was so upset,
Michelle, what have you done? 1 was helping you, Mommy. I was
helping you.

Michelle had dissolved into agonizing sobs. Dr. Pazder tried to
comfort her, but her failing arms and legs, her writhing body made it
all but impossible. It was as if she were fighting against a memory that
was too horrble to be borne et that was inexorably foreing its way up
and out

Wiat have you done> No| Not No! Please. Please, Mommy,
hold me! Mommy, I'm scared! I'm scared! And that's when she
hit me and yelled. Lok at your ugly face! Oool, she’s ugh! [
wouldn't touch any of it! It% disgusting! | couldn't help how |
looked.  didn't know how I looked until then. Get fier out of my
sight! Get her out of my sight! | couldn't help it. She didn't want
to help me. She just smashed me across the head and yelled, Get
tid of her! Ugh! Gt her out of my sight!

Once again, wild, desperate crying, a small child trying to deny the
unthinkable: total, brutal rejection by her own mother. Dr. Pazder sat
with her, saying nothing, while the sobs continued and began to cbb.
When she spoke again, it was in a thin, fevered litte voice.

Everyone's afraid of me. I'm afraid of me. I'm afraid of me,
‘That’s when Malachi threw me in the bathroom. He just picked
me up by the skin and threw me in the bathroom. I tried to make
myself clean, I scrubbed and scrubbed. My arms hurt. My legs
hurt. My stomach hurt. 1 felt so sick. I just scrubbed and
scrubbed. It felt like I would never be clean again. My hands are
all numb. .

T'm afraid. I'm afraid! | erawled into the bedroom. I tried to
crawl everywhere in the bedroom. I tried to crawl under the
bascboard because there was a crack and I thought I might gt
under the baseboard like you see lttle mice do. Someone’s got to
help me. Someone's got to tell me what happened. I heard them
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*““We have to be human,” Ma Mére told her calml
elp your brothers and sistes.”

“1 don't have any,” the child cried.

“No, you have many.

“How can [ help? I can't even help myself. | can't even get out of
those circles”

“You will" Ma Mére promised, “but only f you stay. Or ele too
many people will be left in circls.”

‘You want to

After a few minutes, Michell told Dr. Pazder, “She says shell tay
a litle while so Il know what to do. I'm standing there holding on
0 tight, holding onto her hand so tight. Maybe if I held on tight
enough, she can't go away. I feel so brave standing there with her.”

Michelle had been crying and talking at the same time. Now she
grew silent. When she spoke again her voice was hushed and full of
fear. “Nobody can see her, but all the people in the black robes are
veally upset. Everybody’s upsct. They'e yelling and screaming and
making noises with their teeth like that ” She gnashed her tecth to
show him

“Whatll | do?” she screamed. “What'l 1 do? Don't leave me.
What'll T do?”

The woman took Michelle's tiny hand in hers. Gently she opened
the fingers and traced a small cross on the palm. When she was sure
Michelle understood, the woman stood back and watched the child
make the crosses in her own hand. The woman's voice was confident
and serenc. “You go ahead,” she told the child. “We'lldo it together.”
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of reiving the incident, she was extending her arms and reaching out,
asif to touch something in front of her, and as she did so, for just one
fecting moment she smiled.

1t was all bloody, and I wiped it all over my face. [ wiped it
allover me. Then I ran around. That's why they didn't want me
to touch them. [ wanted to wash them off. I wanted to put blood
on them. T was only trying to make everything okay. Lran all over
and put blood on all of them, They stopped! Everything went
quiet. They just stood there. You sce, I had to make it stop. Do
you understand that?

Dr. Pazder spoke to the child
that,” he said softly. “Very mucl

ithin the woman. “I do understand

11 okay if you don't want to touch me. It all ight. I¢1l be
all right. You see, what I didn't tell you . . . Oyl My arms
hurt! | was glad! [ was glad! I felt happy inside. I smashed it and
1 vas glad. That's why I was smiing, and when [ tued around
and I couldn't ... ow, my arms hurt! I couldn’t understand why
the other people weren't happy too. I made everything stop! And
1 vas glad! T could clean everything up then. And when they all
stopped and everything went quict, I thought they'd be pleased
with me.

The frantic child began to twirl Then she started to pipe out
“Twinkle, twinkle, littl star” spinning to the tune, hoping her mother
would notice her, smile, hold her.

Michelle was crying now, so hard that she was almost choking. The
sentences broke into phrases, the phrases shattered into single words,
‘And then nothing. It was nearly an hour before she could resume:

Iwent tohug my mom. She ... she.... she yelled, Don’ ouch
el | couldn't understand. I went to touch someone clse, and
everybody backed away from me. Don’ touck me! Tlooked at my
hands, [looked at all of me. T was filthy. [ knew why they didn’t
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mother. She had sad eyes. They hurt her baby. She'll always have sad.
eyes because of that”

Dr. Pazder tumed his head and looked around the offce, He
saw the familiar surroundings. The worn sofa, the coffee table, and
the green plants reminded him just how remarkable this experience

“There was something sad,” Michelle was going on. “1 didn't
understand. There was something awfully sad. She knew it too, She
wasn't crying, but she knew it was sad.” She paused for a moment, and
then she said, “My legs are all wobbly

“She knew how afraid | was,” she continued, “and how | would't
stand up alone. She kept saying ‘not alone.” And she said, The ears will
list

“She held my hand all that time. It made me feel stronger” She
smiled reminiscently. “It makes me feel like two litle skinny legs can
stand up. .. They're awful skinny,” she said, her voice growing smaller.
“And they hurt”

And then Michelle returned to the past. Dr. Pazder realized how.
readily accessible the past had become for her.

“Be carcful. Take care of it It was Ma Mére speaking. “It's going
to be hard,” she told the little girl. “It's not going to get better right
away. I'm sorry. Just a lttle while longer. Then it won't seem 50 bad
And when the time is right, you'llfind ears. And you'llfind your eyes.
When it's time, you must stand up to him." And then she wamed
Michelle to e careful about what she said, not to speak to peaple about
what she knew before it was time.

‘There was a long silence, and then the child spoke again, “I don't
want you to go."
ot for a little while,” Ma Mere promised.

“She won't go fora lttle while," Michell reported to Dr. Pazder,
‘wanting to be sure he understood everything that was going on. “I can
all around my face. She's touching my face.”
fa Mére. “Come, get strong. You must get strong.”
the lttle girl said, weeping

“It's all right.
“I don't want ta be alone again.”
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DIDN'T want to tell anybody, ever.

But Michelle had told, and now, as she began to surface, to risc
back up from her place of relving, Dr. Pazder was intensely aware of
the crucial obligation he faced: to help her integrate the unspeakably
horrible facts she had uncarthed, to understand them, somehow, so
that what had happened twenty-two years before would not destroy her
sanity today.

She continued to cry for over half an hour, covering her face much
of the time and avoiding Dr. Pazder's gaze. And then the crying cased,
and her breathing was no longer quite so heavy and labored. At last she
began to speak, tremulously, il in the throes of her experience in the
depths, but very nearly now in her adult voice
“I shouldn't have told you,” she said. “I don’t understand it
... Please tell me what happened. I feel just terrble. I feellike I did
trying to crawl away. Do you think that happened?””

“We have to talk about it,” the psychiatrist replied. “You're really
wiped out, aren't you?”

“I 1 told you, would you believe me? I did it But please, oh, please
tryto understand—I fad to, | don't know what made me do i, exactly.

.. Ldidn't want my mom hurt. I couldn'tstand the smiling. | couldn’t
stand the laughing. 1 couldn't stand the air. | couldn' stand my inside
and my outside being separated, and I couldn't stand turning around.
Oh, please, you've got to believe I had to do that. I did't know what
ele to do, It just happened”

[42]
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just want totllyou one thing,” Michelle tod Dr,

Pazder. It was their next session, one day later. “When I talk to you,
1 don't know what's going to come out of my mouth. But I don'tjust
babble out things. | can feel them inside, and I can visualize the places
But how come I don't know until I talk to you? I'm being honest with
you, but I don't always understand it. Most of the time I'm terrificd
just letting my mouth open, and then to have to say that much to you
... If you didn't beleve me, I'd be crazy. Then what would I do?” she
asked desperately. *How would I ever convince anybody?”

“Ihappen to believe you"—he was very matter-of-fact—"for many
reasons,” he said, “but mostly for what I fecl with you. It feclsreal. You
feel real. You feel like you g0 into a place that is very real, and you go
back ot and the door begins to open, and you begin to remember
things that happened. 1 listen very carcfully, you know, to hear whether
you're coming from a place that scems like you'e remembering. And
You are.

“You're describing it with what we call  visually eidetic memory.
You scem to e things you are describing, in detail | hear you describe
what you sec, and I don't hear it as a hallucination. It i too organized.
“Too long-term. It fits into the pattern of your life too well. You haven't
been pychotic at any time. You aren't delusional—you don't belicve
in any of this happening in the here and now. You go back and forth
toit. It doesn't grab you unexpectedly. You are struggling to work with

221]
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Doctor and patient set to work, one appointment a weck. As they
went decper and deeper into Michelle's background, Dr. Pazder saw
how truly horrific her early life had been. Deep psychotherapy was
needed, and the endeavor extended over four years. Diligently they
worked through the problems. At the end, both of them were pleased
with the strides she had made. True, they had never been able to
understand why she used to eat erasers, but that hardly seemed to call
for further psychotherapy.

During this time Michelle became engaged to Doug Smith, 2
stalwart and bearded young Viking from Nova Scotia. Dr. Pazder went
to their wedding. Later, they sometimes visited socially and talked
about the young couple’s progress in remodeling a house they had
bought near Shawnigan Lake, some thirty miles from Victoria. It was
going to be a cedar-and-glass dream house on the edge of the forest,
with skylights to frame the moon and the stars. They all spoke of the
time when there would be children romping through the house, illing
it with laughter.

And now there had been the miscarriage. The bleeding had stopped
soon after Dr. Pazder's hospital visits, but deeper wounds seemed to
remain, Early in September Michelle once again climbed the steps to
the second-floor offices of the Fort Royal Medical Centre. Once again
she was greeted by Susan Austin, receptionist for the psychiatric group,
and once again was waved toward the door of the familiar ofice. There
it was—all just the same. The gold carpet, the turquoise-plaid sofa, the
Danish sidechairs covered with black Naugahyde. At the far end of the.
room was a thick rubber mat, covered in green burlap, for body-release
techniques; if a patient wanted to get angry, he could pound and kick
s hard as he wanted without disturbing the customers in the beauty
parlor downstairs. There was no desk, just two coffee tables, one of
which bore the doctor's telephone and his various folders and papers.

In this visit and the half dozen that followed, Dr. Pazder saw that
Michelle did not want to play up the terrible dream, and, taking the
cue, he did not emphasize it either. He just let her talk. With her usual
openness she described the growing pains of her new marriage. As she
talked, he took the opportunity, when it arose, to treat her grief over
the miscarriage. Most women who miscarry, he said, fear that it is
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talking when I was in the bedroom. You sce, there was so much
noise they were worried the police was going to come because my
mom was screaming so loud. Al f a sudden the door was opening
and closing, and all of the people were going away. And I could
hear Malachi saying that they'd just cover it up. What are they
covering up?

She peeked out the bedroom door. People were getting dressed and
leaving. No one spoke. She watched them leave, and then she tumed
back to her mother. She was sitting there, slumped into the chair. Her
skirt had lifted a litle, and Michelle saw something that chilled her
heart.

Ilooked. . .. I didn't want to see. ... . I could see, it was awful.
‘Thelump..... oh, I feelsick inside. I feel sick, I feel
the matter with me? Now I know I'm crazy I shouldn't have told
you. . . . I shouldn't have told anybody. I didn't want to tell
anybody, ever. . .. The lump.. . . the lump had shoes! Red shoes!
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Z HE following morning, for the first time, Michelle

and Dr. Pazder were uncomfortable with each other when they met
Michelle was wearing a purple turtleneck that came right up under
her chin. He looked at her carefully. “Your rash must be much worse
today.” She nodded and pulled the turtleneck down to show him the
ash on her neck. This morning it was not only ugly and red, it also had
a defnite shape. Like an arrowhead

“Umm,” he said, looking at it carefully. He put his hand on her
forehead. “You've got a litle fever,” he obsered

“I feel shaky,” she said. “T .. "

Dontscalch that”henteruptd e, She had tated o b e
nedl

“You seem iritated with me today.”

“No, I just don’t want you scratching. It makes it worse. When you
seratch off alayer of skin, it gets tchy.” He paused and then said, “Let’s
80 over some of the things we talked about last night ”

“I'm having a hard time getting away from it” There was a great
deal to tell. The memories had not stopped last night. It had been a
night of wonder and fear. “It won't go away. That place. It won't go
away. | keep hearing conversations and things. It won't go away."”
“What kinds of conversations do you hear?”

*“Are you sure | should talk to you? Or will it just put me in the
crazy house?” She had started to cry. Her distress was evident. “Should
1 just be quiet?”” she asked miserably.

[215]
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outside. Their eyes were scary. T couldn't let anyone see me
erying. 1 don't understand. I don't understand anything I see
anymore. Some of the people didn't have all their clothes on.
‘What's happening? What's going on? I don't understand. So
much is going on at once. [ don't know where anything started
and stopped anymore. | don't understand. Where's my mom?
... You e, my inside always tred to find my mom, ... My arms
hurt! Ow. But my outside was going around laughing and twirling
around. That was so everyone wouldn't know I was trying to find
her. Ow-w-w-w, my arms hurt, my arms hurt. (Holding her arms
and crying] Owiow-w, my arms hurtl But you see, | thought if
1 was going around and around and saying things, they'd just
laugh ... and they wouldn't know I was looking for my mom, you
sce. Because I knew... . when [ found my mom ... itd be okay.

Michelle reasoned that if they'd hurt her, they might also have hurt
‘her mother and that perhaps her mother was in trouble too. Michelle
reached the kitchen. More of the men and women were there:

ooked and there were two women by the table over there.
And then I thought one of them was my mom, because she had
hair like my mom . . but she tumed around and it wasn't my
mom. Her eyes were funny. | hated them! I dida't know what to
do.

‘The child ran to the woman she thought was her mother, calling
out to her, “Mommy! Mommy!” When the woman tuned around,
Michelle froze. The woman's face was sick and demented, the features
asken. She wore an awful smile, and her eyes—erazy eyes. The woman
Tooked at Michelle as if she had known she were coming, She never
made a noise. Michelle jumped back and ran out of the room.

1 was tuming around in circles, I was dancing. You see, I'd
gone crazy too. I'm getting so mixed up. Where's my mom?
What's ... Nol No o nof 1 don't understand any of it ... and
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’ e state in which any sort of action would be possible. He found
jmself petrified for the five-year-old child whose voice was calling to
im so urgently now:

You see, that's how . . . you see, I did pick that up. . . .
Ovew My arms hurt. You sec, this isn't going to make any
sense to you at al, but it could have been a big spider or a snake.
The lump could have been that, and it could have been hurting
her, Oh! It was moving around! I didn't even think.  didn't even
stop and think. I just grabbed the . . . Nof / didn/ 1 didn't. |
didn'teven know . .. T didn't even know when I grabbed .
except I know it was a bottle. .. . It was on the table .. . and
it was just something to grab. And I had to, I just had to smash
that thing under my mother’s skirt. Oh! Oh! Not I smashed that
lump! Everyone turned their eyes on me. I hate those eyes, Not
Nol They're all smashing . .. smashing.. . . smashing ... . they're
all smashing the lump! Not It got ll bloody. It was just so awful
bloody.

Nowall the people in the room had those dreadful eyes—Michelle
‘could see them changing. When they saw that the child who had been
the centerpicce of their ceremony, just an hour before, had hit the
“lump,” they appeared to take it as  sign. Michelle recoiled, watching
horrified as they began to beat the lump with their fists, attacking
mercilessly, relentlessly.

T've ... T've got to stop it. Someone's got to. You sec, my.
outside was realy frantic. My outside hit it,but only once. It was
really frantic, and its face was alllike that. But my inside wasn't
like that. Tsaw that blood You're not going to want to know me.
1.did awful things! Iput my ... L putmy.... hand ... on the
Tump. I did. It was all bloody:

As Michelle imparted thisrevelation, stuttering through her agony,
Dr. Pazder saw an astounding thing, Though decp into the experience
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o hold on really tight. She couldn't be there always. Not like that, like
standing there. Only for a lttle while. But she'd always know where
1 was. She said to hang on”

The tears took over. Michelle could not speak for a long time. Dr.
Pazder waited. Finally she was able to go on. “She saw I was so scared.
She just talked to me. Like when you go to bed at night, someone will
hold your hand and talk to you so you aren't scared.

“I was too tired to stand up,” the child's voice continued. “I just
held on tight. 1 listened and I didn't fecl so tired. I kept fecling like
T was going to fall down. She said she could protet me

“I wanted to hide behind her. No,” the child said unhapply. “No.
1 guess not.” Dr. Pazder could feel the little gil's desire to hide and
her sad realization that it was impossible

Michelle was quict again. The neat time she spoke, she sounded
motherly

No,” said Ma Mére. “Not hide. Not hide.

“Ma Mérel Oh, Ma Mére,” the child cried, and then she spoke
directly to Dr. Pazder. “She said that I'd find . . she said to look until
Tfound . .. I had to find cars. I had to find cars!”

She fell silent. There were no more words, only tears. And the tears
lasted for a long time. Finall, she sighed heatily, drawing air deep into
her lungs and expelling it slowly. And then her eyes opened. She
appeared to be mostly in the present again. As soon as Dr. Pazder felt
she could handle it, he started asking questions

“Did you hear her talking?” His voice carricd urgency. He really
wanted to know

“She held my hand,” Michelle replied simply

“Did you sce her”” he repeated.

“She stood there,” Michelle said and pointed to a spot a few feet
in front of her.

“What did she look like?”

“She had on blue clothes. Light blue on her head and darker here.”
She pointed to her body

“Did she have a face?”

Michelle hesitated. “Well, not ke that. You knew she was a
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1 wish 1 didn't understand it now. Oh, how 1 wish I didn't
understand. You see ... it's not truel It ... | don't understand.
Yousee, I didn't understand those mommies. I don't understand.
Something's hurting my mom. Mom! Mom!

Turning i circls, the child had fled the kitchen and stumbled her
way to the living room. There was her mother, beautiful her checks
Aushed, her red hairspread out against the back of the large green chair
she was sitting in. She was wearing a skirt Michelle knew well—black
and dressy, coming down to midcalf. Michelle tried to wave at her
mother without attracting the attention of the others, to get her
mother to sce her. She couldn't. She tried and she tried, her heart
breaking, desperate for her mother. But Michelle couldn't make her
mother notice. Her mother's eyes were closed. She scemed to be in
pain. There was something under the skirt.

Itsa. . altklump ... a lump under her skitt. My mom
looked ke she was being hurt. I dida't understand. No! Not No!
{She screams in extreme horror for some twenty minutes]

1 thought I was helping my mom. You see, I thought she felt
like 1 did. I thought she wanted to get away too. Oht I had to help
her. You know . ..  had to help her. No one was helping her.
They didn't even notice. My mother was my mom! I didn’t mean
to. 1. .. I'm sorry! I'm sorry! Dear Gods Oh, oh, ohi You see,
1had to stop it, you see, I had to make those people qui, . . 1
can't get me together, | can't. Ow-w-w, my arms hurt, My hands
are numb, they’re all numb, You see, the nside was scared for my.
mom, and the outside, it had to stop spinning around. And my:
eyesareiust .| . they didn't want to look. And I had to get
through that in the air. I had to stop that in the airl

The atmosphere in the living room was heavy, grating. As Dr.
Pasder lstened, he refected that whoever these people were and wht-
ever they were doing—ritual sex, apparently—they scemed to be mov-
ing toward some sort o controlled,deliberate frenzy, a kind of dissoc
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“Talk” he told her. “It's very

“But it sounds like I think I'm Napoleon. It sounds like I'm erazy.
But it didn't last night,” she protested through her tears. “It doesn’t
feellke it's crazy.” The tears kept coming. Finally she asked, “Is it as
important as it was yesterday?”"

“Of course it is,” he said warmly. “I want to hear about the new
things, but first we both need to go back to that place and talk about
it more. I want to talk about anything that is connected to it so we can
understand it, so we can put as much of it together as we ca

Michelle’s reathing became decper. She felt less defensive, He was
going to listen. He was going to help her. She started to talk. “That
thing’s got a tail wrapped around my neck. Should I tell you about
that?”

“Yes, just tell me what you can”

She looked at him. She wanted to talk about it, more than anything
else in the world, “Well, you know,” she began, hesitantly, “the only
time that the tail wasn't there was when the light came.” She stopped.
“I feel scared telling you this. Is it okay?”

“It's okay

And this time she truly felt that it was. She reminded him that the
figure in white had called his mother. “She was very far away,” Mi-
chelle told Dr. Pazder. “Like a star way off in the distance somewhere.
And then it got closer

““And he was telling me that he couldn't stay there. But his mother
could. Docs that make sense to you?” she asked. She had broken down
in tears again

“Yes,” Dr. Pazder said softly

“1 didn't want him to go away. I felt safe with him. Even with his
mother there, I didn't want him to go away. | wanted to go with him
Why couldn't he take me with him?” She stopped talking. There was
2 pause

You have got to stay here. Michelle's voice had changed. Now there
was a new tone. It was a woman's voice, warm and gentle, but very firm.
“I don't understand,” the little girl cried. “I didn't understand the
lady. She said she could be my Ma Meére. She took my hand and said
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ose people were controlling your outside, so you had to give that up
ind inside was the only safe place to go.”

“I wanted my mom so badly.” Michelle began to cry again. “I

ecded her to help me. I felt she would hug me and it would be okay.
Tfeltso.. . . so ugly when she wouldn't”

“I can imagine how you must have felt.”

“There’ just so much confusion. | know that maybe there isn't any
connection between how good I felt when I stopped them—the air,
and those mommies, and Malachi—but it's all mixed up together.”"

“Yes, it will be for a while.”

My hands are all numb. I wanted to hold onto your hand, but I
knew I wasn't allowed.”

“I¢s okay to touch me.”

“But my mom made it sound Jike I should never touch anyone. T
don't know what to do. That's what my mom didn't understand about
me, that | needed someone to touch, even if | was ugly.”

Michelle paused and looked away. Then she tumned back suddenly:
“I feel so seared inside. Oh, God, I fecl 5o scared. I hate all those
feclings. She kept confusing me 5o badly. I hate the confusion. Why.
don't you want to go away? Oh, [ hurt”

“Michelle,” Dr. Pazder said, “no part of me wants to go away from
you. I understand what happened, I really do, and it willal be okay
in time.""

“I want to believe that.”

“Please beleve it.”

“My hands, | know why they're all numb, I want to reach out to
you and touch you, but I'm afraid to. I'm so afraid. That's why my
hands are numb—they re afraid of being rejccted too, That's why I had
to hang onto myself all these years.”

“Your hands and face now are both covered in that rash. You keep
rubbing them like you're trying to get something off.” He was alarmed
at the way she was abrading her face with her knuckles and wringing.
er hands.

“You mean like the way I keep rubbing my face?"

“Uh-huh!

“I'msony. I'm sorry. The thing that's o them ... the thing that's
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experience. And then he put his hand on her head and gave her his
blessing. That was enough. Michellefelt releved. The bishop had seen
the mark and acknowledged its existence. She felt free to go on with
her memorics now. The bishop's acknowledgment gave her a kind of
permission to continue, jut a talking with Father Leo so many months
before had allowed her to go back into the past and start rliving her
experience with the posessed lady.

Half an hour later, Michelle and Dr. Pazder were with Father Guy
in his lttle den at the rectory of Sacred Heart Church. It seemed only
natural to meet with their spiritual adviser after leaving the bishop.
They told the priest about their visit to the bishop and about what
Michelle had been expericncing during the past several days.

“Do you want to show him?” Dr. Pazder asked her.

She had no hesitation. “See what you think,” she told Father Guy,
puling the turtleneck sweater away from her neck to show him the
mark,

“Hmmm.” He looked closer. “The shape. | dosense something evil
touched here,” he said somberly

“It wasn't there—that mark—it wasn't there a week ago,” Dr.
Pazder told him.

“It’s where that thing’s tail was wrapped around my neck.”

“It looks like the end of the tail,” Dr. Pazder said, “the way you
see the Devil in medieval pictures.”

“It is the classic image,” Father replicd. “These things become
Known.

's important for you to see it,” Michelle said. “It's the only
‘evidence I have of what happened.” She was so camest that her face
was pale and strained as she spoke. “I didn't understand very much of
what was happening, you sce. Except my body always remembers
before I remember with my mind. There wasa very claborate ceremony
with three circles of people. In the middle is a fire, and out of the fire
comes this ugly thing—a bad man. At first there's a snake around my
neck, and it tums into his tail”
h, my goodness!” Father murmured

“I thought my heart was going to dic. I couldn't move because |
was so scared.” She spread her fingers to llustrate how she had been
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“I know it did”

“T'mafraid, she went on. To Dr. Pazder, she really did look afraid:
“T'mafraid you're going to tell someone. O, please don't. You see, you
understand about my inside and my outside, and no one clse would:
1 ad._to smash that lump.”

“OF course you did. You wanted to stop what was happening. You
wanted to stop their craziness.""

Michelle paused for a moment, making a great effort to collect
herself. “I'm afraid of mysclf. Who can I be, after all that? It was al
wrong there. I didn't want to hurt anybody. 1 just didn't know what
el to do.”

“You did what anybody else would have done.”

“But ... I'm pretty sure . . . something got hurt. They were a
smashing and smashing.”

“We'll find out” Dr. Pazder said gently, “and then we can work
with it.”

“Can you talk to me for a minute about my insides and outsides?

1 don't understand anything about it. | don't understand why I twirled
around or anything.”
‘ou had to. You couldn't face everything that was happening that
nightand survive. It was too much for your whole person toface: You'd
have gone crazy. You had to pull away from the rest of you to surive.
Perhaps twiling is some sort of spontancous, inate behavior—a way
of centering yourslf and protecting yourself from being overwhelmed
by what's happening around you. Then you could let your outside be
what it had to 50 you could handle all that. It was just too much for
anyone, let alone an abandoned five-year-old child.”

Michelle looked up at the doctor. “Do you know that I didn
doing that—hilting that lump?”

“Of course I do”

“That was the most horrible thing I've ever had to do in my lif

“I'm glad you were able to hold onto your insides.’

“I'm afraid to put them back together.”

“We'll bring them back ... and itll e okay. Your inside and your
outside have to meet cach other again. All the picces have to meet to
allow you to be one whole person again. You have to understand that
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what you remember. That's very different from a person who is delu-
sional.”

Dr. Pazder stopped and sat forward. “1 don't think it really mat-
ters,” he continued, “whether people believe you saw Ma Mere or not.
1 don't think that matters. I think the way you are expressing the
experience is very touching. It is authentic as an experience. You are
saying something about life from a decp, loving place. Is there a differ-
ence in its value as an experience if it comes from her or from you?”
he asked Michelle. “Is there really a difference?”

Michelle sighed. She fad scen Ma Mére—she knew it But it was
all so strange. As she was turning all this over in her mind, she rubbed
ather neck. Dr. Pazder caught her wrist gently. “No,” he told her. “Try
not to touch that. You'l just make it itch more.

“It's my only evidence,” she said worriedly. He looked at her, not
she said. “1 know it sounds funny.
I'm ot sure what I mean, but this mark on my neck—it's my only
evidencel The bishop has to sce it. I just know it's important.”

“Okay.” It was late afternoon. They had been working since early
that morning and they were both cxhausted. But Dr. Pazder under-
stood that Michelle was not going to be able to rest unti she had shown
the mark on her neck to the bishop. And he could understand why. He
had heard her scream when the thing that came out of the fire wrapped
its tail around her neck. And the mark was there. He reached for the
telephone.

An hour later, they were in the bishop's offce. Dr. Pazder explained
as briefly as possible what Michelle had been remembering during the
past forty-cight hours. “And there s a new rash on her neck that she
fecls she must show you,” he concluded

Michelle rolled down the turtleneck of her sweater, exposing the
rash. The bishop looked closely at it and then took a step backward.
It was clear that it meant something to him. It was also clear that he
did not mean to comment on it at any length, although he appeared
to understand why Michelle had needed to show it to him

He said very littl, but he let her know that such manifestations
were not unfamilia to him. And he told her that she was not to feel
that she was strange or peculiar because of these markings or her

understanding. “It's all I've got
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paralyzed with fear. “Then all of a sudden, there comes a light. Not
like sunlight. It just . . . takes away the darkness. There's this man
walking toward me and he's wearing white. | start crying, and he
understands all the pain. He understands everything that happened.

1 didn't want him to go. 1 was afraid. I saw a tiny light in the
distance. It was coming closer. | was afraid, but he aid it was okay. He.
left and she was there. . .. She took my hand and was telling me lots
of things.

“She told me a lot about women. She said she knew how afraid I
was, and she knew about the scars. She said her son had them too. And
she said it wasn't going to get beter right avay, but that she would
stay with me for a lttle whil. She said a lot of things that | wouldn't
understand but that 1 would one day, when I found ears to hear me."

Father had i attentively, his face grave. “And is it after
that that this happened?” He pointed to the mark on Michelle's neck.

“The tail was around my neck all the time.”

He nodded. “1 see.” He made no comment on what Michelle had
told him but turned and reached for his Bible. “Before you go, " he said,
“there is something | want to read you.” He leafed through the Bible.
until he found what he was looking for. “This is from the fist epistle
of Peter,” he said, and he began to read:

0 one can hurtyou if you are determined to do only what s right;
if you do have to suffe for being good, you will count it a blessing.
There is no nced to be afraid or to worry about them. ... And if it
is the will of God that you should suffr, i is better to suffer for doing
tight than for doing wrong”
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andlajseething glob of litfle bugs came out, Michelle screamed, The
moment she screamed, Malachi shot the horrible stuffin the bowlinto
her mouth. It was Lke ooze, like garbage, asphyxiatingly pungent.
Michelle gagged but she would ot swallow T people in the room,
however, seemed not to notice that. They were obviously very pleased
with themselves. They thought they had won. The ritualistc task
accomplished, they gathered up their things and immediately lft the
room and.the house, the nurse dragging Michellc along with them.

“They drove through the dark to a graveyard: Michelle was made to
stay in the car while the others went off, After a while they retumed
and, without saying a word, got backin the car and returned to the old
house. Michelle was put back in the cellr for the night.

The next night and for the two following nights, there were identi-
cal expeditions, except that, each time, the graveyard seemed to bein
the oppasite part of the city from the location of the graveyard the
night before.

“The fourth night was different. As they drove, Michelle recognized
astrect—Stannard Avenue. It ran along the lower border of Ross Bay
Gemetery.

“The nurse had a cat with her. It was a really cold night, and
it seemed like I had only a nightie on. It wasn't even a nightic
— it was ke a piece of sheet, I did't have anything on my feet.
It was e, it was raining. .. - Oh, I'mgetting the shivers

‘The nurse,she had that black robe on again, the one with the
ved thing on the back of it, We stopped inside the graveyard, and
someone got out and then [ heard the trunk shut and [ heard the
cat start tolcry. | didn't know why:the cat was crying, [t sounded.
like a baby. Why doesn't someone help? Please someone elp!

She made me gt outof the car, It was all wet and soppy. Over
ina comer there were some really old graves. I kept thinking that
ghosts were there, O that people were dead, o thab they weren't
veally dead. ... Over in the comer there was this old grave, and
she pulled me over toit, It was cracked on top, andshe seemed
tobeable tomove apicce of it away. There's an empty hole therel
1 thought graves were supposed to be flled in/ 1 was sure there
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The scene abruptly changed to another part of the graveyard, a
‘mausoleum. Around it were people dressed!in black:

It was a big, dark old house and it had bars across it. And all
1 could see behind it was rows and rows of white crosses.t Allin
rows; they were al tidy. She said to go into that house. All hose:
Jadies are outside making a circle around the door. They have two
candls, a red one and a black one. They're doing a funy dance.
The nurse started talking funny again. She took off her cape and
put it on the floor and . .. it was inside out, and it looked just
Tike the one they had on the dresser that night. Ob, no, I'm not
going back there on that thing! . ..

She wasall lack She was talking funny. .. I wanted tokeep
my nightie, the shect thing, on, but she made me take it off. I
felt awul. [ felt so ashamed! T'm ot supposed to be with mothing
on

Sheas turning all funny ways and standing up and kneeling
down, And then she turned around. And she was talking like that
funny talk. I didn't want . .. 1 didn't want to step on the black
thing. What!Il 1 do? I can't think of what to do, She made me
step on that black thing [gasping]. Do Lhave to tell you aboutit?
What is it you vant to hear?

Shewas dressed allin black. . it waslike her skin was painted
black, but maybe it wasn't. Everything was black except her face.

Im not a baby. I'm not a baby. She picked me up like a
baby! T/ didn’t want her to. She kept mumbling in that funny
anguage and was sort of hissing and meowing, like a cat. 1 was
seally scared! And I couldn'tyell for anybody. There's nobody in
a graveyard, . . .

1 thought, Maybe she’ sory for me. Maybe she wishes Ivere
ababy. But then she tumed me upside down. She made me keep
my knees on my chest, And she hung onto me and moved me
down really slowly. Andial those ladies in black were hissing and
meowing and dancing funny,like cats, 1 wasall wrapped upin this

1R Bay Cemetey in Victoria has an aea where nuns re bsied cch grate
marked by a simple white cross.
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was a person down there: She had me by the arm and I couldn't
get avay. 1 looked back to where the car was, I couldn't hear the
cat crying anymore.

Michelle, frantically worried, was now rying herself.

Oh, Godl I'm gonna dic tonight. I'm sure I'm gonna diel

She grabbed me, and ... she put me down inside it and then
she pushed the pieces back together over the topof me. It was
orse than the closet. [t was worse than the cellr. Itwas ... ah
. all mucky. on my fect. I thought it was somebody! And it
smelled. T thought it was somebodyall rotten down there and that
1 was—standing on them!

For some time, lying on Dr. Pazder's sofa, Michelle wept, often

screaming, “Get me out of herel” and “I'm going to diel” And then,
painully, she resumed.

Seems like I was down there forever. I wasso cold.  vasafraid
lthose dead people were slecping and I might wake them
up. I didn't want to breathe. ... | didn't want to smell anything.
161 moved my feet, my toes, I could feel that stuff, Ageh! I just
stood stll. [ kept thinking toadstools would grow on m eet.

1 could hear the nurse outside. She was talking funny, saying.
all those funny words. I couldn’t understand what she said. And
she was moaning and groaning. | thought, O, no, what ifshe gets
sick and I'm left.down here and o one ever finds me? I thought
maybe I could dig a tunnel,‘Cept I probably couldi't do that—
I might dig into someone else’s grave. .

Please, I'mnot ... please....| think I'm standing on someone
dead: ... | can't move. , . . Help mel

1 think I'must have stood there forever. And then the stones
started to move. And I thought, O, thank God! And the nurse
grabbed both my hands and pulled me out ofit. She said, “Don't
bend your legs, come straight up.” And so I came up straght,just
like a ghost, Just like Gasper
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We weren't alone that night. Its just picces. . . When we
went to the graveyard, my mom was there too, I've been trying
to stay away from a ltle gil, because she's really unhappy. T'm
just.... 'm really worried about my heart. ... It was an important
time—my mom said it was our special time. She said she bad a
ot of things o tell me. ... If that's what special times e, I never
want special times! Just like I don't want a special nurse, . .

1 don't ke her anymore. T don't think [l ever like her any-
more. . She told me she was . .. going to.. .. give me away!
That she wanted to. .. and it was eally important that 1 be happy
aboutit. That i I cared for her at all, Id be really happy about
it

Tbegged her and begged her, I pleaded with her! I didn't want
t0 be given away. I told her she couldn't give her baby avay
. She said I wasn't her baby anymore. I promised her Id be
really good. I'd clean house, I'd do anything if she didn't get rid
of me. She told me I wasn't hers. .. . I didn't know what she
meant. And she told me .. she told me like she was telling me
the weather. ... She told me she never wanted me. She said she
never wanted me ... and how [ had to be happy about the way
things were:

‘Then Malachi came and said, “Did your mother tell you?”
And I'said, “Yes” And he said, “Listen to your mother, what she
tells you is right” And he ent away. . .

Tvas standing thee, and my mom came and grabbed me by
the shoulders, and she said, “Look at me! Did you hear what I've
been saying to you?” She said, “I don't want you!”

Ldidn't like her. She wasn't a mother anymore. She said she:
didn't love me, that there wasn't any part of me that was part of
her . and I was to go be that other lady's. . . . | couldn't stand
how much my heart hurt. .., 1 kept trying to think about the
toadstools,but t's really hard when somebody'sfalkin to you ike
that.

1 knew that Malachi and the nurse were listening. I sid to
her, Lsaid, “No. .. please don't hurt me like this.” T said, “No

. please don’t do this to me. Pleasel Pleasel” It wasn't gonna
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hated herl L hate

funny position. And she started licking. ms
herl

And then she laid down on that black thing with my head
stuck between her legs , . . and she made me crawl out. Then I
had to stand up. And she held ou her arms and I had to come
back toher. And she breathed into my mouth and my nose. What
can 11da? The door was shut. What could T do? She said, “You're
‘mine, Michelle: You're mine.” She told me my newlie was just
beginning. I thought, Of, God, 1 hope I die!

‘And then she came up and said, “You must eat this last bit
of this” and she shoved it in my mouth. It was the stuff with the
ashes on it. And [ suddenly got the fecling—maybe it was justa
feeling, and maybe I heard somebody say some now, this
is terrible—I had the feeling that the ashes were the lump, tht:
Tady who got Killed, the lady with the red shoes. It was the
strongest fecling, It made me sick, I'had to be sick. I couldn't
swallow it.

“And then she took me to the car, She made me walk ina funny:
way, right up next to her, squeezed rght against her side, and our
lgs were suppose to go together; it was ike we had three legs.
‘And she had her cloak wrapped around me: When we got to the
car, she made me pick up the itty. It was dead. Poor kitty. She
made me put it in the same grave I'd been in. 1 had to be sick

- and it just ended up all over me. 1 didn't care if it was on me.
T was just really glad it wasn't on the kitty.

Michelle surfaced, extremely. upset. The graveyard cxperiences
were nearly impossible to accept:

I don't know how I've ived with that for allthis time, " she said
through her tears, “I don't know. . . . | don't know.”

“I'know,” Dr. Pazder sad, his voice choked. “It terible to hear
it

“I don't know why, but 1 can't help it. It hurts It hurts!”

Seyerallsessions later, tormented and impelled, Michelle returned
to these same memories.
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ZHESE things do exist in the world, Dr. Pazder

knew that from his own experience. In Africa he had encountered
beliefsand practices that, had he not observed them directly, he would
not have believed could exist within humanity—sacrifices, cannibalism,
situals of every sort that responded to inconceivably complex psycho-
logical or mystical requirements. And in his own work as a psychiatrist
he occasionally had patients with dark drives and fears and desirs that,
if encouraged by persons similarly afficted, could surcly have beer
‘manifested in bizarreness and cruelty on this order.

1t was diffcult to_think that horrors like these could occur in
beautiful and staid Victoria the city, aftr all, was Canada’s retirement
center, for “the newly wed and the nearly dead,” as the popular quip
had it. But human beings were human beings in Victoria, too, one
could be certain, with attributes both glorious and despicable and all
shades in between. Indeed, the very prosperity, perhaps even the tran-
quillity, of a place like Victoria, it sometimes scemed to Dr. Pazder,
appeared to nourish neuroses in some. He often thought of Victoria as.
a hothouse for discontent among the comfortable and the bored

Still,for months now, partof his mind had been scarching very hard
for some other explanation for what Michelle had described. As his
professional integrity demanded, he had been asking questions at every
st and bend of this remarkable story. Was it a hoas, or an claborate
fantasy? But he reached the same conclusion he had come to before
—Michelle's reliving was relentlessy genuine. It maintained its re-

[os]
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o any good. I was clinging to her, I said, “Please, don't do that!
Please keep me. Please keep me. I don't care if you don't love me.
Just keep me. You can't do this to mel Why don't you just kill
me? Why don't you just kill me?”

And she smacked me across the face. She said, “You listen to
me, I don't want to hear any more out of you!” She grabbed me-
by thewrist. ... She's the one who grabbed me by the wristl The
nurse, she was in back of the car hurting the kitty. My mom
grabbed me and pulled me away, and ... oh, not Not No-no-nol
She was the one. It was my mom who put me in the gravel She
put me down in that mucky stuff.

But the other Jady pulled me up—the nurse. My mother put
me down there, and the nurse pulled me out. I can't stand it
+. I can't stand how much my heart hurts 1 can't stand it. |
wanted to kil them. I wanted to hurt them as bad as they hurt
me! And all those people with the candles.. ... they knew my mom
had given me away. [ ... [ must be . .. a really rotten child

It was the end of the session, and both psychiatrist and patient were
numb. What can I say now? Dr. Pazder thought. What could anyone
say?
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markable intensity. It was too consistent to be fals, had too much
information, was too sophisticated from the psychological point of view
to have been made up. There was nothing about it that whispered
“crazy.” It simply wasn't the kind of thing you fabricated if you were
crazy or hysterical, It was being relived. That still scemed very clear to
him

Dr. Pazder reflected once again that he already knew Michelle very
wellafter four years of psychotherapy. Hoax or fantasy made no sense.
in terms of what he knew—and he knew a very great deal—about her
personality, the kind of woman she was. Lots of people had a preoccu-
pation with the occult, with death, with the weird—but not Michelle
She was one of the most down-o-carth people he'd ever met. Nor could
he imagine that she was fecding his own predispositions. They'd never
discussed his sojourns in Africa; he'd never told her of the strange
things he'd seen. They never discussed his rligious beliefs, She'd even
had to ask, ast fall, when the subject came up, if he were in fact a
Catholic.

Beyond all that, he felt he could recognize well known patterns in
the actions of Michelle's molesters. For example, if the ashes they tried
to make her cat before and after the graveyard experience were really
the ashes of the woman who had been killed—the lump—they may
have been trying to pass on, symbolially, the spirit of that person. In
West Afica, in a number of regions, it was considered important to
cat the flesh of another person. In the Christian Holy Communion,
there was great emphasis on consuming the body and blood of Christ.
Perhaps this business of the ashes had some relation to that, in a
contrary sort of way

‘These people scemed to have been very concerned about Michelles
eating the substance on her own volition. Obviously they could have
forced open the child' jaws. But they did not. They tricked her to open
them. Was it that the child must be made to believe she opened her
mouth wilingly? They scemed to be striving to create guilt. And they
had succceded. Dr. Pazder thought with sadness of Michelle's sel-
indictment: “I must be . . a really rotten child." It was 5o typical of
2 child to assume the guilt

There was also the business of walking away—abruptly leaving the
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though she were to blame, a though she had committed some horren-
dous act. “There is no reason for you to feel this way,” he finished, “no
reason at all.” Privately, Dr. Pazder was convinced that the group—
whoever they were—had been using very sophisticated techniques of
ego destruction

He knew also, from his studies and from work he had done in
Africa, that the Yoruba tribe of Nigeria (among others) sed cola-bean
pods in a fashion similar to the way these people appeared to use sticks:
to predict. He sensed that this might have been what they were trying
to dowith Michelle: But how could she have known? And in such exact
detail? Dr. Pazder admitted that he was amazed.

As Michelle began to grow calmer, Dr. Pazder asked for more
details of the experience.

“How many people were there?”

Michellethought, wrinkling he brow. She closed her eyes to visual
ize the scene. “There was the lady in the cape . . . and then one

“two. .. three ... I can't be certain, but possibly thirtcen, . .. |
don't know. | can't swear to it.”

“That's all rght,” Dr. Pazder replied. “It may come clearer later

on”

And then, almost in the same breath, they queried one another:
Who were these people? Who were they?

The smal offce was illed with an almost unbearable tension, as i
alive grenade had suddenly been placed between them, threatening to
explode in their faces.
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“Yes. With God, lfe never ends. It only does when we turn to the
dark”

They were quiet for a considerable time, while Michelle partially
surfaced. Then Dr. Pazder asked, “Did it help you, to pray?”

“It really helped a lot. 1 didn't know how I was going to get my
hands unfrozen. The more we prayed, the more | knw you understood,
and the more the fecling came back into my hands and fect.”

“It was aplace that was hard to know what to do,” he said. “It was
the first time we prayed together to bring you back from that place.”
“Sometimes you need more than someon to say it's okay,” she told
him. “When you pray, it's ike when you talk to me. The talking and
the praying let me know you understand. And when you understand
1 get some freedom.”

“Where did you learn to speak French?” he asked. *1 didn't know
you spoke it

“I can't. That's why I had the trouble about my degree at the
university. | never passed the language requirement
“Perhaps that was something you heard as a child,” he said. “Per-
haps you heard it in the hospital. They probably had some French-
speaking nuns there. | suppose that's possible. And ‘Jésu'—is that
Spanish’
“I just don't know.”
“What about that other voice—that decp, deep voice? What was
that?"

“I don't know. He came out of the fire, and he was awfullooking
Just awful. | can't tell you. And he had his fil around my neck!” She
raised her hand to her collr, “My rash,” she said, tilting her head so
he could sec. “It rally hurts. Is it worse?”

“IF's pretty bad,” he replied. “It looks really sore. The important
thing is not to scratch it " He paused, as if groping. “Can you tell me.
alittle more . . about what happened? I'm pretty confused. | under-
stand about the circles and the passing you around. But then what
happened? Someone with a tail came out of the fire?”

“1t was all black and red like a fire . . . a fir in the night,” said
Michell, slipping back swiftly into her remembering. “And there was
this man. But he was like an animal, too. He's standing in the fire! He's
looking out at me from the fre! Oh, I can't stand it, | can't stand it
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of me and the stuff in my mouth on the other halfl . . . They're
all calling someone. They're all calling that guy and having stom-
ach aches. They ... . they all started running around the room and
screaming and yelling. I didn’t move because I'm afraid the can-
dles will burn me.

‘The whole group gathered in a tight half circle around the dresser,
gazing down at the litle girl. Their eyes were wide, their faces cxpres-
sionless. Abruptly, almost as one body, they tumed their heads from
her. And then they filed out, departing as coolly and noisclessly as they’
had come in

They're all gone . . . all of them. . . . Everyone just left the
room. . . . I blew out the candles. . .

Michelle suddenly addressed Dr. Pazder dircctly. “Please,” she
said, she no longer spoke in the child's voice, “I'v got to stop for-a
while. I've got tostop. . .. Help me. ... I've got to come back again.

I’ so dangerous. It's really dangerous. .. *

Her breathing began to ease; it was no longer the heavy panting
that characterized the deepest part of her remembering. Her cyes
moved less quickly, though they remained closed for several more
minutes, Dr. Pazder recognized these signals: The young woman was
“ascending” and soon would be with him again:

“Do you understand now?"” she said at ast, opening her eyes, her

othing in the world could make me feel you are hateful. How
could 1 hate you?”
ve done such awful things.”
‘No, you haven't,” the doctor corrected her. “They clearly did
awful things {0 you. You did nothing bad.” He paused, looking for a
xesponse. “Do you hear me? You are not bad.” Over and over again
he repeated thisassurance, attempting to explain to Michelle—to make
her understand—that these people had wanted to make her feel as
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mind sharing His mom and Dad. He . .. He . .. He's got scars too,
doesn't He?”

“Yes, He does”

“I wish He hadn't gone there. Was He grown up?”

“Yes

“He wouldn't want a ltle child there, would He?”

“He doesn't want anyone there.”

“He descended into hell . . . He understands, doesn't He? He
understands about this.”

“On the third day He arose again from the dea

“On the third day He arose again from the dead,” she repeated the
words thoughtfully. “He came out of hell, didn't He?”

“Yes. He was there too.”

“His mom would stay with Him, wouldn't she? His mom didn't
mind when He was all a mess, did she? She'd look after any little
children who were a mess, wouldn't she? . . Women matter, you
know,”

‘He ascended into heaven .. ., he continued.

“He ascended into heaven. . .. He's got to go home. But He can
come back. ..

“And sits at the right hand of the Father.”

“And sits at the right hand of His Father.” She was calmer now.
Her face was peaceful. “His Father was ghad to have Him home. He'd
hug Him, wouldn't He? He'd tell him He was sorry He had to be hurt,
wouldn't He?”

“Yes, I'm sure He would,” Dr. Pazder told her and continued
with the prayer. “Thence He shall come to judge the living and the
dead . "

“Will He hate me?” she asked

“He loves you.. .. | believe in the Holy Spirit, the Holy Catholic
Church, the communion of sints, the orgiveness of sins, the resurrec-
tion of the body . . "

“The resurrcction of the body.” Michelle picked up the words
dy. “All in one piece, He looks after that, doesn't He?”

(o matter what we do, He looks after it,” he agreed. “And in lfe
everlasting,” he finished. “Amen "

“And in life everlasting,” Michelle concluded. “I¢s life,not death.”

e
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telling him was ot authentic, but was perhaps 4 fantasy, a neurotic
flight into imagination. At every point he had stopped to ask: “Is this
consistent with what has come out already? Is it logical, given the
extraordinary dimensions of the experience? Could it be allucination
orinvention? Do see a san and competent Michele telling me this?”
These had been his persistent silent questions, and they must continue
0 be, he knew, until the work was done.

When Michelle arrived, she was drawn and tense, but resolute.
They talked a bit, before she descended into the past, about her fear
of returning to that time.

“Lwish I could have a sort of link to the present,” she said, “some-
thing to connect with so that when I go down there, | won't get caught
by it. Sometimes I'm afraid Il get stuck and have to stay down there
forever.”

Her voice was quavering, and Dr. Pazder knew she spoke from real
necd

“I.could put my hand on your head again,” he said, “the way I did
yesterday. And look, here, Il pull my chairall the way over to the sofa
next to you.”

But that was not close enough. Still Michelle elt alone and endan-
gered. He experimented with sitting beside her on the sofa, and fora
while it scemed as if that would sufice. But then the terror thickencd
her voice again, and they shifted so that he could st on the sofa with
her head against his shoulder. This scemed to give her the closeness and,
security she needed. It made checking the tapes and coping with the
telephone a bit awkward, but he could manage.

Again Michelle made her descent into the black pool of her past.
As she neared the depths, she was weeping, and Dr. Pazder's tape
recorder captured her words—the vords of a rightened, five-year-old
child—as they issued through the tears.

1 felt 'd go crazy i that room alone. ... I curled up ina lttle
ball in the comer and thought I was just  picce of fuff on the
floor, but every time  opened my eyes, I wasn't a picce of fuff

- Thad to get out of the room. ... | couldn't hide in the room
Twould have hid under the bed, but there was a bunch of stuff
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—he's shooting fire out of his fingertips . . . and now from his eyest
Oh, dear God. He keeps changing shape. It so ugly. So ugly! T just
can't stand it. And he makes his tail fly around. It a snake! Not It's
coming out at me! It's wrapping around my neck! It's on fire! It burns!
it bums?”

Michelle began to gag, and Dr. Pazder thought he might have to
keep her from choking on her own tongue. But she stopped gagging.
She wrapped her arms around herself. “1 got 5o seared. I'm so scared.
1 got frozen. Frozen cold. And I can't move. I'm burning and I'm
freczing to death. The fire docsn't do any good!”

‘And then slowly, Michelle’s countenance lightened. “All of a sud-
den . it's like moming, and it’s not scary anymore. It not bright
light, but it takes the scary away. And there’s a man and he's got white
on. He's really far away. Then he starts coming closer. When he gets
close, then | can't sce the bad man that scares me anymore. .. | don’t
seem to need to say anything to this man in white. | can't anyway,
because I'm so scared | can't open my mouth. I'm really glad to see
hi

1 started o cry. It seems like every time a tear came out, he.
understood. He patted my head and put his arm around my shoulder.
He's being my friend. He didn't talk to me, but | knew he had a
mother. He said that she could be my mother, too.”
Did he talk> Or did you just know that?” Dr. Pazder asked,

“I just knew that. He'd just go like that, and you'd know.” Michelle
leaned over and stroked Dr. Pazder's face.
He just touched you?” He was trying desperately o pin this down.
“Yes. He knew [ was so scared that | needed a mother to stay there.
with me, because | was going to have to be there a little longer. | tried
to tell him it was really awful, and she'd get hurt, because those people
hurt everybody clse. But I don't think they can see her. He woulda't
have left her there if she'd get hurt, because you don't do that to your
mom

nd e told me that Id know when things were right, because I'd
fecl warm. And he's right, When things haven't been right, I've been
cold. .. Michelle was quict for a moment, and then she continued
“He had on ... it was the warmest white I éver felt | was awful cold.
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Michelle attended school in Victoria where she did well, except for
er multiplication tables. And there was one small problem: She ate
rasers, the headmistress reported. One day Michelle was sent home

from school when they discovered she had stolen  whole box of erasers
from the supply closet. She could not explain why she had stolen them.

Her world fell apart when she was fourteen. Her mother died quite
suddenly of cancer, and her father disappeared, relinguishing custody
of Michell to Jessicas parents. She never saw her father again. Her
grandfather sent her away to a Roman Catholic boarding school. As
one of the few non-Catholic students, she was not obliged to attend
religious studies or chapel. This made her feel like an outsider. Al-
though the nuns were consistently gentle and understanding with her,
it was a time of great loneliness. A few months later, her grandmother
dicd, and within the year her two remaining grandparents dicd. For all
intents and purposes, Michelle was alone in the world. When the time
came for university, she put herself through with the aid of a scholar-
ship and a number of part-time jobs

At the university she majored in psychology and, refleting on her
childhood, she began to realize that with a violent, alcoholic father in
her past and a passive, somewhat distant mother, she ran the risk of
falling into unwholesome patterns and repeating their problems. She
wanted to avoid that, to break the cycle, and so she consulted a psychia-
trist, Lawrence Pazder. She liked him immediately, partly because he
Tooked nothing like her idea of a psychiatrist. His style was slacks and
a sweater, his manner open and friendly, in contrast to the pinstripes
and wingtips and carcful reserve that characterized many in his profes-
sion. And Dr. Pazder liked Michelle. He was impressed by her ability
to articulate her problems clearly and genuinely. Rarely had he seen a
patient so motivated.

She told him she had a collection of minor problems—fear of
airplanes; fear of spiders; fear of being alone. She sensed she had
overidealized her mother and that her grief over her mother's death
was disproportionate and stil largely unrcsolved. She wanted to marry
and have children, she said, and she didn’t want to pass problems on
to them

b ncerted than pleased by her little daughter's open admiration
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ﬂ Pazder satin his office, staring out the window

and thinking of Michelle. She was due any minute, to resume the
amazing testimony she had embarked upon the day before. Once again,
as he had been so many times in the hours since he had last seen her,
he was struck by the persistence of the child's innocence. No matter
how bad things had got, no matter what they had done to her, she had
been able to hold onto that pinprick of strength and sclfhood. Spread
ablack cloth on a dresser and sct out candles and the child would think
“Birthday party?” Show her blankfaced women in dark clothes and she
would respond with “Mommies!” Dr. Pazder felt sure, somehow, that
in future sessions, that “warm spot” would always be there, She would
always be able to hold onto it. It was critical for  therapist to have that
when working with someone. If you could find that place and touch
it, then everything clse would melt away.

It was also critical, he knew, that he maintain his obiectivity. Had
he accepted her story unquestioningly, it would have been impossible
for him to give her accurate help. Yes, it was important that he encour-
age her to divulge her memories, however bizarre; but he also must act
as 2 measure of reality, a strong, knowledgeable presence who would
be able to monitor Michelle and to tell when she might be veering off
into psychosis. And so,in the three months he had heard her testimony
—some 200 hours so far—he had pondered, taking each new picce of
information and rclating it to all the others, and to the whole. Con-
stantly he had searched for contradictions, for signs that what she was

[51]
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2] TMCHELLE
REMEMBERS

by Mchel Smif and Lawrence Padec 1.0

What Michelle remembers,
you will never forget . . .

‘The reader s invited upon an extraordi-
nary journey, nto the memory and soul o
2 woman who, as a chid, was delivered
Into the hands of the Antichrist — the an-
cient and infamous Church of Satan. Much
‘more than a thrilling case of psychiatric
detection, this is a true epic of human sur-
vival that has impressed religious leaders
on the highest evel.

Michelle Smith was twenty-seven when
she came to Dr. Lawrence Pazder,a prom-
inent therapist, in distress over a mis-
carriage and a horrible dream. He quickly
discerned that beneath her distress was a
terror far more profound. Pazder helped
her to deal with that terror, then to make
a courageous descent into the depths
of memory to relive a childhood experi-
ence ghastlier than any mind could con-
front directly.

For over one year, in session after ses-
sion (all of which were tape-recorded and
some of which were videotaped). Pazder
listened s the voice of the five-year-old
Michelle painfully divuiged the incredible
story. Her mother had been forced by a
Group of prosperous Satanists to yield Mi-
chelle for use in their most important rit-
ual. ey tried n vain o convert her toeui,
using both torture and cruel psychological

(Contivet on back fp)
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other person. . . . Something about .. . they'd show God. . .. 1
don't want Him to see me, notlike this! .. There was this dresser
and [ saw them setting up more candles on it .. Everything was
black..... Then suddenly everything had to be clean. They all got
washed. And every time one of them touched me, they'd go and
clean themselves. . . . Then someone cleaned me off too. They
aid me on that dresser . . . it was all cold. ... I'mcold ... 1
thought I was lying on a birthday cake . . . afraid . . . afraid |
am the birthday cakel But I don't want to play their game any-
more!

“The child was lifted and placed on the bureau, made to lie down
inside semicircle of candles, The dresser had a mirror attached, which
seflected the steady glow of the flames.

Michell noticed that the room now also contained men, along with
the women who had been there all along. They too were in dark
clothing. Everyone was chanting as if in a strange, ancient language.

1 didn't have anything on - . and they unbraided my hair and
[don'tlikeit. .. Thereis a knife and cups ... they are real shiny.

1t like everyone has a stomach ache. They're moaning and
groaning. They have their eyes closed and they are making a
funny noise. I just kept saying inside, / see with my eyes, I listen
with my ears, 1 talk with my mouth, but nobody hears just keep
saying that over and over again. . . . All I hear is my words

Suddenly Michelle started, as if struck. Dr. Pazder leaned forward,
alarmed, but did nothing to break the mood:

Nol I don't want to be cut/ They're making
lines on me with the knife. I'm afraid. I¢'s like a line down the
middle of my face, Why arc they putting that stuff on me?
. They're painting me with red stuff. ... They're painting half
of me dark. 1 don't want to be a clown. .. . I'm going to have
half a red face and half a white face. They are putting red on half
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“His only Son, our Lord

“He'sour ... our ... ouronly Son. ..” She broke down and started
rying again, but finally she managed to stammer, “He was His ... His
only Son . . . our Lord . .
“Who was conceived by the Holy Spirit
“Who who was conceived by the Holy Spirit

Bon of the Virgin Mary.”
“Bom of the Virgin Mary . .. She was His mother. .. . It's His
mother..... She was His mother. His mother looked after Him, didn't
she? Will His mother look after me? They can't hurt Him, can they?”
‘She was crying stil, half the little girl who was trying to emerge from
that place, and half the grown woman.
“No," Dr. Pazder reassured her. He went on, “Suffered under
Pontius Pilate . ..

He suffered under Pontius Pilate .. "
“Was erucified . . "
“He was crucified,” she repeated softly.
“Died.”
“He died . .. He didn’t die. He didn't,” she protested, crying
deeply. “He looks after litle children. He looks after les enfants. He
holds their head when they're scared. .. When it gets really dark and
people are trying to make everything red or black, He'll come, He'll
come. He'll keep them from getting cold, won't He?"”
“Yes, love,” Dr. Pazder said
“He won't leave them, will He? He won't leave them. He'll tell
them about His mother. When they don't have a mother. He docsn't
‘mind sharing His mother. He understands when you're alone, that you
need a mother. ... She'd hold you rally close and you'd feel warm
You wouldn't be dead.” She was still crying. Then her tears intensified.
“She's come to help me. Exerybocy that comes to help me gets hurt.
She sobbed quietly for a few minutes, and then she reminded Dr.
Pazder, didn’t finish"
“He died and was buried.” Dr. Pazder picked up the prayer again
“He died and was buried,” she repeated.
“He descended into hell ..
that's why He cares,” she wept. “That's why He docsn't
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Help! . .. Help! ... Help! .. . They were putting this stuff
... putting it in my eyes and my ears and my nose. Someliow it
was getting in me, every way.

Michelle wanted to close her legs, cross them, but the people held
them apart. She was unable to push away. The woman kept rubbing
the foul smelling substance on the gir’s body.

Several of them fetched a handful of colorful sticks—dark red and
brown, muddy yellow, dirty green, purple, and black. They handed
them to the woman in the cape. She held them in her hand for a
moment, pounded them roughly on the floor, then loosened her grip
and allowed them to spill to the ground. The other women had taken
up a chant. The woman in the cape studied the arrangement of the
sticks, selected one of them, dipped it in a silver goblet, and inserted
it in Michelles rectum. Again and again she repeated this ugly per-
formance, each time introducing the vile mixture from the goblet into
the litle gir's body—her nostris, her mouth, her cars.

They were poking me. It felt like pins! They stuck those sticks
not just in my mouth. They stuck them everywhere I had an
opening! They just kept poking and rubbing. . . . The inside of
me hates them, but my outside keeps pretending it's just a difer-
ent kind of pick-up sticks. ... They are putting ughy in'me.  don't
wantany more ugly in me. The lady is sealing it in now: She says
it's permanent. . .. She's making it permanent. Permanent!

Michelle was crying openly as she spoke, crying like a young child,
in uncontrollable, shuddering gasps.

1 could hear them saying things. ... “Try this . . . see if this
works.” . The lady kept turning the sticks around and talking,
1 didn't understand what the words meant. She kept changingall
the sticks and saying something about getting me ready for some-
one. [ couldn't remember the name. . .. I never heard the name
before. ... I didn't understand what they were saying. . . . They
say they're doing all these things to me so I'd be ready for the
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“Merci. Merci beaucoup. Merci. Merci. Ma mére. Maman. Maman.
Ma mére. Ma Mere,|

“Help. Please, please, on my head. Please on my head. Stay with
me. Stay with me. Help me. I got to keep the red out. I gotta keep
the red out. I got to keep ... T got to ... I got tostay ... I got to
stay

“Votre mére . . . votre mére ... stay . .. avec moi. Restez avec moi.
Au nom du Pére et du Fils et du Saint Esprit. Au nom du Pére et du
Fill et du Saint Esprit.({No. No. No. Help. | can't be lft alone. Please,
someone’s got to understand.

‘Help! Help!” Her voice came from a long way off.
m right here, Michelle,” Dr. Pazder said
Please, do you understand? Can you help me? I'm too far away.”

“Hold on,” he said. “I'm here. Nobody's going to hurt you [ want
you to come back now and stay close to me.”

But he could not bring her back. Her voice stayed faint and distant,
er eyes fast shut. She was not responding to the usual ways he helped
er return from the past. She kept calling for help. There seemed to
bea part of her that he could not reach. It suddenly came to him that
he must make spiritual contact with her if he was going to bring her
back at all. He began to pray.

“I believe in God the Father ..

Silence. Not even a flicker of reaction. He repeated the words, and
then again. On the third try, her lips moved. And finaly, tremulously,
she began: “I ... 1. believen G ... Go. .. God .. . God

God the Father .. "
“Creator of heaven and earth
Cr...cre. . cree. . creator of heaven and earth .
“And in Jesus Christ
“He's Jesus Christ,” Michelle whispered, eyes opening
My mother Mommy My mather .. Oh, my mother. Whee sy mother?
Jesus . Where i my mothe? Your mother __Vour mthr,with me! Thank you.
Thank you vey mach. Thark you. . My rother . Mommy .- My Mother,

(“Your mother . your mother _stay - with me. Stay with me. In the name.
of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spit”
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As she left that day, Michelle touched Dr. Pazder's arm. “Thank
you so much for understanding,” she said

“Thank you for what you're giving me,” he answered.

“What do you mean?”

‘ou give me a great deal, For one thing, you're teaching me a lot
about innocence and survival. In psychiatry we often focus on what
parents and situations do to children, and not on how children survive
them. We often ignore all the resources children have. But look at you:
When it seems you have nothing left, I'm always moved at how your
innocence has been your only ally - . and God knows it has been a
powerful onc.”

“I don't know,” said Michelle. “When I'm in that crazy place, |
aways el so helpless.”
tom the outside, you are,” said Dr. Pazder. “But inside, you're
winning You're keeping them from reaching the lttl spot inside you.
You mustn't focus on the terible things that were done to you. Think
about some of the things you did. In the middle of everything they were
doing to you, you cleancd off the cross and the Bible and figured out
a hiding place.

“I stole them.”

“You didn't steal them. You rescucd them. You cried over the
Kitten, and tried to put it back together when they killed it. You liked
the red dress the nurse put on you because it was clean; you wanted
something clean. Just when the nurse thought she had you trained, you
dittied your mother's dress and ruined their whole ceremony. You
made your mother share the mess, even though Malachi hit you for it
and you knew the nurse would punish you: You're beautiful, Michelle:
Youalways reach out and find the goodness. No one loved you. No one.
‘That was part of their plan. But your goodness was still powerful, and
whenever you could you reinforced it with some lttl bit of goodness
from that crazy world around you. How can I tell you how good that
makes me feel”
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“I've been thinking about it for some time. They seem more com-
plex than ordinary cults or secret societies. Their rituals are very formal
and cstablished. When you stepped out of line and got your mother's
dress dirty, they were furious. Nothing really spontancous i allowed to
happen, you know? All that makes me think this group has a long
history.”

“You mean you think they've been together for a while? But who
‘could they be? s hard to belicve that people could carry on like that
right here in Victoria.”

“The only group | know about that fits your description is the
Church of Satan."

“My God. You mean, like Satanists?”

“Yes, exactly.”

“You know, 1 never quite believed they really existed.”

“Well, they do. There's a lot in the psychiatric lterature about
them. Most people think they re strictly Dark Ages, but the fact s, the
Ghurch of Satan s a worldwide organization. I€'s actually older than
the Christian Church. And one of the arcas where they're known to
be active is the Pacific Northwest.”

“That's really frightening.”

“You know what I find hard to understand?” asked Dr. Pazder
“How they carry out these rituals and still ead a norma life.”

Michelle laughed. “Yes, me too. This morning, as the bits and
pieces were coming together, | had the same thought: How can they
do that all night and then get up and go to work the next day?” She
thought for a moment. “Of course, they don't do it every day. Their
timing is very important, you know. I've been looking at the calendar
alot lately and I realized that Sunday is very important to them. They
have their big meetings every sccond Sunday, starting at 11 .. Satur-
day night. It all has something to do with certain special days in the
Christian Church, I think.”

“T'ye sensed that, too,” said Dr. Pazder. “We're going to have to
find a Church calendar for 1955 and compare it o 1977. You may be
reliving all this on the same days that you lived it then. It realy does
seem to be something like an annisersary reaction, but not the same
as anything I've heard of before.”
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them, to take her mother back from the otherlitle girl, but the nurse
smacked Michelle and forbade it. Michelle was not allowed to cry or
complain; she had to behave. She did not belong to her mother any-
more, the nurse told her, and they drove in silence back to the house
with the round room,

The next time she was taken to observe her mother and the gil,
Michelle didn't ery or misbehave; she didn't try to bolt out of the car
and run to them. She just sat frozen. All she wanted was to go home.
She just wanted to go home to her clean bed.

Eventually Michelle came to understand that nothing was the way.
itappeared. No time or activity was safe. She would be taken fora nice.
drive, then tortured with the sght of her mother. The nurse would give:
her a bowl of soup for lunch, but the bowl would have a mass of bugs
or worms at the bottom. Michelle would cat a few mouthfuls before
she saw them, then vomit up what she had already swallowed. Eventu-
ally she just refused to cat at all

Sleeping was no better than eating. She was exhausted, but there
seemed to be no regular time when everyone would sleep: At odd times
of the day, the nurse would say, “Go to sleep now. Go to slecp.” But
if she did, someone would soon shake her awake again—then tel her
10.g0 back tosleep. She never dozed off on her own; she was tooafraid
that if she let her guard down she might be caught or tricked. She had
to “stand watch," constantly alest for any move they might make
against her. After a time, she became not only cautious, but also wise
—she understood their ways and was always prepared to defend herself

“The nurse tormented her all day, but the nights were even more
frightening. Every night the women came to the round room, and every
night they would “point” with Michelle. They sccmed to know how
much that frightened her, how helpless it made her fecl, but they did
it anyway, very slowly and dramatically. When they fist arived they
would ignore her and she would stay very still, hoping they had forgot-
ten her. But sooner or later she would look up and see them forming
a circle around her, and he heart would sink and her stomach would
knot, Then the first two would reach for her, bu they looked at her
asif they didn'treally see her, Numb with fear, she let herself be lfted
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CHE nurse had underestimated Michelle's resis-

tance for the last ime. She would be sure not to let that happen again

I the days following the ceremony in the round room, she never
left the tiny gir alone. Her training was unremitting. Sometimes they
would st together and look at photographs—but they were al pictures
of corpses, and all the people had died violent deaths. One that Mi-
chell remembered especially vividly was a photograph of two women,
dead in a car accident. The nurse said they were twins, but Michelle
couldn't tel because one of the bodies had no head. The nurse never
said, but Michelle had the fecling that it was these dead people who
had provided them with blood for their ceremonies with the white
thing,

Every day the nurse would take Michelle out in the car. The first
time it happened, Michelle was happy and excited to escape the round
room, even if only for a lttle while. But it was all part of the nurse’s
plan. They drove directly toa street where Mrs. Harding lived, and the
nurse parked and let Michelle watch. She saw her mother leave the
house and walk down the street, but the nurse kept Michelle from
jumping out of the car and running after her mother. Michelle cold
seeher mother, but onlyat adistance, After  few days, Michelle began
1o wonder whether maybe her mother knew that she was there.

One day, after they had been parked for a litle while, she saw her
mother coming down the street, walking with another ltle girl. The
girl was holding Mrs. Harding’s hand. Michelle wanted to chase after

[129]
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under the bed, and I couldn't get under. ... And [ knew theyd
Took there anyway. I don't know. . . . I think I went down the
hallway. 1 was going sneaksneak sneak, sneak-sneak sneak, down
the hallway. [ had to hurry. I had to go quickly. Because if I got
away downstairs, they'd forget I was in the house. I had to go
quickly . . . but you see, I had to go around the doorviay to the
kitchen, and over there was the doorway into the other room. Oh,
no! Something’s wrong. They got knives! The men have got
knives and they are furting each other. I don't understand. I'm
scared!

AsMichell, struggling for every sentence, pushed ot her account,
Dr. Pazder listened intently, trying to understand the horror so that he
could help her deal with it fater.” It was clear that after the men and
women had abruptly turned and strode from the room in which the
strange ceremony had taken place, Michelle was left alone and lying
on the cloth-covered dresser. When she dared to move, she found
herself looking into the mirror that rose from the back of the dresser,
and for the first time she saw what they had done to her. Her body was
painted in a ghastly manner—a_thick red repulsive.smelling liquid
‘down one side of her and a scummy, uncolored liquid on the other. It
was terriying for the child to see her body divided down the middle
and made grotesque. In her distres, she tried to escape—into the
mirror; she tried to climb through the glass into the world beyond it
But the mirror was unyielding, impenetrable. There was no escape:

As she struggled, she lost her balance and, grasping Frantically for

*For the sake of clarity and brevity, only portions of Michelle's sessions with Dr.
Pasder, which lsid over 3 year, hve been chosen for detaled naration, and thse
have been compressed. Certain painful and deeply buried revelations, such as the ones
i this chapter concerning the Jump” and Michellcs tratment by her mother, ook
many fragmented sessions to caalesce. Only after repeated journeys into her depths was
Michellc bl insom e, osupplycrocal et that made evnts comprehensible
For this book, however, considerable portions of Michelle's testimony have been
combined according to subject and theme and distilled into units called sessions, any
‘one of which may contain material actually drawn from a number of sessions. But the
atmosphere and procedure of the sessions were precisely as represented here; the
‘general sequence of revelation i as it was; and the indented excerpts from the three-
thousand-page transcript are faithfully reproduced.
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uietly, and they would turn her body in one direction, then pause,
hen It her above their heads as if in offring, then lower her again,
and the next bwo would take her. They, in tum, would point her toa
new direction, slowly lft and lower her, then relinquish her to the next
pair, It scemed endless to Michelle, She especially hated the lfting,
part, which made her feel somehow vulnerable and in danger. As she.
was lfted, she would shut her cyes tight, afraid cach time that some-
thing would reach down and grab her and she would disappear:

One night, afte the pointing, they took her back to the graveyard.
Shehad not been there since the night Malachi and the nurse brought
Her to the round room. The nurse told Michelle that this was part of
teaching her.

Once again they bundled Michelle into the black car trimmed in
silver. As much as she hated being driven to her mother's house,getting
into the car at night was worse: As it hurtled through the quict sreets,
she aliays felt it was taking her down into a darkness she would never
be able to climb out of. That was what the graveyard was like—all
blackness except for the sknting moonlight.

“They brought her to an open grave again. Michelle couldn't tel if
it was the same one, but she was terrified of what might be at the
bottom of the pit. Slowly they lowered her, and she would have
screamed out, but hr throat was o tight with fear she could only make
sounds as if she were choking. When she finaly touched bottom, they
et her go and she almost collapsed, because her knees were too weak
to hold her. But there was nothing under her bare feet but solid wood
—probably a cofin, but at least there was no mucky dirt, no creepy
stuff. For a moment she thought they might bury her alve, but she
could sl sec the sky. Exeept for a few stars, there was no light above
her the women with the candles had stepped back from the mouth of
the grave.

She stood quietly for a few moments, shaking violentl, trying to’
curl herself into the littl spot inside her that she knew was safe. She
was concentrating so hard on that, she barely heard the first muffled
thunk. Then she heard another, and another. They scemed to be
dropping things into the grave, but she didn’t know what, and she was.
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1 wasn't afraid of his mother. I just wanted to hold onto her hand. I
didn't need a big hug. I just needed a hand to hold onto.” She stopped
again. “It sounds stupid, doesn't

2 don't say that. It's not stupid. What did it feel like when he
touched you?”"

“It just felt soft and warm."

Dr. Pazder involuntarily shook his head. There was something new
and astounding going on here. At the minimum it was a vision with
great psychological import. At the maximum—well, at the maximum
it was almost too much to think about. The professional in him came
to the fore, and he resumed his questioning, anxious to get as many
details on tape as he could while they were still fresh in Michelle's
mind. “What did he look like?”

“Ummm,” she considered. “He didn’t really look like a face, you
know. He looked more like a feeling than a face. That does sound
funny, doesn't it?” she asked in a little distress.

“No,” he told her. “I understand.”

*“He looked like ... . this will sound funny . . . he looked like all the
things in the world that you ever love. He looked strong, but like a
rabbit too, you know,” she explained, “just like all those things. ... His
hands are big and strong and smooth. And they just cared.”

“Were you still in the middle of the circles

She nodded. “It was like being in the eye of a storm, because all
the circles were making storms, you know; When the good man came,
1 wans't scared, and I knew it wasn't a trick. It was the first time in
a long time I felt like a lttle girl again. The first time | remembered
what color I was. I'd forgotten I had dark hair. I'd forgotten a lot of
things about myself.”

There was a long silence while both thought about what had just
transpired. Finally Dr. Pazder spoke, “We've got to leave this for now,”
he told her. “We can talk about it more tomorrow. I've got to think
about it first.”

Michelle straightened up and stretched. “I better go home,” she
said.

He walked her to her car. “You know that was really strange mate-
rial. Who do you think you were talking to?”
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To be with human beings during their struggles and discoveries is an
experience that gives much to the psychotherapist. Both Michelle’s
struggles and her discoveries were of a magnitude far greater than that
of most patients, and so were the rewards for me. It was my privilege
1o witness as she risked the abyss, venturing far beyond her normal
memory pool, her imaginings, fantasics, and dreams, to somewhere at
the very core of her being. Perhaps it was what Jungians call the “base
of the psyche,” the meeting ground of our ancestral past and our
present, the source of myth and symbol,the juncture of mind and body,
heart and soul. Most have touched it only for ficeting moments; Mi-
chelle visited it for hundreds of hours. There, acting with the courage
that Rollo May says allows us to move in spite o despair, she grappled
with the polaritis of life and death,love and hate, light and dark, good
and evil

She unearthed and relived fourteen months of her past in astonish-
ing detail. Her deeply buried memorics,virtually untouched for twenty-
two years, surfaced with a purity that is a phenomenon i itself. What
she brought forth provides an understanding of how a child surives,
one that seems more profound than modern psychology's emphasis on
the cffects of victimization. Her achievement—the psychological
nacity of a five:year.old child in the face of sheer madness—wil con-
front and inform many generations.

—Lawrence Padzer, MD., FRCP.(C)

[xv]





index-46_1.jpg
Michelle Remembers [321]

telling him was not authentic, but was perhaps a fantasy, a neurotic
flight into imagination. At every point he had stopped to ask: “Is this
consistent with what has come out already? Is it logical, given the
extraordinary dimensions of the experience? Could it be hallucinati
orinvention? Dol scea sane and competent Michelle telling me this?
These had been his persistent silent questions, and they must continue
10 be, he knew, until the work was done:

When Michelle arrived, she was drawn and tense, but resolue.
‘They talked a bit, before she descended into the past, about her fear
of returning to that time.

“Lwish I could have a sort oflink to the present,” she said, “some-
thing to connect with so that when I go down there, I won't gt cavght
by it. Sometimes I'm afraid Il get stuck and have to stay down there
forever

Her voice was quavering, and Dr. Pazder knew she spoke from real
need

“I could put my hand on your head again,” he said, “the way 1 did
yesterday. And look, here, 1l pull my chair all the way over to the sofs,
next to you.”

But that was not close enough. Still Michelle felt alone and endan-
gered. He experimented with sitting beside her on the sofa, and fora
while it scemed asif that would suffce. But then the terror thickened
e voice again, and they shifted so that he could sit on the sofa with
‘her head against his shoulder. This seemed to give her the closeness and
security she needed. It made checking the tapes and coping with the
telephone a bit awkward, but he could manage:

Again Michelle made her descent into the black pool of her past.
As she neared the depths, she was weeping, and Dr. Pazders tape.
recorder captured her words—the words of a frightencd, five-year.old
child—as they issued through the tears

1 felt Id go erazy in that room alone. ... I curled up inalittle
ball in the corner and thought I was just a picce of fuff on the
foor, but every time I opened my eyes, I wasn't a picce of fluff.

Thad to get out of the room. ... | couldn’t hide in the room,
1would have hid under the bed, but there was a bunch of stuff
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1 wasn't afaid of his mother. I just wanted to hold onto her hand. |
didn't need a big hug. 1 just needed a hand to hold onto.” She stopped
again. “It sounds stupid, doesn’t it””

“No, don't say that. I's ot stupid. What did it feellike when he
touched you?"

“It just felt soft and warm.”

Dr. Pazder involuntarly shook his head. There was something new
and astounding going on here. At the minimun it was a vision with
great psychological import. At the maximum—uwell, at the masimum
it was almost too much to think about. The professional in him came
to the fore, and he resumed his questioning, anxious o get as many
details on tape as he could while they were still fresh in Michelle’s
ind. “What did he look ike?

‘Ummm,” she considered. “He did't really look like a face, you
know. He looked more like a fecling than a face. That does sound
funny, docsnt it she asked in a little distrss.

“No" he told her. I understand.”

“He looked like . . . this will sound funny . . . he looked like all the
things in the world that you cver love. He looked strong, but like a
sabbit too, you know,” she explained, “just likeal those things.... His
hands are big and strong and smooth. And they just cared.”

“Were you still in the middle of the circles?”

She nodded. "1t was like being in the cye of a storm, because all
the circles were making storms, you know. When the good man came,
Twans't scared, and | knew it wasn't a trck. It was the firt time in
2 long time I felt like a ltle girl again. The first time I remembered
what color I was. I'd forgotten I had dark hair. I'd forgotten a lot of
things about myself.”

“There was a long silence while both thought about what had just
transpired. Finally Dr. Pazder spoke, “We've got o leave this for now,”
he told her. “We can talk about it more tomorrow. I've got to think
about it first”

Michelle straightened up and stretched. “I better go home,” she
said.

He walked her to her car. “You know that was really strange mate-
rial. Who do you think you were talking to?”
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They took Michelle back to the round room, but it looked very
different from when she'd lef t. I the weeks she had lived there, she
had come to know the round room. She never flt safe or compfortable
there, but she knew what it was like. Now it felt very strange. There
were shiny sheets on the bed, black velvet draping the rough wall. It
got very quiet when Michelle came in, and she knew it was because
they had been waiting for her. Flickering candles stood on the floor,
or in candlesticks. The dark, hooded figures also held small candles
The flames it up their faces, but their eyes were hollow and so frighten-
ing that it was better for Michelle not to look at them.

I'd been told over and over again about what I had to do. They
tried to tell me it was like going and knocking on a friend's door
and asking if he could come out to play. But that wasn't it at all.
They wanted me to ask the same person to come back . .. the
one that had gotten in the air when that woman was killed. [
didn't want to ask. I didn't want to play with him but, boy, I'd
sure been told all week that that was what I was supposed o do.

With Michelle there, everything was ready. Dressed in their black
1obes,they formed a circle around the child in the red dress and began
to “point” her. To keep her mind from what was happening, Michelle
played the game she had played in the hospital—she was a clock, and
she was telling them what time it was. She held her arms and legs very
xigid, the way the hands of a clock should be, and they seemed to like
that; it made their own game better. The pointing went on for a long.
time, with each one taking his turn, and Michelle went on pretending
They were all chanting somebody's name, but Michelle didn’t listen;
she was too busy being a clock. First she was cleven o'clock; then she
was nine; then she was five; then she was one:

Suddenly the pointing was over and they Ehrew her to the ground
in the center of the circle. All of them began swaying back and forth,
droning in a slow and sonorous voice, and.the whole group began
moving in acircle together, not the way the clock moves but the other
way. Michelle had hurt her elbows when she fell, but the chanting and
the moving circle and now the organ playing frightened her, and she
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on when 1 talk for Him. La nuit es trés grande,
t trés grande et trés mauvaise. Allur Allumes.
Michelle smiled. When Ma Mere talked to her she felt wrapped
 Jove. But then she thought of what it meant. She was frightened of
hat the future would bring, the future that was twenty-two years in
the past. She dreaded returning to that world tomorrow. O today. It
was tomorrow already. Nearly six o'clock. Doug would be getting up
any minute now.
**The night i immens, my Itk one. The dark i ey grat and vey it
Bring ight Being lght

petite. La nuit
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something to hold onto, she fell o the floor. Again she tried to hide,
under the bed—to no avai.

She looked for her bear, but he had disappeared. But that mental
image she had of her external self—what she called her “outside’—
tumed into a friend. This pretend friend looked justlike her, only she
was clean and her hair was neatly parted and braided. She was wearing
a dress with smocking, and she looked lovely. She was floating up near
the celing

“You'd better get ot of here,” her pretend friend advised. “Why
don't you sneak down the hall and hide in the basement2” That
sounded like a good idea. Michelle craled over to the bed and pulled
herself up to her feet. She was dizzy. She knew she was badly hurt, She
was bleeding—from her mouth, her cars, her nose, between her legs.
And she was so dity she could not stand herself

Outside the window, lights began fashing. She crept toward the
open bedroom door, then stopped. Malachi was out in the hall, opening
the front door just a crack. Through the opening, Michelle could see
someone out on the porch. Black boots—a policeman Surcly he would
save her. But Malachi, talking smoothly, persuaded the offcer that
there was nothing amis, just a party that had becomea lttle boisterous;
he would have the guests quiet down. The door shut.

Soon after Malachi wentaway, Michelle moved slowly into the hall
now on tiptoes, as in a child’s game: “sneak-sneaksneak, sneak-sneak:
sneak ... She was heading for the kitchen, hoping to find the stairs
to the cellar. But as she passed the living room, she was stopped by a
strange and dismaying sight: Men and women were participating in
some sort of struggle, thrashing against each other as if they were
animals. The men had “knives” protruding from their bodies and
scemed to be using them on the others. Some wore pained expressions
on their faces and were groaning,

I've got to find my mother. . .. Where's my mother? I don't
understand. I don't understand! I want my mom. /wantmy morm!.
Iwant my mom. ... Don't you sec, that was my voice inside. You
see, I knew by their eyes that I had to be good, I'had to be my
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too frightened to reach down and pick one up. Then something hit her
on its way down. It didn't hurt in fact, it was soft. Now two of them
came down and hit her at the same time. As she threw up her hands
to brush them away, it suddenly came to her—they were dead kittens.
Allaround her in the grave were dead animals, The women up above
were throwing them down into the grave with her. This time Michelle
did scream, high, uncontrolled shricks that in her terror she hardly
heard. She sereamed for a long time, with only the graveyard and the
women to hear.

Michelle knew that the nurse and the other women were geiting
e ready for something. The nurse read to her every day from the black
ook, trying to teach her to repeat sayings and thymes. They also tried
allthe time to teach her tosay the white thing’s name. It gave Michelle
the shivers. She called it Malachi, but wouldn't call it anything else.
They scemed to accept that, but only for the moment, On Sunday, they
told her, she would have to call it by its real name. On Sunday, they
said, she would have to want the white thing or want Malachi they
scemed to be talking about them interchangeably.

Michelle had no idea how soon it would be Sunday—she had lost
allsense of time in the round room—but she knew the day had to be
close, and she was frightened. As far as she knew, any day might be
Sunday, and every time she woke up she trid to get ready for the worst:
“Then one night she knew it was time. They took her from the round
room back to the house where the lump had been. Then everyone lft
but the nurse, who stayed to get her ready, The nurse dressed her in
ared dress.

1 think T was just pretending [ was getting dressed up to go
0.2 party. The only thing was, you put more clothes on to g0 to
a party. I'm glad I was finally allowed to be covered up by some-
thing. They came and got me when it was dark. What do you do
when you don't want to go somewhere and you feel like nailing
your feet to the oo so they can't take you out the door? But at
the same time you gotta smile and go along with it It wouldn't
have done any good. They would have just ripped my fect off
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“Who do you think I was talking to?"

He started to speak, then stopped. “1 don’t know. All I know is that
we both need to go home and get some sleep.”

“But what do you think?” she persisted.

““I don't know. I don't want to talk about it until I've had time to
think.” After Michelle left, he got in his own car and went home. All
he wanted was for the day to end. He did not want to face the fact
that he was working with a patient who thought she was seeing and
talking with Jesus and Mary. And the Devil, for God's sake!

He could not fall asleep, There were a hundred questions going
through his head. Had Michelle snapped?

Once he had treated a patient who had insisted that he was Jesus.
The man was crazy. But Michelle was not saying that she was Jesus or
Mary.

Was she putting this on to keep him interested? He could not
believe that. If she had shown any signs of being an hysteric, or of being
iin this to capture his attention, he would have booted her out long ago.
No, she was serious. And her pulse had all but disappeared that day,
She had really gone through something back there, he was convinced
of that

Was she having visions?

What was it?

It was too much, He lay there, his cyes open in the dark. He
believed that some people had seen the mother of God. He believed
that some people had scen the Devil. But in Victoria? The Devil? Jesus
Christ? One of his patients? He was not ready to cope with it.

He yawned and hoped that tomorrow they would be back with the
old familiar cast of characters—the nurse and Malachi and the pos-
sessed woman, even that vile doctor. He could cope with them. He
knew Michelle could cope with them.

“It's too much,” he sighed to himself. “It's gone too far." And he
fell into troubled sleep.

Thirty miles away, Michelle was sitting at the kitchen table. The
memories were still with her. The light and the warmth. “If they hear
you, they will hear me,” Ma Mére was saying. “Just as they hear my
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was pleased that Michelle was beginning to recognize t. He asked what
she thought the white statue symbolized.

“The Devil,” said Michelle. “But they didn't cal him that. They
called him Lucifer and they called him the Prince of Darkness.” Then
she remembered a detai that had not come out in the previous day’s
session. In the middle of the rituals of dancing and chanting, smoke
‘would surround the white statue and suddenly, mysteriously, Malachi
would appear on the platform next to the statue. It was an impressive
effcct, one that added greatly to the atmosphere of the ritual.

One aftermoon while the nurse was busy elsewhere, Michelle was
playing under the stage when she discovered a hole in the floor. She
crawled up and found herselfinside the white statue, which frightencd
her because she felt she was inside the Devil. Looking back, now, she
realized it was a gimmick Malachi had used to impress the others,
Malachi and the nurse belicved in the Devil, but they needed the
others to believe as well. Each of the others had to believe, then to

iy their belief. That was why each of them had had to come to
the nurse, cach on a different night.

“Its like Malachi started it,” said Michelle, “but the more people
that got in on the act, the worse it made

1t was like a terrible synergy, Dr. Pazder thought, a combination
of forces that created a greater force. The same principle was applied
1o the blood ritual that would bring the white statue to lfe

“They couldn't just kil one person and pour al the blood on that
thing in the round room,” said Michelle, following her idea through.
“Somehow that wouldn't be evil enough. Does it make any sense to you
when I say he had different fingers and a different arm?”

“Yes, it docs. Where would they get them?”

'm not sure, but I think from the pictures they showed me that
they got them from accidents and hospitals. It seemed bettet for them
i e pen who dicd had been bad—like a drunk driver or some-
thing”

One thing was becoming clear to both Michelle and Dr. Pazder.
However bizarrc and helter-skelter the rituals might have scemed as
Michelle relived them, they were in fact carefully orchestrated, with
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“Yes, of course.”

“1 didn't make it up,” she said fiercely

“I believe you,” Dr. Pazder answered. “Do you believe it?”

1 don't want to,” Michelle cried, suddenly losing control again. “I
don't know how to cope with it. I can't stand it T can't, | can't stand
itif it true. Please, somebody, where does it come from? I never read
aboutany of thatknd o stf. That' o the wy thevord's pposed
to be”

Dr. Pazder understood her need for denial. The seen in the round
room had violated every sense Michelle had of the natural order of
things—how mothers and daughters felt and acted toward cach other;
what human beings were capable of. As hard as it was for her to accept
her mother's betrayal, it was even more important to Michelle that Dr.
Pazder understand she had been the victim, not an accomplice.

“I don't wani to be partof it,” she sobbed. “Please, will you believe
that? Id rather be in a concentration camp for fifty years. This makes
me feel so sick and ugly and scared. 1 hate it. I didn't want my mom
to be like that. /did not want t! | wanted my hair in pigtail. I wanted
to be clean.”

Again Dr. Pazder was struck by the innocence of the child Mi-
chelle. As much as they had tried to reduce her to an instrument in
their rituals, eradicating her identity as a person, she had remained the
innocent child who only wanted her mother to love her. He wi
could see that, but they could not work any longer that da
was too exhausted. They agreed to talk more the next day, when she
had rested

‘That night Michelle’s recollections haunted her, running endlessly
across her mind. The next day she told Dr. Pazder that although there
was still a great deal she did not understand, she now had a sense of
pieces coming together, Certain elements of what she had experienced
stood out: the death-and-rebirth ritual in the graveyard, the white
statue in the round room, the nighttime visit of cach member to the
nurse

A pattern had been apparent to Dr. Pazder for some time, and he
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cach one built on the one that had come before. All their actions
scemed calculated to break Michelle’s innocence, her belicf in love, her
good feclings. By desccrating what was sacred, they would make room
for evil to take hold..

Dr. Pazder said, “They were trying to make you part of it by all the
silly rituals they were doing”

Michelle shivered and shook her head. “They weren't being silly.
‘They were serious. They do everything for a reason and they are very
organized. That first night, with Malachi pointing me, and that nurse.
with those sticks, and the silver cups, and the candles, and their killing
that lady ... it was all deliberate. They knew what they were doing;
‘They were trying to prepare me for something, and I don't like it. Do
you know what | mean?”

“Yes. 1 agree with everything you've said. They are carrying out a
calculated assault against all that is good in you. Their methods are
sophisticated and scem to be based on a thorough understanding of the
workings of evi, of basic symbolism and human nature. I’ a psychol-
ogy of cvi

For Michelle, it was a great relef to begin to see the patter. She
thought of the enema, of defecating on the cross and Bible, of shitting
the eyes in the photographs, of sceing the kittens cruclly klled, of her
mother's betrayal and, worst of all, of the baby.* Though each had
seemed separate and distinct, each had celebrated hatred and death,
and all of them had prodiiced the same emotion in Michelle, guilt. She
always felt it had somehow been her fault, and over and over she had
pleaded with Dr. Pazder to belicve that she hadn't wanted any of it to
happen. Now she saw that her guilt—her fecling responsible—was
exactly what they had wanted. Once they had destroyed all her good
feelings about herself, she would be totally their instrument,

Dr. Pazder sensed that Michelle was now ready for one question
he had been wanting to ask. “Michelle, did they ever call themselves

No, not that I remember. Who could they be?”"

*After much discussion, it became clear to Dr, Pazder and Michelle thatve babies
were not used in these ceremonies, they were most likely premature etuses o stllbom
babies, possibly stolen from hospitals
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had to change. .. . | didn’t want to get hit anymore. You see
... the firs thing | had to do was not to hurt ... I didn’t want
any more pain. . . . I had to put on a happy face. . .1 went all
numb, . .. | made it black. . . . I made a black wall all around
me.....and my teddy was there. ... Oh,  loved my teddy. I was
50 glad I could see my teddy bear. .

Michelles erying became agonized, Dr. Pazder noted the degrees
of her increasing fear and feclings of abandonment.

It was black and 1 could see my teddy bear. .., First he was
eally far away . .. down . .. he was in a tunnel. ... I could see
him coming closer, and the closer the bear got . . . the more |
foated... Iloved the bear so much I wanted to become the bear.

.- wanted to craw] inside with him and be safe. ... Oh, my
arms hurt. .. | feel numb... . there vas nothing left of me, just
myhead.. .. no body ... | was all gone except my eyes ... and
my mouth was gone and my nosc was gone and my eyes and my
cars were left . . . ahhh. . . . All that was left of my insides was

a tiny warm spot. . .. That's all I was!
But cvery once in a while Malachi would come through my
wall. . . ['d hurt . . . and then my bear would come back

1 push him away so my bear would come back. Get out of
my way! [ can't see my bear!

Dr. Pazder recognized suddenly that this was not twenty-seven-
yearold Michelle Smith speaking but . .. who? A child? Yes, of coursel
In voice, in gesture, in language—there was no mistaking it: a girl of
perhaps no more than five lay on the couch before him. He was awed
and fascinated—and moved:

Oh, God! Something’s happening! I don't understand. . .. |

.. shut my eyes. . . . I got frightened again. . . . I opened my

eyes to try and find my bear and you see the door's open and there
was a li—li—light in the hallvay. .
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l71< was September 6 and everything was worse. Mi-
chele’s rashes were worse, She had a rash on the inside of her left lboyw
mow,another under her leftarmpit,one spreading actosshex chest. And
there was a very sore, raw, new rash on the right side of her neck. It
was dark red—ugly and  painfublooking, Diffecent from the other
rashes

She was preparing for the return to those frightening depths. But.
she did not want.to go. She was resisting, “There's something really
heavy there,” she sid to Dr. Pazder. “Its like something’s going to
happen, I'm afraid of it

1t okay. Just et yourself go. It will be okay.”
don't feel very well. My neck really hurts. Something’s
wrong!" she gasped. “Something’sreally scaring me. Nothing is going
1o take you avay, i it2”

““No, nothing could make me go away.”

“Please promise me something. Will you promise me something,
pleasc? Promise you'l protect me"

“I promise.”

“Please . . . ah, ah . ... I'm not supposed to know. . ..."" Her voice
trailed off. She was deep in that place now.*

=By this pint in her remembering, Michelehad developed the abilty o comen
nicate with Dr. Padet readily while remaining in hr depths. Becase the remenmber
g thus became more ik 3 calloquy, and becaise other vwices began (o ener, the
estimony now s usualy presnted 3 daloguc, ot excerpt. St irtualy every word
s taken from the transeript of the Smith-Pazde tape recordings

lig9]
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‘What's happening to me? I don't know if it makes any sense.

Oht God, I hutt. ... . I'm hurting. .. . He's hurting me all
over, and something’s really scaring me. His eyes are scaring me.
I can't stand them. They look crazy. No! Take them away. He's
hurting my arms. Ow. Ow. He's throwing me upside down fast.
¢ hurting my arms. | want to run away. ... He's grabbing me
tight ... . | can't get away. Not I can't breathe. .. . [coughing,
gasping] He's got me by the throat with one hand. . . . Help!
Somebody's gotta help me. . .. He's pointing me. . . . He says
he’s pointing me. .. He says, “North .. west .. and he points
me rcal hard. He turns me over and grabs my neck and points me.
[ don't want to be all pointy. It hurts. Why is he hurting me?

Tt made el sck. | hated it. | was so afraid. | thought I was
going to dic ... I thought he was going to kill me. Not No! No!
Help! Mommy! Mommy!

Where's my mommy? Why isn't she here? Mommy!
Mommy! I can't reathe. ... 'm gonna die. I feel sick. I'm gonna
be sick. ... I'm sick all over. I'm gonna die. I'm so scared. Oh,
God, I'm scared.

Fie's done it over and over. Then he .. he .. he .. Nol
No! Not He grabbed me by the face. . He's grabbed my fingers

he's squeczing them, | hurt. He said if . if 1. if I want
to stay alive ... | better be a good girl. .. 1 was so afraid! He
scemed so scary. He's bad. He told me . .. he said, “You lsten,
Michelle.” He said, “You have to cooperate.” I don't know what
cooperate means. | don't know

The strange man Malachi had the litle gil stretched rigidly,like
a needle. He held one hand to her neck and the other to her groin as
he pointed her, again and again, north, west, south, east. Then he
began to fip her, head over heels, in front of himself, catching her
rudely by the arms as she completed each somersault

1. when I found out I couldn't get away . . - and no one.
was going to hear me . . . when they didn't care . . . T .1
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again. “I never even knew about any of this before today. 1 just
... but now, when I think about it . . . about that time . . . I'm really
frightened, When I think back to that night and I still remember what
his face—what Malachi's face—looked like and everything . . ."

“Who was Malachi?” Dr. Pazder interrupted.

“I don't know. He doesn't seem ke any person I knew. His eyes

. . they were horriblet” Abruptly Michelle shifted gears. “I'm not
going crazy?""

“No,” the doctor replied;

“Are you sure?”’

“Yes.”

“But I don't understand any of what was happening,” Michelle
insisted.

“Don'ttry to, okay? You needed tht teddy bear to hang onto. You
needed it, and it was the only safe thing you could have.”"

“Ijust wish I could make the scary parts go away. It wasn't just scary
like a nightmare, but a really serious scary. It was so serious—see? This
docsn’t make any sensc!”

“Stop trying to make sense of it, just let it come out,” Dr. Pazder
said gently. “We have to work with this. After we work, you'll be able.
to make sense out of it.” He smiled at her. “Look, you're tired, Maybe
you should leave it behind for a few days.”

“I am tired, it's true.” But Michelle was not quite ready to end the
session. There were still a few things on her mind

““That wasn't my own house I was in back there. And I know I was
very badly hurt. I know that. My body knows it. You know, for years
I wouldn't look up in the dictionary what ‘cooperate’ meant? I didn't
know for years. I got so angry whenever anybody said I wasn't cooperat-
ing. Do you think it will ever make sense?”

Michelle was repeating herself, but it was clear to Dr. Pazder that
his patient needed all the reassurance he could give.

“In time, it il all come together. We could guess some pieces, but
I don't want to do that. What happened there was very frightening.
But what you were doing to proteet yourself from it seems to be just
as frightening to you. IFs important to know that those are the normal
things children do—they don’t make you crazy. There's no way you
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Everything was black. And the black was moving. Surging like a
stormy sea. The people were all wearing black monklike robes, girdled
with black rope. There were many, many more people—a huge crowd.
—and it seemed that they had gathered from all the comers of the
carth. Their voices carried foreign infiections, and as alike a they were
in thei attre, their varied postures and movements gave the sense of
a great misture of humanity. And these people were important. They
meant business. This was the most important thing in the world to
them. There was  solemnity, an even deeper sense of purpose than
before

1t was a long time before the litle girlrealized that she was in the
‘middle of three circles—ircles of people in black moving around and
around. “Oh, God, I'm not supposed to be here. There's not just ane
circle, there’s three of them. There's  lot of people. The inside circle
is all drawn on the ground. The other ones go out bigger. It got to
do with people that are bad. You make three circles. And inside every
circle, something happens. ... You know when you throw a stone in
a pond and it makes rings? The circle on the insde is where the stone
goes down deep. . .. That's where you get locked in.”

Shewas gapin i teor, o righiend thatshe coud by et
the words out.

“It's all backward. You go inside out, and then you go outside in.
And the different cirles do different things. I’ like one circle makes
you sleepy, and one circle puts a curse on you, and one circle does
something else. The people on the outside are all women,” she con-
‘and the people in the middle, I'm not sure which it i .. one
of thenrs all men, and one of them's all women, and one of them's all
mixed up. ... Are you sure I should tell you this?” she asked.

“I'm not supposed to see this,” she said anxiously. “I think I'm
supposed to be asleep. Is it al right if 1 just babble about it?”

“It's all ight,” he told her, “Just babble. Just babble.”

‘The child drew a breath and conscientiously set about telling him
what she knew. “There's a ot of people around the outside watching,
Tthought it was allblack walls, but it'sal the people standing around

She stopped, the sound of her breathing loud in the quict offce.
And then the slight voice of the five-year-old tarted again
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chelle was a schoolgil, she was aware that her grandfather was a
wealthy and important man.

Gilbert was over forty when his daughter Jessica, Michelle's
mother, was bor. Possessve, domineering, a tyrant, he stified Jessica,
and she rebelled, running off at eighteen to marry the first man who
asked her. The marriage, a disaster, lasted only a few months.

Jessica maried again after World War 11 and went to live in
Victoria, on Vancouver Island, with her new husband, Eric Harding,
a highly successful sales representative. Some ten years older than
Jessica, Harding resembled her father in many ways. He had the same
kind of virile good looks, and he was every bit as domineering as his
fatherin-law

Jessica gave birth to a lttle gil. The Hardings had wanted a boy
and had his name all picked out, Michael Donald Harding, Disap-
pointed, they called the baby Michelle. They often spoke of how much
they had hoped she would be a boy. The birth was apparently very
disturbing for Jessica. She became emotionally exhausted, and devel-
oped medical complications. The child was taken away and lived with
the grandparents for the frst six months of her lfe. The strain on the
maternal bonds was perhaps very great.

Michelle herself was an active, healthy child with a mind of her
own. She had a fresh, natural beauty, a sunny, open nature, an easy
smile, and trusting cyes.

Her parents’ marriage was a stormy one. There were nights when
her father crupted in drunken rages and beat her mother. Michelle
used to cower in her bed, frightened that he might kill her mother,
fecling that she had to stop him, knowing that she could not. There
were long periods when he disappeared from the scene, and Michelle
welcomed those times

During those absences her mother was more loving, 1o longer
sharply impatient, There might be a hug for a skinned knee, @ good-
night kiss, perhaps cven freshly pressed ribbons for Michelles stubby
braids. And storics. Jessica, when she was at her best, would spend
hours telling Michelle about Slecping Beauty and Cinderella and
Hansel and Gretel. Michelle thought she had the best and prettiest
mother  in the world; as for Jessica, she sometimes seemed more
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Michelle was struggling now, screaming:

Ldon't understand.... There were peopl ... standing therel
They were looking in the door! They were laughing! They were
laughing! Oh ... why are they laughing? . .. I don't understand.
- It isn't funny! Oh, I feel so sick! 1 don’t understand how
that could have happened. . .. Where's my bear gone? ... Oh,
where's my bear? I want my bear. ... | want my bear. .../ vant.
my bear!

Michelle's erying continued, but as Dr. Pazder watched, her color,
which until now had been ashen, almost blue, resumed a more healthy
tone. Her muscles became more relaxed. For ffteen minutcs she lay
silent, her eyelids fluttering occasionally,as she ascended bt by bit from
wherever she had been. Finally she opened her eyes completel

‘Am I crazy?" she asked Dr. Pazder softly, her voice regaining its
usual timbre.

“No. You're not erazy, Michelle. I don't see you as crazy at all”

The tears began to flow again. “I'm s0 afraid that you're going to
tell me that 'm crazy. Do you believe me?”

“Yes, I do. You were obviously relating, almost re-cxperiencing,
some terrible memory, about  time when you were a litle girl

“I was worried | was making that up, because it didn't it together;
But where did it come from? It didn't . . .* Michelle allowed the
sentence to remain incomplete. She sighed heavily.

“I don't know. I'm wondering that mysclf,” Dr. Pazder said
thoughtfully

Michelle thought for a moment, “I should have done something
back then I shouldn't have just floated away.”

You had no choice. You had o choice in that.”

Michelle sighed again. “1 feel so guilty about that bear. You know
why? Because it wasn't real” She dropped her voice to a whisper. I
never had a bear.”

“You didn't?”

“No. But Istilllove it. When I shut my eyes I can il see it loating.
there. ... T feel so strange. ... Michelles eyes were streaming once
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11 the things you have seen and heard,
D u will remember them exactly.”
—Ma Mere

1 1960 &Y MCHELLE SWITH B UWRENCE PZ0ER

The extraordinary photograph described in Chapter 19
Just after midnight on June 24, 1977, Father Guy Merveille (left), pastor
‘of Sacred Heart Church in Victoria, British Columbia, censed the bonfire
that is traditional on the feast of St. John the Baptist as Michelle Smith
(right) stood by and watched. Dr. Lawrence Pazder felt impelled to.
photograph the scene. He took a number of time exposures, and in
Several of the photos there seems to be a glowing presence, apparently
haloed. Photographic experts have been unable to explain the mysterious
image.
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manipuation. And then began the Feast of
the Beast, the three-month ceremony at
which the international high priesthood of
the Satanic Church gather to invoke Satan
himsel.

‘Through Michelle’s “reliving” we seethe
chid at a rough stonealtar as atan, stand-
ing in fire and chanting in bizarre rhyme,
delivers his Master Plan. On the verge of
being iiterally frightened to death, she is
befriended by aglowing presence—whose
identity will challenge both theology and
belief.Indeed, priests and bishops and car-
dinals, guarded at irs, have become con-
cerned with Michelles testimony. and the
Vatican has encouraged a study to assess
its significance.

Readers, too, willwonder. Some will dis-
believe; others will be touched, inspired.
But none will deny that, whatever else,
Michelle’s experience is an unforgettable
‘metaphor for the indomitabilty of the hu-
‘man spiit and the power of innocence.

Michelle Smith has taught art at Camou-
son College in Victoria, British Columbia,
and s now finishing her degree at the Uni-
versity of Victoria. Lawrence Pazde
M.D..after nearly two years as a doctorin
West Africa, took a raduate degree n
chological medicine from McGillUniversity.
Heis afellowof the Royal College of Physi-
clans and Surgeons and is in private prac-
tice n Victoria
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Ik that funny way, up under her cloak beside her, their two legs

wving together. The nurse thought it was funny that Michelle kept
bumping into things, but Michelle hated it. She kept thinking that if
her mother could only sce her,if she knew what the others were doing,
she would come back and help. Somehow Michelle kept believing that
her mother would come back and get her, and everything would be
okay

Her mother did not come back. Day after day it was the same: She
wasalone with the nurse during the day, and at night one of the others
would come, kill  white kitten, use Michelle as a pointy thing, and
throw her to the ground. This happened for thirteen days. Michelle
noticed because thirteen scemed to be their favorite number—all the
cloths and all the sheets had the design with thirteen points. Then it
came to be a Saturday night, and Michelle's mother came back

“The place is all funny. There's ll kinds of candles and some-
one's playing the organ. You see, there’s no door, just a place
that's dark - a round hole. That's where the music is coming
from. I don't like the music. Tt bothers me. It sounds like grating
on a chalkboard. It just goes MMMMMMNNNNNNNN

1t's all creepy.

That nurse has her black thing on. T was told I had to stay by
her She gets me all dressed up in this red thing, just ike a ghost
Thats the first time in ages | have anything clean on.

Allthese people are walkin into the room ina long lie,slow
like  funeral march. They're coming through that dark hole and
they all have black things on but you can't sce their faces because
they have these big hoods. Everyone's carrying a kitten. I don't
likeit. Then they get ina cirle and start mumbling and moaning
like they all have stomach aches

Then I see my mom, allin white. She acts like she doesn't see
me, so | stick my head out and yell, “Hi, Mom.” The nurse
smacked me and told me not to be stupid. | wasn't being stupid
‘That was my mom! I know everything that had gone on. . .. |
know from the hospital I'm never gonna trust her again. I know
that. But when I saw her walk in the room I thought, My mom/
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ningly stil. Hardly breathing. Her face was icy white, and Dr.
Pazder could barely detect her pulse. He observed her carefully. It

s alarming. How long could he responsibly allow her to remain in
Jhis state?

Atlast her head moved lightly. She began to speak. Her voice was
stil weak but also mild—milder than he had ever heard it. “Au nom
duPére ... Aunom du Pire.... Aunom du Pére... Au nom du Pere
.. et du Saint Esprit.” Michelle was weeping soft tears as she repeated
“Au nom du Pére et du Saint Esprt"” over and over and over.

“To Dr. Pazder's reli, her breathing increased, her color began to
improve, and her skin became warm as she repeated the words, “Au
nom du Pére . .. Au rom du Pére ... He was baffed. He could not
understand this constant repetition. And in French! He had been
working with Michelle all this time and had never heard her speak
French t

“Help me;” she begsed. “Oh, the lttle children, the little chil-

dren . .. Les enfants . . les enfants . .. les enfants . . . Au nom du
Pire.. .. les enfants . .. ma petite, avec moi . . . Mes petites enfants
... ma peite ... mes petites enfants . .. Au nom du Pére .. . et du

Saint Esprit .. "t

And then, sadly, she said, “I died. I's dying. 'm dying. | ding, Die.
I'm dying. . .. There was a short silence. When she spoke, her voice
had a tinge of wonder in it. “La lumiére! Allumes. . . . La lumitre.
Allumez. Allumez. Allumez. fésu. Jésu. Jésu. fésu. Le . . le ... les
enfants, Jésu .. . assistez les enfants . . . les enfants. Jésu. Jésu. Jésu
Jésu, Il est blanc. Oui, monsieur. Assistes. Assistez. "

She began crying. But they were not sad tears. Not frightened tears.
Dr. Pazder could hear relief in her sobs.

“Ma mére. Maman. Maman. Ma mére. Ma mére. Oh, ma mére, O
estmamére? fésu. Jésu. Ot est mamére? Votre mére. Votre mre. Votre
mére avec moi! Votre Mére, avec moi!

T ematon o thes wordsis " thevameoftheFther .. andfh ol
P Theciden i the name ofthe Faber .y e o, wik me .y
Tte chikdren i the name of the Father . and of the Holy Sprt ™

§The light Bring light Jesus - the children  help the chidren . Jess,

He i white Yes, sir. Help. Help”
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was glad. Then she left me standing there with Malachi and the
nurse.

T'm ot crying I'm not gonnalet anybody know it others me.
But you e, | hated them, I hated how I felt That's what I hate.
Don't you understand? That's what's wrong! 1 don't care about
the things they did, but the way they made me feel that's what's
wrong. ... 1. 'm not usta nothing anybody can push around.
Anybody can come in that room and do anything they'd want to!
I'm notjust a big joke everybody laughs at every time I get hurt
1¢s not a joke! I'm not a joke. God, it’s not funny. It just not
funny, and if that wasn't bad enough I had to go and take that
ted thing off and there | am standing in front of all those people
1 guess they're gonna kill me now. | don't care. | don't care.

Malachi was ot looking at Michele. The others started doing this
funny dance, and the nurse was doing it with them. She would bend
down and walk in a linky way, as if she were a cat, and then she would
jump up and turn around, and then she would walk like a cat again,
holding her kitten in her arms. Then Michelle got very scared, because
they bent and took the kittens in their tecth, holding the cats by the
napes of their necks. And then Michelle sarted screaming, because
now they were biting the kittens, and the cats were howling, and they
were pulling the kittens apart with thei teeth, chewing at their paws
to make them come free, stopping only to spit out the hair. Then they.
rubbed themselves with the cats” blood, slowly, as they continued their
catlike dance. Malachi picked up Michelle, who was screaming and
crying bitterl, and laid her on a stone sab. On a table behind Malachi
was the body of a baby, but so small Michelle couldn't believe it was
really born.

Whyam I lying on this cold thing? How did I get lying down?
One minute I'm standing up thinking about how I could get those
things I hid under the mattress, then I'm lying on something cold
and it hurts my back. | guess this isit. | guess this is where I get
cutup like the cats Nooo! Malachi is coming over by meand then
he's saying some funny words and smoky stuff’s going up in the






index-118_1.jpg
Michelle Remembers [ 108]

My mom! Oh, she's come to get me. I can go home now. But
Malachi was right behind her.

Allthe others were wearing black, but Malachi was painted red, ke
the ugly white thing. The organ music sounded hollow and metallic.
Forced to stay under the nurse’s cloak, stuck to her leg, Michell felt
stifled, hot, as if she were going to faint. Her mother would not look
at her. The others started to moan and they all joined hands and said
funny words. Michelle wanted to go and hold her mother's hand, but
the nurse kept her by her side. The ugly white thing was up front and
it frightened Michelle. There was smoke around it that smelled funny,
and in the candlelight it looked as if it might be moving, wiggling, but
Michelle couldn't tell

Finally the nurse relcased Michelle and told her to do the dance.
she had been taught. The dance was funny, but she didn’t mind doing
it because at least she got to come unstuck from the nurse’s leg. She.
just moved around in a circle, with her arms out and her legs together.
It was just like the way a top moved, and that was what Michelle felt
like: a spinning top.

Then all of a sudden, everybody's looking at me and my
mom's coming over. | knew it! 1 knew if I was a good enough top
she'd come and get me! The closer she got, I knew she was
coming over to get me. | hugged her legs; I hugged them really
tight and I looked up to see if she was smiling but she wasn't. She
wasn't even looking at me. She just looked kind of blank. She took
me by the hand, but I realized we weren't going anywhere, We
weren't going because the circle had all closed up again. Malachi
was standing up at the front of the room by that ugly thing, and
my mother was taking me up there, even though she knew I was
afraid of Malachi and the ugly thing with the red on it.

1 knew I was supposed to keep quiet, but I couldn't. I said I
didn't want to be up there. She said, “You're not mine, Mi-
chelle” “Yes, | am! I'm Michelle Harding!” Then she said really
Toud and clear s0 everyone could hear, she said, “You'e not mine
anymore, Michelle. You belong to the Devil” And she said she
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‘MCHELLE returned to D, Pazder's offce at

the beginning of the following weck. It was clear to both of them, even
before Michelle lay down on the couch, that more was to come. What
had been revealed in the Saturday scssion, although powerful and
distressing, was not distressing enough to explain why these memorics
had been <o thoroughly blocked. Indecd, Dr. Pazder thought, as his
patient quietly prepared herself for the nest phase of the psychic
journey, the memories had not simply been blacked—they had been
totally buricd.

“My life seems so scattered these days . . . and these memorics,
they're so foreign,” Michelle began, without prompting. “They're so
out of step with the way I've always thought of my life, and I don't
know how to make them part of me and still be whole. Do you know
what I mean?”

Dr. Pazder nodded. “Yes, it doesn't fit with anything I know about
you cither. Right now, don't try to understand or make sense of it
Well do that in time, First, you need to let yourself go wherever you
have to. Just let yourself go back there. It's okay. You go wherever you
have to go. Ill be with you.”

“But you see, I'm afraid that when [ start talking, itll start me
remembering things. | know some of the things that happened weren't
normal, weren't things that normal people do. ... Oht My arms hurt.”
She began to weep softly.

“The doctor could sce that the process was starting alrcady. 1 don't

[23]
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air. He's all crouched over me, He's cutting that baby over me!
It'sall over me. He's rubbing it all over me! Oh, God, there's stuff
all over me.

Michelle, nearly overwhelmed, was screaming, recoiling frantically
as her whole body trembled.

Now he's rubbing it on the white thing, 1 keep yelling, “I¥'s
a baby! It's a babyl 1¢'s a baby!” 1 don't know. I . .. I was

1 was dying. 1 don’t know what I was saying. Malachi keeps
saying something about .. something about a something coming
tolife. | don't know. Malachi was hurting me. | couldn't seream
Ahhh, he was choking me. His fingers were shoved down my
throat and he was choking me. I bit him. I bit his fingers. I'm glad
1id. But then | threw up. | threwall their timing off by throwing
up. Malachi jumped away and started to jump around. He was
mad. | just went crazy. | started running around trying to get
away. All those people were just standing around like it didn't
matter what | did anymore, You see, | reall thought they were
going to kil me anyway. | didn't care. I didn't have anything to
lose. 1 couldn't reach the white book, because allthe people were
in the way. | didn't even know what I was doing. | was making
crazy eyes at them, running around and screaming

My mom got treated special. She didn't have to do what
everyone clsc had to do. She wasn't allowed to get dity! The rest
of them got all mucky and would kill kittens and put blood on
their hands, but for some reason my mom was different. So I was
allcrazy. 1 don't know why I did it. | went over to my mom and
1grabbed her robe. I guess | must have yanked awful hard because
she fell down. I wouldn'tlet her get up. You see, I was trying to
ier hug me. She was getting upset and everyone el was
g upset because | was awful messy and | was getting her
messy

Ishouldn't have done what 1 did because I only got in trouble:
for it later. Malachi just got angrier. The last time I'd scen him
angry like that he was hitting the lady over the head. He stooped
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understand. ... s hot. 1's hot! I've got to know what to do. I can't
find my way out. I've got to go this way, then I've got to go that way.
You can only go back through the circles, uh, go backward. I don't
understand. 'm scared. | don't want to go backward. Not I don't want
10 g0 backward

Michelle was crying and screaming, reliving the terror and bewil-
derment of the ltle girlof long ago. The child was being passed back
and forth between the circles according to some predetermined and
meaningful design. She was trying desperately to remember just how
they were passing her, because she was sure that they were locking her
in, just as the doctor in the laboratory had trid to lock her in with his
curse. And the only way she would ever get out would be to retrace the
way she had been passed back and forth. But it was too complicated.
She was too frightened.

Then in a frantic voice the child said, “Oh, no. I don’t want them
tostart moving again. They re going diffcrent ways. They ll got heads
that tum around. 1 don't want heads that tum around. . .. All of a
sudden everything is quict”

Dr. Pazder heard the fear in her voice. The sudden quiet. Absolute
quict

“The litle girl was being held high over the heads of the crowd.
Up in the air, she was aware of the fir—it was growing larger. She
sensed the growing tension in the room. The electric atmosphere
that she had so often described by rubbing her fist across the palm
of her hand. The air had now become so highly charged that she
could hardly breathe against the pressure. The air was pulsing
around the room, expanding against the wals, a solid sheet of un-
scen intensity. And now it was still. No movement. No sound.
“Their backs were turned to her.

In a voice thrcady with fear she said, *“They're all turned. Their
heads are sicking this way, and their feet are the other way. And then
they jump up and down, and their heads are looking at me, and their
fectare walking away. What's .. | don't understand. ... | don't want
to...... 1 don't know. ... | don't know anything. .. " Her voice was
slower, almast drowsy, and then she screamed. “Everybody's on their
knees. They're up and they're down. What's happening? Help! Help!
Not I don't want everybody going crazy! It's al jumping up and down.
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hat third person was the best way to convey this story—that sinc

s two persons” story, Dr. Pazder's as well as Michelle's, an
rrator would be awkward and limiting. Writing assstance was pro-
ided, but the book is principally the work of Mrs. Smith and Dr.
Pazder. Their transcript, which consists purely of their own words,is
the fundamental source material. Most important, the conceptualiza-
tion of the book—its tone, ts level,its structure, its emphases—is
entirely theirs. Invariably they understood their own book better than
any of us who were privileged to work with them.

Troas B. Coxcoo, J&
New York
April 23, 1950
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could face that whole situation without having to cut your feelings off
“This is what we can do. We dissociate, scparate from our feclings. We
build walls, we have fantasies. When you had your bear, you could get
away from what was going on, you could keep yourself from fecling the
pai

one of this,” he went on, “is a crazy thing. Grazy would be if
you believed you had turned into a bear and went around thinking
other people were crazy because they didn't know you were a bear.”

“Do you understand how I became very tiny inside?” She curled
up her index finger and pecked at Dr. Pazder through the minute
opening. “Like that! I just became a tiny, warm spot. That was the only
place where I was reallysafe, where no one could touch me.” Michelle
went on, as if compelled. “And you sce, my inside . . . my inside was
safe and protected—no one knew it was there, but I did. My inside eyes
could sometimes sce what my outside was doing. You scc, I had my
inside . .. and then I had my outside”

Four and a half hours had gone by. It had been a debiltating,
emotional experience for both doctor and paticnt. Nevertheless, Mi
chelle looked far better now, at the end of the scssion, than she had
at its outset. Beginning to get these horrible memorics—or whatever
they were—out into the open was obviously bringing her a measure of
li

You did well, Michelle,” Dr. Pazder said. “‘You'll be free of it in
time.”
“That's what I believe,” Michelle said, stting up on the couch. “1

honestly believe that.”
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“I don't know. You see,at nighttime, people know things. The fire
ells them, Exerybody turns this way and everybody turns that way, and
metimes it loks like a snake, and sometimes it looks ike horns, and
sometimes itlooks .. it looks ll bent and scary. But then it goes back
tobeing three circles, and it's got no beginning and no end. And there's
10 way in and there's nio way out” She said these last words quickly,
asif they frightened her so much that she had to get them out as fast
as possible

“Am [ inside a snake?” she asked suddenly. “Maybe I'm inside a
snake and they're not people.” She seemed to hold her breath at this
thought, and then she went on a bit more confidently, making a valiant
grasp at realty ... at what must be reality. “They've got to be people,”
she aid. “But when they bend their heads down, it’s just all black. It
Tooks like a snake.

“There's no way out. There's too many layers. Inside every circle
there’s a layer. Every . every ... every 1 don't want to go
through the circles. | don't. You go through the circles, and you come
back to where you started. Not No, I don't want to. I'm hurt. My arms
and legs hurt so much they feellike they've been tom off. Oh, [ don't
know what to do. It’s all fire. Everywhere [ look it'sfire. How will they
getout? You get out by getting bumed. Oh, not” She paused. “If you
stand in the middle, what happens?” she asked frantically. And then
she answered herself. “I don't know what happens

“The men in the inner circle had scized the child. Each one raised
her above his head and pointed her in the four directions—north, west,
south, cast—and passed her along to the next. They handled her
eruelly,as i she were inanimate. She might have been a piece of wood.
I don't want to get turned around. 1 don't want to g0 in the first
circle, | don't want to. No! No! I don't like ... Now the next circl’s
got me and I'm going the other way—all inside out, all inside out
T don’t want to! I don't want to. I don't want to go in the next
circl, Please, | don't 1 don't want anybody touching me. | don'tlike
the way they touch me. .. They're all like snakes. Ubh. 1€’ like they
all tumed into snakes. Everything’s happening so fast

“I've gotto go back and forth,” she shricked. It's got to.. i’ got
to make a pattern. I’ got to make ... it's all mixed up. ... T don't
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Ithought ... Mommies! I thought.. . Oh, boyl There's going
tobea party... . . Oh, boy! But . . . nol Not They're alllooking
at me! They're staring at mel . .. All o them .. . all their eyes!

One of the women approached Michelle and picked her up. The
little girl's apprehension faded—she could not hielp but smile. The
‘woman was extraordinarily beautiful, with shining dark hair. Unlike the
others, who wore simple black dresses, this woman wore a black cape
with a hood. It set her apart. Michelle thought: Ak A princess!

“How hurt you are,” the woman cooed. “How sad! How sad I am
that you are hurt”

She's being like a mommy. And then she kisses mel She's
Kissing me and sticking her tongue inmy ... mouth! It's stupid.
Its ke a snake. She's not a mommy.

I thought she'd look after me. .. But then they—they started
to talk about getting me ready . .- preparing me- ... She started.
rubbing me. . . . Some of the people grabbed my wrists

1 don't like them hanging onto my arms. I don't want them
to hurt me! 1 can't stand being pinned down! . . . Someone's
rubbing something on me, on my chestl It smels icky. It's mucky
. ooked and it had funny cyes and it . . it's the funny eyes.
Tt was like a mommy, but it had Malachi's eyes! Where's my:

mommy? Those are other kids' moms! I don't want this mom.
You goaway, | want my momt ... Please don’t hurt me ... and

she says, “I'm not going to hurt you’” . . . They were all, like,
excited about something ... I'm all mixed up! I'd scen my mom
‘make a birthday cake and I thought maybe they're waiting for the
cake, I don't understand.

Michelle was screaming, begging, her fingers bent like claws,
whether in a gesture of panic or attack, Dr. Pazder could not tell. He
was deeply moved by his patient’s struggle, and at the same time
realized that the only way he could assst the child—and thercfore the
woman whom the child had become—was to allow her to relive the
entire ghastly experience, wherever it came from, whatever it meant.
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MCHELLE was 50 shocked by what she had

remembered that for a moment she wanted to believe she was insane.
As she returned to the present, she could do nothing but sob and cry
out, “What am I going to do? 'm crazy. | must be crazy. They must
be crazy. Things like that don't happen. I never heard of anything like
that.”

Fora while Dr. Pazder only comforted her, without trying to direct
her. He understood that what she needed was a refuge from the pai
inflicted years before, alive again in her now. Claiming to be “crary’
was one refuge. Then, as she became calmer, she thought of another.

“I must have just made it up,” she said firmly.

This wasa possibility that Dr. Pazder had seriously considered, and
had ruled out, but he knew she had to face her own question. “Did you
make it up?” he asked her directly.

“What if | made it up and my mother wasn'tlike that and she loved
me?” Michelle went on defiantly, not answering his question. More
than anything, Dr. Pazder thought, she had been wounded by her
‘mother, by Mrs. Harding's public repudiation of the child. Even with
Dr. Pazder himself, whom she had grown so close to, it was hard for
her to admit that that scene had really taken place, 5o she was asking
him to help her deny it

“Why would you make that up, if she had loved you?” e asked.

“I don't know,” said Michelle. “If I tel you something, wil you tell
me whether or not you believe me?”

[213]
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And all the time—
Hal They are following me. .

For Dr. Parder, the shock could not have been greater. Pretty,
delicate Michelle was speaking in a deeper, harsher voice. The words
came extremely slowly, in a thudding, monotonous cadence, one at a
time. They echoed back upon themselves, as if they came from all
ditections at once. The tone was weighty with menace. Uncarthly.
Deadly. Dr. Pazder found it maddening

You come from fire,

And to fire you retun.

You come from fire,

“The only way out s to bum

When you burn,

You come to lfe like me
You will never have any eyes.
You will never be able to sce

You have to burn them out first
You have to burn to see.

Michelle stopped and began moving her head from side to
iflooking for something, Her words now issued in the little girl's voiee,
“Where ... where is the whitc?” she asked softly. “Where's the light?
W where's the light?”

And then she resumed that dark, leaden tone:

There is no light.
Stupid people with stupid words
Stupid people thinking that they can be heard.

“Where's the light? Where's the white?” the ltle gil inquired
again. Dr. Pazder coud sce her eyes moving under the closed lids.
“Someone help me. Someone ... help .. help me . .. help. Where's
my friend? Help me. . .. Help."

Her voice had grown fainter and fainter, and then she was fight-
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Know any way of bringing you and the memorics back together,” he
said sympathetically, “without going back to them to where you think
you came apart. See if you can let yourself go back. I'll be right here
with you."

Her breathing decpened, Her eyes began to bwitch beneath their
lids as if she were watching something, just as they had on Saturday.

“The aics like this" Michelle murmured, holding out her hands
and rubbing them together very hard, “Like this . . . grating.. .

Tt became clear from her next few words that Michelle was back,
alone in that room. Once again she spoke in the voice of a frightened
little girl

T wanted to cover up . . . to cover myself up . . . I found
something to put on. ... You see, I don't know why, but I felt
really ashamed, I don't know why. .

Michelle broke down into great, heaving sobs.

1 got a big shitt. . .. I was trying not to be there. You sce,
it doesn't make any sense, but I thought that if I didn't see my
hands, I wouldn't be there. . . . I had this shirt pulled over my
head. And 1 don't know why I thought I'd get away with it

- except I was so busy trying to keep my hands up inside the
sleeyes, I didn't notice the people in the room!

Some women had entered the darkened space where the lttle girl
was a prisoner. They walked in a single fle, oblivious to the child’s
presence. Clad in the oversized shitt, she atched, in fear and awe, as
they went about their bizarre tasks—methodical, coldly cficient, each
of them doing a particular chore. One woman pushed the bed to the
side of the room, another moved a bureau. Some of them went about
tacking up large black sheets on all four walls, Then the women began
0 set up candles—perhaps twenty or thirty in all. Someone draped the
bureau with a round black cloth embroidered in an intricate i
design. On top of the cloth were placed two silver goblets and a knife.
And more candles
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down and grabbed me and everybody else had to . .. everything
is going on. That place is like a bechive. Al the men are going
over to clean my mom up . .. all the men are. Does that seem
funny? Malachiis so mad. He sure hit me. I didn't feel it though
1 didn't feel anything.

‘The women are all angry. It like the men are losing power.
Things aren't going to happen like they're supposed to. There's
not going to be candles every night and kittens getting kiled. You
sce, they've got to take away my games. The nurse said that
When I heard her say tht, I started to tumn around and around
like'a top. I was laughing. It wasn't funny. I don't know why I
did that. The nurse said, “I'm going to teach you!”
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And why is everybody going around? I'm the only one that's stil
What's the matter? They're screaming and yelling. . . "

There was a pase and then she said, “It’ time. 1t time. They're
settinga clock.It's going . . something’s going to happen. . I don't
want tosce any more .. oh ... I'm afraid. 'm afraid. I'm allin pieces.
Something’s wrong.”

She spoke to Dr. Pazder across the years. “Something's wrong,” she:
told him. *Please. Put your hand on my wrist. On my wrist. You've got
to make sure I'm alive. You've got to make sure my heart docsn't stop.
Please, I'm too scared. They're going like that ... around and around.
1's gonna get closer. It gonna get closer.” Then, sounding weaker
than he had heard her before, she choked ot her words between sobs
and coughs. “Way tiny . .. going way tiny . . - I'm losing my arms
T'm going tiny. No one will know. ... What's happening? My legs are
gone. . .. I've got no legs." The child had fled for a time to that small
core deep inside her.

Moments later Dr. Pazder heard a voice reflecting desperate terror.
“Oh, not Help! Help me! It all turning. Al the circles. They're all
turning. Help! Please help! It's buming. It getting bigger. The fire's
‘bigger. No. I can't 1 can’t run. Help me!

“1¢s all black. I¢'s all black. It all black. Al black”

The next time she spoke, her voice had changed. It was heavier,
slow, and ful of menace

Out of the fire.
A man is born.

It was as if Michelle were echoing another voice.

And he walks.
Behind, the path is born.

1t bums out the way
It bums out the way
OF destruction and decay

And people will follow

Because they think they wil sec
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sheets. These are shiny sheets with those stupid marks all over
them. Those marks really make me mad, you know?

The sheets on the round bed were satin, marked with the same.
thirteen-pointed symbol as the cloth that had covered the dresser that
first night. As Michelle looked around the room, the nurse ignored her
and went on making preparations of some kind.

‘The nurse s very busy. She takes her sheet full of stuff from
the house and throws it into the corner. When she wasn't looking.
I stole two things from it and hid them under the mattress. You
see, | wasn't very nice. | wanted to get even with them all.  stole
that cross and the white book. That's what I had under the
mattress. | knew how much it would bother them. Especially
since I had cleaned it al off.*

1 don'tlike that funny-looking white thing at the front. It's
ugly, with thase lttle knobs on top of its head. That nurse is
always looking at it and mumbling.

Michellelater described the white thing as a hideous white statue,
considerably bigger than Malachi. It had the form of a man, with
openings for eyes and a mouth, but with horns protruding from the top
of its head. It stood on a stagelike arca a the front of the round room.

“The nurse lights some candles, and then she starts this funny
Kind of moaning, like she’s got a stomach ache. She's got her arms
folded across her front and she's bending down, moving her body
in circles

Then she's got a finger. This is awful, but first I tried to
*By this time Dr. Pazder realized that Michelle had ample reason to know that
the cross was a significant symbol for these people. First, the nurse had dramatically
removed the crucifix from the hospital wall Then, only a short while later, Michelle
Had been tricked into defecating o the cose. The urse had undelined the impor-
tance to her of this dirtying of the cross by abruptly turning and leaving the moment
it had b done These sct wee ute possily a sign 0 Mchelle tha to the nure
the cros was pawerful and dangerows, and theefore tht for Michele i must be

povertul and beptul.
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‘7 i trying to tell you where I am. Its so awful.

I've never felt so strange in all the time I've been talking to you
about things and remembering things. Some of what's happening
there just about scared me to death.

Dr. Pazder spoke softly. “Just et yourself tell me about it as you
can.” Michelle was breathing heavily

T'm cold. When I wake up, we're not in the car anymore.
We're coming into this room, but it's not at the house. There isn't
any door ... 1 just remember an opening into this room. Wher.
ever itis, there aren't any windows. At least | can't see any. And
there weren't any comers. It was round. It wasn't dark; maybe the
windows were just high. 1 don't know. | can sce stones like
churches are made of. It got a dirt floor, and the walls are all
dark, brownish, and it's like spiders would drop from the ceiling
1 didn't ke that building. 1 don't like it at all.

1t looked like a church, except I never saw a church vith a
great big bed. There's nothing there except that silly round bed
1 never saw a church before, except in pictures. You know, with
churches and fields and cows and stuff, and familes go inside—
that's e kind of churches I've seen in pictures. They don't have.
any stupid white things standing at the front

I don'tike this. | don'tike the bed. 1¥'s cold. 1 lke flanneltte
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They start like ring around-therosy, where you join hands.
Then they take me and hold me up in the air and turn me around.
‘They're making me a pointy thing again. I'm fightened. They're
saying things to cach other that I don't understand. They do it
over and over again, and all of a sudden, when they're finished,
they just throw me on the ground.

1hurt when I hit the ground. And then they do more stupid
stuff. | don't pay any attention. I just do my own lttle stuff. |
don't watch. I don't like it. I hated that bed. That ugly white
thing could sce the bed

This happened during the night. In the daytime, Michelle was
alone with the nurse. The nurse would read aloud from books and
sometimes speak, not to Michelle, but to the ai, to nobody. At other
times the nurse acted the same way she had back at the house where
the lady was killed—as if she were trying to teach Michelle something.
Again she showed Michelle how to slit the eyes in photographs, only
this time she used what looked like a razor blade instead of a scssors.
Once she demonstrated on a small animal. Michelle couldn't see what
it was, exactly, but she could see that it was alive. The nurse didn't kil
it, but when she was finished it was blecding

But mostly she used pictures. When Michelle refused to learn, it
made her angry, so Michelle eventually obeyed. But asa protest against
having to hurt the eyes in the pictures, she would also make itle cuts
in her own arm. It didn’t hurt her to do that. The thing that was like
a razor blade was so sharp that she couldn't fecl it when it cut her arm.

She obeyed the nurse, but Michele didn't understand what she was
doing. The nutse showed her many kinds of photographs—*
of dead people and people, like at parties, and men and women to-
gether and stuff ike that,” all with their eyes slit. But Michelle did not
understand what the nurse was trying to teach her. The main thing she
remembered was the lttle book the nurse kept reading from, which
contained a picture of a man with red hair and a red beard. He seemed
to'be someone the nurse knew well, but Michelle didn't think she liked
him

Whenever the nurse got up to go anywhere, she made Michelle
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imagine it belonged to a cat or a guinea pig or something. But it

didn't. She had it wrapped up with something. Whatever it was,

it was pretty messy, but she made it al go in this pan. It was like
lood

1 started to get nervous of the white thing. You see, she took
the finger. She did this stupid moaning and groaning and lighting
candles and . .. oh, I got so tired of it. I can't be upset by it,
though. She takes the finger and rubs it on the white thing and
makes red marks. You see, she told me they were going to bring
the white thing to lfe

One by one, a number of people came to the round room. First the
men came.

Exery night was the same way, but a different man came each
night. 1t was always at bedtime. The nurse has her cloak on, the
one with the mark on the back like a spider, with a tai like an
artow at the bottom. The man comes in with a white kitten
Those poor kittens. They're always white kittens, and different
fingers and pieces like that to make the white thing red.

Michelle began to cry.

Kittens don't hurt anybody. I wanted to play with one. I said
1 wanted it It was crawling away. You know how kittens play. It
found a picce of dust and was chasing it and I said, “Kitty, kitty."
It was my fault If | didn't say anything they might not have hurt
it. Why o they cut things? I thought it was stil alive because
its paw moved, and I thought I could put it head back where it
belonged. They thought it was funny. It had something to do with
-1 don't understand. The man had to have blood on him. He
used blood from the kitty .. _ he put some on the nursel T don't
sec how she could stand it. Not me! Not me!

After dismembering the cat, the nurse and the man picked
Michelle up and brought her to the round bed





index-209_1.jpg
The Malahat, a mountain pass ifeen miles from Victoria. There, in 1954, 3
ar 3. Nichelle belicves, one that nearly cost her ik
Tucnty-n jons, Michelle
bad totravel ed Heart Chiurch
i Victoria, high upon a hill overlook

m the peychiat
 daily. Below
the city






index-318_1.jpg
Michelle Remembers [ 302

diffculty with smoke inhalation from which she made a satsfactory
recovery. | do not remember the details and am sorry that we do not
have her old fles. T suspect these were water-damaged during storage
as [ had to throw out a number of boxes of old fles on earler patients
a few years ago. The present collection of fles do not contain any
tecords on the family.

With kind regards.

Yours most sincerely,

AE. Gillespie, M.D, FAAP, FRC.P(C)

AEG/ld
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ANDREW E. GILLESPIE,
ConsuLTaxT PABDIATRICS

Fort Royal Centre, Office No. 415

1900 Richmond Road, Victoria, B.C.

November 16, 1979
Dr. Larry Pazder,
225-1900 Richmond Rd.,
Victoria, BC.

Dear Larry
re: Michelle Smith

At your request I am trying to recall this patient. She scemed to
get into unusual episodes of poison ingestion. I recallseeing her on 2
or 3 occasions at the hospital emergencies, none of the poisonings
fortunately were scrious. It was after the second or third episode how-
ever that | wondered about the mother's abilty to cope. She was a
indly but rather incffectual woman, somewhat overweight, and when
1 questioned her, realized that she was having diffculties with alcohol
Her husband was away much of the time.

1 do vaguely recall that Michelle was involved in an accident at
around 5 or 6 years of age for which she was admitted to hospital for
care. I believe this involved a car accident and that Michelle had some
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“Are you sure I'm not going to die? Are you sure? .. "
You'll be okay. I'l be right here. Just try to let yoursef go."

Michelle stared in silence at the ceiling for some time. Her eyes
were full of fear, At last she closed them, hesitantly, and began to
decpen her breathing. It was a very labored breathing, as if she were
fighting strongly against something way down inside.

As Dr. Pazder watched, her hands flew up in front of her face,
the fingers splayed wide and stiff. Her eyes squeezed almost pain-
fully closed. Her mouth opened round, stretching her white lips
thin. She drew a decp, deep breath. And then the terror broke. She
screamed. It was a cry so violent that it drove her down into the
couch.*

Dr. Pazder sat quietly as Michelle screamed, his hand on her head,
‘waiting

After twenty-five minutes, the screaming began to ebb. Michelle
was shaking uncontrollably, almost convulsively. As the cres died away,
he could see that she was strugling to speak. She was straining to get
words out. He hoped the struggle would be a kind of birth. Perhaps the
screaming had to come first before she could speak. Perhaps the
screaming would release her

Its..its..it'sall black Black It's black! It's all black
No! Oh, please help me. Help me! Oh, help me! Help me! [More
screaming, which eventually dissolved into agonizing tears.] Ok,
God help me! Oh, God help! 1 don't know what to do, I feel so
sick. I feel like my heart’s going to stop. . . . Oh, I hate this
I'mon this bed. . . 'm in the air. 'm in the air, and I'm upside
down. . . . There's this man and he's turning me around and
around!

“Who is the man?” Dr. Pazder asked softly.

“Is . .. Malachi.”

*In the next office, Dr. Richards Ao, one of the four psychiatsiss who shared
the suite of offces with Dr._ Pazder, was moved when Michelle’ shieks came ripping
through the valls,wall that had been double-insulated to make them virtualy sound-
proof. "It was 2 pircing cry of genuine terror,” Dr. Aot {old Dr. Pazder lter.
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“Yes ... a very bad dream.”

“That can be pretty frightening—a really bad dream. Do you want
o tell me about it’

It was ten minutes before she could bring it forth.

“I dreamed that I had an itchy place on my hand

“YeR"

“And when I scratched it all these bugs came out of where [ was
scratching it Littl spiders, just pouring out of the skin on my hand
1t was just—I can't even tell you how it was. It was so terible.”

As a psychiatrist Dr. Pazder had leamed how to listen to dreams
—to gauge the emotional tone, to pick up the reference points, to
discern just how serious the dream was. This one was nightmarish, but
it was more than that, it was blatantly symbolic. It connected subcon-
sciously to something very important; he was sure of that. There was
perhaps something wrong about the pregnancy and her aceeptance of
it—there had to be something on that order to produce a dream like
this

“Itwas really,reallyfrightening” Michelle said earnestly, searching
Dr. Pazder's facefor any sign that he might think the dream too bizarre
or consider her crazy

“Lean hear that it was,” Dr. Pazder replied. “Dreams like that have
a tremendous force, sometimes. They can be very hard to shake. I it's
okay with you, I'd like you to come and see me when you leave the
hospita, and we'll spend a litle time talking about it, What we need
to do is find out what the dream is revealing from the inside. I think
that's important.”

Michelle readily ageeed, learly relieved to see his concern. She well
knew how helpful Dr. Pazder could be. She had frst come to him in
1973, while a student at the University of Victoria, impelled by prob-
lems that were rooted in her family background and upbringing.

Her grandfather, Cyrus Gilbert,* had left England shortly after the
turn of the century. No one knew cxactly why. It may have been simply
because there was more opportunity in Canada, and he was a younger
son. He settled in British Columbia, where he prospered. When Mi-

*Coyus Gitert and Jesica nd Eric Hardig s not rsl names
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DONALD L. POY, BSc, DMD.
1677 Poplar Street
Victoria, BC.

November 19, 1979
Dear Dr. L. Pazder.
Re: Michelle Smith

On May, 13, 1978 1 saw Michelle Smith presenting with extreme
pain localized to the upper left central incisor. The radiograph did not
show any periapical changes, however the root canal of the tooth
appeared somewhat narrow indicating a degenerative change of the
pulpal tissues, quite likely resulting from trauma to the tooth at an
earlier age (6-10). On entering the pulp chamber necrotic tissue and
‘odour was encountered. Root canal treatment was started on the tooth.

Yours truly,

Dr. Donald L. Poy
DP/kp
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again, as whenever the reliving process was blocked, the pressure was
building.

Her husband had a couple of days off from his job as a construction
foreman, and the two of them, without announcement, decided to,
spend all that time together. They had seen too litte of each other.
They went canoeing and took long walks, during which they talked
about cverything under the sun. They spoke of a favorite dream—to.
build aIog eabin one day. They talked about the chickens they brought
up last autumn in the garage and how, when the weather tumed chilly,
Michelle had insisted on sheltering one of the sick little ones in the
house, The next time, Doug said, they'd get their chicks when the.
weather was warmer and raise them outside.

Doug talked about the book he was reading. Michele listened ith
pleasure. Doug was an incredible reader—nearly a book a day. His
vocabulary was remarkable, and  he loved to play with words, make:
them do tricks. Michelle enjoyed his dry humor.

They reminisced about when they'd first met and, later, when
they'd lived in a boathouse together. “Every morning when we got up,”
Michelle said, “there'd be that enormous heron nearby, standing so till
in the water. Do you remember? It was like waking up in the dawn of
Greation.”

On one walk, through the rich, moist forest, when the conversa-
tion turned, as it inevitably did, to Michelle’s work with Dr. Pazdler,
the mood had changed. Doug listened patiently, but it was as if it
were increasingly dificult for him to lsten. As i it were too upsetting.
to hear about the horrible things that had happened to his wife when
she was a child; that, but also as if he had simply come to a point of
sceret exhaustion on’ the subject. It was only. natural for him, Mi-
chelle thought, to want an end to it all—as she did—and a resump-
tion of the simple, close, uninvaded lifc they had once had together,

When they returned from the walk, Doug made a fire, and M;
chelle made tea. Later there was a chicken dinner, with fapper pie, a
local delicacy made of coconut, custard, and cream, for dessert. After-
ward they sat by the fire. Michelle wanted to talk, Doug was aware of
that. And Doug did not want to talk. He picked up his book and
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chanting. And then a presence would enter the room, peoples' voices
would change and personalities would become evil”

About four months after their initiation, the Olsens were told of
a special meeting.

“At first I thought it was unusual But at the meeting I became
more scared than I've ever been before—they were holding a sacrifice
service around us. They tried to kill us”

Olsen said he grabbed his wife and managed to fight his way out
of the meeting.

The first place he stopped running was at the door of a church.

“Lwent to see the minister. After an hour with him I fled a report
—complete with my membership number—vith the Victoria police.”

Gity police chief Jack Gregory told THE VICTORIAN Thursday

that such a report had been fled but investigations turned up nothing.
“They're still in Victoria,” said Olsen.
“Everytime | make a trip to Victoria I sce at least a dozen of the
witches. Many of them are prominent business people and a substantial
number are newspaper people. During the daytime they can't e picked
out from everyone clsc.”

And they still work in Bastion Square, says Olsen

“Their peddlar—or the man who tries to bring in new members—
isalong-haired hippy-type character who carris a Bible under one arm.

“His method of enticing new members s to try and sell the white,
or good, witch routine. There are no white witches—it's just a front.
And, for the most part, they're after young girls.”

Olsen said he hasn't been bothered by the witch
company with them but “knows he's being watched "

“It's scary—and for anyone who thinks theyre going to play around
with witcheraft they're playing with dynamite.”

since parting
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Hhe missing father—these matched up, too. Beyond that, nothing could
confirmed. The records would be of no assistance.

Nothing could happen until they again saw Father Leo. The day
fter they had met with him, Dr. Pazder had phoned to sce how he
was coming along. “I's a little amazing,” the priest replied, “I'm
beginning to think that no one in Canada has a copy of the exorcism
site. T've called all over the place.”

“We don't want to put you to too much trouble,” Dr. Pazder
said, hoping the priest wouldn't fake that as an invitation to stop.
searching

“No, it's okay, no problem. Actually, there should be a copy in
Victoria, What if someone in the diocese got a call saying there was
a case of possession and they needed an exorcist? We ought to have
oneon hand. I've canceled my appointments for the evening. I'm going
to stay with this until I find a copy:

‘Aday later Father Leo called back. “I've found a text,” he said with
satisfaction, “But it's in Latin, and my Latin is more than a itte rusty
I can't read it. One of the older priests in the Chancery Offce, Phil
Hanley, is a classics scholar, and he's going to translatc it.”

“The next call came two days later. The translation was completed.
Father Leo said Father Hanley had stayed up one whole night working.

it the authentic rite?” Dr. Pazder asked

“Oh, yes,” Father Leo replied. “It's from Rituale Romanum. 1¢s
the text authorized by Pope Paul V' at the beginning of the seventeenth
century.”

“When can we see you?”

“Iwish I could see you today, but I just can't. How about tomorrow
moming at ten? Ill come to your offce.”

For Michelle, there had been nothing to do but wait. Until she
heard those words from the lips of Father Leo, she could not think
about descending again into her depths and facing ... whatever it was
that would be there, There simply was no way she could bring herself
to; she knenw this with total conviction, both mental and visceral. Yet
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Depart from me, you wicked, into everlasting firc. . . . You are
the Prince of Homicides, author of incest, headman of all sacri-
lege, master of all evil arts, doctor of all heresies, inventor of all
indecency. Go out, therefore, Impious One, go out, Foul One, go
out with all your treachery! He rejects you to whose power all s
subject. He shuts you out, He who has prepared hell for you and
your angels, from Whose mouth goes out the sharp sword, Who
will come to judge the living and the dead and the world by fire.

men,” said Father Leo, closing the folder. “I hope it helps.”
“I've got to go.” He smiled and got up from the Aoor. He took Mi-
chelle's hands. “I'll be thinking about you. Call me if you need me.”

When he was gone, the two looked at each other, cyes wide.

“That was really something,” Dr. Pazder said huskily. “I had no
idea. .. "

“It was 0 strong, such powerful language.”

“It's hard to imagine that anything could ever stand up against it.”

“T'hope not,” Michelle said. She felt almost nauscous, for she knew
that now she would have to return to the round room and its horrors.
But it helped, it really did help, to have this vivid evidence that cvil
could not range frecly in this world, that there was a great force to
oppose it .. . that there were protections.
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entered it, leaving behind the world of psychiatry and Satanists and
tortured children—the world, most regrettably, of Michelle.

“Okay,” said Father Leo. “Let me read this thing. But first, let me
just point out what you already know, but I've got to say it anyway—
namely, that this isn't an exorcism. It not even a ceremony. I'm just
seading you some words. [ don't even have any vestments on.”

They all laughed at that Father Leo's customary turtlencek was
hardly a prescribed ccclesiastical garment.

“And,” headded, “you wouldn'tcal thisa liturgical postur
laughed again. He was sitting on the floor

“Okay,” he said again, in a diffevent voice, “Il simply read this.”
He opened a manila envelope and took out several sheets of paper that.
were covered with handwriting, He picked up the top sheet. He began,

" They

O Holy Lord, Father Almighty, Etemal God, Father of our
Lord Jesus Christ, Who repudiates that receding, tyrannical,
and destructive fire of hell, and Who also sent Your Only Be-
gatten Son into this world that its roaring be silenced: Be quick
o hear, hurry that you may pull out man, made to Your image
and likeness, from ruin and the midday Devi. . . .

Michelle closed her eyes and let the words strike decp.

1 exorcise you, most unclean spirit. . .. He commands you, Who
commands the sea, the wind, and the storms. Hear, therefore,
Satan, and fear, you who are the enemy of the faith, enemy of
the human race, harbinger of death, plunderer of lfe, rejecter of
justice, root of evils, promoter of debauchery, seducer of men,
traitor of mankind, inciter of envy, origin of avarice, cause of
discord, inciter of pain,

Father Leo read quietly, almost in a monotone, but the power of
the phrases seemed to build upon itself and fil the whole room.
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To an anonymous benefactor, who helped us begin, thank you for
hearing.

And our fervent thanks

to our friends who loved us without knowing anything, especially
Ed and Roberta Piotrowitz, Donna Barber, Carol Huddart, Claire
Gratton, and Jim and Julie Bowie;

to our families, with much love—Charyl, Archie, Ron, Lilian,
Marylyn, Lawrence, Theresa, David, and John, and all those we cannot
mention;

to Helen and Stan Pazder, devoted parents who have given so
totally;

to Doug, particularly, for his strength and support,for not question-
ing but trying to understand;

and to Michelle's mother, whom she stillloves, and to Ma Mére,
for helping her to know that
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‘That was all. The tape turned silently. Michelle wound it back to
the beginning and listened again. It was as if someone had set out to
put into words the special relationship that had developed between
herself and Dr. Pazder. She replayed the tape, stopping it every few:
seconds while she wrote down the words.

She had just finished when Dr. Pazder came in. “How did you like
that?"” he asked. “When I read it last night, I had to share it with you.”

“It's really us, isn't it?” Michelle agreed.

Dr. Pazder was looking at her carcfully. She seemed happy about
the Montaigne quotation, and she was wearing a red blouse—the first
time she'd worn red to a session since the remembering began. But not
all the signs were good. He noticed that her rash had come back, not
only on her face but also all over her hands. He had come to recognize.
that as a sign of specific stress in Michelle. The session that was about
to begin would probably be a difficult one for her.

Michelle was in darkness. At first she thought she was simply in a
dark place—a closet, perhaps, or the basement of the old house. Gradu-
ally she began to realize the truth—that she wasn't in a room at all,
but in a cage. It was only about the size of a small table, and not quite
‘high enough to allow Michelle to stand up. The sides were wire mesh.
The wire went over the top, too, and Michelle would have been able
to sec out except for the sides. There were wooden sides all around that
could be opened or closed. When the sides were up, as they were now,
it was like being shut up in a box.*

The world was closing in on her. For a long time the round room
had been the only space she was allowed, except for short trips in the
car. Now her world was even more claustrophobic, no bigger than a
wood-and-wire cage.

Michelle felt bereft. It was as if she had never had a father or a

“Hearing abou the cage, Dr. Pazder was reminded of the dreaded Ekpe Socicty
of West Africa. Kidnapped chikdren were raised by its members in smal, ow cages
ke animals These “leopard children” could not stand but ran on all fours. Their teeth
were fld to points, and they were used as assassin. OF course, Dr. Pazder never told
Michelle about the correspondences he sometimes saw between her experiences and
the things he had studied.





index-148_1.jpg
chapter 16

MCHELLE'S next session with Dr. Pazder

was scheduled for Ash Wednesday, the first day of the Catholic season
of Lent. When she arrived at the officc, the sccretary, Susan Austin,
told her that the doctor would be a ltle late, but that Michelle should
g0 ahead into his office. There was something on the tape recorder that
he wanted her to listen to.

Michelle found the tape recorder casily; Dr. Pazder had left it out
on a table for her. She pressed the “playback” lever and settled down
on the couch to listen. Dr. Pazder's voice entered the room

“Michelle, I want to share something with you, something on
friendship written four hundred years ago by a man named Montaigne.
1 think you'll ike it

It is not natural, social, hospitable, or sexual. It is not the feeling
of children for parents or vice versa. It is not brotherly love. It is
not the love for a female. It is beyond all my reasoning and beyond
all that I can specifically say. Some inexplicable power of destiny
that brought about our union. Such friendship has no model but
itself and can only be compared to itself. It is one soul with two
bodies. The experience is beyond the imagination of anyone who
has not tasted it. It is hard to find people—! wish I could speak
to people who have had experience with what I am describing,
but knowing how far from common, indeed, how rare such a
friendship is, | have no expectation of finding a competent judge.

[139]
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mother, as if she had never lived a normal life of sleeping and eating
and playing, There was only the cage, and it became Michelle’s entire
world. She counted the wires, played with her feet, pondered the
freckles on her forearms—anything to keep hersclf occupicd, to keep
from thinking too much about being trapped and afraid.

When they finally let the sides down, Michelle saw that the round
room had changed too. It was filled with people all the time now,
people Michelle had never seen before, even at the ceremonies. Read-
ing from large black books, they kept up a constant chant, relieving one
another as they tired. As they chanted they made a lot of signs, but it
was as if they were making them all backward. They said awful things,
and Michelle tried not to listen; she hated the sound of their voices,
and she hated having strangers see her in the cage. She was naked and
very dirty, and she had to use one comer of the cage as a bathroom
It would have been easier without all those strangers there.

1f only she could have ignored them. If she curled herself up, the
floor of the cage was big enough for her to lie down and go to sleep.
But that was impossible, The foor of the cage was covered with snakes,
dozens of them. They weren't poisonous, just the black kind she had
occasionally seen in the backyard at home, but there were so many she.
couldn’t bear the thought of lying down and waking up with them
swarming all over her. She couldn't even stand to step on one; the idea
of feeling it move under her bare foot was too much.

She tried to sleep, but whenever she dozed off some of the chanters
would spot her and start shouting angrily. They would reach through
the openings of the mesh and pull at her skin, pinching at her through
the wire. Pushing and pulling and pushing and pulling—it was impossi-
ble for her to sleep. They scemed determined to keep her awake, and
Michelle realized—from things they szid—that somebody was coming,
alady, and that she, Michelle, would not be allowed to sleep until then.
They would keep chanting, and keep waking her, until the lady from
Vancouver arrived.

Michelle didn't know who the lady was, but she knew that her
coming had something to do with the snakes—the snakes were some-
how like her. As if they were her sign. Michelle was getting into a
fearful state—the sleeplessness, the snakes, the constant poking and
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KEMBLE GREENWOOD
645 Fort Street
Victoria, BC.

September 26, 1977
Dr. LH. Pazder,
225-1900 Richmond,
Victoria, BC.

Dear Doctor Pazder:
Re: Mrs. Michelle Smith

Many thanks for referring this patient to me on September 22. This
27-year old woman has developed an acute but quite superficial contact
dermatitis involving the back of the left hand and the left arm, and
spreading onto the bends of both arms and onto the neck anteriorly in
the past two weeks. The condition started on the left hand and leftarm,
and may well have been aggravated by the use of medicated soaps
(Lifebuoy), and also an idiosynerasy to some fraction of the steroid
cream which was applied. However, the appearance was strongly sug-
gestive of some type of vegetation contact initally, and there may also
be a photosensitivity clement. The right hand is entirely spared, and
this is strongly against any form of toxic factor.

She should respond well to the treatment recommended, namely
the following
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animportant and confidential task, the nature of which | have carefully
appraised and of which 1 hereby approve. I will personally appreciate
every consideration afforded to Father Merveille in the pursuit of his
task.” Eventually, to deal with a matter of protocol, De Roo himself
had flown to Rome

As the elevator rose, Michelle thought back on the year of painful
discovery she had gone through in Dr. Pazde's office—and beyond
that, twenty-two years beyond that, to the extraordinary, nearly incred-
ible events in her childhood. That was the trouble. Those events were,
indecd, nearly incredible. Would the cardinal believe her? Or would
he send her away?

The clevator doors rattled open and there, to greet his guests, was
Sergio Cardinal Pignedoli, Pro-President of the Secretariat for Non-
Christian Religions. He was a short, vigorous man, bald, with a fringe
of white around his head, and with expressive features, like those of a
veteran character actor. A prominent and powerful Vatican ofcial,he
was widely considered to have a good chance of becoming Pope some-
day. While they waited for Bishop De Roo and Father Guy, Michelle
peered into the cardinal's private study. Gorgeous paintings in heavy
gold frames. Gases and shelves full of dark bound books. And photo-
graphs everywhere, of the cardinal with the various dignitaries he had
dealt with in decades of offcal travel

“They had been invited for breakfast. Breakfast, it turned out, was
tea and almond cookies—amaretti—served by nuns. The conversation
began as the bishop introduced the case in brief and then asked Mi-
chelle o speak for herself. As she spoke she saw the cardinal’s mobile.
face become grave and then angry. “Impossible!” he interrupted. *I
know Canada. It is  civilized country. These things could not happen
there.”

Michelle, taken aback, began to cry. But she did not retreat. She
kept talking, insistently conveying to the cardinal the personal odyssey
that had first appalled and then persuaded, one by one, the three
companions who had come with her from Canada. In time, and after
‘many cups of tea, Cardinal Pignedoli became less iritable than con-
cerned, less grave than absorbed—the change in attitude was clear in
his expressions and in his tone of voice as he questioned her. At the
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appendiy 4

DR. HENRY JACKH, CRCP. (C)
‘CoNSULTANT IN DiacwosTiC RabioLoGy
140 Fort Royal Medical Centre
1900 Richmond Avenue
Victoria, BC.

Feb. 27, 1978

Patient: Smith, Mrs. Michelle
Referring doctor: Dr. L. Pazder

Report of X-Ray Examination:

Chest, pa and left lateral
The heart, great vessls and diaphragm appear normal
“The lung ficlds appear clear throughout.

Skul, 3 projections
No osscous abnormalities are demonstrated.
The pituitary fossac and clinoid processes are wel calcfied and

appear normal
There is no evidence of any abnormal calcifications within the
cranium

A W. Tavion Lee, MD.
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Her hair fell in waves around her face, and her complexion was
strikingly fair. She wore a fashionable blue suit, and her white blouse
had an ascot collar. She was a beautiful woman in her carly thirties and
Michelle felt herself respond to the lady's beauty, but Michelle was
determined ot to be fooled. In her mind she became a watchdog,
defending her cage, on her guard, surefooted and wary. The lady came
directly to the cage and spoke softly to Michelle. The lady said she
knew how horrible things must have been until now, but she would not
let anybody hurt Michelle anymore. Michelle was still the watchdog,
still on guard, but she felt her defenses coming down. It would have
been s0 wonderful to be able to believe what the lady was saying

She was just trying to make friends when she first came. Like
one minute she’s talking to me like I'm a nice little kid, and the
next minute she’s this ugly thing. She just turned her head around
and looked back at me and changed her face. It was the same face
1 saw in the car that night. Its eyes looked like they go way back
and stick way out at the same time. Everything about it's unclean
Its nostrils are much bigger than they should be, and it has an ugly
‘mouth. She has this long tongue that can go way out, like a snake’s
tongue. She's saying really disgusting things but they're all in a
different language. She drools a lot and her head starts to go all
funny and spins around.

Suddenly the lady turned her head again and her pretty face reap-
peared. She was nice and friendly once more, trying to make Michelle
like her.

She's pretty and she's stting there acting really normal, talk-
ing to me about little kids' stuff, and she'lljust tur away and look
back and all of a sudden its just ... it's just the ugliest .. I just

. oh, her eyes. Sometimes it looks like a man. 1 don't under-
stand. She does really disgusting things. Like where I went to the
bathroom she'll eat it or she'll ub it on me or she'll ub it on the
floor. Then all of a sudden she’s back being the other person.
Make it go away! Go away! Please, I can’tyell for my mom. I can't
yellfor anybody. She just kept looking and coming closer. No/ No
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pinching made her feel desperate. When they put up the wooden sides,
she would get to the point where she didn’t think she could take it for
even one more minute, and when they let down the sides, she would
throw herself against the wire and try to wriggle out, just like a monkey.
She knew she had to do something. She had to find something to hold
onto before the lady from Vancouver came. Once she arrived, Michelle
would not have a chance.

Michelle's hair was long and thick. They wouldn't notice if she
pulled out hairs, one at a time. It hurt at first, but she ignored it,
intently collecting enough hair to make her plan work. She wound the
strands together into a skinny braid a lttle over an inch long Then she
began the whole process again, and cventually made a second skinny
braid. Then she put the two together to form a cross.

It didn't stay together very well, 5o [ pretended like you do
with mud pies. T went to my comer and pretended like you do
with mud. Am 1 making you sick? It docs get hard if you leave
it alone for a while, you know, just like mud. Funny thing for it
to be made out of, but it was all | had

Then I'm afraid I did a very disgusting thing. I took it and
stuck it under my hair. 1 had really thick hair and it was really
snarly. You see, whenever they cleancd me up they always washed
me off but they never combed my hair. | don't know why. So
nobody would see it but me. I don't know if it was the right thing
or the wrong thing to do, but it made me feel like I wasn't alone.

That was all Michelle could do to help herself. Then she just sat
in the darkness of the cage, waiting for whatever would happen to her
next

Then she came. That lady from Vancouver came. She was
pretty. At first I believed she'd come to help me. I was a little
mixed up. They talked a lot about a prince of darkness, but
didn't know him. I kept thinking there was somebody good in
there because all princes were good. She's rally something clse.
She'sreally pretty. I didn't know she was one of them at frt. She
didn't look vl or anything. She had black hair.
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1. Allenbury's basic soap only for ordinary washing.

2. Savolitic soap flkes only for domestic washing jobs.

3. 1/2 strength Betnovate ointment s a topical application for
sparing use when necessary.

1 have asked Mrs. Smith to check with me again in ten days

Yours Sincerely,

Kensie Greexwoon, MB, FRCP. (),
FRCP. (ED)
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Dr. Pazder then attempted to check the accident and the woman's
apparent death, He went through mounds of clippings in the morgues
of the local newspapers. A number of deaths had been reported around
Christmas of that year, but, since Michelle did not know the dead
woman's name, it was impossible to pinpoint any one death as the
significant one.

When Dr. Pazder called the local detachment of the Royal Gana-
dian Mounted Police, he was informed that they destroyed all ecords
after five years unless charges had been hid. The Department of Motor
Vehicles also destroyed records after five years. The Burcan of Vital
Statistics said.they could ot help. him unless e could provide a
surname. Did they st individual deaths by type? Dr. Pazder asked—
auto accident, for example. No, they did not.

And then came a letter from Dr. Gillespic:*

At your request I am trying to recall this patient. ... I recall
secing her on two or three occasions, . . . [ wondered about the
mother's ability to cope. She was a kindly but rather incffectual
woman, somewhat overweight. . . . She was having diffculties
with alcohol. Her husband was away much of the time.

1do vaguely recall that Michelle was involved in an accident
at around five or six years of age, for which she was admitted to
the hospital for care.  believe this involved a car accident..... and
that Michelle had some diffculty with smoke inhalation, from
which she made a satisfactory recovery.

1do not remember the detail, and Lam sorry that we do ot
have her old files. . .

With kind regards,
A. E. Gillespie, MD,, FAAP,
ERCP. (C)

So that was it. There had been a car accident and the chid had
been put in the hospital. And it had happened at the time Michelle
it did. The appraisal of Michelle’s mother and the statement about
*For the complete text of this letter, sce Appendix 2.
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“I'm just terrified. Will you keep me safe?”
“It’s horrifying. But well put it all together. I want you to talk with
e about it.”

“It makes me so scared it takes my breath away.”

Yoo

“Its that kind of scared. It's a really hard place to go to. It's a long
way away with the doctor and the drugs and everything.” Michelle
didn't speak for a few minutes. She sat with her hands over her face.
Through them she said at last: “I guess that's how they found out about
my friend, . . "

“I'don't know. Who was the little girl they cut up?”

“I know that it was a real person, It wasn't all my imagination.
There was a little girl there who looked just like my friend, but they
messed her up. She wasn't an imaginary person.”

“But I hope you understand that your imaginary friend is an impor-
tant part of you. She’s still alive. You can’t lose her. They tried to break
her apart from you. They tried to split you up, to split you apart and
keep you that way. They were trying to make you see yourself from a
distance. Do you understand that?"”

Yoo

“They were trying to destroy all the good you had in you They
‘made you feel that you were responsible for destroying your pretend
friend. They tried to replace that good part of you with a broken, red,
messed up thing. But she’s not messed up and she’s not dea

“I knew that she was a pretend, but I really had to believe in her.”

*Of course you did. She was very real to you back there. She also
is you, a deep, safe part of you. She is your idealized self—the part of
us we all have and treasure, and strive to become. They were out to
destroy that most precious part of you, with every possible means. It's
incredible that people mess around with people in that fashion. That's
really hard to believe, that people will do that much, but they certainly
knew what they were doing. It's a lot of time invested in a little person,
it

“Ye

“They gave you all kinds of suggestions that were really aimed at
confusing you, mixing you up, making you feel you were crazy, making
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that the Evil One mentioned, and the numbers—they are important.
to understand. But be careful. He may be around when you remember
me.

“I know you are frightened now. But you are going the right way,
And in just the right time you will see. As much as you have counted
on me, I count on you”

ill it get better?” the child sobhcd

'here’s a much better chance now.” She paused. “Michelle,”" she
“your mother is coming to take you.” Michelle looked up. Her
mother was walking across the room. It was empty. All the people had
gone.

“I don’t want to go,” Michelle cried. “I kept my promise.”

“You kept it well”

Il keep it.”
“I know you will”
Michelle felt calm. She was not frightened anymore.

Do you feel better? 1t was that soft, warm voice again.

“1 don't fecl as scared,” she told him. “1 tried as hard as I could
I'm sorry | ended up such a mess. How will I ever remember all this
by myself?”

You will have help

“You mean the cars?”

They will be much more than ears

“What will the cars be like?” she wanted to know. “Like rabbits'
ears?”

No, like my ears. He stroked her check. The fecling went way inside
the child. Her breathing became decp and regulr.

“You don't mind answering questions?” she asked

Ilove to answer questions

“Ilike to talk," she said happily. “But how will I know what to say?”

That is why you need two. It is easier to know what to say then. You
have learmed what'sright. Don't quit talking. When you ve got that, and
he touched her heart, you can knock on anyone's door and they will have
to answer.

“What if they don't?”
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mother. There's a special place where everyone fecls at home. Watch
here you g0, and keep track of the time. All of what has happened
will count. You will ot forget anything.” Ma Mére was holding Mi-
chelle a she spoke. “Once you have told what you have seen and heard,
they won't forget. And you will tell more ears that hear.”

Ma Mere was solemn. “Don't forget what I told you before. You
know who that one is. You know how he thinks. You know the way
heworks. If you forget, even if you don't want to, you can lose the way.”

“I don't understand,” Michelle whimpered. Then she took a deep
breath and in a steadier voice said, “1 have to stop saying that, don't

s all right.”
‘What about the bone?” Michelle asked.

“Lwill put it back. I know where it belongs. If you had not taken
the bone, things might have gotten much worse. You see, I could not
come and pull you out. It is not the way things work. He denicd that
you exist. He had to put you out of his sight. He could not keep you
i the darkness. But it also caught him a lttl off guard when you took
the bone. He said many things that he does not usually say out loud
But now you've heard them.”

“I don't like everything always being so serious,” the little gil
sighed.

“It is a serious time.”

Michelle fet safe, and she felt quiet. The pain was going away. Ma
Mere was loving and comforting her.

“You will fecl asif you've been aslecp. You il have time to heal,”
Ma Mere promised. “You willfeel funny at first. It will be hard to think
completely straight. But you will have help. I don’t want you to be
afraid. But I cannot say that it is going to be all right now. Not right
avay.

Michelle reverted to an earlier worry. “I don't want to go to live
with my mom.”

vith her,” Ma Meére said calmly. “You don't have

“I want your Son to come back. I didn't say thank you.”
“Hewill,” Ma Mere said. “And I'll be there. Remember: The years
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affccting them all. He asked Michelle if she was saying that her mother
had become heavier then too.

“Yes, until then she never had a weight problem, ever. When 1
think about being overweight I just get in knots. It really makes me
uptight. So, I thought, "Well, maybe I'l figure it out sooner o later,
ight?” I don't know. .. . Somchow it's connected with being small. Like
there’s something back then that s really bugging me, something that's
unresolved. .. | don't know what to cal it a block or whatever. 1 don't
know what to say about it, it bothers me so much. It makes me feel
very nervous. | don't know what to talk about. So many things go
through my mind that it's just scattered. .. "

Michelle had been sighing frequently, Dr. Pazder noticed, and now
the pace of her breathing was increasing

“You sce, | hoped .. . ths s the most frustrating part of the whole
business. S, ' so hard to put into words. It's so hard to tell ou how
1 felt then.” Michelle was beginning to cry. “You sce, there’s some-
thing in there to do with being ugly. I was ugly. I was! Oh, I got to
putitintowords, ... I don't ... i'sal bits and pieces like... it keeps,
1. it scems dumb but I can't talk about it” She stopped, then
continued.

“Can you come here, please? You don't have to touch me. Not too
close. 1 just want you a lttle bit closer than you were. | can't talk to
you about it. My arms . . . my arms . . . it's like they're moving by
themselves . .. and | can't help it/”

“Its all right,” Dr. Pazder said. “Let them go, |
whatever they have to do. Don't hold anything back.

“Can you promise me something?” Michelle asked, eyes wide.

“Can you promise me that when this is all over, we'll be able to put
the picces together? They fecl so far apart. Promise?”

“Yes, I promise. That's why we're doing it
y," Michelle said, almost in a whisper. “Then Il ell you as
‘much as | can.” She sighed decply once again. “I have such a hard time
to talk

“Let it come, as much as you can. Don't judge it if you can help
it. Don't try to make it anything but what it was. Just let it be what
it was. Just let yourself go.”

‘your arms do
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you go against yourself. They wanted you to believe you'd made your
friend fall apart. Then you'd have turned on yourself.

“There must have been other suggestions, too. A long time ago you
dreamed about bugs under your skin. There are no bugs under your
skin, and no one can put any bugs in. But they can make you feel that,
by suggestion. But you can go to a terrible place like that and return
from it intact as long as you keep your ego present—as long as you hold
onto the special place inside that you have guarded so carcfully all your
life, God only knows how you survived.”

The next session was the following day, the first of September. The
minute Michelle walked into his office, Dr. Pazder noticed that her
rash had become more acute—on her neck, her hand, her arm. So they
began by speaking of body memories again, those physical signs of
deeply buried inner distress. “Your body,” he told her, “seems still to
have a lot to remember. That's what's so hard about body memories
—you have to face them or they just stay.”

The pretend friend’s remains were gathered again in the white
cloth, staining it red. On top of the bulging cloth was set the child’s
head. Nearby stood the effigy, once white but now completely red-
dened with blood; it had been placed at the center of a red circle that
had been painted on the floor. Michelle was taken and put in the circle
too

The celebrants began to move around the circle, first in one direc-
tion and then the other, oblivious to the severed head and the horrified
child, their gaze fixed upon the effigy. The man in black read from his
book in a tone that rose above the droning of the circling figures. His
tortuous phrasings, his grating, malevolent inflections brought Mi-
chelle fresh panic. And over and over again came that word, the
maddening, chilling, backward word of Satanic power.

The fire grew larger, roaring. The circle broke and the robed figures
were suddenly carrying the head and the bulging, red-stained cloth
toward the fire. Chanting more intensely now, in thrumming syllables,
they threw the limbs upon the fire and at last, with a bellow, the head.
Michelle could not stand it. She had to save her friend. She ran to the
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“Yes ... a very bad dream

“That can be pretty frightening—a really bad dream. Do you want
0 tell me about it?”

It was ten minutes before she could bring it forth

“I dreamed that I had an itchy place on my hand

“Yes?"

“And when I scratched it, all these bugs came out of where [ was
cratching it! Littl spiders, just pouring out of the skin on my hand.
t was just—I can't even tell you how it was. It was so terrible.”

As a psychiatrist Dr. Pazder had leared how to listen to dreams
—to gauge the emotional tone, to pick up the reference points, to
discern just how serious the dream was. This one was nightmarish, but
t was more than that, it was blatantly symbolic. It connected subcon-
ciously to something very important; he was sure of that. There was
perhaps something wrong about the pregnancy and her acceptance of
—there had to be something on that order to produce a dream like
this.

It was really, really frightening,” Michelle said earestly, searching
Dr. Pazder's face for any sign that he might think the dream too bizarre
or consider her crazy.

“I can hear that it was,” Dr. Pazder replied. “Dreams like that have
 tremendous force, sometimes. They can be very hard to shake. IF it's
okay with you, Id like you to come and see me when you leave the
hospital, and we'll spend a little time talking about it. What we need
o do is find out what the dream is revealing from the inside. I think
hat's important.”

Michelle readily agreed, clearly relieved to see his concern. She well
knew how helpful Dr. Pazder could be. She had first come to him in
1973, while a student at the University of Victoria, impelled by prob.
lems that were rooted in her family background and upbringing.

Her grandfather, Cyrus Gilbert,* had left England shortly after the
urn of the century. No one knew exactly why. It may have been simply
because there was more opportunity in Canada, and he was a younger
on. He settled in British Columbia, where he prospered. When Mi-

“Cyrus Gilbet and Jessica and Esic Harding ae not rel names.
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Sometimes you will knock again. Sometimes you will find a new
door.

“I probably shouldn't say this, but you know something?” Michelle
asked. “I know that you are her Son, because you keep saying ‘you’ll
know’ just like her. I don’t mind,” she said, “but it's really hard with
50 many ‘you'll knows.

He chuckled.

“Thank you for the bone,” she said. “I'm glad you came back so
1 could say thank you." She stopped, and her lips began to tremble.
“Are you going to go? Can I talk to you again?”

You'll be safe in your bed now, and you definitely will feel good
again.

“Promise?” the little girl cried

Evenything [ say is a promise.

“I'm so tired,” she said.

Close your eyes for a while. Think about the bunnies and grass and
little lambs.

“I'd like to lie in the sunshine.”" Michelle sighed deeply, as if
settling herself to sleep.

1 know.

“Can 1 hold on tight?” she asked. He smiled and squeczed her

ind.

“1 don’t have any more to say.”
“Hmmm?” Dr. Pazder was startled

“That is all there is.” Michelle's voice was calm, her tone final
And that was all

The remembering was finished.
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Screaming hysterically, Michelle torc away and leaped off the stone
slab. They had put her next to a dead baby, and she didn't think she
could stand it without going crazy. Frantic with fear, she ran across the
room, through the chanting circle, and made it to the round bed. The
cross was sill under the mattress, and now she brought it out for the
fist time. She had to help the baby. She knew they didn't like crosses.

She held it up high, and the room went wild. Everyone was shout-
ing angrily; again she was disrupting their ceremony. Michelle held it
tight in her hands, and even Malachi, the red man, couldn't get it away
from her. Then he seemed to change his mind, and dragged her, his
fist around her fingers, back to the front, back to the slab where the
baby lay. Michelle still had the cross in her hands, and she thought it
was safe because she was holding it; Malachi couldn’t take it from her.
Then he raised his fist, raising her arms along with it, and drove the
base of the cross down upon the body of the baby.

Not No! Nooo! The red man. No! He stabbed the baby with
it Not with that, no! Help me! Help met I didn't mean it that
way. I'm not helping anyone. 'm not helping. Oh, the baby. You
can't stab the baby anymor, it's just a mess. It's all my fault. I¢s
all my fault. What am I going to do? What am I going to do?
They're mad. They're mad at me. They rubbed it all over me

the baby. Oh, God! On my face, my chest ... I can't stand
it anymore. Oh, God, it's got to be the end. It's got to be. I can't
stand it! [ wished I was the baby. I wished I was the baby. I don't
know what to do. I can’tstand thinking of what to do. Oh, please,
oh, please! Please, I don't know how to get out. 1 want to get out.
Lcan't. | wanted this to be the end. It' supposed to be the end.
Please talk to me. Please talk to me. Pleasel
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mean, it really frightening—asif something really horrible is about to
happen,

“Any idea of what it

“Noidea. Excpt that . . . well, it's that I have this feeling I'm
moving into areas where its really . . . dangerous. | don't mean just
physicaly. [ mean . .. | have the strongest feeling that I should talk
to a priest.””

“Is there something you want to tell a priest, do you think?”

Michelle thought for a minute, “No,"” she said, “it's more that I
need something from him. Some sort of proteetion . . . something
that”

Dr. Pazder could see that Michelle was struggling to understand
and define her impulse. He could also sce that she was immensely
apprehensive—very tight, very edgy. It was clear that she was greatly
reluctantto make her descent—indeed, that a descent might be impos-
sible

“What about Father Leo?” Michelle brightened. “I would fecl
much better if I could see him. I don’t know why. I just would."

Dr. Pazder picked up the phone and called the young priest, who
said that, as it happened, he'd be free in an hour and would come right
over

While they waited, they spoke of other things. They examined the
old bluc-eather copy of the St. Joscp's Missal that Dr. Pazder had
fished out of the glove compartment o his car, where it had languished
for some time, among the maps and Kleenex. It might prove interest-
ing, he told Michele, to look over the schedule of feast days for the
years 195.4and 1955, when the five-year-old child was suffering through
the regimen of the Satanic year, and to compare it o the schedule of
feast days for the current year, o see how closely they corresponded;
there had often scemed to be corelations. The missal was old but not
old criough. It tables of yearly ecclesiastcal calendars began with the
year 1956, They would need another missal. Dr. Pazder would phone
s mother in Edmonton, he said, and ask her to send him hers.

Then Dr. Pazder spoke of another matter, and his expression made
Michellesuspect that this was the topic that had extinguished his usual
smile

o
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“Witcheraft In City" Claim

Witches practicing black magic sound like something out of a
medieval myth but they are right here—in Victoria

Satanic witches—who summon the presence of the deyil and make
human and animal sacrifices for their beliefs—number almost 1,000 in
the capital city, says a former Victoria resident who claims he and his
wife barely escaped the witches with thei lives

Len Olsen, now living in Vancouver but formerly of Victoria,
where he says he was a member of one of five local groups of witches
belonging to the Church of Satan of Canada, says the witches could
live next door to anyone—undetected

Olsen said he and his wife got “caught up” in the underground
church through a friend

“Their mectings were held in a church behind a bookstore in
Bastion Square. Another group had meetings in the home of the minis-
ter.

“Their mectings were miraculous,evi things—calling on the devil,
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/C\\\'NENCE Pazder had a knack for what one of

his friends affectionately termed “creative tardiness” Dr. Pazder him-
sclfwould admit that punctuality was ot a fetish with him. There were
50 many people crowding in on his life—colleagues, patients, fa
members,friends, comembers of the many committces he found him-
sclf agreeing to serve on—that there wasalways a call o an impromptu
visit to delay him, His openness and, more than that, his commitment
iere such that fending off interruptions did not come naturally to him,
Colleagues,paticnts, familyfriends—they all learned to accept the fact
that this encrgetic and altogether engaging man, important inall their
Tives, was unlikely to appear at the designated moment. It was best to
allow fifteen or twenty minutes. Perhaps half an hour. And then, well
before acecptance yielded to iritation, the tall lithe fellow with the
high, broad Polish checkbones and  the warm, white-toothed smile
would come striding in, his expression a mixture of shecpishness and
selfamusement

Michelle therefore was not surprised that Dr. Pazder was absent
when she came for her appointment that day in early spring. She simply
satin the vaiting room and had a chat with another of the psychiatrsts,
Dr. Jim Paterson. When Dr. Pazder arived she was surprised, however,
o sce that he was unsmiling. In  way, she was relieved. Michelle was
in no mood to smile cither

“I don't think I can go on,” she said when they had entered the
offce and closed the door. “I have this terrible sense of forcboding. 1
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‘The Fort Royal Medical Centre in Victoria, where Dr. Pazder has his offces
It was there, during fourtcen months of long and frequent sessions, tha
Michelle relived her dread experience at the hands of the Satanists






index-314_1.jpg
APPENDICES






index-139_1.jpg
Michelle Remembers [ 130]

funeral tomortow. But  was bringing Communion to parishioner just
four blocks away, and it was no problem to stop by here to see you.
Anyway, 'm interested in what you're doing, and if there's anything
I can do, I want to do it”

Doctor and patient brought Father Leo up to date on what had
happened since the last time they had seen him—the ceremonies, the
ituals, the symbolism that the child Michelle was reporting from her
deep past. “We've gotten to be very concemed,” Dr. Pazder said. “It
seems possible to us that these people were involved in something very
definitely anti Christian. It sounds a lot like Satanism to us."

Father Leo had listened silently, spellbound. He cleared his throat.
“It does to me, too,” he said. “It was in my mind from the first time:
we talked”

“We don't presume to say whether or ot this should be of concern
to the Ghurch,” Dr. Pazder went on. “We're telling you about it on
the chance that it is. But more than that, we need your help. This is
an extraordinary thing, because on the one hand this happened a long:
time ago, and probably a number of the people involved have moved
away or are old or maybe even dead.”

“Or maybe they're not,” Father Leo said

Michelle tensed, and Dr. Pazder said reluctantly, “Or maybe not."
He collected himself, “Anyway, there’s the present, but there's also the
past. Michelle has to go back down there, and she has the strongest
fecling that there's something very diffcult ahead for her down there,
something maybe even dangerous.”

“What I need to know,” Michelle said, “is what protections the
Ghurch ias for someane coming near these kinds of things. I mean,
is there anything I can do, or have, or whatever, that would . . . that
would take care of me. Do you know what I mean?”

“You mean to keep these people from huting you? In the present
or in the past?”

“Both, I guess. I know about holy ater, and 1 know about ru-
cifixes, but it's not that sort of thing, it's not on that level, it's not a
direct physical threat. At least I hope it's not.”

1 hope so too, Well, I could say a Mass for you. I'd be happy to
do that”
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W “You were kind enough,” he began, “to let me discuss this work
ith my wife.” Dr. Pazder had been anxious to have his wife compre-
end something of the nature of this extraordinary endeavor—so that

she would understand why he was secing les of his family these days,
and spending s0 much additionl professional time with one patient
He had wanted his wife to understand how important the work was,
and to have her support. Because of the sccrecy mandated by the
doctor-patient relationship, however, he could ot have spoken about
the case—even to his own wife—without Michelles permission. She
had freely, though uncasily, given it. “I told her it's a very exceptional
situation, one that is vital not just to you as a patient but also to
psychiatry, and that I thought that a major contribution to the psychi-
atric literature would surely come out of it. I said I had no idea how
Tong it would go on but that, for as long as it did, | would do my best
toarrange things so that the cffcct on our family lfe would be as small
as possible. 'd alter the rest of my schedule, and so forth;

“1 tried to tell her something about the nature of your remember-
ing," Dr. Pazder continued. “I told her that you were totaly reliving
a childhood experience, and that it was very stressful, and that after.
ward, it took time to infegrate the information that had come out. But
there was just so much I could say without going too deeply nto it and
saying more than [ should say, even with your permission. I don't want
you to feel that your privacy has been intruded upon, or lse you'd have
a hard time talking to me. So I gave a bricf deseription, but, in a vay,
that might have been worse than not saying anything at all. In a bricf
description the things that happened to you and that are happening to
you now are almost unbelievable. I'm afaid I just wasn't able to say
enough about it so that my wife could understand and feel at peace
about it

Michelle did not reply. Dr. Pazder began to fecl that he had
perhaps made another mistake—in telling Michelle about the mistake
he had made in telling his wife

When Father Leo arrived, wearing his customary turtleneck, jeans,
and boots, he looked a bit harried, and Dr. Pazder commented on it
“I've got no less than two weddings today,” the priest said, “and a
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“Id like that very much. But what I feel the need of,a eally strong
ed, is for a prayer or something, some words to make people safe.”
“What she's worried about,” Dr. Pazder said, “isif something evil
had a grip on her or on someone clse, could you do anything about it?”
“That's what the rite of exorcism is,” Father Leo replied. “To drive
out evil”

“Could you tell me what it says?" Michelle asked camestly.

“Actually,” Father Leo said, "1 don't know it. There was  time
when it was taught to all priests, but now only a very few are trained
in exorcism. | was not. But, Michell, it's clear you're not possessed,
and I'm sure you'd agree that there’s no need for an exorcism.”

“Oh, no, I agree, That's not what I meant., It just that, well, I
seem to need to hear words. T want to have not just general words bt
alsospecific words, words that were made to deal with thissort of thing
I would give anything if I could have those words in my mind when
Igoback down there. T wouldn't be so terifed then. | don't know how
o tell you, except that I know this is what I need.” She stopped, her
lips quivering. “I know I've got to go back down there if I'm going to
e frec of my memories. .. but I just don't dare go back down unless
I'm a lttle bit protected”

Father Leo stood and placed his hand on Michelle’s shoulder. “I
getit,” he said gently. “I'l e what I can do. I'm sure the bishop has
a copy of it. And there are other people I can call. Ill get back to you
later. Right now I've got to prepare for this afternoon’s wedding” He
smiled. “There's a young couple who need some of the Church's
protections t0o.”

After Michelleleft, Dr. Pazder picked up the pile of mail that had
been lft on his coffec table that morning and began to sort through
it. A long white envelope with a familiar appearance brought him
abruptly to ful attention. It was from Dr. David Bolton.

Dr. Bolton was senior medical consultant to British Columbia's
Medical Services Commission. Just after returning from Mexico, when
it had become clear that the work with Michelle would not be over
swiftlyand that it might in fact demand great amounts of is time, Dr.
Pazder had witten to Dr. Bolton. His patient, he told Dr. Boiton,
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realized as an adult that she had actually idealized her mother, denied
her shortcomings. Yet, as Dr. Gillespie recalled, her mother had found
it difficult to cope. Michelle stepped in and took over much of the
responsibility for running the household—the sewing, the cooking. She
enjoyed it, and beyond that, she was pleased that she was helping to
hold the family together. What was good in her life, she cherished.
What was not, she endured.

Jessica Harding died in 1963. For Michelle it was a turning point.
Her life was totally changed. Her father abandoned her forever, giving
custody to grandparents, but within a year all her grandparents were
dead. She was her on her own, dependent on her own resources.

In the early therapy, Michelle worked through the emotional tur-
moil resulting from her difficult family life. And then, in 1976, when
the reliving began, she was obliged to confront the underlying, heart-
breaking, reality. During her psychiatric sessions, she attempted to set
down on paper her feelings about the past

1 think I've figured out why I ache inside out so much. I am
in mourning. Yes, a part of me is dying—really physically, nau-
seatingly, painfully dying. It's a part of “me inside,” a part | had
to have for years. It's the me who saw my mother as wonderful
and loving me terribly, the part who worshiped my mom and saw
me as the center of her world, the me who had a mom to play
with, to tell my troubles to, the me who had hot chocolate with-
her on cold nights, who was tucked in and cared for. You see, for
years it was all I let myself be, my pretend me, my me the way
1 wished and fantasized my life was.

But now, my body memories have killed my make-believe, and
1 just can't get away from it. My body has told me the reality and
never again will I have Michelle with only happy memories. I
believe that in the end the Michelle I find will be happier and
healthier even with her realities, but right now I don’t know that.
1 just feel such a tremendous loss, I feel afraid and alone without
my pretends to protect e, I feel so sad, it really hurts to let go,
to bury my make-believe world and try to live with my life as it
was. I don’t want to but I know I have to. I have to be real no
matter what the cost.
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z'm: tiny, two-passenger elevator lined with red

velvet was slowly ascending, carrying Michelle Smith up to the resi-
dence of Sergio Cardinal Pignedoli. It was the fifth of February 1978,
and she had been in Rome for two weeks, she and her friends, knocking
on the door of every Vatican official who would listen, secking an
audience for the shocking et inspiring story they had brought some
ten thousand miles, from the far side of Canada. Crammed into the
little elevator with her was Dr. Lawrence Pazder, the psychiatrist who
had been the first to hear the story, which had poured forth during a
long and agonizing year, Tall, blue-eyed, and tanned even in February,
Dr. Pazder took Michelle's hand and squeezed it, as he had so many
times before when reassurance was n

Two other companions were below, in the cardinal’s anteroom,
waiting for their turn in the clevator. One was Father Guy Merveille,
the elegant, black-browed priest to whom Michelle and Dr. Pazder had
turned when it became clear that her experience had ramifications far
beyond the bounds of psychiatry. The other was his bishop, Remi De
Roo, Roman Catholic bishop of the Diocese of Victoria, British Co-
lumbia. Skeptical at first, resistant to Michelle's story, De Roo had
become sympathetic to her and impressed by her and had insisted that
her experience required study. He had agreed that Father Merveille
accompany Michelle to Rome, to bring her story to the attention of
the highest Church officials, and he had given the priest a letter of
introduction. “Father Merveille,” he wrote, “has been entrusted with
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fire and thrust in her hand. But the heat was too fierce, and she
withdrew, her hand badly burned. She was shattered. She had tried to
help her pretend friend, who had helped her so many times, but she
had failed.

Now the circle reformed. The chanting continued in another
tempo, verse building upon verse, climbing toward a crescendo. From
her place—in the shadows to one side on the earthen floor where she
lay forgotten—Michelle saw the figures closing their circle upon the
effigy. They clustered around it, then lifted it above their heads. In a
double rank they bore it toward the fire and, after a final, pulsing,
dissonant chorus, heaved the grotesque red image into the flames.

As he sat listening to Michelle pouring out horrors in the voice of
a child, Dr. Pazder found a prayer coming to his lips unbidden. O
Lord our God,” he said silently, “protect this child from all anguish.
Free her from the terror of the past. Keep her close. Let her believe
in herself.”
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S this book goes to press, Michelle is thirty years
old. When she thinks back upon the years following her ordeal, she
does not draw upon her depths but upon her normal memory. And
what she remembers is this:

She remembers that, at first, she was sick. She remembers being.
Kept home, being told she had measles, being kept away from everyone
in a darkened room. She recalls that she wouldn’t eat, and that her
mother—perhaps her father too; she can't remember if this was one
of the times when he had returned to the family—seemed concerned.
At least they gave her anything she actually wanted to eat. What
Michelle wanted was rather limited—just salad, tomato soup, vegeta-
bles (especially cabbage), and ice cream. It was all she ate for a long
time, maybe months.

Eventually she was allowed to start school. She knows she started
school late. The other children were somewhat ahead of her, and for
a while she felt left behind.

Had anyone noticed Michelle’s absence from everyday life during
her time in the round room? She does not know. Did anyone question
her about it after her retumn? She cannot remember that anyone did.
Did she ever again sce any of the Satanists, at home or in the company
of her mother? She has no idea. Since Michelle, as a child, had no
memory of the horrible things that had been done to her in 1954 and
1955, she had no reason to be aware of such people.

Nor did she have any reason to resent her mother. In fact, she
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the phone. After the pleasantries were exchanged, Dr. Pazder said: “I
wonder, Doctor, do you remember a little girl named Michelle Hard-
ing? You were her pediatrician, | believe, in the early fifties.”

Dr. Gillespie did remember the child and her family, even though
it was twenty-odd years ago. He remembered the mother, and that she
had a number of problems with Michelle from time to time. He
remembered Michelle's having had a tonsillectomy—and he remem-
bered something about a car accident (Dr. Pazder's heart missed a
beat), a car accident that had taken place just as she'd reached school
age.

Dr. Pazder asked if the child had been hospitalized

Yes, said Dr. Gillespie, he believed so. He promised to search his
fles in the basement and report back

The call ended, the receiver back in its cradle, his hand still upon
it, Dr. Pazder sat stunned. He released a long sigh. The car accident.
The hospital. Just when Michelle said they'd happened. It was the first
outside confirmation of any of the details of her story. He found himself
more than anxious to know what other information the pediatrician’s
records would supply.

In the next several days, Dr. Pazder continued his inquirics. It was
not that he was checking up on Michelle to see if she were telling the
truth; he was not making the inquiries in that spirit, [t was more that,
asher psychiatrist, he needed to ascertain just how accurate her reliving
process was, if he was to help her properly, If the process proved to be
factually uncheckable, even unreliable, it would be necessary to know:
that, but it would not invalidate her testimony as an expression of
certain inner realities. There was, however, more to it than that. His
researches might turn up other bits and pieces of information that
could shed light on the dark events of Michelle's childhood, helping
him to help her more effectively, giving him concrete points to which
they could anchor the nightmarish revelations.

But too much time had elapsed. Officials at Royal Jubilee Hospi-
tal told him that the hospital's policy was to destroy all files after
fifteen years. It was much the same at Victoria General, which for-
merly had been named St. Joseph's Hospital—the files went back
only to 1967,
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This picture of Michelle at the age of four was taken in 1954, just before her
ordeal began.
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starting atsix cach morning, Father Amédée questioned Michele and
listened to the tape recordings made of the key happenings. Bishop De
Rooalso listened at length to the tapes. When Michelle and Dr. Pazder
went to Rome, in the company of Father Guy Merveille, and encoun-
tered a protocol problem, the bishop promptly got on a plane and flew.
halfway around the world to assist them

‘The bishop's study of the case is proceeding, For it, Michelle and
Dr. Pazder have organized the 3,000-page transcript of the audio tapes
and placed it with the bishop for safekecping. They are not impatient.
They have every confidence that, i due course, Michelle’s story will
reach all those cars for which it was intended
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“presented a most serious process requiring extraordinary frequency,
duration, and intensity. ... At this time, she is experiencing a con!

ous spontancous flooding of repressed memories. ... She has required
several hours on most days to work through her emerging memories and
feelings of abandonment and despair. With very intensive. psycho-
therapetic techniques, she has been able to continue reintegrating.
herself and coping as 4 wifc. . . . She does have the potential and
resources to resolve the past, and this is clearly indicated in her work

me.
“I have sought a second opinion because of the unusual nature of
her struggle and am engaged in frequent communication with my
colleague”—Dr. Pazder here was refering to Dr. Richards Amot:

“concerning her.... He isin agecement with my findings and therapy.

Dr. Pazder had gone on to explain that the one hour  day that
British Columbia’s medical plan covered was only fraction of the time
he was spending with Michelle, and he requested that the commission
authorize extended coverage.

Now here was the reply. It was bricf. The answer was yes, The
commission agreed that the case was cxceptionl and gave Dr. Pazder
permission to bill the medical plan for more time:

It was extremely welcome news. Dr. Pazder knew very well that he
would have provided the time anyway, permission or not. And he knew
that he would be devoting time well beyond the new limit the commis-
sion allowed. Faced with Michelle’s need and impelled by his convic-
tion that this well might be the most important case he would ever
have, of farranging significance to his profession and those it served,
he could scarcely do otherwise, But the commission had lfted a heavy
part of the burden. It would make a real difference

Slightly exhilarated, he picked up the phone: For some time he had
been meaning to call  physician named Andrew Gillespie, Dr. Gilles
pic’s offices were just two floors above in the same building, yet Dr.
Pazder had had a certain subliminal diffculty in getting himself to
contact Dr. Gillespie. Wasit, Dr. Pazder wondered, that he was afaid
Dr. Gillespie might not tell him what he expected to hear,or that he
might?

Dr. Pazder dialed and waited as Dr. Gillespie's nurse called him to
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Michelle at the age of a year and a half was still a happy child, unaware that

her mather had emotional problems and that her father was alcoholic and
wsually absent
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Michelle today is very real. She is not a dweller in some psychic
limbo. The remembering is no longer with her. She is a busy and
cheerful person. She has faced her past and resolved her feelings about
it. It is hard for her to forgive her mother, but she hopes her mother
will be forgiven. Michelle understands her and cares for her and prays
for her.

‘When Michelle has to recall that bad time, as she did during the
‘period in which this book was written, she feels fresh pain. But the pain
is manageable, and it goes away. To Michelle, the truth is very impor-
tant—worth the pain, worth the two years of her life she has spent on
it. She has traveled to Rome to convey its message, and she has at-
tended several psychiatric conventions with Dr. Padzer to talk about
aspects of her extraordinary experience.

A friend asked her what means most to her today, and she replied,
“The child,” referring not to herself but to every forgotten or abused
child. Later, thinking it over, she wrote an amplification

If we can no longer hear that child, then we have lost the
meaning of life. We must never as adults abandon the child in
all of us—the innocence, the trust, the wonderment, the unyield-
ing hope and belief in good. We must keep it safely protected,
close to the heart, where all children should be, to return to if we.
Tose sight of who we are and where we began. This is the true part
of us that was there, unblemished, before we started to grow, the
part that no one can take away. It is that tiny, warm spot we all
possess, which helps us move beyond the darkness to the sun-
shine, not because we see it but because we know it is there.

Michelle hopes the book wil alert people to the horror of hurting
children. The possibilty that another child is now being prepared for
the next Feast of the Beast—it s the time for it— is very much on her
mind.

Toboth Michelle and Dr. Pazder, the friendship of Bishop De Roo
has meant much. From their first meeting with him they have found
him acute and compassionate. When Michelle’s remembering was
finished, he asked a priest and scholar, Father Amédée Dupas, to make
a thorough investigation. Working eighteen hours a day for a week,
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I've got nowhere to go but up to where Malachi is. I don't
want to, but I've got no one to say that to. I don't want to get
close to them, [ knew what they wanted me to say, but I couldn't
even say | wanted Malachi. | didn't. | didn't want to go neac him,
Please make their eyes go away! It's ke I'm paralyzed and every-
one's looking. And when I got really close ... there's something
on the table. I¢'s covered up. I can tell you that by this time I was
terrifid of anything that was covered up. It was going to be  big.
bunch of worms or bugs or something. What are they going to
do? I can't stand those eyes! I was so afraid of Malachi. He's not
sayirg anything, I'm so scared. I'm so scared of him. My eyes are
beginning to sce double. I can sce two of Malachi. They re both
red. I can't see straight. I don't want to lie on anything cold.

Michelle was forced tolie down on a slab of stone, and they started
taunting her, pinching her, and flicking their fingers at her. Then
Malachi approached. He was so frightening, he didn't even seem like
Malachi anymore, just a red thing walking toward her, but she couldn’t
run away; the nurse was standing right over her. The red thing grinncd
‘down at her and began taking her dress off. Michelle didn't want him
to; she wished she had a white dress to wear. But then her dress was
off and she was cold. The others were chanting now at the top of their
voices, and incense filled the air. Michelle felt she was suffocating; she
couldn't breathe.

The red thing’s hurting me. He's ressing on my stomach and
my chest. He's pressing the air out of me. He's pushing on my:
tummy, It fecls like my insides are going to squish out. The nurse:
is doing something down below. I want to see if my insides are
coming out, but I can'tsee. | tred to kick with my arms and legs,
but someone pulled them apart. The nurse just keeps teling me-
10 stop. I don't want to. I don't want to, I don't want tol I'm
crying and telling them I don't want to. Then Malachis gone.
“They were poking something down there. | looked down, and
there was this little thing lying there. It was lying between my
legs, and 1 could see it was a baby! A baby!
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wanited to get out of the circle, right away. She ran from one to the
other, throwing herself against their legs, hoping someone would give
way, but no one did. They were too big and she was too small. She ran
faster and faster, but it didn't bother them; they were getting excited,
too. Whatever they were doing, it scemed to be working, because:
Malachi was dancing about on the stage next to the white thing. He
was painted red, and Michelle thought he looked like a monkey, she.
thought he looked stupid the way he was jumping around. They were
allin a frenzy, which seemed about to cxplode:

They allstarted erecping around. They were stillin the circle,
but they were creeping and they were saying something about

. something about how they wanted the Evil One to come.
Everybody was looking at me. It gave me the creeps. [ did't want.
o be looked at like that. I wanted to rub their eyes out. It was
really stormy out. I could hear the rain and the wind. They kept
moving faster and faster. Then they started coming in close. |
didn't want any of them touching me. I nearly got suffocated, just
like by one of those snakes that squeezes you to death. That's
what's gonna happen to me. It was making my head dizzy and
1 was 50 tired,

‘The next thing she remembered, she looked up at the front and saw
Malachi and the nurse standing there, as if something were about to
happen, Malachi vas still painted red, but he wasn't jumping around
in that funny way anymore. He had erazy eyes, and Michelle didn'tfeel
like laughing at him. Al o a sudden the air changed and Michelle felt
that MMMMMMNNNNNNNN, the grating and pressure she had
felt the fist night as the procession marched in, The people in the
cicle were stillswaying and moving thythmically, but they were chant-
ing louder and louder and they were getting scarier and scarier, Mi-
chelleTooked up and saw her mother at the front beside Malachi; she
was sitting in a chairlike a princess. Malachi said nothing, but his eyes
said, “Come here.” Michelle resisted his ferce gaze, but then the circle
started closing in again, and she was forced forward
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“I don't understand!” she cried. “Eerything is all—it's allso spa-
' ratedi T don't understand. 1 feel like I've done everything wiong.”

“You haven't done anything wrong. You've done well”

Michellecrid fora long time. When the sobsdied avay, they were
both exhausted. 1t was well after midnight when they left the office

The next day was just s dificlt for Michelle. Dr. Pazder spoke
into the tape recorder on Saturday, November 26, summing up their
frustrations:

It i now eight-thirty in the evening. We have been trying to
work; but our cfforts have only brought pain and terror to Mi-
chelle.

Every day had been an agony. The lttle girl in the round room was
on the verge of death, and Michelle felt fragil, drained. She was
fighting for her lif, tenaciously hanging onto the present because she
was afaid to g back to the past. But in the seconds that it had taken
Dr. Parder to speak those few sentences, she had returned to the
remembering.

“I'm all messed up,” she cried. “They took the things off me. Out
of my mouth. Out of my ears. 1 didn't move. I didn't open my eyes.
Tjust lay there for a long time.” She was silent again

“I don't understand!” she sereamed suddenly. “T'm just . all a
mess. | got blood all over! In my nose and my mouth ... I'm all black
and blue! I'm all a mess! I'm all broken up. . .. Oh, my hair! Some
of my hair’s come out! Where's my hair? I got no fingernail there

there. It's gone. And my baby toe! My baby toenail’s gone! Where'd
it go? I'm allthe wrong color. I'm all broken. I'm just ling there. I'm
ying. | don't wan to movel

Dr. Pazder could see the child almost as clearly as if she were on
the examining table i front of him. He had sen ma X
dren. Children who had been locked up in fithy, dark rooms with litle
ornothing to at fo days and weeks. Children who were black and blue
and bleeding from beatings. He had scen children who'd been tortured
in every way, but he had never scen a child as cruelly treated as this
youngster who was suddenly seeing herself as she was
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I'm il Is that right, sir? I'm all poisoned. 1 know. I know. 'm
worse than everybody. [ know. Yes, sr. | don't have a mother. No, sir.
I wasn't born. | won't get upset anymore. I won't go near anybody.
I keep my mouth shut. Don't hurt my mom. I don't know any-
thing. ...
It's written down. They wrote everything down in the book. They
wrote my name. And all the bad things that would happen to me. They
wrote it all down. They'd know who I was. They said Id be all lone,
all my lfe.

They said I'd wasted almost the whole year for everyone. Everyone
had other things to do. They'd all had to waste their time on me. T was
the worse thing they'd ever met. Al the people that have dicd, all the
things that have happened—it's all my fault. I have to be taught a
lesson. I'm going to be sorry. I'm going to be sorry. | am sorry. | already
am sorry. I'm sorry to everybody. .

1don't want to be scared anymore. | can't take any more. I'm going
to go away like I was told, because I'm going to be lost anyway. I'm
s0 scared. I'm scared. she was screaming and crying as she began to
ascend]

Twent away deep .. . way down decp. | felt | was all apart. 1t like
Tleft me. 1€’ like falling backward, except you sce yourself way up there
and you fall away from yoursclf.

Tcan't take any more. Help me. Please. Please, don't lose me.

bR pazpeR: We're not going to lose you

sicHLLE: Please don't et me get lost. Please don't

DR pazoer: You're not going to get lost

sricigLLe: What's the matter with me? 1 don't make any sense

oR. pazoER: You do make sense. Yes, you do make sense.

smcupLLe: | fecl crazy.

DR pazoer: You're not. It all makes sense to me. Those are their
suggestions. They're just suggestions that they gave you; that needleis
clouding you up a little bit, but that’s not going to last

snicHeLLE: They can get you away from me. They can make things
eally terrible

DR, pazoe: No, they can't get me avay from you. They have no
hold on me. None at all.
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buzzed him to report a call from Dr. John McCracken, there was far

less silver than there soon would be.

Dr. McCracken was a general practitioner in Victoria. “I'm calling
about Michelle Smith,” he told Dr. Pazder. “I've had to hospitalize
her. She's having some trouble with bleeding. She had a miscarriage
six weeks ago and despite repeated D&Cs and medication, she contin-
ues to hemorrhage. Not only that, but her grief over the miscarriage
is extremely severe and persistent. I'm beginning to think the problem
isn'tjust physiological but that there’s some sort of psychogenic aspect.
That's why I called you"

“It sounds pretty upsetting. Did you talk to her about my coming
in to see her?” Dr. Pazder asked

‘Yes, 1 did. In fact, she encouraged me to call. | know about the
work you did with her before and Id be grateful for your opinion.”

‘What neither doctor then knew was that Michelle, the night be-
fore, had been moved into the hospital ward in which her mother had
dicd of cancer. Michelle had panicked and had felt she was dying too.
The next moming she had asked Dr. McCracken to call Dr. Pazder.

The psychiatrist was shocked when he saw Michelle. A pretty
young woman of twenty-seven, with a heartshaped face, a delicate
mouth, and bountiful brown curl, she had been vital and bright the
last time he had scen her—four months before, when she and her
husband, Doug, had brought some salmon he'd caught to Dr. Pazder
and his wife. But now the face was as pale as the pillowcase, and the
big brown cyes were full of tears

She told him then about being in the ward where her mother had
died—by now she had been moved again—and she confessed her
apprehension about the bleeding. He allowed her to cry, to say what
she felt, and at the end of the visit she smiled faintly and told him she
supposed she'd survive. When he returned the next day, however,
though her color was improved, she stil scemed distressed, and after
some gentle probing he encouraged her to tell him what was troubling
her

“Lhad a dream last week,” she said, her lips beginning to tremble.
It was clear to Dr. Pazder that this was no ordinary dream.

“A bad dream?
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m{i.\' Michelle came back the next morning, she

seemed very quiet and somewhat apprehensive. She and Dr. Pazder
exchanged a few words and then she went over to the couch and lay
down. She could not seem to get comfortable at first, but finally she
propped one of the pillows behind her back. That seemed to be better.
It was as if she needed to have her back protected.

Dr. Pazder moved his chair next to the couch and quietly tured
on the tape recorder.

Michelle fidgeted with her fingers and then began talking about a
subject familiar to both of them from the therapy years before.

“J was going to try to talk about my weight a bit,” she began,®
“because up until the last three weeks I'd been able to keep it under
control. You know—normal. Just normal eating habits. But the last
three weeks, it's compulsive . .. | was thinking last night, I was trying
tothink about when I first started, you know, gaining weight and things
like that. T was thin at the start of Grade 1. Really thin. And by the
time I was in Grade 2, | was a blimp. And my mother up until then
had really a nice figure.”

Dr. Pazder recognized the possibility that some family crisis at that
time had triggered a sudden gain in weight. It was common that whole
families would abruptly become obese when confronted by a problem

*This dislogue and simlar dialoguc i this ook, as wel s the indented materal,
ar taken nearly verbatin from the transeript o the tape recordings made during the
fourteen months of pychiatic sesions.

[15]
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‘MCHELLE‘S remembering had become re-

lentless, She and Dr. Pazder were working daily without respite, and
he was beginning to worry about her. There was littl time to integrate
her experiences before she was flooded with new ones. One day, while
she was remembering, the five-year-old Michelle told him, “I don't
think there's a sun anymore. | haven't seen any for so long. Maybe it's
not there anymore.” That day he decided it was essential to take a break
and get their fect on the ground.

‘The Pacific Northwest is beautiful in the spring, when the long
winter rains cease and the sun climbs high over the mountains
Michelle packed them a lunch, and they drove to the top of a small
mountain near Thetis Lake, just outside the city of Victoria, The wild
flowers were blooming, and Michelle thought the trilliums looked like
a flock of little nuns fiying low over the ground. There were birds in
al the trees.

Inevitably their talk turned to Michelle’s experiences. But the sur-
roundings inspired them to put everything that was happening into a
perspective that gave a more hopeful meaning to Michelle's sufering
At Home again that night, Michelle wrote Dr. Pazder a letter

1 didn't quite understand when you started to talk, but the
more we talked the more it grew. Reflecting now, it doesn't
surprise me that we talked of what we did, because the pure and
innocent things of the world were all around us, like arows
pointing to the truth.

[155]
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the same, only bwenty-two years apart. She wondered, as she often had
before, why she was remembering all this now.

“Another thing that struck me,” Dr. Pazder remarked, “was that
1 don't know when these dates may correspond again. I've been able
to check up through 1996 and it doesn't happen within that time. It's
also interesting because it helps us to understand that these people
scem to move opposite from the Church, At Christmas, instead of a
joyous birth, they arranged a death. And for Ash Wednesday, when the
Church reminds us of our physical mortality, their focus, though
twisted, is on life and children: See?” He pointed to the date on the
firs table. “That ceremony was on February 23 in 1955, which is where
you were in your memories that day. And Ash Wednesday fell on
February 23 this year too—the day you told me about that ceremony.”

“What [ talked about tonight has something to do with these
opposites too,” Michelle said. “It docs have something to do with the
children. We're leading up to Easter now, and they're going to do
something opposite. They have to get the children all ready by Easter.
I'mso terrified for the children, [d ike to ask Father Leo to remember
them when he says Mass this Sunday.”

“Well, we'll find out what these dates mean soon enough,” Dr.
Pazder said. “But | want to say one more thing before Doug gets here.
And I want you to listen hard.  don't want you to dwell on these dates.
I grant you, they are interesting. I think we'llind they are significant
in the context of your memorics, and they may help us understand
more as we go on. On the other hand, the dates may be nothing more
than coincidence. We don't know. So don't let yourself get too worried
about it.”

“Okay,” Michelle said, but she was not at all sure she could keep
from being concerned

When Doug arrived, Dr. Pazder told him how much Michelle had
gone through in the session. Doug helped her into the car, and they
started for home. He asked no questions
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for hearing and for letting me hear through my agony what I was
saying. Together we've arrived where we have, knowing what we
do. Thank God for that knowing. I’ a kind of tuning point.

From inside the efigy, Michelle sensed that the atmosphere in the
round room was angry and menacing. Ever since the last ceremony,
Malachiand the others had been glaring at the effigy and yelling things
in her direction. It felt like a storm. Everybody looked all black and
scary, and once in a while someone—Malachi, the nurse, or the lady.
—would come up close to the statue and all of a sudden their eyes
would b looking in at her. Sometimes she would forget whose cyes they.
really were, and she would imagine that the white thing had tumed
inside out and was staring in at her.

Inside the efiy it was even more confining and frightening than
efore. After the lat ceremony, the possessed lady had angrily seized
Michelle and tied her tightly to the stepladdet, to be sure she didn't
burst out again at the wrong time. It was hard to slecp that way, and
it made her feel completely helples, especially when the spiders came.

Michelledid't know where they came from, but one day there vas
 mass of littl red spiders. Were they real, she wondered, or just a
horrble nightmare? They swarmed up the stepladder from the pool of
red liquid at the basc, and wherever they crawled, they left a thin red
trail. Michelle could hardly bear them. She couldn'tjust let them cravl
allover her; she had to'illthem, But her hands were ted. They crawled
in her eyes, up her nose, and into her ears and hair. Michelle coulda't
stand it. She couldn’t move; there was nothing she could do except try
to shake them off. But moving just made them creep, which vas even
worse, The snakes began to eat some of them—but had't she gotten
rid of allthe snakes? Her mind began to reel. In the dim light coming
through the eyes she could even see the spiders'legs hanging out of the
snakes’ mouths. She did't know how o stop it, didn't know what to
do. So she just went dead. In her mind she shut everything up tight,
ven her nose. She told herself she had no skin, no hair, no eyes. She
particularly didn't want to have cars. The spiders bit her, but she didn't
eact; she adamantly refused to have any feclings

“The only things she couldn't turn off were the voices of the people
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‘We sat down, and you started to talk about the people in my
life, the people back there who had hurt me so badly. You talked
about them as evil people trying very, very hard to make evil
happen, to bring life to their wickedness

All of a sudden the confusion isn't there. I understand their
deliberateness. I understand their planning. I understand what
they're trying to get me to do. I¥s much more than remembering.
1t insight into a desperate space.

T was talking to you about all the defals, all the rules and
segulations they had, the methods they had to follow. Had to.
You said, it's that “had to” that makes evil. If things just are,
naturally, you don't Aave to do so many things. But they had to.
I'm beginning to think they were more desperate than I was.
They can frighten you . . . and your fear is their tool. The fear
that evil can exist without your wanting it to.

Butit cannot. It just cannot. If you believe what they tell you,
then it does exist. But if you don't, then it's impossible. I know
that. I know how hard they tried. Isn't my life a testimony to how:
hard they tried? The only way they could have reached me was
to love me. But they can't love. That goes against what they are.
S0l couldn't be what they wanted me to be. Evil can't exist where:
there’s love. That's what they were trying to destroy. That's what
they were trying to break down. They were trying to make me
believe that love doesn't exist—that my family didn’t love me,
they didn't love me, even my body didn't love me. Nothing did:
I nothing was there, then evil could be there. But only if I let
it, and I wouldn't let it. Because I wouldn't, they could not
segenerate the Devil, With goodness, he's completely impotent.
1 know that, and that is a very deep, profound knowing.

Not everyone can love as an adult. I think that's what getting
in touch with nature is all about. It not getting in touch with
the trees and the grass and the flowers. It's getting back in touch
with what comes naturally—love, trust, innocence.

Love is the opposite of hate and evil. Love opposes hate and
evil: As long as love exists, the others can't. Knowing this, the
unfolding of my memories gives a validity to my life: Thank you
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her temples or her spine to investigate, but her head and her back hurt
for daysaftenvard. Again Michelle had the fecling that something vas
about to happen. She was tense waiting.

They lit a big fire in a comer of the round room. The fire made it
even hotter inside the effigy. They never let it go out. Next to the fire
they assembled 2 whole collection of crosses—paper ones, wooden
ones, crosses made of dead holly. Some they ripped apart, some they
chopped up. They threw all of them into the fire.

Michelle saw that they had another dead baby, and she cried out
for them to stop, but they didn’tlisten. They nailed its lttle hands and
feet to a big wooden cross that they had saved from the fire, and then
they broke all the bones in its body.

It was sick what they did. It was sick. They hurt it so. I don't
care if it was dead. It stll could hurt. O, the poor lttle thing.
Why didn't they do that to me? Why didn't they? Not a baby!
Not another baby! They just threw it on the fire, just like it was
nothing but a picce of wood:

Now they were draping everything in black. They were wearing
their black robes again, and their faces were painted white. The candles
were red. Abruptly, they all turned and faced the effigy, their s fixed.
Michelle watched, unable to move, too frightened to scream, as they
proceeded slowly acros the room toward her:

They are putting me upside down in that red thing. I'm
upside down. I'm ot right-side up anymore, Why am I upside
down? I don't want to be here. No! No! Help me! Please don't
do this to me! No! Don't go away! Don't leave e here like this
I can't see. I can't breathe right. I can't swallow like this. Don't
leave me like this.

I'm going to die. What if I hang here for about a year? No
one will ever know I exist and the spiders will eat me up, I can't
stand it Please come back. Please, somebody, hear me. Come
back! I'l love you. I'l love you. Come back! Gome back!
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Michelle told him how hard the therapy had been and hinted that
it had taken a toll in her private lifc her friendships, cven her marriage.
Her nearly total absorption in it and the extremely long hours she was
devoting to it—both scemed to be distancing her somewhat from the
people around her. She was worried about that

“Well,” said Dr. Paterson, “you know what they say: Therapy is a
litle like climbing a mountain. The struggle really comes just as you
reach the top. You know you're near, but you can't quite see over it
yet. Just keep on working the way you have been, and suddenly you'll
find that you're at the top of the mountain

“You may als find,” he went on, “that partly because of this work
youll grow differently from the way'you would have, differently from
the people around you. You might even grow away from some of them.
“Thisis normal, and in the long run, as you meet new people, you'll have
a beter basis for friendship.”

‘The gentle, matter-of-fact way Dr. Paterson spoke was enormously
consoling. It gave xtra meaning to the struggle. And it was also good
t0 hear from him these things she had also heard from Dr. Pazder, For
Michelle, the five minutes with Dr. Paterson were buoying. She put
away the tape recorder and drove back home.

Once again, the round room. Michelle was standing, not allowed
to move. She was supposcd to listen, to pay attention. But she was so
tired. The man in black was stll reading from the black book.

A knot of dark figures were proceeding toward her; as they emerged
from the subterrancan gloom she saw that they had a child with them.
It wasa gir, of about her own age. The child was terribly familar, but
Michelle’s fatigued mind could not focus on the question of where she.
had seen her before. And then, in a sudden, sickening moment, she
knew. It was her pretend friend. How could they have captured her
pretend friend?

How had they known? How had they found out? Had they heard
Michelle talking to her? Maybe they'd scen her at the hospital and
recognized that it was she who had kept Michell’s spirits up, helped
her maintain her independence, nourished her determination not to
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“But now I'm a mess. I'm mixed up. I've got hair falling out. I'm
all broken!”

“Hairs grow back,” Ma Mére assured her. “And we can fix bones
that hurt”

“But what about inside?” the distraught chid cried. “I'm a mess
inside. | know I am. I'm too scared!” The litle girl was crying hard.
“I'm too scared!”

Ma Mére looked at her tenderly
you when you can hear someonc.

“Hear what?" She did not understand at all.

“Be careful when you start to listen. Always follow what you hear
—here,” and she touched her heart. “Everybody needs to cry, but not
alone. Don't cry about this alone. Be carcul. | don't want you to get
Tost”

don't understand "

“We'll put everything that you've seen and heard, well put it in
a safe place. We'll keep it safe.”

“How will the cars know where it is?”

“There i a special time and a special place when all the things you
have seen and heard . . . you will remember them exactly.”

“I don't want to. | want to forget about them!”

“Shhh. Shhh. I know you do. We would all like to forget about
them”

“Does our Father know about what that bad man is doing with all
the little bones and stuf?” the child asked.

“He know

“Then why did I have to?” she asked in bewilderment.

Ma Mere rocked her gently in her arms. “Children hear best from
other children,” she explained

“How will | know what to do?”

1 find a way. But you must be carcful. The people here will
it when you can speak. They willlke it less when you walk
When you find a hand, hold on tight.”

“Why can't you stay with me?” the chid cried

“Shhh. You are so afraid inside you are not hearing cverything I am

“The scars on the outside will help
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outside. They had gathered outside the cffigy again, and to Michelle
their voices were like dripping water. It was 5o hot that sometimes she
felt as if the walls of the efigy were closing in on her.

Michelle was lying on her back. She was not inside the ffigy; she
vaguely remembered having been untied and carried through a tunnel
away from the round room. She had never seen the place she was in
before, and she had never scen the man who now looked down at her
blankly

He was very tall and he held himself erect, the way soldiers do. His
ere pale blue, his hair a sort of dark gray, and he had a receding.
g, He had teible Skinal pited;an the sharpest nose Michelle
had cverscen. She thought that i he ever fel over,his nose would stk
right into the ground. He was called the doctor

The room was lttle and had no windows. There was a big sink and
a metal table on wheels, Michelle saw that she was lying on a sort of
counter. The doctor thrust his arms under her body and placed her on.
an old wooden wheel, like the kind her mother had used to wind the
garden hose on. He bent her backward around the wheel, tied her
hands to her feet, and spun her around. Michelle didn't understand
why he would do that, except that it hurt a lot

“The litle room was a terrible place to be. They only brought her
there to hurt her, and Michelle was brought there again and again. One
day the doctor stuck something hot down Michelle's throat. It was very
painful, and when it was over it hurt for the rest of the day. Michelle
didn't understand what they were doing, but she was afraid that they
were changing her inside. That would be her punishment for shoving
all those snakes out the effigy's mouth.

On another day, Michelle was tied down to the table on wheels.
Cloaked strangers assisted as the doctor approached Michelle and did
something to her head. The pain was so intense she thought she would
faint, but she did not, and it continued. When he was fnished she was
untied, tumned over, and retied so that she had. to lie flat on her
stomach, She couldn't see what he was doing, but she felta searing pain
at the base of her spine. This time she did faint. When she awoke, she
was inside the efigy again, tied to the stepladder. She couldn't touch
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C HE construction company Doug Smith worked for

gave him a weck at a resort hotel up-island. It was just what he and
Michelle needed, a chance to do nothing very complicated all day long:
Get a suntan. Breakfast, lunch, dinner. The psychiatric sessions were
‘not mentioned; it was as if that had become a forbidden topic.

Dr. Pazder also felt the need fora holiday. For two weeks he, his
brother Ron, and their families, fished at Sooke and Deep Bay. Dr.
Pazder's oldest son, Lawrence, landed the prize salmon, a thirty-four-
pounder. They barbecued several salmon over evening campfires, At
the end of the two weeks, both families drove to Dr. Pazder's parents'
place in Edmonton, where the large Polish clan was gathering. His
father—a successful businessman, accomplished violinist, and amateur
astonomer—and his mother—a wise and loving woman—presided over
the traditional Polish feasts, There was singing and dancing until al
hours.

Michelle's vacation ended before Dr. Pazder's and, back in Vic-
toria she found herself besct by the same heavy psychological pressures.
She drove to the Fort Royal Medical Centre to record some thoughts
for him, and while she was there, taping in his offce, his colleague Dr.
Jim Paterson saw the open door and stuck in his head. For the instant
before her expression brightened to say hello, he saw the strained look
on her face. He went in and sat down, and soon the two were camestly
conversing. A warm, fatherly man, the oldest member of the Fort Royal
psychiatric group, Dr. Paterson was easy to open up to.

[+89]
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he child grumbled. “I'm a mess
you come back sooner?”
Ma Mere responded gently. *I came as

“Well, I'm not very happ
Where were you? Why dids

“I wanted to, ma petite,
so0n as | could.”

“Well, I don't understand!"” The little girl was indignant. “I'm tired
and I'm sick. And [ hurt. I'm not going to look at anything anymore.
Nothing matters,” she shouted.

I 1 had come any sooner,” Ma Mére told her, it would have hurt
you more.”

“How? How?” the child shouted. “I'm a mess! I'm never going to
be the same again!”

“No, you probably won't,” Ma Mére agreed sadly. She smilld at
the child and asked, “Do you have something for me?”

Uhhuh,” came the grudging reply:

Dr. Pazder watched Michelle stretch out her hand and open it.
“There,” she said, “you better take good care of it. I haven't got
anything else.” She started crying, and so did Ma Meére

“Why are you crying?” the little girl asked. “Please don't cry. I
don’t want you to cry. You're making me cry, and | don’t want to cry.”
And then the tears came.

“Are you mad at me?” Ma Mére asked quietly
The child struggled to master her voice. “1 don't think 'm mad at
1 just feel mad. I'm grouchy.”

“But you gave me the bone,” Ma Mere said. “I know how you hung
onto it

“Was I supposed to? I didn't even know if 1 was supposed to. |
didn't know.”

“You did exactly the right thing.”

“I thought you'd be mad at me! | wasn't supposed to be like a dog,
but I buried the bone, just like a dog.”

“That's where it should be, Ma Mere told her. “It is muuch better

Yo

Tsaw,” the child said. “Didn't 17 Did I see right? Or did I do the

wrong thing? I'm all mixed up.”
“You did cxactly the right thing.”
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Blood poured down over her ees. And all of a sudden Michelle didn't
care what she did anymore, because she felt she was going to dic
Aanyway.

Outraged, humiliated, and in pain, she ran to the round bed, where
she had left the white book so many months before. When she reached
under the mattress it was still there. She didn't really know what the
‘book was or why it was important, except that it was white and their
world was black. She sensed that, like the crosses she had made, the
white book would keep them away from her.

‘As so0n as they saw what she had, they froze. The fire was rcaring
in the comer, and Michelle had a feeling she knew where the book
would end up. But not all of it She had to keep some of it with her,
50 he tore some pages out and stuffed them in her mouth. Other pages
she pressed against her body, trying to make herself white again, and
they stuck because her body was wet with the red liquid. They were
coming at her now, coming to get the book, but all they got was the
cover, not the insides. As Malachi came toward her, she desperately
threw a handful of pages in his face and ran, scattering paper every-
where

‘After the confinement of the efigy, it felt good just to run. But she
wanted to do more than that. She wanted to tear the room apart, to
destroy anything that meant something to them.

As they serambled to gather up pages and throw them in the fir,
Michellescurried to the stone table they had decked out with a special
cloth. Malachi's knife was there, and a lot of big silver cups. As \
chelle threw the first cup into the fire, the possessed lady began to
shrick. But Michelle didn't care. She had always been afaid of the
possessed lady, but now Michelle was too furious to carc.

T've seen so many people hurt. I saw that lady Killed Lsaw the
babies killed. I've heard too many things! I've been left alone too
long. Now it's verything at once, and I hate it I just hate t! The
only thing I can do s throw their things in the fire. Most of them
don't burn right, they just smoke, but I don't care. I want them
to. I want everything to burn up.
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“Go to her, Michelle,” said a voice. “Give her a hug"

Michelle raced to the little form on the soil and put her arms
around it. And then Michelle screamed. The pretend friend's head had
rolled to one side. It had been chopped off. So had her arms and legs.
Chopped off and then put back together on the ground so that the body
would appear to be whole.

Through her tears Michelle looked up at the faces surrounding her.
They were laughing that soundless, wild-cyed laughter she had first
seen so many months before, that first night when Malachi was holding
her above his head and pointing her and those people had stood in the
doorway, watching her agony.

Michelle was pulled away from the corpse, and several of the figures
began to pile the severed limbs on a white cloth. She began to scream
again, and a pleasant voice said, “You can go over and put her back
together again if you want, Michelle.”

1 tried and [ tried and I tried. But I couldn’t. None of them
would help me. Please help! Someone has to hold some of the
picces together while 1 go get the rest of them. I don't have
enough arms and legs, I've got to go get the rest. . . .

1 tried and she fell apart. See, they let me have her and she
fell apart. They thought it was funny.

1 was telling them to put her together again and they said,
“There’s nothing there. I¢s just picces.”

1 tried for the longest time. | knew once I quit trying I'd lose
my arms and legs. It just got to be more of a mess. Instead of
helping her I was messing her up more. It's hopeless. I¥’s hopeless,
1 feel like dying. That's how I'm supposed to feel. Please! Please!
My head’s gotta stay on or they can put in ugly things. What's
goingon? I don’t understand. I'm really getting mixed up, There’s
something wrong. I'm running out of time. I feel like I'm going.
to faint. I'm going numb. I'm in trouble. Please help me.

“It's okay,” Dr. Pazder whispered. “I'm right here. I'm with you.”
“I don’t know where | am.”
“You're right here.”
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Michelle listened as the footsteps receded and a door slammed shut.
There was pressure all around her body, and a wetness against her skin
that she couldn't explain She feltlike toothipaste in a tube, and it made
her angry, angrier than she had ever been at anything they had ever.
done to her. But the pressure was increasing, and she was terriied
again. It really hurt, and she was afraid she was going to be squeezed
to death.

Michelle was not left long by hersclf. She heard them shuffing in
again, heard them gathering around the effigy. She could see nothing
but biackness, but she knew they were there, Malachi and the others,
dressed in black. Then the darkness was penctrated by a soft wailing,
like the sound a wolf makes under a full moon.

Something is happening. It feels like someone’s thrown a pail
of water on me, and now . . . it's like . . . I'm being born. I have:
something thick wrapped around my neck,

My bottom comes out first. That makes me feel like my legs
are breaking. 1t hurts. NotNot 1 feel like I'm going to break in
half. I can't breathe. Not Help! I'm . ... I'm . ... 'im out! I'm out
of that red thing. Malachi's cutting that cord around my neck so
it doesn't choke me to death. He says he is giving life to me.

Michelle's first thought was that she felt stupid. She had tumbled
out, bottom fist, and there everybody was,allined up and waiting. She
felt really clumsy, with everybody looking at her. They were like a
curtain of black, pierced by the white faces.

As they stared down at her, Michelle slowly became conscios of
what she looked like. She was on her hands and knees. The Rooraround
her was soaked with red liquid. Michelle herself was all red and wet,
and she thought she had lost er skin

Her head was still hurting, and so was her spine. Now, out in the
light, with her hands free, she reached to see what the doctor had done
that had hurt her so much. At first she was puzzled. There were litfle
knobs scun to her head, and a long tail coming out of her spine. When
she realized what they had done to her, she began to scream. In spite
of the pain, she reached up and ripped off firt the horns, then the tal.
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give in, Were they so clever that they could even tell what one’s secret
pretends were? That was the most frightening thing of all

And now Michelle realized that her pretend friend had never left
her, She'd always been there, on onc level or the other, always on hand
to fan the little spark of courage, to say the funny, sassy thing that
‘would amuse Michelle and take her mind away from the horrors, or give
hera fragment of understanding that made the ghastliness comprehen-
sible .. and therefore bearable. But, before, she'd aways been free.
Now she was in their grasp. They had trapped her

“Don't hurt her!” Michelle called out. “Don’t hurt her. She never
hurt anybody.” But they did not acknowledge her crics. They were lost
in the harsh, thythmic litany recited by the man in black

Once sure that they had Michelle’s full attention, they tumed to
the pretend friend. An old woman came forward and, with a knife,
started hacking away at the pretend friend’s lovely brown hair. Two
other robed figures came forward and, scooping some sort of muck from
a bucket, shthered it onto the pretend friend's face and arms and
clothes. For a long time they appeared to be grappling with the pretend
friend's head; when they were done they stood back and showed Mi-
chelle what they had done: The pretend friend's teeth had been pulled,
and blood was running from her mouth

“The black cloaks again obscured the child. After a long time, they
again parted. The pretend friend was now lying on the ground

She helped me so much, She's my friend and now I'm not
being her friend. They're cutting all her hair off. She always liked
her hair. She liked it neat and tidy. She liked it braided with
ibbons on the end. She abways kept her clothes neat. She used
to play a lot but she never got dirty. Now they're messing her up
and I can't help her. We swore we'd do anything for each other
and now I'm not helping her. I've broken my promise. They've
already made her eyes shut and they've taken all her teeth out
She always had such a nice smile and all her tecth were straight
Thase to stand there. I have to just stand there. T feel like they're
cutting me apart.
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saying. If you start going too fast or too slow, you may not get where
you need to be at the right time.”

“But we've run out of time,” the

“No,” Ma Mére said confidently. “We have just enough time.”

“Got time to talk about mouses?" Michelle was trying to stretch
out the conversation so Ma Mére would not leave.

“Got time to talk about mouses,” Ma Mére said lovingly.

“They got whiskers, you know,” the litle gl informed her. “They
like to cat cheese. They all got funny litle noses that go snif, sniff,”
and Michelle wrinkled her nose and sniffed. “They got really big ears
and they sleep in little holes.”

Ma Meére smiled. “You don't have to sleep in a hole.” She picked
up a corner of the blue scarf that covered her head and touched it to
her tongue and began cleaning Michelle off in the ageold way of
mothers.

“T'm not a baby,” Michelle protested
1 know,” Ma Mére smiled down at her. “But I'l clean you off a
fe. 1 like to hold you"

1f you want to, I guess it's all ight " Michelle’s crankiness was a
thing of the past. She was delighting in Ma Mére's warmth and tender-
ness. Michell sighed happily. “You smell good,” she said. “Will I ever
smell good again?”"

Ma Mére held her a little closer. “You never smelled bad.” The
woman and the child were silent. Michelle was fecling better. The pain
was cbbing. Her head felt clear again. She closed her eyes and pressed
her check against Ma Meére’s shoulder. Michelle felt safe at last.

“What will happen to my hair?” she asked slecply.

“It will grow back”

“It doesn't feel lke it wil ever be the san

hild worried.

she worried. “I'm.

“I get scared,” Ma Mére said. “I get scared when it hurts."
“What will I do when I go hom
“You will start to see and start to hear. You won't do make-believe.
You will make a bed that's good and safe. You won't see much of your
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Michelle turned on Malachi. She was sure he would kill her, so she
had nothing tolose. That gave her strength. She looked straight at him
and screamed that she hated him and that from then on she wasn't
doing anything she was told, not ever,

Inexplicably they did not kill her. Malachi seemed angry enough to,
but she sensed there was some reason that they couldn't. Slowly the
group closed in on her. In their hoods and white paint, they all looked
like the Grim Reaper. They were carrying long sticks and poles, and
they poked and pushed at her, prodding her relentlessly, driving her
toward her old cage. But none of them would touch her. They just kept
at her inexorably, herding her with their sticks. There were so many.
of them. Like a black tide, they swept her toward the cage One side:
was down, and she scrambled in.

They formed a line, and Michelle expected them to file out of the
round room in their customary procession. They did leave, but on the
way to the door the line wound past her cage: As each member went
by, he or she spat at Michlle through the bars and threw a handful
of ashes at her. Soon she was covered with spttle, but shewas too proud
to cry. She just crouched there, glaring at them defiantly. When the
others were gone, Malachi and the nurse stood before the cageand told
her that she would learn how unworthy she was—that no one had ever
Toved her, or ever would; that no one had ever wanted her, or ever.
would. Michelle was nothing, he said, and nothings had no memries,
1o pasts, and 1o futures.

It was a very long time that night, after Michelle had surfaced,
before she could bring herself to talk to Dr. Pazder. She was pale, limp,
exhausted. He made tea and held the mug to her lips while he sup-
ported her head. “Take a sip,” he said. “You'l feel better. Justa sip.”
She had told him all this on Monday, the day after Easter Sunday 1977.
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‘enough. Second, because you have you now. You've done a lot of work
with you, You'se got a lot of you at your disposal. Far more than you
ever had then. Third, you also have spiritual resources. Michele, you're
a very strong person.

sicueLLe: | hope so.

bR, PAZOER: You were going to tell me more about what they said,
and about that word you were trying to say.

sncaere: | know what it means. 1t's aword they use to get power
somehow, and to make things pesmanent. It like saying, “In the name
of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.” But it's opposite
1 have to go right back to when they're cursing to remember it al
That's so hard on me. It is.  have to trust I'll come back, you know.

DR, pazoER: You will

srcaeLe (in her depths): | keep hearing someone else’s voice. It's
a man's voice. | don'tlike it. And that man is reading something from
that black book.

bR, pazoer: What's he saying?

aiceLLe: Something about a door and “seven times four” and
then “there’s no more.”

bR, pAzDER: No more what?

siceLLe: I'm trying to tell you. I'm going all fuzzy. | don't
understand the words. They're all put together funny. . .. So much
tuming . .. so much tuming. “This black . .. a piece of white . .. and
blood ... and it comes at night. Black, black, black. Il open the door
Turn around and there's no more.”

DR, pazoER; Ty to say it

scueLLE (straining to speak): Ahey . . ehey . ah .. a;
... hhh. Aaaa .. ave .. ahbh ... ahbh .. Round, round, round
... longago. .. fi .. frc.. ... fre...fr, fre, this
fre ... this night .. . this night

It's black, dead white.

Everything is wrong way around.

Everything’s lost, nothing’s cver found.

So long ago, it's long ago. There's a fire.

There's a fire. There's a fire. Is hhhh . . . ahhhh .
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Hhe conflicting energies, the abrasion between the NYUNG NYUNG
NYUNG below and the WHOOOSSSHH WHOOOSSSHH
HOOOSSSHH above. The child Michelle lay on the ground before
the altar, her skin stained a macabre black and white. She was very close
to oblivion. Her stomach was swollen from malnutrition, her flesh was
flaccid, her eyes vacant and lifeless.

What is your name?

Satan demanded the intolerable answer, and she gave it: “I don’t
know," she said wealy. “I don’t have a name.”"

Gise me my bone!

“What bone?” the child murmured, mustering her last bt of resis-
tance. “What bone?”

‘The Beast, enraged, plunged himself deeperinto the fire,and issucd
a stream of sulfurous curses

Actoss the chamber Michelle thought she saw her mother. As
Michelle watched, her mother fell to the ground, and from the spot
on which she fell there came a flash o light. Immediately Michelle
sealized that that was where she had hidden the bone

Then she felt a hand on her head, and the touch was incffably
comforting

“Look,” said a voice. “Just look there.” It was Ma Mere's Son
Lying on the ground, Michelle tumed her head painfully and saw
the crosses she had drawn in the dirt when Satan had asked her
name. “Keep your cyes right there,” said the voice, “and hang onto
this”

There was something in her hand. She opencd it. It was the frag-
ment of bone. Very small, very old, very fragile. She closed her fist
about it again and held it safe. /e got the bone, she whispered to
herself.

The atmosphere in the round room changed instantly. The gnash-
ing noise of the Satanists, the NYUNG NYUNG NYUNG, rose for
a moment and then ebbed, finally disappearing, and above, a clear,
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aichgLLe: I'm not going to be left alone, am 12

DR pazoer: Don't believe that. The only things that have power
over you are the things that they suggest that you believe.

MichELLE: Something’s really scaring me.

bR, pazDER: Tell me what you've left out as much as you can. You
don't need to leave anything out, out of fear. When you do that you
get a little trapped.

MiceLLE: It had to do with that shiny thing and the needle.

DR, pazDER: It's the suggestion. Its like a hypnotic thing. But you
mustn’t be afraid of that. Don't be afraid they'll hypnotize you down
there and you'll stay hypnotized when you come back up. We can go
there and bring you back, if we have to. What they told you doesn't
stay there forever, You're bringing it to your conscious by talking about
it. Their suggestions don't have power over you unless they are buried.
You have to let them out

sucueLLe: | didn't really let him hypnotize me.

or. pazoer: | know you didn't, because you weren't paying atten-
tion to him and looking at the shiny thing like he wanted. That's the
first thing about hypnosis. You had to want to follow his suggestions.
He couldn't make you. Not any more than he can now. They were
using two powers: the power of suggestion and the power of repressed
memory. They used a number of other sophisticated techniques of
psychological manipulation and control, such as brainwashing or condi
tioning, to confuse you and make you remember backward, and even
to tum on yourself

sicueLLe: They're hard on me.

DR pazER: | know. It's really hard.

MicHELLE: It's very complicated. It keeps going back and forward
and inside out

DR. PAZDER: | know.

aucheLLE: Am | strong enough?

DR, pazoER: Yes, Listen, trust yourself. You've been at this a long
time. You've done this sort of work more than anyone, I'm sure of that.
Decper and longer. 1 know you're strong enough for three reasons.
First, you got through it then, and then was really worse than now. You
were little and alone, but you got through it. That makes you strong
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“What s your name>” the Beast roared at the child who was lying
on the ground weeping over her pain and the lss of her baby toenail
Weakly, she drew something in the dit.

“Ijist go like that,” she told Dr. Pazder and traced diagonal X's
on his shirtfront with her finger. One X after another. “He doesn't
mind that. It doesn't ook like an X to me. I'm lying here and my cyes
can see them straight because | made them. And it's tat,” she said
with a litle surge of triumph in her voice. She traced a Christian cross
with her finger. “But to him, it ooks like . . ike his . . like the way
he adds. You know?” And she drew an X to make sure the doctor
understood.

Where does she get the strength? Dr. Pazder asked himself. A
minute ago she had been almost gone. Now she was enoying herlttle
victory over Satan.

Again came the sulfurous voice, gloating:

1’ taken you a long, long time,

But now at last you know your crime
You never, never will belong

And this i simply because you're wrong!
1 cross you off and cross you out,

So you'll forget what you're about.

“I've been crossed out,” Michelle cried. “He’s telling my mom she
has to take me back.”

You have to live with this ugly litle onel
Until you can bring me a dutiful son.
I¥'s your mistake, you'll have to pay.

1 give her back. You can't give her away.

“1 don't want to live at home!” Michelle said, wailing. “I don't
want to." Dr. Pazder put her head on his shoulder and let her cry.

The stife between the evil forces and the forces of light was
climbing to a higher intensity, and the round room was throbbing with
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DR. PAzDER: Like what?

MicHELLE: A snaky movement like letters on me.

R, pazpER: What do the letters say?

aicueLLe: | don't know, but the whole time they kept singing like
a priest does.

pR. pAzDER: Like chanting?

MicHELLE: Yes, but weird. They're hissing at me. SSSSSSSS. I'm
not making any sense. 1 feel guilty. I feel like I've done something I
shouldn’t have. Have I put myself in danger by saying these things?

. pAzDER: That doesn’t put you in danger. That frees you. Curses
don’t have a hold on you. Don't let them have a hold on you.

sicELLE: Do they make any sense?

DR. pAzDER: Maybe they're backward.

sicheLLe: What happens to me when I go like that? What's going.
on with me? 1 go funny. | feel all numb.

DR, pazoER: Well, you are going down very deep to remember this.
They are also using everything they can to make you give up. It's a
horrendous struggle.

MiCHELLE: But they said so many things. Things like
way out”

DR. PAZDER: You have a way out. There isn't anybody to stop you
from coming out. Do you hear me?

aicheLLE: Yes. | do hear you. Do I have a way out?

‘here is no
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CEY were back at the office after a few hours'

skeep. It was November 27, the first Sunday of Advent, the last movable
feast of the liturgical year. And, as she had for the past week or so,
Michelle was resisting going back to that place. In the carly evening,
Dr. Pazder dictated another progess report on the tape recorder.

We have been trying to work for over six hours now without
success. The power has failed several times. The wind and rain-
storm have come back stronger than ever. It makes it iffcult to
hear and to record clearly. Michell i finding it very hard to go
back into her memories. She is frustrated and irritable

It was not that Michelle was not trying to work. She just could not
seem to get hersclf to take that plunge. But, at ten forty-fiv, she shut
her eyes and descended.

“All U have to hang onto is a bone,” the child said, almost under
her breath, Dr. Pazder could hardly hear her. “When things hurt you,
you get grouchy. My bones hase been hurting for a long time. I'm just
ot in a very good mood. | feel bad now,” she whispered to him across
the years, “because here comes a person | really care about and I'm
grouchy. | don'tlike people secing me grouchy. And I'malla mess. She
Tooks sad. I guess she’s really disappointed with me. I'm scared.

“Are you mad at me?” the child asked

“No, ma pette,” came the soft voice.

(28]
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DR pazoER: Say the word,
scHELLE: Agggai ahgi something. Aggga . . . ahhhh, ahhhh, a
door, a door, ahhhh . . . dirt . .. dogs . .. dark.

Never, never come back. Never sce any light.
Its made wrong by blood at night.

What's made wrong’s never right

Blood is right, blood is right. Ahhhh Ahhhh

bR, pazoer: It okay to say it

siceLLe: Ahhhbh . . ugggl .. uge. It warms this fire, fie, fire,
fie, fire, fie, fire, ahhhhh.

bR, pazoER: You're okay. I'm here. Keep talking and saying what
you heard

MicHELLE: IV old. It seems 50 old.

DR, PAZDER: Yes

smicueLie: Old, old. I¢s old. IE's old. I¢s all murky. I’ through
fire, firc, ahhh . . . that’s someone clse's voice. Firc uhhh . .. Comes
long ago, ahhhh long ago, long ago, dirt, damp, fires. Goes around

gocs into the ground

Ther’sa...a...a...4gagga. .. gggeg, aaa hhhh, thhhh,
ssssss . .. breathing becomes faster] It's coming in black. It's coming
in black. It's come in black. Take you, black, never white, never right.
Only red will make right, fie, sssfire, come, come, come, come, aggs,
aggg . ssssss.. . [breathing becomes very Fast] agagg sssss cut to left

cut, cut . . . always wrong, never right.

Help, help. Far, far help. It far. It far, help. Help. Ohhh. God,
help! 'm not going to come back. Help!

DR, pazoeR: You're going to come back, all right. IF's okay.

sicHeLLE: You're so far away. It's so awful IFs not going to be
okay.

DR, pazoew: Its okay. Hey, it's okay. Look at me! It okay.

ancuece: | feelall weird. | feel guilty. I feel like I've been some-
where awful in that room.

. pazoER: There is some word you can't say.

sicuere: It not English. .. there are people, faces in black, and
the fre. ... They're doing things with their hands.
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warm light invaded the stygian black. The trophy had been taken, and
the war was over—or, at leas, the battle

Now the fire began to die out, the grim atmosphere began to fecl
less intense. The heavy shadows were faling away. Then the sound of
tramping began again, this time less martial, more like shuffing. The
cicles had broken; the high priests were moving into a loosely drawn
line of march

She looked over at the Beast. He was watching from the fire,
supervising as hs attendants packed the altar implements. Satan his
sclf gathered the bones and wrapped them in the altar cloth. Then he
tumed. The ranks of high prists and worshipers filed toward him, and
as cach person approached he received a hissing shard of fire from
Satan's hands. With that the hordes turned their backs to the altar and
began to trudge away. The Satanic phantasmagoria had begun again,
and through uncomprehending eyes Michelle saw the marchers pour-
ing from the round room, some legions flowing out over the horizon
like flocks of tattered vultures, others sinking into the earth itself. As
they went, Satan rasped out o them his final charge:

‘The time is ripe, the time is near,

‘The time of the Beast, the time of year,
‘The time to come, the time to begin,
The time to spread, to thrive, to win.
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quickly stooped and, unscen by anyone, picked it up and held it tight
within her small fist
The counting ended. It was time for the next phase of the final

ceremony
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Why? What had caused it? Nothing that they knew from her past
could explain it

He had the strongest scnsc that he and Michelle were about to
embark on something significant. He tclephoned her and asked if she
‘minded if he brought his tape recorder the next day. “I don't usually
tape my sessions,” he said, “but | think that if whatever there is inside
you s strong enough to cause that much pressure, we should record it
1 you don't fecl comfortable with it, we can stop and erase what we've
recorded. It's yours, so that would be okay.”

“I don'’t mind the tape recorder,” Michelle said.

“Another reason i that I don’t think I should be taking notes by
hand. I feel T should be totally there with you, completely available to
you.”

“I'm ghd of that. I think I'm going to need you."

“But it's going to be all right, | want you to know that. Il be with
youall the time, hearing every word, every sound, every fecling. IE's sort
of like going back to a haunted house. You can't go back all alone—
because it scared you before, too much, and all you'd have would be
the same person you had before—yourself. If you're going back to a
haunted house, you've got to have someone you trust go with you,
someone you know it's safc with.”

“It's safe with you. | feel very safe with you. But it's so hor-
rble. ..

“Don't think of that tonight. What's important is that this time,
you've got someone to go with, That's what the psychiatric journey is
all about.”
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Go! 1 didn't want that face to touch me. I'm scared of that face
and all the dark places it has. Make it stop doing those things. It
snorts and drools and makes its eyes roll around in a different
directions at the same time. Make it go away! | can't stand it.
I can't stand it/ Nol It's going to drive me crazy!

Michelle came up from her memories and cried for a long time.
Now she knew why she had felt such a strong urge to hear the rite of
‘xorcism—it was because the lady from Vancouver was possessed. The
nurse and Malachi were evil, but they weren't possessed. That lady was
the only one, and it explained why everyone was subservient to her—
taking care of her and bringing her things to eat. They all had to bow.
down to her.

Dr. Pazder rubbed her forchead while Michelle cried, then asked
if she would like to come along while he attended Ash Wednesday
services. Michelle sid yes—she didn't want to wait at the offce alone,
but she felt a lttle nervous about it. Because of what she was involved
in, she felt she wasn't the sort of person who had a ight to go to church.

“The Ash Wednesday lturgy was particularly hard for Michelle. The
repeated theme of “Ashes to ashes; dust to dust” aroused bad memo-
ties,and she felt none of the peace that acceptance of death was meant
tobring. But it was over quickly. An hour later, she and Dr. Pazder were
on the road back to Fort Royal Medical Centre. He turned on the
radio, just happening to tune in on the CBC's broadcast of Pope Paul
VI's “The world is under the power of
Satan,” Ve must do everything we can in our
individual lives and through prayer to fight hi

“They looked at cach other. As islated as Michelle felt, it was good
o o that te ol vas sl Uk she and D Fasde et
alone.

When the sides of the cage dropped down again, all Michelle could
see atfirst was the light. The round room again was full of candles, and
she saw that the floor was decorated with the familar design of a circle
and thirtcen-pointed star. A few people came toward the cage to clean
the snakes out. All this time Michelle had wished the snakes would go
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‘The lady left the circle and joined Malachi where he was standing,
next to the white thing. Struggling and crying, Michelle was brought
before them. To her complete horror, Malachi turned to a table and
revealed another dead baby. Before Michelle's eyes, he sliced the fetus
in half, then turned to Michelle and rubbed half the body against her
stomach

No! No! Take it away! I couldn't do anything. They rubbed
itall over me. Why did they do that? Why did they do that? They
rubbed it on that white thing .. . on the stomach. They were all
just on their knees and yelling and then everybody's getting up
and going crazy and dancing around. I couldn't just stand there
anymore. | had to do something. / had to do something. But |
made a terrible mistake. I yelled, “Mommy.” I shouldn't have
said, “Mommy.” They thought I meant the mommy they'd given
me to. They thought I was calling ker mommy!

The celebrants howled triumphantly. Crying, hysterical, Michelle
leaped up and ran from the circle. The possessed lady was dancing
again, jumping around as if she were crazy, but Michelle ran about
frantically, trying to get away, looking for a place to be safe. She had
to run, had to ty to get all the snakes out of her body. She ran against
the walls, threw herself on the foor while the others danced and
reoiced.

In the confusion, Michelle finally found a spot where nobody was
and she crouched there. It no longer mattered whether she was part
of the ceremony or not. No one noticed her.

1 wanted to be back in the cage. I wanted my comer. It didn't
‘matter anymore. | didn’t matter. I feel so sick. Oh, help me! God
help me. 1 can't talk anymore. I can't. That's all. I feel like
nothing. 1 feel that I'm worse than a snake! They told me the baby.
was for me, for my birth. Pleasel Please! I didn’t want it. I didn't
ask. I'm scared. I'm scared. Please don't leave me. Please, I'm so
scared
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away, and now there she was wishing they were back. The figures
tumed on Michelle, then washed her off, quickly, not thoroughly, and
put a dress on her. She felt wobbly on her fect.

Allthese other people keep coming into the room, and they've
all got those black capes on. They're standing around that huge
circle and I'm being held there in the middle. They're really
calling someone, realy loudly. Some of them get down on their
Knces and they sart going up and down, up and down. Then they
start turning me like a compass, ike they always turn me. They're
waiting for it to get dark. I know. The only thing they're stil
waiting for is the Prince of Darkness. As soon as it gets dark

. all of a sudden that thing jumped in the circle!

The possessed woman stood poised a moment, then began a wild
dance, jumping back and forth over Michelles rigid body. The
‘woman's arms were fully extended, with her hands and palms outward
Her knees were tumed out too, so her movements were ugly and jerky
rather than graceful. As she danced, the chanting grew louder and
Touder, and she danced faster and faster until the air began to grate,
to.go MMMMMMNNNNNNNN. The lady was moving like a whil-
wind, but the others continucd their slower, thythmic motions.

Then everything stopped, and the possessed woman stood over
Michelle, her legs straddling the childs petrified body. The woman's
face came closer and closer, and Michelle ried to concentrate on the
thing she had concealed in her hair, her little picce o safety. Then the
lady was on top of Michelle, and her snakelike tongue worked its way
into the smal girl’s mouth

1t was like a snake was in my mouth. And the next thing |
know, I feel all funny down below. | shouldn't have looked. |
shouldn't have looked. It was a snake! It was a real snake, and it
scemed like it was crawling out of me. I thought it was inside of
me and it crawled out. Nooo! Get it off I thought it went in one
end and came out the other! I think she’s put a snake al the way
through me.
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stay alive. I just can't [ don't want to be inside all those dead people,
with all their blood around me. I don't want to look out those cyes. |
don't know what to do. It seems the more I talk about i, the worse
it gets!

s okay, Michelle,” Dr. Pazder said, “Just keep going where you

“I¥'s like someone’s tearing my insides out. I'm o afraid. I don't
have a thread to hang onto anymore. They want to destroy me.”

“But you're not destroyed,” said Dr. Pazder. “They tried but they
didn't succeed. You're not destroyed now.”

“I'm such a mess. Do you have any idea at all of what this does to

me?”

“Well, I'm trying to envision, a lttle bit, what it would be like
inside that shell.”

Tt was like being inside a mummy, Michelle told him. They placed
a stepladder inside, and that as where Michelle sat. At the bottom
of the effigy were the snakes, and some sort of liquid. She couldn't tell
whatit was, Inside the efigy it was dark, with justa bit of ight coming
through the eyes. There was very lttl space to move around in, only
a few inches on cach side.

“Did you know where you were then?” Dr. Pazder asked.

“I'm inside the Devil,” Michelle wept.

“No, you'te not. That's not the Devil. It's a hollow shell that they
made, probably out of papier-maché or plaster. Yes, it's covered with,
blood, The blood of dead people. But the people aren't there; there are
o spirits in that blood. It just represents the cyil that they did. The
evilis there in their hearts, But it's not the Devil, and you're not evil
because you were in there as a child. Being in that statue doesn't
change who you are.”

“It might make me go crazy,” Michelle whispered.

“No, it won't It won't make you possessed, cither, I promise you:
Who's going to let you go erazy? I won't. God, no. You're free now.
You can scream and nothing will happen. You can tell them to stop
it. It's not going to make you crazy. But we must do this. When you
open up as much as you have it's very important not just to look atthe
‘memory but also to feel it and to go through it It hurts,it scares,
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foor, painted black and white—it just stops there? There's nothing clse
happening?”

“I's really a great way to get left, hmmm?” she said with a tinge
of bitterness.

“You mean that's it?” he asked again. “It's finished?” Michelle
made no reply. “I know one thing,” he told her. “I know if you're left
i that place, you are going to be left in that fecling. You're ina place
of total exhaustion and aloneness. [ can't hear what you're saying
without hearing where you are in the past, too. | can't s us leaving
everything where it is now. It wouldn't be good for you. Or for me or
anyone, in fact. | can't accept that. I’s too serious. It's too important.
You've put too much into it

He paused for 2 moment and then went on. “I know it's hard to
0 there, but 1 can't accept that there's nowhere let to go. I can't
accept that you arestuck, finished, that there's no ending, no way o

“I shouldn't have said anything” Michelle was almost sullen
was just trying to talk.”

Eight hours later, Dr. Pazder dictated a memorandum into the tape
recorder

Itis seven-thirty now. We have been trying really, really hard
all day to go back to the place. Michelle has not been able to. And.
we are feeling the pressure of time.

“You're frustrated with me,” Michelle said when he inished, “and
I'm frustrated with me.”

“I didn't say | was frustrated with you,” the doctor corrected her.
“1 sad I was concerned. | am finding today very hard. Just as you are.
1t hasn't been an casy day for cither of us.”

I don'tfeel that I can live with what I know,”
diffculty. “1 can't stand living fecling like this

“Whatever i there, it's really serious,” he told her, “or it wouldn't
be so hard to go there today.” He suspected that her inabilty to talk
was another sort of body memory. Perhaps something had happened
o her back there, something that had made talking either difficult or
impossble.

she said with some
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‘MQHELLE'S next session began in some con-

fusion, At first she told Dr. Pazder that she'd been put back in her cage.
again. Then there was a silence, and she said she guessed she hadn't
But she was fecling as if she were in a closed space that was hard for
her to identify. Michelle began to breathe heavily, and Dr. Pazder
could see that some knowledge was coming to her, and she was strug-
ing to speak.

“Please,” she said, beginning to cry, “can you understand that 1
dont want to be hurt anymore? Its hard for me to go there. I'm afraid
I'mafraid of back then. Can you understand that? Do you understand
that the more I know, the harder it is?”

“Lunderstand that,” said Dr. Pazder. “I understand how frighten-
ing it is."

“Do you have any idea what they did? Do you know where they
She was sobbing now.
he said. “Can you tell me where?”

“They locked me inside that white thing. The only way I can sce
out i through those eyes, and they.think that they're going to make
me watch. They pushed all the snakes in through the eyes, so they're
all at the bottom, and they put the rest of the dead baby in there and
told me that's what I've got to cat.” Michelle sobbed for a few mo-
ments, unable to speak. Then she said fiercely, “I can't. I can't stand
itt 1€ not just being in there; it’s what people think I'am. Oh, I wish
Ldidn't know so much, T wish I didn't. I don't know what todo. I can't

[147]
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{:7
don't feel like saying anything,” Michelle an-

‘nounced when she came in on Friday, November 25,

“Perhaps you should just say something about how you've been
feeling the past few days,” Dr, Pazder suggested

“I don't want to" She was not being stubborn It simply seemed
almost impossible to talk, more of an effort than she felt capable of
making. She had been quict and withdrawn all week.

“The weather hasn't been helping, has it?” Dr. Pazder asked sym-
pathetically.

“Mm-mm,” she shook her head

“Its been the coldest November that I remember,” he said. “All
that snow. And a lot of rain

“Itmakes your bones hurt," Michelle said almost under her breath

“Your bones have really been hurting a lot, haven't they? You can
hardly walk. And your rashes are back these past two days. It's been
hard for you to work because they itch so much.” He reached over and.
took her left hand. “Umm, they're coming back on this arm, especialy
on your elbow and your forearm.””

She made no response, just sat quietly, looking unthappy. Then she
burst out, “I can't talk anymore. | have nothing to say. I's ke there’s
nowhere ele. Its just"—she paused trying to find the words—it's just
adead end!”

“Nothing ele is happening?” he asked. *You're just lying on the

[277]
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the Prince of Darkness to come—that they were helping him come,
and that having children in the round room was part of helping.

Michelle had to warn them—but they had to see her first. She had
to make them realize who it was inside the cffgy. She started to grunt
and scream. She made animal noises, growls, whines, screeches.

Suddenly the children stopped and looked up at the cffigy. But it
was all wrong—they thought it was the effigy come to lfe. They still
didn't understand that it was just a person inside. Michelle wanted to
burst out so bacly she tried to smash the efigy apart, but it was no use;
the more noise she made, the more real the cffigy seemed.

In her frenzy, she grabbed what was at hand—the snakes. Scram-
bling to the bottom of the stepladder, she gathered them up by the
handfuls and pushed them out through the efigy’s eyes. Some of them:
squished as she forced them through the narrow holes, but she didn’t
pause. The children saw the snakes fiying out of the eyes, and they.
danced faster and faster. Michelle had to get out and stop them She
had tol

She rushed down the stepladder again and picked up more snakes.
And the decaying pieces of the baby. She shoved them all out the
mouth of the image. She was ridding the effigy of cverything they had
put intoit, and that made her fecl good. Then she looked down at her
hands. Touching the baby had fithied her hands, and she had nothing:
to wipe them on but her own naked body. All she wanted was to be.
free of the effigy. “I want out!” she screamed, her voice lost s the
celebrants sang louder and louder. “I want outl Out/ Let me outl’

Allof  sudden she was outside. She didn't know how she got there:
But she was out. As she stumbled into the room, the other children
shrank from the sight of her, naked, her long hair matted, he body thin
and bony. Seeing the fear in their eyes, Michelle looked down at herself
and began to scream. Her lower body was streaked with red. She was
terrified that if she had to be in there any longer, her body would turn
red along with the effgy.

Everyone was standing sil, shocked, staring at Michelle. They all
seemed scared, except for the possessed woman, who was very
She came toward Michelle, her face tuming awful, her lips whinnying
and spitting. Relentlessly she moved toward Michelle, and when she
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“What's he doing?" Dr. Pazder asked.

“They're covering up my eyes. | don't know. I can't see. Uhhht
They're tearing something . .. a paper. What's happening? Oh, I feel
sick. They're . . . somebody's stuffed paper in my mouth. Mmm
Mmmmm Mmmmm!”

Michelle's hands were clapped over her cars. “What are they doing
to your cars?” Dr. Pazder asked

“Mememem-memmem

“Are they poking in your cars””

“I can't hear,” she cried. *1 can't hearl I can't seet It hurts”

“How are they hurting you?”

She could not answer. All she could do was moan.

“Have you got something in your cyes?”

“I can't be sick,” she cried desperately. “I can't.” She was silent,
the only sound in the room her panting and the whir of the camera
and tape recorders.“Got to be quiet,” she whispered. “Just be quiet.”

“Why do you have to stay quict?

1 don't feel good. 1 feel sick. I've got to get out! It hurts! I was
staying really stll. | was all curled up. I was really sil, but my head
started going inside. I've got o find my way out” The child was frantic.
“Got to find my way out. Got to find my way out. Shhhh! Shhhhi” she
told herself

“Don't think about anything,” she continued faintly
anything ... there's nothing to think about . it's okay. ... What's
my name? Haven't got a name."”

There was a long silence. And then the little girl spoke in obvious
surprise. 1 thought 1 was dead,” she said. “I want to be dead.” Her
breathing was very shallow, very fast. “I want to g0 to slecp. When
you're dead, it's supposed to be asleep here. Maybe that's all there is
Teft of me. Just a head. 1 don't want them to look inside my head.”

She began to scream at the top of her voice, asif she were being
tortured. “I can't stand them touching me!” she screamed.

“Do you wan to stop for a while?” Dr. Pazder whispered

“I think so,” she said tearfully. “I'm too scared. | can’t stand it 've
eally . .. I've gone erazy!”

“You haven't gone crazy. You'l be all right.”
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does everything, but you're still okay. You are. I know that by your
sanity and by your goodness. This is a hard place to be going. But [
don't know any choice but to go there.”

“I know,” said Michelle. “I don't cither.”

“Since you have to go there, I will be with you. You don't hae to
g0 there alone.”

Michelle was imprisoned inside the efigy fora long time. The space
was 50 dark and so confined that sometimes she felt she could ot take
another breath. At other times the idea of where she was—inside the
white thing—would seize her imagination until she felt she couldn’t
stand it. And et she was forced to endure, day ater day, concentrating
on little details, daydreaming, the way she did in the cage, to keep
herself sane.

The next ceremony began without warning. They did not wash or
dress Michelle beforchand; they just lft her in the cfigy and let her
watch through its eyes. The chanting was less solemn than usual. It
scemed almost lvely. The candles were white instead of black. The
blackrobed figures formed two circles, and each circle moved in the
opposite direction from the other. Suddenly, and in unison, all the
celebrants swept their cloaks back and revealed what was beneath
children. A child clung to each celebrant's g, much as Michelle had
been trained to cling to the nurse and walk around beneath her cloak

‘The children seemed to knowwhat to do. They moved in time with
the grown-ups, and scemed to be enjoying themselyes. From Michelle’s
vantage point inside the effigy, it looked like a bizarre game of ring-
around-the-rosy. Part of Michelle wanted to be out there playing, like
all the other children. But she wouldn't have, even if s had been free.
She knew that what happened in the round room was no game, and
wanted to tel the other children that. Children will do anythingif they
think everybody is having fun, but she wanted them to know that this
dance wasn % funny. She could see them looking at the cfigy, knew that
when they looked up they could sec her cyes glaring down at them.
They didn't know the trick; they thought the gy itself was powerful.
Michelle couldn'tlet them believe that! They ought to be afraid. The
children did not know that Malachi and the others were waiting for
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“Ifeelall clammed up,” she said. “I'm so far away this time no one's
ver going to ind me.” She was completely despondent. “They should
have called me X, she said, making  languid sign in the ai asif she
were crossing out something, 1 was all wrong from the beginning. You
can never make wrongs right. Mistakes are forever. The best you can
do s try to rub them out and write over them.”

She stopped. Dr. Pazder waited for her to go on. The minutes
passed. Finally she sighed, “1 don't care if I get hurt. And nobody clse
does cither. Should 1 tell you what happens, or should I just write it
down?” she asked

Td like you to tell me.”

“I'm going to die backward,” she said. Her voice was completely
‘matter-of-fact. “It's got to do with the numbers. .. " In the blink of
aneye, she had taken that frightening plunge into the abyss. And then
came Satan's grating words

1f you say one word I say to you,

You'll say it all until it's through

You'll un out of time, run out of space,
Run out at the mouth all over the place
You can only go inside your head,

And if you go there, then you're dead

So you see, I've turned it inside out;

I've tumed you around, tumed you about,
You always must come back to me,

“The only way out is to sce through me.

The more gocs out, the more comes in,

You'l start to end when you begin.
“I'm going to have a heart attack,” the child cried. “1 know I am.”

First we have to blacken everything out.

“1 don’t know what he means,” Michelle said, “Stay away from me.

Owl Not”
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reached her she lifted the child up over her head and threw her
backward onto the round bed. Then the possessed woman leaped onto
the bed and, straddling Michelle, vomited all over. The children
shricked, and Michelle was illed with disgust. While the possessed
woman kept Michelle trapped on the bed, the celebrants danced and
did strange things to each other, including the children. The chidren
thought it was all part of the game

Michelle couldn't bear it. That was when she saw the snake, It was
ying on the floor, where she had thrown it down from the effigy.
Screaming, Michelle dodged past the possessed woman and ran to the
foo of the cffigy. She grabbed the snake and, before she could think
about what she was doing, put it in her mouth and ran around the
toom, dangling it from her teeth. “Nnnnn! Nannn!” she went, shaking
her head, the snake flcking back and forth as she erisscrossed the room
i crazy pattern. The round room was in chaos. Everyone was scream-
ing, and Michelle was screaming too. She would run up toa child and
shake her head wildly, the snake between her teeth. The children were
terrified, and at last Michelle felt she was getting through to them.
They were beginning to understand the horror.

1t was then that Michell say her mother, dressed in a white robe,
standing quietly neara wall. Michelle stopped; poised, her body stained
with red, the snake struggling in her mouth. Then she dropped the
snakeand flung herself at Mrs. Harding, throwing her arms around the
woman's knecs, kissing her stomach, burying her face in the white robe
as she cried, “Mommy! Mommy!” over and over. No matter what her
mother had done, she loved her. She hugged even tighter, and the
woman scemed to like it. She hugged Michelle back, and that seemed
to make everyone happy. Michelle was so glad to have her mother
again, and then she looked up to kiss her.

“Noi” Michelle shrieked. “It' not my mom. Not Its that lady!”

Michelle was utterly crushed. Slowly she tumed to the effigy. She
knew there was only one place she belonged—inside the white thing.
She crawled back inside. There was no escape.

That night Michelle and Dr. Pazder worked until after eleven,
talking about the things that seemed to distress her most—that the
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One by one, the other initiates came to the altar and severed the
same finger. The pile of fingers grew on the ground below, and when,
the last was done, the others picked up the fingers, carefully, as if they:
were precious, Satan, counted them, and put them in a leather box.

Michelle suddenly realized that the Beast was looking at her in-
tently, glaring at her from somewhere within his cmpty black hole of
a face. He shouted at her with thunderous contempt.

1 want that bone!
How dare you take my bone!

Michell felt certain that Satan would kll her now. But something
made her determined to hold onto the bone. It was all she had to
protect her. She clenched her fist more tightly. She was as scared as
she had ever been

“Shhhh. Shhhh. Listen. .. It was just the thinnest thread of a
whisper in her ear. “You must lsten. You can't see me this time. But
listen carcfully.” It was the voice she had come to associate with her
friend Michacl

“He's going to hurt me,” the child fretted. “I did what you said
1 wasn't a dog anymore. But he's going to hurt me. Please tell Ma Meére
I've got to get out of here quick.”

“Au nom du Pire et du Fils et du Saint Esprit,” Michacl said,
blessing the bone in the child's hand. “Be very carcful. There s a place
where what you have heard can count. It must be before all the
numbers are gone.”

“I don't know where to go,” she said frantically. “I don't thnk I
can walk anywhere. My legs aren't working very good. How will | get
out of here?”

“It may be hard for a while, but she is watching. Hang on tight
Hang on tight to what you know.”

The cicles of Satanists began to contract, o close in on Michelle.
She tooka breath and started running, to one side, then the other, back
‘and forth, anywhere she could. In cvery direction were black robes, an
all but impenetrable wall. But as they closed in, the circles began to
jumble. Suddenly Michelle dropped to the ground. The worshipers,
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he tumned to Bishop De Roo and said: “So this is what you meant
iow 1 sce. You are right. This is serious. This is a matter that will
b uire our mst careful attention;
Michelle's heart leapt. She had become well versed in the basics of
atican procedure, and she knev that when a cardinal expresses such
a sentiment, it was as good as done. Three days later Archbishop
Domenico Enrici, the papal appointee from the Vatican Secretary of
State, called Bishop De Roo to his offce adjacent to the Pope’s cham-
bers. He asked the bishop to undertake a study of Michelle Smith's
testimony.
Atlast there would be ears to hear the remarkable things Michelle
had remembered.






index-291_1.jpg
chapter 33

z: Knife s ready. It is time to begin.

1t has been poisoncd and sharpened very thin.

Satan was announcing the initition of new members into the high
priesthood. Thirteen men left the second circle and, thrcading through
the first, approached the altar. The thirteen men had removed their
1obes and now stood naked

One stepped forward and prostrated himself before the fiery Beast,
then arose and went to the altar

Gt it off on the stone.
Caut through every bone.
As a sign you give to me.
You are mine for an etemity

At this command, the man picked up the altar knife. He placed his
hand along the rim of the alar, the middle finger lined up on the cdge.
Then he brought the knife down just above the main knuckle. Incredi-
bly sharp, the knife cut through effortlessy, and the entire finger fel
o the ground. From the other side of the altar, Satan handed him a
white cloth to stanch the blood: The cloth turned instantly red

Turn what's white into red.
You have the power of the living dead!
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Across the room, Michelle saw her mother for the first time in a
ong while. She looked sick. She was staggering as she walked. She realy
did look as if she were going to die. And then the image of her mother
disappeared.

The monster signaled his attendants, who came quickly forward
and seized Michelle and stretched her out on the ground. They brought
a bowl and dipped a brush into it and painted Michelle all black. It
dricd fast, and as it dried it pulled at her skin. Then they brought
another bowl and in it dipped another brush. With it the attendants
painted white lines on her body—a crude representation of a skeleton.
The eyes were blacked out entirely. The mouth was alarge white circle.

‘They made her stand. She had to force her eyes open. She saw
herself in the shiny chalice on the altar and screamed.
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children, looking from the outside, had taken her cyes to be those of
the statue; that she had tumed half red, like the statue; that she had
had to give up and crawl back inside. She needed to feelless defeated
in the present, to reach beyond the anguish of the chid, and to see
what that child had indeed accomplished.

For the first time she had telephoned Doug and asked him to come
pick her up. Both she and Dr. Pazder felt it would be dangerous for
er to try to drive alone as exhausted as she was. Doug had agreed, and
now they were waiting for him.

“My mother sent me her old missal,” Dr. Pazder said, pouring
Michelle some tea. It covers 1954 and 1955, the years all this hap-
pened. Andit's very interesting. I want to show you what I discovered.”

He drew a sheet of paper from his missal. “I wrote these down last
night.” In his slanting script were the dates of the movable feasts, the
principal celebrations of the liturgical year. He had listed the dates for
1954 and 1955 and for 1976 and 197. His chart showed there were
startling correlations.

1054 126 1055 107
Ach Wednedsy  Mar3 M. Feb.23 Feb. 23
Esstr Apr 18 Ape 18 Apr. 10 Apr 10
Ascension May 27 May 27 May 19 May 19
Pentecost June 6 June 6 May 29 May 29
Corpus Chrsti Jone 17 June 17 June 9. June 9.
Fint Sunday
of Advent Nov.28 Nov.28 Nov.27 Nov.27.

Michelle looked at the dates and sighed, The events she was
remembering had started in 1954, and continued into 1955, The
remembering itself had begun in 176, and it was now just past Ash
Wednesday, February 23 of 1977. Michelle's memories were corre-
sponding almost to the day with events that had taken place exactly
twenty-two years before. And in those years the Church's important
dates fel on the same days they did this year. The days and dates were
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confused, encumbered by their long, heavy garments, were unable to
sce the small child crawling at their fect. She quickly dug a hole and
buried the litle bone. And then she was running again

The black robes were everywhere now. She attempted to run by
them—and saw Malachi. But they grabbed her and brought her for-
ward. The Beast commanded her to open her hand. She did. It was
empty.

Satan's rage was swelling with every moment.

Give me back the bone that's mine!
Then everything will be fine

Just go back and get the bone

1 will let you go back home.

“Ican't. 1 don't know where I put it,” Michelle said to the creature.
“You can have one of mine. You can take my bone.”
Satan roared out a long, rambling curse, ending with:

There will be no place for you to hide—
No nook, no cranny, no rest

No place above, no place below:

You'll always have no place to go.

No longer able to fight back, Michelle collapsed. /im not going to
stand anymore, she said to herself. /im not going to walk, I'm not going
t0 crawl. Through her numbness she realized that Satan was telling her
that if she didn't produce the bone, he would hurt her mother.

Don't you care if she gets hurt?

“She didn't care if I got hurt,” Michelle said. I don't believe you
anyway!"

Her days are numbered.
She'll wander to and fro,
Never know which way to go.
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Building something upside down
So I can stomp it in the ground.

Outlining the resulting figure reveals it to have the shape of a
church, upside down. The three rows of six bones cach represent the
apocalyptic number—666—the number of the Beast. The Book of
Revelation states: “Let him that hath understanding count the number
of the Beast: for it is the number of a man; and his number is Six
hundred threescore and six.” The construction symbolizes the power
of evil pressing the Church—represented by the two rows o three (the
Trinity), the row of two, and finally the one—into oblivion. He has
tumed the Church upside down—wrecked it.

Sweeping up the twenty-seven bones, Satan crushed them in his
hand until they were dust. He took an ancient hourglass that stood on
the altar and poured the bone dust into the upper funnel. Then he
tumed the glass upside down. Time ran out for the Church

Michelle's attention was caught by the altar cloth. It was a white
cloth with designsin it, but now that she looked closely she saw that
the designs were not in the cloth itsclf. They had been created by
bones, tiny bones that had been sewn on, looking almost like lace,
forming a fringed border

Satan was deeply absorbed in moving the bones about. It was like
a solitary game of ches that he played as he spoke, Under cover of his
hateful absorption Michelle had managed to move away from the altar
Now the black-clad fiures began viciously prodding her back to her
post. As they closed in on her, her head brushed the altar, and one of
the bones was knocked to the ground. It fell at Michelles feet. She
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D]D you listen to GFAX this moming?!! Mi-

chelle asked Dr. Pazder, wide-cyed, as she was taking off her coat, He
said he hadn't. “Wel, they were talking about Zhe Victorian and the
different things that are written in The Victorian, and the guy, the
announcer, said, ‘Black magic i being practiced in Victoria and has
been for years, and if you want to read about it, get a copy of The
Victorian." And he was talking about how it really shocked him, this
cultism, and about  woman who'd been their victim. Poor woman—
1 wondec if she still lives here.”

“Did you go buy a copy?” Dr. Pazder asked*

“No way!”

“The nurse said, “Get out of bed, You're leaving the hospital.” The
child was terribly tom—betyeen relic at escaping the place where so
many awful things had happened, and fear of the nurse and of what
might lie i store, But there was no choice, The nurse wrapped her
cloak around Michelle and walked her right out the front doors. They
gotina carand the nurse drove it away, They drove untilthey reached
aditt driveway with tire tracks leading off through overgrown shrub-
bery and lawns gone to high grass and weeds. The car drew up toa
large, rambling, turn-of: the.century house in poor repair.

They entered, The windows were boarded shut, but Michelle could

*This article is reproduced in Appendix 1.

(8]
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influence of the juju dolls; if a person believed in juju, the dolls could
be used to make that person roll over and die, on the spot, without any
other intervention. He had detected some of the methods the Satanists.
were using, but he had no way of knowing whether or not there were
others, perhaps even more baneful, of which he would have no knowl-
edge and which he therefore might fail to combat cffectively. It was
an eerie, indeed terrifying contest that he and Michelle were engaged
in, struggling with the cruelest adversaries, largely in the dark, across
a of twenty-two years. The struggle was for her life—not her
physical life; it was clear that the Satanists chose not to kill her—but
for her spiritual existence. For them nothing would have been achieved
by killing her; the victory would come only if she gave herself to them.

Now Pazder told Michelle that it was desperately important that
she not yield to the Satanist suggestions, that she resist them, that she
allow herself to ventilate the fearful memories. The Satanists had tried
to fill her with guilt—it was one of their techniques. He had done a
study of concentration camp survivors—someday he would let her read
the professional paper that had resulted. He had observed for himself
the oft-noted phenomenon that these people who had been innocent.
victims nevertheless suffered guilt—guilt over having survived when so
many others did not, guilt merely over having scen so much death.
Michelle, it appeared, had survived when others had not, and she had
seen much death. Experiences such as those were a psychic maelstrom
through which sane, decent people could not pass blithely. The great
necessity, Dr. Pazder said, was not to let onesclf be destroyed by the
guilt but to touch the horror and deal with it. And then he did some-
thing he very rarely did with a patient: He commanded her to continue.

‘The next day, after a two-week hiatus, they resumed their sessions.

micHeLLe: It's like someone is putting my insides through a
wringer, and having them all come out the wrong way. It'sall confusion
and things being mixed up and things not being the way they're
supposed to be. | have to struggle so inside, just to have things come
out backward, hoping they'll be right in the end. Please help me sort
them out. I feel wrong because 1 want to go away. But the confusion
isn't my fault, it wasn't my fault what happened
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They say they listen all around,
But they never hear a sound

As he finished the whittling and tossed the last splinters into the fire,
he uttered his coda—

Slowly | whittle away.
That's one’s gone, but another's been given
Another's come along, so Il start.

T'll start at the feet

Make a man feel incomplete.

—and then tumned to his discussion of the political future.

I never leave anything to fate.
It's all set down, each has a date.

The siniser llusion was now a bottomless hole within a raging fire.
Falling into the hole, Michelle saw, were houses, cars, books, numbers,
paintings, animals, coffins—the whole world scemed to be tumbling
into the pit. Fora moment Michelle thought she herself was beginning
to slide toward the edge

Seventy-cight
Opens the gate

On a day when twele is black,
Everything will fall back

Two times twelve and then add four;
Then there is an open door.

Pretty soon Il have a chair

No one will get to the Big House on time,

My gate will be open, the year will be mine.

That's the year of seventy-cight, that's the
year full of hate.
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she toldme I could go, she pulled the pan away. L'went all over
the bed. She tricked me. And she smiled:

Thad to get out of the hospital. I had to get out. But they put
bars up that night. I woke up and there yiere bars around the bed!
Lknew [had to/pretend I was better, go along with eyerything,
that's the way I could get out o there. When L left, Iwvasn't very
well, but I pretended T was. 1 still don't know exactly when Iigot
out of the hospitall

In the second session after Dr. Pazder's return, Michelle dealt ith
what would prove to be one of the harshest realzations she would have
1o confront. In the session before, when Michelle was relating her
mother's dreadful vist to the hospital and then broke off into some
semblance of death, Dr. Pazder had been stunned by the mention of e
mother’s “Gddling” with something behind or beside the bed. He had
twodire thoughts, Either the woman was trying to putairintooneofthe
intravenous tubes or she was shutting off the valve on the tank that
supplied oxygen to the plastic tentand the child s smoke.scorched lings.
The latter seemed the likelier, in view of Michelle's desperate com-
plaints tht she could not breathe, and her lapse into a comatose states

In her depths and later during the period of integration, Michelle
went back over the experience, trying to add detais. It was extremely
painful for hec to face the growing knowledge that her own mother had
tried to kil her. But what astounded the doctor was that Michelle
revealed very little bittemess. Indecd, she experienced real gricf for her
mother, never relinguishing the hope that when her mothier had said,
“Oh, Michelle ... I'm so sorry,” she really had meant it—sorry not
only for what had aleady happened to her lttle gir but also for what
she Knew was abot to happen;

Michelle, however, was never able to explore sufficiently her exper
ences in the hospital, The memorics had come up haphazardly, most
of the time without Dr. Pazder there toassist or o integrate. And there
was o time to go back over these memoris, becase time past was
moving relentlesly forward. The ehild was having nex experiences that
wete propelling her on;
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0 June 30 Michelle called Dr. Pazder. For the

past days, she said, she had been affcted by strange, distressing urges.
She had felt a repeated impulse to get in the car and drive—some-
where, she didn't know where. She had kept twisting her hands harshly,
the one inside the other. Dr. Pazder did his best to reassure her

And then, an hour later, she abruptly arrived at his office, without
an appointment, very upset. I don't want o continue this remember-
ing,” she said. “I'm not going to do it anymore. | wish I didn't even
have a tongue. 1f 1 could tear out my tongue, I'd never have to talk
again.”"

Dr. Pazder knew that the Satanists had used sophisticated tech-
niques of psychological manipulation to try to inhibit Michelle—not
‘mercly to make her forget but, if she should remember, to make her
not tell. Michelle had found the strength to talk—despite them, she
was telling. But their manipulations had made it extremely dificult for
her. It was undoubtedly this extreme diffculty that she was reflecting
in her refusal to continue:

And perhaps there was more to it than that. A dreadful memory
was coming up, he sensed, undoubtedly the unbearably horrible mem-
ory that had impelled Michelle to scck spiritual armor from the
Church. It was forcing its way past the dire admonitions of the Sata-
nists, causing a tremendous emotional battle. It scemed quite possible,
e thought, that her very sanity could be at stake. Such mind-control
techniques had unbelievable power, he knew. In Africa he had seen the

[173]
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DR, pazon: No, it's not making you wrong. It'sjust the memories
you have to deal with

smicueLLE: They have this little bottle. They put a needle init, and
then they put it in my arm. It makes me feel bad things, It makes me
g0 backward. It stops my feelings. ... It like walking in my sleep, but
T wasn't asleep. Its like everything going dead inside and there was
nothing I could do about it. It was like being crazy and dead and not
having any control and not having any feclings and not being able to
move, and going to slcep and having my cyes wide open all at the same
time. My head fecls 50 squeezed. Oh, God. Please, I'm not going to
g0 away. [long pausc with much strugeling] There’s something wrong
with my body. I¢'s going somewhere. [ sce that lttle bottle, and they
make me count, and the same time everything inside me is going like
that. {screams) What's the matter?

oR. pazoew: It's okay. You're scared

sicHeLLE: Those wires! Where are they coming from? It makes
my head feel funny. Am I crazy?

or. pazoew: No. No, you're not, Michelle. You're remembering.

sucuetLe: 'm in some kind of @ room. I've never been there. It's
i that round room but it's real scary. What are they doing to me? It
makes me go all funny. | fecl ike a monster

DR, PazDER: You're not a monster.

swicELLE: [t doesn't destroy your brain? That stuffthey put in my
arm, docs it?

oR. pazow: No, it doesn't. Your brain s beautiful

sicHELLE: 'm not crazy?

or. pazoer: No, you're not

sickeL: | don't nced to go and have a picce of my brain taken
out, do I?

or. pazoes: No

saciete: I'm scared of what they are doing. Nol It's got to do
with counting backward and dying. It's like they're saying I have to die,
I'm uscless I'm going to go crazy. Then they make my body jump with
the wires. My head hurts. It hurts all my bones. Then you can't do
anything. You just get sick. It so ugly. [crying] They make me jump
t00. Oh, please tell me 'm not remembering

o pazoer: It okay, Michelle
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DR pAZOER: | want you to remember your confusion and to share.
your remembering with me. But 1 don't want you acting on your
confusion—driving places or things like that. All right?

suchELLE: It like someone’s got hold of my brain.

DR. PAZDER: You've got hold of your own brain. It's okay. If they
told you that, it’s not true. Nobody has hold of your brain

sickELLE: But it makes me feel funny in my head. It's like
someone pushes a button. I'm afraid. 1 don’t want to die but I'm
afraid I'd kill myself, I'm afraid of myself. I'm afraid I'l get in that
place where 1 don't have any feelings, and it will just seem like it's
the only right thing to do. | know it's not. They are trying to make
me end up farther away than I've ever been. It's got to do with the
way. they keep counting backward. 1 don't want to count. It's like
when you're scared before an operation and they put you to sleep
and they tell you to start counting and you start counting The
more you count the less upset you get. Then it's like all your feel-
ings are the same. Am | sounding funny? What's the matter with
me? Hang on to me, please. Hang on to me. Hang onto me!
don't want to go away! Where are those things coming from? It's
not me. I don't want to go frozen.

DR, pazoER: You're not going to go frozen by letting it come out
Do you hear me?

sicueLLe: | feel dizzy. What happened? Nothing’s happened to
me, has it? | don't know what to do. I feel like I'm going to go in a
coma and die.

DR pazoEr: It's okay. You're not going to go in a coma, and you're
not going to die. Let it come. It's okay.

auckeLLe: There are things deep inside that don't feel like me.

DR, PAZER: Let them out. Let them out so they're not you. They
don't have to be in there.

aicHELLE (going deeper): What do you do when people have their
‘eyes shut and they don't hear you? . .. I'm in a really heavy place. They
g0t people there that are like that

DR. PAZDER: You can face it with me.

avctigtLe: Not Not I don't want to watch anybody else die. Please,
1 don't. It's making me wrong
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The doctor continued his grisly work, methodically cutting off the
limbs in a certain order—at the ankles, then at the knces, at the groin.
Then the fingers, the hands, the forearms, the upper arms

He's cutting it all up! Oh, God! It's on the floor. It's got no
head. He’ got no head! Oh, no! God help me. I'm going to die.
T'want to die so badly. I can't stand it. I can't stand it! Why can't
1 go crazy? I'm going to go crazy.

When the doctor had finished with one body, he went to the next
and proceeded in exactly the same fashion, until the foor was running.
with blood and red-stumped members were lttered everywhere. And
then, just as matter-of-factly, he reversed the process. He picked up a
thigh scgment from a woman’s body and, with fine wire and a needle,
began to stitch it onto the torso of one of the males. Then, from still
another of the bodics, a lower leg. On he went, limb by limb, assem-
bling a macabre composte, until one body was complete. Finally he
attached thick black wires to its limbs. And suddenly, to the child's
absolute horror, the body came alive. O it scemed to. It twitched and
jumped, then abruptly lay still and then fust as abruptly sarted jerking
violently again. It slithered off its blood-slick platform and tumbled to
the floor. One of its wires came loose, and sparks erupted from it as
it touched the wet floor

“The twitching subsided. The body lay stil, the sparks ceased. The
doctor came over to Michelle. His face was blank; saying not a word,
he carcfuly taped black wires to her arms and legs. And then she felt
a scaring jolt. Her whole body was a unity of pain

Oh, God, please help me. I feel so guilty. I'm not a monster.
Oh, God. You don't do that to picces of people! Not You don't
cut them like that. Please, that’s wrong. Please put them together.
Youdon't cut people apart like that. You don't put them with the
wrong pieces. | feel like I can't live. Not with what 1 know. It
not just in my head. Its all through me. My brain, it fecls like
it's buning, They're making me do that twitch. Why can't Istop
it? Oh, God, help me! Oh, please! God, it'ssuch a terrble fecling.
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amicueLLe: [t makes me crazy.

bR pazoew: No, it doesn't, Tell me about the wires

smcneLLe: About the wires? | know what they are now. They told
me then that they called that funny thing . .. they call that person
... they say he's electricity. He can take over clectricity. . .. There's
a great big fire in the room. Oh, God help me. Oh, God help me. I
1 tell you, 1 won't feel more like that, will 12

on. pazoer: You'l feel better. You always feel better.

sicaeLLE: s so sick Oh, God. | can't go there all at once. You'll
be nearby for the next little while, won't you, please? I can't live
with these things alone. Please. If I'm making it up, I want to die.
Really.

bR, pazogr: That's what they told you. It's all right. You're not
making it up. You don't have to dic.

They had taken Michelle from the round room down a dark tunnel.
The floor was unpaved. There was a bad smell that became worse and
worse as they went along. They came to the little room where the
doctor had scwed homs and a tail on Michelle, and passed through it
1o the room beyond. It was larger, and the smell there was intensely
bad. The room was very hot, and Michelle realized that the big brick
structure in the corer of the room was an open hearth; she could see
the flames.

One bare lightbulb hung from the c
of stainesssteel stretchers. On several of them were bodies. Their eyes
were closed but they seemed to be alive. Across the room were four
coffins, three big ones and one small.

Michelle was strapped to a stretche. The doctor came over and
looked down at her expressionlessly. Then he went to a table, picked
up some metal things—knives, it scemed—and went to one of the
bodies

God help me! Oh, God! He cut off its feet! Oh, no, I don't
want to hear. | can hear him cutting its legs. 1 can hear him
cutting the bones up. Oh, no! How can 1 live with it? Can people
live with it? I'm sure I'm going to die. Oh, God, that's what
they're going to do to me next
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if you've cver seen a drippy fire. 1¥'s awful. It has the strangest shapes.

““And I remembered somebody in black. He was reading out of a
book, and the book was black. There was something about it that made
it seem like forever. I thought I'd dic if he didn't stop.

“And I just kept fecling like I'm going to stop breathing. I don't
know what it's about. There's something about going around, and no
matter which way I turn Il always come ot facing the wrong way.
1’ 50 hard to explain.” Michelle remained silent for a moment, biting
er lower lip, then spoke again. “Itslike everything is facing the wrong
way. You can't get out because everything’s turned on itself.”

JULY 3

“When I woke up in the morning, I was still in that awful room.
1 was lying on the table again, and the doctor was trying to make me
open my mouth, He had some kind of cold silver thing and he
pushed it in, and 1 had to open up. And then he began to do things
to my teeth! Sometimes he just pulled them out. It really hurtl T
wasn't allowed to make any noise or to move at all. And then he had
a drill and he began . . . to . . . to drill them! I just lay there frozen.
1 was paralyzed. .

“My eyes won't close. Maybe they sewed them open! Maybe.
they're never going to close again. I won't move! I'm just lying here.
I can't move, | can't move!”

Michelle was weeping through the fragments of her sentences.
“They got a mirror and showed me how I looked. I didn't look right.
Some of my teeth are gone. They're gone! I want my teeth back! I want
my teeth back! They said 1 was never going to be the same again.”*

JULY 19

scueLLE (in her depths): I'm supposed to go toskeep, but I won't
“This doctor i stil there. He's making me slecpy. He has a light or
something shiny. I'm supposed to look at it, and he's saing things to
me. He wants me to sleep. I'm afaid to sleep, because then Il die

*See Appendix 3 fo thestatement of Dorald L. Poy, B, Sc,, DM D, who in 1978
‘examined the adult Michelle’steeth and found evidence of the trauma she descibed.
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vipped a little to herself. It felt so good, so comforting to be a puppy
again.

But on the edges of the fantasy intruded a stern reality. She knew
she should be watching, knew she was getting too deeply into dogi-
ness, into make-believe. She began to fear that if she kept on pretend-
ing she was a dog, the fantasy would become too real. In the attempt
to lose herself, she would in fact be lost.

The misgivings, the fear that she was playing too long, slowly
teceded. She became absorbed in counting the puppy hairs on her
paws. There were so many hairs to count
‘Not a dog,” a familiar voice said. “That's not the way out
Where is Ma Mére?” Michelle cried. “She said she'd come and
get me. | feellke I've been here forever. Is she mad at me for pretend-
ing I'm a dog?”

“No, not mad. But she was worried.”

“Will you tell her my nose isn't working very good? I can't find my
way home.”

“You are nota dog,” the voice repeated, and Michele remembered
his name. It was Michacl.

“What am I, then? I have broken paws and my nose isn't work-
ing

“No, you have hands, not paws. You must not forget where you are
and where you are going. It is dangerous. You must be carcful. If you
play at being 3 puppy too long, you won't get out in time. Listen to
what they say and remember that she is holding your hand.” And he
was gone

The fire at Satan’s back as he stood at the rough altar threw his
shadow against the ceiling of the round room. Michelle stood next to
him, held captive by his burning tail. The altar top was slightly tlted
—away from the worshipers, toward the Beast—and so Michelle could
see what he did upon its surface. On the altar was the large spider,
black, with a red spot in the center ofits back. It clambered across the
altar cloth as Satan's long hands, covered with black hair and tipped
with gnarled, black nails, moved rapidly in the performance of a rite.
He was counting bones.
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gROM my first meeting with Michelle Smith and
Lawrence Pazder, | knew that their book would be not only important
but also unusual 1 felt that as readers began it they would want
information about the authors and the writing of the book

Dr. Pazder's credentials are impressive. He obtained his M.D. from
the University of Alberta in 1961; his diploma in tropical medicine
from the University of Liverpool in 1962; and, in 1068, his specialst
certificate in psychiatry and his diploma in psychological medicine
from McGill Universiy. In 1971 he was made a fellow of Canada’s
Royal College of Physicians and Surgeons. He is a member of thice
Canadian professional associations and of the American Psychiatric
Association as well. He practiced medicine in West Africa and has
participated in medical task forces and health organizations. He has
been chairman of the Mental Health Committee of the Health Plan-
ning Council for British Columbia. A member of the staff of two
hospitals in Victoria, Britsh Columbia—the Royal Jubilee and the
Victoria General—he isin private practice with a group of five psychia-
trists. His professional papers include a study of the long-term cffects
of stress upon concentration-camp victims.

Two experienced interviewers journeyed to Victoria and talked to
Dr. Pazders collcagues, to the priests and the bishop who became
involved in the case, to doctors who treated Michelle Smith when she
was a child, to reltives and friends. From local newspaper, lergy, and
police sources they leamed that reports of Satanism in Victoria are not

[xi]
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[Crying out in terror] How can you stand to touch me? I'm
panicking inside. My insides are fust panicking.

Opver the next twenty minutes, Michelle sobbed her way back up
from the depths. “I have to talk for a minute,” she said finally.

“Of course,” Dr. Pazder replied.

“I can’t stand any more, | feel so guilty.”

“You're not guilty of anything. But when I think of what you had
to face, now I understand why you couldn't go there until you were
baptized.”

“I need God to help me. I can't live with it.” Michelle was silent,
then stammered out a question: “How . ... how did they do that when
the people were dead? How did they make them move’

“You can make any piece of flesh jump like that with electricity.
Tt seems they were trying to make you feel that the Devil had the power
to do that to them—and to you. It was horribly confusing for you,
especially when they kept shocking you too.”

“It makes me feel like killing myself. It makes me feel like I just
can't stand it.”

“You can stand it.” Dr. Pazder's voice grew grave and measured.
“You must be careful not to let that experience make you think against
yourself.”

“I hope it goes away.”

“I¢1l go away. It's ke your rashes or your pains. It 1l go away. Right
now it's there because you've just come through it and it's very sicken-
ing. 1 feel it in my stomach too.”

Michelle had stopped crying, but she still spoke with a tremor.
“Those people aren't people,” she said, raising her eyes to look directly
at Dr. Pazder. “People who do things like that are monsters.”

JULY 2

“I remembered some things after we finished the other day,
chelle said at the start of the next session. “I thought about that fire
in the round room. It's a really creepy fire. The more blood they put
in the fire, the creepier it got. It was sort of ugly and dead. I don't know.
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In his Master Plan, Satan had spoken of All Saints’ Day:

You'll know the day the march is begun.
1t the day they say all saints are one.
You'll know and feel it in the air.

You'll know and feel the despair.

Later, they would conjecture that it was the day before, Halloween,
when Satan's legions, marching from the four comers o the carth in
stillanother colossal spectacl, brought bones to the round room. And
Michelle, remembering it twenty-two years later, on Halloween of
1977, knew that at that very moment the marching legions were once
again rallying to the call of Satan, newly arrived on earth for another
fiveyear sojourn

Into the round room came Satan’s myrmidons carrying bones—
some large and glistening white, others small and gray.* Watching
the monstrous vision, Michelle saw people leaving their homes and
families, children leaving home at night, empty houses, streams of
haggard figures trudging the highways and byways—all of them com-
ing to Satan, all of them bringing the bones they were required to
provide.

The feast had moved now from the nose of the Horns of Death to
the mouth, for the final phases of the rite. The people in the circles
all had bones now, one large one in each hand, and they repeatedly
raised them above their heads and clacked them together hard, making
a sharp, hollow sound, then spun around and bent low and clacked
them again just above the ground. They beat them in a crazy thythm,
a wild, insane dance of dead bones.

1t was too much for Michelle, and to escape the terror and confu-
sion, she again took refuge in one of her familiar fantasies—of being
2 puppy. She licked her paws, nudged an imaginary ball, snuffed, and

*It s beleved that most of the bones were holy relcs solen from churches,
Throughout Christian history, unto this day, rliquarics have been broken into fre.
quently and their contents taken away. Newspapers refe to these incidents as "acts
of vandalism,” but some Church authorities understand ofherwisc
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something to me. I¢'s the same counting as before, but the doctor keeps
making me look at the shiny thing, I'm scared .. 1 can’t get my mouth
towork. It sounds like other people's voices are coming inside my head
and staying there. They seem to be putting things in there, for good.
The doctor's got me frozen. I can't move. Something’s scaring me.

R, pazoex: Breathe decply. Let your breath go.

suicheLLe: Somebody help me!

bR pazoer: Michelle, breathe! Breathe out!

smiceLLE: Something’s happened. It pushes people away. Its got
to do with a word. It makes me go like a record. You know, when a
record's run out? I'm going, “Ahhbh.” Then cverything’s fine, Hi,
Mom! Hi. 'm Michelle: Come here, I'll give you  kis.[sings] Where's
my doll? My doll. 'm fine. There’s nothing wrong. No. Nothing wrong.
Nothing. (laughs| Nothing’s hurting me.

‘Who said that? It's not me! It's in my head. Get it out of my head.
Help me. They kecp putting words in my head. Everything’s fine.
Nobody's ever hurt me. | won't tell anybody. Yes. Yes, I know. Yes.
1 know. Yes, sir. Yes, sir. No. Nobody hurt me. Nobody hurt me. I did
it to myself. Tsn'tthat funny. 1 did everything to myself. Yes. 'l forget
it. Yes, I promise. Oh! Not 7 won't say that word! No! No! Please
somebody make them quit saying that word. Please. I'm going to die.
They got to quit saying it

No one can hear me. My mouth won't move. No one will hear me.
Please. Please. Everything’s all right. Please. Please, someone know it's
not al right. 1V going slow, then it's going fast. Get away/ Get that
needle out of my hand. Quit doing that to me. No. I won't make
my head tum around. 1 won't! I won't do that! Oh, God, something’s
going to happen. Got to get back. No. I'm not going to go squish.
No.

Mommy. Mommy! Mommy, please come. Mommy, where are
you? Mommy! I want my mommy. | don't care what she’s like. I want.
my mommy. | want my mommy! Pleasel Anybody! Please!

Everybody's walking away. I'll keep my mouth shut. Ill keep it shut,
1 promise Ill eepit shut. Please. No. Don'tleave me here. Please don't
leave me here. No. | don't want the bugs on my hands. No Please, No.
Don't go. Please. Come back. Come back. Please, I'll die. . . .






index-288_1.jpg
Michelle Remembers [ 270]

Roman numerals, seven is VII; Satan took the two Roman numeral
ones and laid them across the Roman numeral five, like this: s The
result was a schematic representation of the Homs of Death:

There are numbers I despise,

But | know them, and they make me wisc.
1 know what numbers are al about;

1 count them carcfully, 1 turn them about

Six upside down
Helps me put on

The number Satan despises is three—because it stands for the
Trinity but also because, doubled Satan’s way, it is thisty-three, Chr
age at his death. Three doubled the conventional way is six, which
Michelle saw Satan write in Roman numerals: V1. When he tured it
upside down, he put the “I" under the inverted “V," like this

A\ Itrepresented himself with a crown. There i also the implication

that by taking three, doubling it, and turning it upside down, he had
upset the Trinity—and won his battle.

Then you take where I am cqual

This was fust a fragment. Michelle was unable to convey the rest
of this thyme, perhaps because of an interruption or @ failure to hear.
“Where 1 am cqual” is the doubling of Satan's number, seven. He
wites Roman numeral seven by inverting the “"* and lining up the
A

I's beneath it like this: & This represents a spear. Two sevens is two.

spears, or double the power. Two sevens is alo seventy-seven, for the
year 1977—the year of Satan's return to earth.

At the end of the counting, which went on for days, Satan took
twenty-seven small bones, Twenty-seven istraditionally God's number,
and in Roman numerals, twenty-scver i especially powerful—two X's
and a seven (VI1)}—and he arranged them on the altar like this:
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He thinks I'm looking at the shiny thing, but I'm not. 'm looking past
it. Do you understand what | mean?

DR, pazoR: Yes, [ do.

sicheLLE: You see, | watched him do that to someone else. He
had children there, and he can make them look like they were dead
1 don't want to go dcad. | look slecpy like they did so that he won't
get mad. The doctor did it to the children with a candle. He made their
eyes go up in their head, and they didn't breathe. They just lay there.
Then he'd say something and they'd wake up. I'd hear them talking
about how you couldn't tell the difference if you were dead or
not. . .

161 go to slecp, Ill never get out of i, ever,

DR, pAzoER: Sure you will.

smciLLE (suddenly brightening): My pretend friend, she’s back
I'm 50 glad I have her. She always used to tell me not to talk, not to
tell them anything. She says I shouldn't go to lecp. She says she'll tay
with me and keep me company, so [ won't go to sleep.

They're pushing me.

DR. PAzDER: Pushing you?

scieLLE: Pushing me, trying to make me slecp.

bR, pazoer: The doctor?

aicHELLE: Yes. He keeps making my cyes go funny. They're stick-
ing things in my hands. I'm getting sick. They say funny words on me,
and they write them down in the book

There's something wrong with my hands! There's bugs on them!
Get them off

They're tying my arms down. I want to rip them off. They're
scaring me. They're saying things. They're scaring me. I don't want to
die now! I don’t want to die now. Now isn’t the time for me to die.
It's not!

b pazoex: No, o, it's not. You won't dic. You'll be all right. Tell
me, what are they sticking in your hands?

icueLLe: They . . . the doctor has a bottle again.t He's got a
needle. He's sticking it in my hand. I feel really far away. It's done

1From further discussion it appeared to Dr. Pazder that the bottle contained
Methedrine and Amytal, or similar drugs.
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For ten days Michelle conveyed Satan's counting rhymes, word by
word, line by line. At the end, she and Dr. Pazder and Father Guy
analyzed the thymes. They consulted scholarly works on the subject
and telephoned crtain churchmen with special knowledge. Th
covered that, for Satan, numbers have power in themselves, and his
counting is a way of controlling that power spiitually. And they arrived
at tentative explanations for some of those rhymes

One and one cqual two,
These are bones that once were new.
Add them up, you'll think it’s ight
Add them my way, it makes a fight!

ou'l think it's right” is the way people normally add—
one plus one equal two. But done Satan's way, an X is used instead of
a plus sign—since the plus sign is also the symbol he hates, the Chris-
tian cross. The X between the ones makes them “fight

One times three
Equal me.

Three, for Satan, i the sign of the Trinity. He himself i the one
‘The times sign, an X, symbolizes his primal fight with the Trinity, a
fight he expects to win.

Twenty-cight
Is the gate.

Divide by four

And you'll reach the core.

Twenty-cight is the “gate”—the opening to the Satanic future—
because it is cvery twenty-cight years that Satan returns to carth, and
because twenty-cight is traditionally Satan’s number. He divides it by
four because four has always been a spritually powerful number: There
are four scasons, four directions, four clements, four Gospels. The
quotient is seven, which is the largest nondivisible integer. Written in
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andlaround and under the stairway. She huddled here.
1fIdon't move, she thought, 711 be al right. Il just be part of the
dust on the floor. If I move, it so quiet here 1l just scare myself.

She became very hungry and then went past hunger.

She heard footsteps, somewhere up in the house, Hopefuly, she
came outfrom under the stairs and erept halfvay up: The footsteps
wentaway She went back and crouched under the stairs again. She had
the strongest sense of needing her back to be protceted.

Some time Jater—a long time? a short time?—she heard footsteps
again. Someore is going to come {0 save me, she thought. O, maybe
I going to get out of here. And then something insideher said: “Dont
et caught by it, don't lt yourself hope too much.””

The footsteps drew closer and stopped. A Key turned in the door
ock The door creaked open.

“Michellle.. " It was the nurse,calling i a long, drawn-out voice:
in an cerie minor key, “Michellle . .

‘The voice didn't scare her. [t made er feel very alone.

The hunger was back. She was lying on the steps, They were her
world now; she hadcome to know them very well. Her had was on
a tread, and she found herself gnawing it, breaking off splinters with
e teeth and chewing them. The taste wasn't nearly as bad as she'd
thought it would be, and it was good to be chewing. More than that,
she was doing something. Taking care of herself. It cased her fear.

“Michelllle ... The voice would return from time to time. Once
Michelle thought she might ansier, but just then the voice went ayway.
Again Michelle's hopes had been raised and dashed, leaving her ina
deeper desolation.

She was desperately,thirsty now. She had to'go to the bathroom.
She squatied and began tourinate. On impulse she put her hands down
1A Michellerlived this scene with Dr. Pader,her voce g fat, montonous,
uncaring,an e calied hat sh wis ming nto 4 Kind of desth of the spirt. They
were. ninl ing her from everything familiar and disconnecting her emotions from all
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b Numbers of people, so many, each one small;
Then so much money, the small are tall.

On and on went Satan, recling off his scemingly absurd, twisted,
malign thymes. Syllble by syllable he droned them out, until Michelle
thought her brain would explode and her heart would stop.
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see in the dim light that there were no furniture, no carpets. And no
people. She was all alone with the nurse

“In here,” said the nurse, indicating an open closct door. Michelle
went in, trembling, “North,” the nurse said solemnly.toino one, and
shut the closet door. Michelle stayed in the closet for some time—she
did not know how long—and then the door opened. “This way, the
nusse said, leading her into another closet, across the room

“West””

After atimein the dark, Michelle was moved again—'south/ And
then “east.”

‘And then she was shown to still another door opening into black-
ness. But beyond this threshold were staits, going down. Michielle went
down two steps and then turned back tojplead to the nuse. The door
closed in Michelle's face. She heard the lock click and foofsteps recede,
then the front door slam shut, then the car start, then the sound of fs
motor fade aay.

The child stood motionless on the steps,in total darkness. She was
silently fightened, but she was not hysterical. She stayed on her step
for a long time. Eventually she moved just enough to determine with
her bare feet that the staircase was narrow and made of rough wood!
‘The air was musty, the smell of a ditt floor somewhere below.

Tl take a step, she thought, but didn't. And then she did, slowly
extending her foot, trying to move her toe down the vertical board to
get to the horizontal on. But there was no vertical board. The stairway.
had no iser, only treads, and her toe met nothing. For a moment she
thought she might lurch off balance and crash down the stirsinto the
unknown awfulness at the bottom, But she steadied herselF and sum-
‘moned her courage and bent her knee untilthe lower foot touched the.
next tread, Then another, and another. She had no idea where the.
bottom was, o idea when she might step off into . .. she did't dare.
think what

Her cyes at last grew aceustomed to the dark. There was the slight-
st bit of light coming from somewhere. She could see the fioor. She
crept down step by step and then, when she reached the foor, she
stopped. She peered off toward the dark comers.

Are there monsters? she wondered. QuicKly she felther way down
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First division, that comes first;
Then it's followed by a hearse.
Then you multiply your dead;
1¢'s casy to get a bodyless head

Seventy-nine goes down to the fire;

1’ the time when the flames grow higher.
Division and fight, death and hate;
Seventy-ninc is an open gate.

IE T turn them face to face;

Black against black, race against race,

I£ 1 can hold the legs straight so neither can bend;
Then it's a fight to the end

When the year is seven and nine,
Most of the world will be mine.
They don't even know what I'm about;
By 1980 they won't even shout.

“O-00k- Okinawa
Per. . Per . . Persia, Russia, Iran will mate;!

They will help open the gate.

No time to see light, worry about fate.

All countries round about
Will start to yell and ser
They think it means wi

m and shout

But it's only a way inside the door.

Al the countries around Rome;

‘The place they think is home.

All the countries you sec, | set my traps,
Waiting for the boot to collapse.

Money and numbers and the power of hate
These are the things on which | relate.

FThe publisher fist read these thymes i 1978, They were then exactly as they are-
above
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easily and fel into the room, And sun poured in. She could see her
‘arms, her dirty bare tocs pecking from beneath her tatered nightgown
—she could sce herself. She was a person again. It felt so good. The
sun was so compfortin: They had told her the sun was gone. Now /will
never believe them dgain, she thought. /im  little cat, and.I'm going
to.curl up and go to sleep right here i the sun.

“Michellel”

Ahand seized her shoulder and yanked her away from the window.
1t was a woman, It was her mother, and her mother was enraged. She
began hitting the child and'at the same time trying to block off the
light. “That's wrong, Michelle!” her mother cried out, “You're a bad
girl?? And sheled the child back downstairs.

They entered alarge room with hardwood floors and shiny paneling
and a big stone fireplace: There were twisted, two-colored candles on
the mantel. The nurse was there, and so was Malachi, both in black.
Standing off in the comer were two wizened old people, watching,
never speaking. They made Michelle shiver.

“Poor Michelle" said the nurse sweetly. “You must be very hungry.
We have something for you.” Malachi handed her a bowl, and the
nurse held it for Michelle to eat from. Michelle wrenched her head
avay. The contents of the bowl smelled putrid: They said there were
ashes in it.

“If you eat this, you'lllbe allowed to)go home,” the nurse said
Michelle would not budge; her jaws were tightly clamped.

The nurse was unperturbed; nothing could fuster her. “I know,”
she said: “You'd like  nice bath, wouldn't you? Eat this and you can
have a wonderful ot soapy bath.

Michelle was adamant. Malachi had told her before to keep her
mouth shut, and now, to spite him, she would dojust that, She clamped
Tier hands over hes mouth,

‘The nurse addressed Michelle's mother, “Give it tome,” she said,
and Michelle's mother handed the nurse a doll

(O, o, ot again, Michelle cautionedherself, there's probably a
bird under it I'm not going o be fooled again.

Suddenly the nurse fung the doll to the foor, smashing s head,
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slumped to the ground. A knife stuck out from his back. The attendants
seized him and, lfting him above their heads, flung him into the fire.
Michelle heard sighs of relicf and pleasure as the body burst into flames.

She had thought she was numb, but this fresh horror decply fright-
ened her and, in panic, having nowhere clsc to go, she began to dig a
hole in the soil of the floor, determined to dig her way to the other side
of the world. But the drcadcd Beast was there beside her, and s she
dug he kicked the dirt back in the hole

““Try, try to get out,” he mocked, and the worshipers began tolaugh
and taunt

She got up on her hands and knces and then pushed hersclf un-
steadily onto her fect. She stood for a moment, and then she started
to run. But everywhere she ran, the robed figurcs closed in. She threw
herself on the ground and tried to crawl through their legs, but there
was 1o squeezing through. She threw herself against the ranks of black,
but there was no way out. There was no point in running.

The firc was growing bigger. As she watched, the fames parted
around a blazing chasm. From deep within, she could hear childish
voices, the crying of infants

“Mommy! Mommy! Help!" a litle voice called. There was the
sound of running footsteps. A woman rushed up and pushed her way
through to the center.

“Mommy! Mommy!” The small voice was full of fright

“My baby!” the woman cried. “I've got to get my baby!" The fire
grew higher and the black hole wider. Satan laughed.

The woman ran over to the black hole and reached down. As she
fell, there was a seream, an undulating howl. 1t stopped abruptly. And
that was all

Satan laughed again.

People will do anything for a child
They will kil and steal and run wild,
Fall into my pit

He slammed his tail on the ground. It was like a thunderclap. The hole
closed up.
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and received the warm liquid into them; then raised it to her lips. It
was bitter but mot impossibly bitter: She repeated the process us
there was no more.

‘The door opened wide and a shaft of light lanced down into M=
chelle's prison. It was dull but seemed dazzling. From her hiding plice
under the stairs she could see big, booted feet going clunk-clink-olunk
down the steps: Through the freads she made out the form of a large
manin'a heavy coat, hi collar up, The man was reaching toward the
ceiling. He was hanging ducks from the rafters. They were bleeding
onto the floor: And on the floor, was that a spider? She was dreadfully
afraid of spiders.

“The man hung the last bird, then turmed. It was Malachi. He left
without glancing around. It was a i he didn't even knowshe was there.

She awoke with a shriek, She'd been dreaming of spiders! In panio
she leaped to her feet and scrambled up the steps. She scized the
doorknob, and toheramazement she found the door was unlocked. She
imagined suddenly that there was someone just on the othierside of the
door. That terrified ier, and she ran back down the stairs

After a time, she inched her way back up. She touched the knob.
The door was still unlocked. She pushed the door the tiniest bit. She
saw nothing buta dim, empty room. But the room was the world again
—it rushed back in upon her and, deprived of all visual stimuli for so
Tong, she was nearly overwhelmed:

She entered the room. No one: No noises. She began tolfeel
strangely cxhilarated. This was an adventure.

A stairway led up—a broad, curling stairway—and she followed it.
At the top there was a door. She went through it into another cmpty
room. Coming from a window, where the boards that covered it had
worked loose, was a slver of . . . sunshinel Rich, briliant, wonderful
sunshine. She forgot her caution and ran to it and pushed her face into
its path, After the endless damp of the eellar,it felt unbelievably warm
and nourihing.

She took one of the boards in her hands and tugged. It came free
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MICIIEI.LE had been reliving for a weck the

period in which Satan was in the nose of the Horns of Death, whittling
away the body of Christ s the Beast recited his Master Plan. She had
listened as carefully as she could, day after day, while he ponderously
declaimed and harangued, laing out a vast scheme of evil intention,
concealed within the drivel of the rhymes.

On the last day of the time in the nose, soon after the Master Plan
was done, Michelle noticed that Satan had suddeny shifted from the
exhilaration of oratory to another of his rages. His eyes shot fire, his
‘movements were hectic. He was snorting, sniffing. An odd thought
came to her: He is using his nose. He knows. But what did he know?
‘What mad knowledge was driving him to fury?

Al the others soon were sniffing too—sniffing cach other, like
animals. There was someone who did ot belong. There was someone
in that room who was not one of Satan's own

The high priests started rubbing against cach other in a studied,
formal sequence. They were watching for someone to make a mistake,
someone who did not know the routine, the way to rub, the steps to
take.

Someone has broken my circle of black!
1 they have, put a knife in his back!

There was a great lowing in the Satanic congregation, a rising
‘moan, and one of the high priests staggered out of the inner circle and
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it was New Year's Eve,* and time is important on New Year's Eve, so
Iwas spending a lot of time being a clock that night. She said she had
1o giveme a bath” Michelle was panting, groaning, partially descend-
ing.

She started talking to me like she did that night—you know,
that she vas beingall ike. .. a mommy. And she was saying she.
was there to look after me and make me better. She pulled my
clothes of. The other nurses didn'tcare, they just thoughit she was
giving me a bath. Eleven-thirty . . . she had this silver thing
. sheknew. it wasn't lie those cups that night, it was much
bigger, And I just shut my mouth very tight, | wasn't going to
open it. And she thought that was funny'. . . 00oh ... she told
e I had to put my legslike that, ke when she was washing me.
She went and got that silver thing, and this long tube. She said
the doctor had ordered )an enema 1 didn’t understand. You sce,
I hadn't gone to the bathroom for days—I wouldnt let myself:
1 didn't know what an enema was; I didn't know for years after
that.

‘As soon as she put the tube in my bottom ... it was so much
like that other night, with her and those sticks and that stuff. She
toldime I wasn't allowed to move, .. . It such a terrible pain
down there, it's like hot and cold. I couldn't go to the bathroom,
Tivasn't allowed to do that. Its ten to tyelve. .. Oh, I hurt, I
really hurt. But I wasn't allowed to say.anything, I had to be really
quiet. She said I could't go to the bathroom until midnight. |
feltlike I'd lost control down there. ... I can't stand hurting like:
this. Oh, what am I going to do? What am I going to do?

‘At midnight she said, “You have to go to the bathroom right
now!” I could see the shiny thing, it looked like a toilet seat. She
was bringing it to me. I couldn't get out of bed. And just when

“The dates during the hospital cxperience are uncertain. It later became clear that

Malachi,the nursc, and the others were using a calendar year that diffred from the
ordinary. It appears possibe that their New Year's Dy was the thirteenth day of the
thitteenth month—that s, January 13,
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tape recorder. And we can talk on the phone every few days.”

“That would be.... that's s good of you. I won't all unless L eally

to.”
We can't handle too miich over the phone. You car't go into al
that vith you up there and me down here. But it’s important for me
to hear anything really scary. Maybe even at this distance I can put it
to the side enough so that it von't hut too much "

Michelle was greatly relieved that Dr. Pazdler had heard and under-
stood. The contact betweenthem made it possible forher to Reepthe
memories under better control, and she was able to enjoy the rest of
the month: She and Doug went to the movies. She set about repotting
her large collection of tropical plants, some two hundred of them. She.
went out to the universiy, where she had taught a course in fber
sculpture, and, choosing tones of white and gray and brown from the.
stores of coarse, handspun wool, she wove a tea cozy: She was pleased
with i, if she did say so herself. Some of her fber sculptures had sold
for more than'a thousand dollars, and this lttle tea cozy, was as good
as any of them. She took it to the Fort Royal Medical Gentre, along.
with an assortment of her best plants. Some years ago she had nursed
a number of neglected plants back to health, and she had avery special
fecling about her “greenhouse.” Each plant had a personality of its
own, this one liking sunny, open spaces, that one happier in a small,
shadowed nook. She learned how to care for all of them, she watched
them grow and respond to her attention. And she was revarded—her
plants were thriving, Jush, and beautiful: Now she wanted to bring the
joy of these natural, growin things into Dr. Pazder’s admittedly drab
offce.

ha

But the memories returned,

“She's back. That ady s back. The one who was there that night
in the black cloak. Only . . . now she's all dressed in white. She's
smiling, but she scares mel”

she ket
something. I can't breathel’

s saying she's really sorry. She's doing
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MCHELLE was concened about Dr. Pazder.

He had been working 5o hard, with her and with his other patients, that
the was greatly fatigued. There was gray in his hair that had not been
there sixmonths before, and new lines around s eyes. She wished she
could do something for him, and then she hit upon an idea. As a
non-Catholic with a growing interest in the ways of the Church, she
had been intrigued by the fact that a Mass could be said for a specific
person—"a sort of spiritual shot in the arm,” Dr. Pazder had called it
At first it had seemed strange to her—a Mass said for just one person?
And then Dr. Pazder had gone with her to Father Leo, and the priest
had said a Mass for them, and suddenly the practice had come to seem
meaningful. Now she conceived the notion of returning the favor, of
having a Mass said for the exhausted psychiatrist

Father Leo Robert, however, could not be the celebrant. Having
completed that year's work as university chaplain, he had gone on a
world tour. But friends had spoken to Michelle with enthusiasm about
another priest, Father Guy Merveille, the new rector of Sacred Heart
Church. She decided tostop by to see him on her way to the Fort Royal
Medical Centre

Sacred Heart was not an ordinary parish church, Strikingly modern,
a round building with huge glass windows, it sat atop a high hill in the
north end of Victoria looking out on a breathtaking view of the city
and the ocean, Father Guy was free when she arrived, and he welcomed
her into the rectory study.

(163]
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When Remi De Roo was thirty-eight, he became the youngest
Roman Catholic bishop in Canada. Raised on a 48c-acre family farm
in Manitoba with, as he had put it, “one hand on the tractor and the
other on a halter,” he was ideal for the diocese of Vancouver Iskand,
alarge, rugged area with many isolated missions tucked into the i
ness. He was from the start a champion of the underdog, particularly
the Native Indians. “Why don't we see what we are doing to destroy
our own Indian people?” he once asked a conference. “We expect
them to conform to the image we set for them, and when they don't,
we marginalize them.” Not doctrinaire, he tolerated limited use of the
old ritual form of the Mass modified by the Church since Vatican II,
alongside the new forms he preferred. “There's a place within the
Church for us all,” he said.

Michelle had never met a bishop before—De Roo was her first
‘What she saw as she entered his residence was  slender man with large
eyes and light hair. His manner was intellectual but by no means
austere; quite the contrary—he was most engaging. There was a quiet,
empathetic warmth that Michelle responded to instantly.

‘After some opening conversation, Dr. Pazder laid out the case for
the bishop briefly, in broad outline. And then, wanting Michelle to
hear him say this as much as he wanted the bishop to hear it, he said.
“To come right to the point, then, 1 feel that, in my professional
inion, Michelle is not crazy; in fact, she's a sound, healthy woman,
I've listened to her for many hundreds of hours for close to a year, and
four years before that—and I'm a trained listener—and so far as I can
determine, she is not making it up. I'm convinced that she believes it
10 be true—that is, I believe she’s genuine.”

The bishop then asked Michelle some questions, letting her tell her
story herself, attending to every word. At the end of an hour he turned
back to Dr. Pazder and said: “Well, of course, I completely agree with
you. It's clear that Michelle i totally genuine. As to the truth of her
story—whether or not her dreadful memories are accurate—'m in no
position to say. Nor can I speak about the ramifications of the story.
Nor should I it seems possible that someday I might be called upon
to make judgments upon it, and I shouldn’t anticipate those judgments.

“But | do want to say’—he took Michelle’s head between his
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I am here for a friend,” she said, “someone who has been very,
very helpful to me. I would like to have a Mass said for him. Is that
possible?”

The priest was tall, dark-haired, and serious, but when he spoke it
was with a twinkle. “A Mass,” he said, “is always possible. If you and
your friend can come this afternoon at three, I'll say a Mass for him
then.”

They talked for a quarter of an hour, at the end of which Michelle
rose to depart. She noticed that the priest was observing her keenly.
“Ithink you have been struggling with negative forces,” he said quietly.
‘You're right, Father,” she replied. “I have.”

‘When Michelle told Dr. Pazder what she had arranged, he was very
touched. At three that afternoon, they presented themselves at the
rectory. Father Guy was waiting for them. Michelle introduced the two
men, and they chatted a bit before walking across to the church.

There was a vitality to the service that everyone felt. “A really good
Mass, wasn't it,” Father Guy said afterward. They agreed and thanked
him and stood talking for a few minutes. “I think we're going to know
each other well,” the priest said. “We have lots to share.”

Driving back down the hill, Dr. Pazder said to Michelle, I like
him. What do you know about him?"

“He's a Belgian. A Norbertine canon—it's an order based on mo-
nastic principles, but with an active apostolate. He got his MA. in
sociology at Temple University in Philadelphia, and I hear he worked
th street gangs there.”

1 like him,” Dr. Pazder said again.

“So do I, Michelle said. “I'm glad we're in touch with him."
‘Speaking of being in touch, I think it may be time to go talk to
the bishop. What do you think? I know him pretty well, through
Church committees I've served on and so forth. I'd just feel better if

“I would too. I'd like him to know what we're doing. I mean, 1
sometimes wonder if it's okay even to be talking about all this—the
ceremonies, the rituals—or whether we're dealing with things we.
shouldn't. And if I had his blessing, his prayers, well, it would mean
a very great deal when 1 have to go back down there."
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it. There is no reason for you to stand outside the Church if you truly
want to be inside.”

He spoke to Bishop De Roo, who gave him permission both to
baptize and to confirm Michelle at the same time. The date was sct
for June 26,

On June 24 Dr. Pazder and Michelle went together to Sacred
Heart Church. As they sat in the pew, listening to Father Guy cele-
brate Mass, Dr. Pazder noticed that the sacristy light, a lttle candle
burning in a glass cup suspended by a chain from the cailing, had
suddenly grown dim. “Did you sce that?" he asked Michelle after the
service. “The sacristy light went way down. Its sill way down.”

“Maybeit’s burning out,” Michelle replied, glancing over at it. And
then she tensed. “What's that?” she exchimed in a loud whisper.

A few feet away was a small wooden bench. Neither of them had
ever noticed it in the church before—and they would have; it was very
out of place in the simple, modern decor.

“Those symbols’” Michelle said, and Dr. Pazder, looking closer,
saw that the bench was carved with ornate designs. His heart skipped
a beat. They were preciscly the symbols Michelle had described as
being sewn on the cloaks of the inhabitants of the round room.

They hurried to the back of the church, where Father Guy was
bidding farewell to the last of the worshipers. “Father,” said Dr.
Pazder, “could you come here for a second? I want you to have a look
at something.”

When the priest stood before the little bench, his expression of
befuddlement changed to one of shock. “Oh, my God!” he said.
“What is that doing in here? How did that get here? I know those
symbols. We'll et rid ofitright away!” He snatched up the bench and,
holding it at arm’s length, quickly transported it from the church to
the grass outside.

They examined it. It was very well made, well fitted, finished with
many coats of varnish

“What should we do with it?” Dr, Pazder asked
“I can tell you what we'll do with it,” Father Guy said. “We'll burn
it It couldn’t be more perfect—thisi the feast of St. John the Baptist.
You know the Gospel—St. John was the bearer of the Light. It's
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hands; her eyes were stll moist from the emotion of recounting her
experiences—"that | really am very sory for all the pain you've had to
£0 through. You are a good person, Michelle, and you must ot feel
ashamed for what happened. You are in no way responsible.” He gave
Michell his blessing, and then ll eyes were moist.

The bishop offered to talk again at any time, and he gave them the
use of his library for such research as they might need to do into the
phenomena Michelle was encountering

Michellesaid that she had found it very helpfulto have the spiitual
guidance of Father Leo at the most diffcult moments of her travai,
and she wondered if, when there was more that needed talking over,
they might go to Father Guy Menvill.

“An excellent idea,” said the bishop. “Father Guy isa very interest-
ing man with a very broad background. He has experience that other
priests have perhaps not had, experience that might well be useful in
dealing with these matters. Let me assign him to you and ask him to
keep me closely informed.”

‘As he saw his visitors to the door, the bishop smiled and said,
“Michell, you are appropriately named. As you know, it was Michael
the Atchangel who drove Lucifer from Heaven.”

The relationship with Father Guy flourished. He and Michelle had
long conversations, about the remembering but also about Michelle’s
inner life, her own spiritual quest, her growing sense that she wanted
to become Catholic.

“1think t is important that you be baptized,” Father Guy said, “for
all your own excellent reasons but also for your protection. It would be.
better. One is always safer when one holds the hand of one’s Father.”

Michelle glowed. “Would it be all right?”

“Nothing,” the priest replied, “could be more all right." His voice.
was grave, but when Michelle studied his face, she saw an affectionate
smile. Diffdently, she brought forth one last misgiving: Would the evil
she was encountering in her descents taint the Church if she joined it
before she had come to the end of the remembering?

Father Guy replied emphatically. “It will be better for you to be
part of the Church while you are going through this instead of outside
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“Where do you have to get to,in this experience, to feel safe?”

I don't know,” Michelle said, whimpering:

SWell, let's just begin.”

““Are you sure? Please, I can't .. I can't do anything, I'm so weak
now.” She was erying. “I can't see you. [ don't know wht to do.” The
crying was mixed with coughing and great gasps for air. She quickly
diifted into her depths and began the riving

Something’s wrong. Why do I see my mom all dressed up?
She'sin that really nice green paid suit—dark green with yellow:
stripes, mostly green with yellow and blue, It has a pleated skirt
and a tailored jacket, and.a great big hat with fowers on it

She looks real nice in it

One of the nurses is saying, “She's got to want to pull outof
it” . 1 don't know where I'm going and I'm afaid. Oh, please
don't. ... 1 hate it. Oh, please don’t I'm afraid!

Maybe my mom has come to save me. She comes over and
sits down by mybed and she looks so prefty. .. . Oh, my,chest
hurts! My chest hurts! L couldn't say anything to her. It was the
other me looking . her, 1 had my eyes shut.

Michelle paused foramoment, her body motionless, her face blank.
‘Then her alertness slowly returned.

“Doll have to tell you everything that's happening to see f its not
true?”

“Yes, everything”

I don't think it true, but I.don't know where it came from

“It seems quite important to you."”

She's leaning over saying something to me I wanied her to
hug me. T could have hugged her back, I couldve: Andithen she
said, “Here, I brought you something.* And 1 opened this box
and 1. there was adoll.. .. I took it out of the box .. .and
undemeath it . .. there was a dead bird! It was my bird, my.
budgie, all dead!.
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round his neck, and quite oblivious to the somewhat strained looks
hat were aimed in his direction.

‘The ceremony began. Michelle stood to one side of the fire. Father
Gy, vested in white and wearing 2 white stole, stood to the other. He
said  prayer, then struck a match and touched it to e kindling. Flame
seemed to leap from the match, then into the air. Almost instantly
there was a tall column of fire, nearly six feet high—far larger, far
brighter than one might have expected. It burned with a fury

Father Guy took his thurible, opened it, and spooned incense upon
the glowing coals within, Sweet smoke rose into the night air. He closed
the thurible and, reciting a prayer, swung it toward the fir censing it,
cleansing it. He gave a Bible to Michelle and asked her to read the
beautiful, uncannily evocative words from the opening of the Gospel
according to John

In the beginning was the Word;
the word was with God

and the Word was God. ..

And all that came to be had life in him
and that life was the light of men,

a light that shines in the dark,

a light that darkness could not overpower.

Father took a vialof holy water and, thrusting it forward again and
again, sent drops hissng into the flames, He recited the prayer: “In the
name of Jesus Christ | order any influence of evil, any power of cvi,
to g0 back to where you belong.”

‘Abruptly there was a pungent, almost overwhelming odor. All three
of them smelled it—sickening, cloying. Dr. Pazder recognized it im-
‘mediately, it was a smell he could never forget. He had known it a
number of times in Africa, usually when natives who had been drying
gunpowder in their huts, too near the fire, had been badly charred. It
was the odor of burning human flesh. And then it was gone. There was
a rustling in the trees, yet the night was still.

‘Throughout the ceremony, he kept taking photos, one after an-
other, guessing at the apertures and shutter speeds, holding the cameras
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Evilisan effective agent, a lving spirtual being, perverted and pervert.
ing. A terrble reality. One of the greatest needs is defense from the
evil which is called the Devil

“The question of the Devil and the influence he can exrt on individ-
ual persons as well as on communitis, whole societis, o events, s very
important. 1t should be studied again.

'COMMENT OF REMI DE ROO, BISHOP. OF THE DIOCESE OF VICTORIA,
BRITISH COLUMBIA, ON SEPTEMBER 28, 1977:

“The Church is well aware of the existence of mysterious and evil
forces in the world. Each person who has had an experience of evi
imagines Satan in a sightly different way, but nobody knows precisely
what this force of evil looks ike

Tdo ot question that for Michelle this expericnce was real. In time
we will know how much of it can be valdated. It will require prolonged
and carcful study. In such mysterious matters, hasty conclusions could
prove unwise.

1t may well be that for people today, to hear this message coming
from a five-year-old child i of particular significance.

[ix]
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traditional to have a bonfire on the feast of St. John—to signify the
bringing of the Light to lighten the world. We'l have a bonfire tonight,
and we have our fuel”

In preparation, Dr. Pazder and Father Guy knocked the bench
apart. Soon its sections were strewn on the grass. “Oht” Michelle said,
and the others looked at her inquiringly. “Don't you see? There are
thirteen picces!”

When Michelle and Dr. Pazder retumed that night, Father Guy
was waiting for them outside the rectory door. In his hand was asheet
of paper. On it, he explained, he had written a prayer, in both Latin
and English, a prayer meant to drive out anything evil in the fire.

They moved the picces of wood to a suitable spot about ten feet
from the conrete wall of the church. Father Guy crinkled his paper
and stacked the wood around it. Just as they were prepared to begin,
Dr. Pazder said: “Could you hold on just a couple of minutes? I want
to get my camera.”"

Dr. Pazder, during his time as a physician in West Africa, had
become fascinated with African ceremonies and had taken countless
photos of them. Many ceremonics involved the burning of juju, little
dolls and amulets used in black magic, and replacing them with a cross
—this 2sa way of trying to get rd of the animistic beliefs among West
Africans in the spirits of the jungle. Dr. Pazder had built up a very.
extensive collection of photographs of such ceremonics, planning some-
dayto use them in some sor o transcultural study. Now, a Father Guy
prepared tolight the bonfir, Dr. Pazder fltstrongly compelled to take
photographs of it

“But your camera’s all the way at your house,” Michelle said.

“Won't take a minute, " Dr. Pazder replied, already heading down
the hill toward his car
(ow, Dr. Pazder, s thi really necessary?” Father Guy called after
him. Father Guy had already come to know something about the
doctor's slightly flexble perception of time.

But the psychiatrist was climbing into his car. “I can't explain it,”
he shouted. “I just think it's important.”

He was back in twenty minutes, breathiess, with two cameras strung.
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“Hmm?"

“You didn't get left behind You've allowed it to come up

“Well yes, but now I've made this connection and everything.

. But ['know you've got to get home.”

“Tell me about it”

“Tell you about it? Well, okay. You know I wanted to get out of.
the hospital. Well it all makes sense now. It was like I'had to get out
of the hospital New Year's Eve. . . because the nurse was there. She
had a lot more power than the other people did I think she had more:
than my mom. She was sort of ike the female counterpart to Malachi.
T'm not sure if it was Malachi who told my momito bring those things!
in orif itwas her. But I can tell you something very definitely. I never.
seen that doll before. It wasn't minc!”

Michelle stopped and put her hand to her chest. 1 keep feclinglike
I'm having a heart attack”

“Allot of pain there?”

“No, my heart just feels like it's moving around. 'm just scared.
Now yousee”—shebegan to cough again—I feel so dumb doing that,
the coughing.”

“Talking about what happened i the Hospital sl gives you a lot
of trouble in your chest.”

“The doll's eyes were poked aut,” Michelle continued, very dis-
tressed. “And I went to pick it up and its head el off . . - and the
undemeath part of the bird was all rotten!  Aaggh, all bugs

“Bugs on the bird?”

Michelle was moaning. “And they cravled out from inside the
birdshead. I justsmashed it away. But I couldn't say anything, because
‘my mom, she was suchia blank . .. but the nurse, she was looking at
me with those crazy cyes:” Michelle gasped. “I couldnt yellat any of
them I could just throw things. Then the room got wigely, and I began
to vomit.”"

After a time Michelle forced herself to resume.

“She wasn't uglyeither, the nurse. That's what's deceiving. She was
really pretty. But then she did that . . . thing tome. It was New Year's
Eve. Of course I wasn't asleep. [ was being a clock. I'd heard them say
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images appeared on both, from the different cameras

Dr. Pazder showed Michelle the photographs when she arrived at
his office that afternoon. He made no comment but watched as she
Tooked at one after another. She smiled at the picture of Father Guy
sprinkling holy water on the fire. And she gasped when she came to
the first photograph with the misty figure in the background.

They took the pictures to Father Guy. He studied them silently.
His mother, quite an old woman, who lived with him, picked them up
and looked at them. She stopped at a photo of the figure. “Yes,” she
said after a time, quietly, a i to herself, “that's Mary with the child.”

“The pictures were put away. It was too much to think about. They
went back to their work, the remembering. But the photographs were
on their minds. Dr. Pazder’s father ran a large graphic-arts business in
Edmonton, and was an expert on photography. A month later, ona visit
home, Dr. Pazder showed the photos to hs father, asking him if there
was any way to explain these anomalics. His father said no, no way at
all. Dr. Pazder went to more experts. The answer was the same

He had his cameras inspected. Nothing amiss there.

In the fall he and Michelle and Father Guy bult other fircs, on the
same spot on the same sort of night, wearing the same clothes, burning
the same sort of wood, using the thuribl, the vial, duplicating the frst
oceasion as well as they could. Dr. Pazder took rolls and rols of fim.
None of the prints revealed background images. At the end of cach
attempt they would find themselves standing by the dwindling fire and
staring over toward the plain concrete foundation wall of the church,
at the place where, in those baffing first photos, the glowing presence
had seemed to stand.
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Michelles sobs shook er body, and Dr. Pazder drew her to him
and held her while the agony played itself out.

Then she said, “Oh, Michelle, I'm sorry, I'm 5o sorry this had
to happen. And I'm sorry about . . .” But that's all she said. And
‘when she said that, something in her face just went away. I don’t
think I ever saw my mom come back again. She was iddling with
something beside my bed . . . and she . . . Oh, my chest hurts,
1 feel faint, I feel faint. . . . I can't breathe. . . . She's just sitting
there looking at me. . . . I can't breathe!!

As helistened, caught up in the terrible story, Dr. Pazder realized
that whatever had happened long ago was having & physical effect in
the present. Michelle had tured white and was on the verge of faint-
ing. She was gasping for ai, struggling to breathe. Her pulse was slow,
but it was within safe limits, and he refrained from speaking to her,
afraid a voice might shock her. For ten minutes she lay like that on the
‘couch. Then, mightily to his relief, her color began to return, her face
‘camealive, and her eyes opened. And then she began to surface, crying
as she rose

I can't take any more,” she said. “I did't want to try anymore.
1just gave up. ['was going to die anyway. What did it matter? It idnt
matter to/anybody. That's what the truth was—I didn’t matter to
anybody.” And then, after a few minutes, she said: “But I must have
mattered i they wanted me dead!’

“You matter,” Dr. Pazder said, “a very great deal”

“Lhad to stop—I know you want togo see your kids. [ made myself
stopbecause everything was beginning to make sense.”

“I'm very glad you can go/back there and start picking it up again.
1 thought it would take longer.”

“There's too much of it o take longer,” Michellc whispered.

“For what?”

“I¢d take longer”

“Really? But you didn't get left behind today, did you?”
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as still as he could to reduce the bluring that could result from long
xposures. By the time the fire had died down, the ilm in both cameras
had been finished. The men threw water on the last embers. Fifteen
minutes later Michelle was on her way home to Shawnigan Lake, and
Dr. Pazder was in his kitchen unloading his flm and putting it on the
shelf by the door, where he would find it in the morning. He would
drop it off at the photo lab on the way to work.

Father Guy went into the church to divest. As he started out again,
he looked at the sacrsty light. It was burning brightly again.

Michelle was baptized four days later. Every word of the ceremony
had weight. “God s light and in Him there is no darkness,” read Father
Guyas he poured the water. As part of the ceremony of confirmation,
Father Guy then drew his stole and robe about Michelle's shoulders
—to symbolize her being taken into the Church

The next day Dr. Pazder picked up the developed films and prints
from the photo lab. He looked at them on the spot. Some prints were,
after al, slightly indistinct; it was hard to hold a camera still enough
in poor light. But there was Michelle, reading the Gospel. And there
was Father, sprinkling holy water on the fire. And there was the fire
itsclf, those ceric, leaping flames. But in the background—what was
that? That figure beyond the fire .. it seemed to be dressed in a long,
fowing gown, and there was a glow around the head

He looked at other prints, of the shots taken just before and just
afterward. The figure was there, but never in exactly the same spot. It
seemed to be moving slowly from left to right.

Dr. Pazder was puzzled. There had been no one else there that
night. Certainly no one in a long robe. The air had been still. The
smoke had gone straight up—you could sce that in the photos. What
was that figure?

He looked at other photos. The figure was gone, apparently drifted
off and out of the frame. But other images were visible—smaller,
fierce-looking images, moving, changing form—about thirty of them in
all

Wasit just one of the films that was peculiar? He checked. No, the
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I/VHEN Dr. Pazderand his wife returned from Mex-

ico, they found themselves the guests of honor at a surprise party. The
hosts were their four children—three sons and a davghier, Theresa,
‘Theresa had baked the cake. Dr. Pazder had set aside four days tobe
with the children and to work with Michelle before resuming the rest
of his practice. He had promised Michelle over the phone that if she
could hold off until his return, he would see her right away. And o the
following afternoon, January 26, he found himself back in his office.

Michelle was in the waiting room when he arrived, talking with Dr.
Amot: “Boy, are we ever glad to sce youl” Dr. Aot exclaimed when
Dr. Pazder walked in. In the office was another surprise—the touches
of beauty Michelle had'added—the plants, the unique tea cozy, and
also a macramé vall hanging she had made. They livened up the place.

There was a lot of catching up to do

“I¢'s good to sce you,” Dr, Pazder said, shutting the offce door.

“It's really good to'see you,” Michell replied. “I can't believe I'm
talking to the real you instead of to aimachine.”

“Just go ahead and talk”

“I'm not very sure about anything I've been remembering. I've got
to talk really fast and jump around, okay?""

“Okay.”

“There's something that realy has to be said today. I'minot sure:
what it is. It's something to do with time—I had this really panicky
feeling that time was important to my mother and her friends. I don't

(7]
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I/ICI'ORIA, the capital of British Columbia, is a
jewel of a city, a tidy metropolis on the edge of the Pacific that in its
primness scems more English than Canadian. Baskets of flowers hang
from its omate lampposts. Its Parliament Buikding is outlined with
thousands of tiny lights at night, a conceit that would have pleased the
good Queen for whom the city was named. Occangoing yachts tie up
in front of the ivy-covered Empress Hotel downtown. Schools of whales
frolic offshore. And the air blowing in from the sea i fresh and crisp.
Many Canadians consider Victoria a moder Garden of Eden. Not so
farfetched a notion—if one recalls that there was a serpent in the
Garden of Eden

On Fort Street in Victoria is the Fort Royal Medical Centre, a
four.story buiding with shops on the st for and, on the second floor,
offices belonging to five psychiatrists. Ten years ago, finding themsclves.
congenial professionally, the five had gotten together to share facilties
and insights. A founding member of this group was Lawrence Pazder,
who had studicd psychiatry at McGill University and was a felow of
the Royal College of Physicians and Surgeons. A handsome man in his
carly forties, Dr. Pazder was warm, manly, soft-spoken—what people
who live elsewhere consider the typical Westemer. He was lthe and
athletic, a tennis player and skier, and had carned a brown beltin judo.
His hair was brown, beginning to turn silver. On the midsummer day
in 1976 when the receptionist of the Fort Royal Medical Centre

€3]
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On the phone, Michelle would say again and again that she felt she.
was going to die, Dr. Pazder suspected that this was still another body
‘memory—like the coughing and he rashes, but far more extreme
... a memory of the process of dying. Asking few,questions, merely
letting her know he had heard her and understood i was important,
e helped her allay the distress as best he could. And then, during the
call just before his return, she forced out a revelation that she obviously
had been holding firmiy back.

“There is something really scary that happens with my mom,” she
said, “when she comestoyisit me. I don't know what it i, but I know,
it has something to do with why I feel as if I'm dying” Then came
tears that were so achingly genuine that Dr. Pazder, despite the dis-
tance and his wife's obvious confusion as to why he was sitting v
the phone to his ear for a quarter of an hour without saying anything,
allowed them to/go freely on and on
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“1's wondefullhow a child finds ways to hold onto its sanity."

“It helped a lot.”

“I'misure it did!

“No matter how bad things got

Michelle fellinto a troubled silence, and Dr. Pazder wondered if
she was about to begin a descent. But when she spoke again, her voice,
though strained, was stil her adult voice.

“On the tape, I told you about . .

“Yes?"

1 told you about something that was so bad, so/frightening ... it
scares me. . ... Do you want o hear it on the tape?”

I could hear it from you now, if you want me to.”

“Well, I'was in my bed I must have been asleep: Or.half a-
sleep ..

She was under sedation, Dr. Pazder speculated, grogey, perhaps
runninga fever, “I was just lying there, and 1 heard this voice, ‘Michelle
.. Michelle ... Michelle ... " 1 woke up, but I didn't open my cyes,
and this voice said, ‘Michelle, /myour special nurse And I was so
happy and opened my eyes, and I saw this pretty lady all dressed i
white, and T started to smile—and then . . . it's horiblel . - . 1
recognized her.

“ltwas . .. she was that lady! You know, the lady, the one who'd
been at the house the night the lomp was kiled . . - the lady in the
black clozk who did those things to/me with the colored sticks. And
L got the feeling tha she really was a nurse—she was so.. . . effcent.
St just went around the room, tidying up. She went over to the vall
and said, “You won't be needing this crucifix anymore.” And she took
the wooden thing down from the wall.”

Dr. Pazder went pale. Whoever these people were, Michelle’ tor-
mentors, they were not ordinary cultists

Michelle misread his pained expression. “Do you want me to stop?
I can't stop . . . but T don't want to upset you.”"

“No, no, no. [ don’t want you to stop.’”

“I stop and go Home, i you want me to." Michelles voice was
tremulous, her face drawn with tension and then, suddenly, panic, “But
what if I go home and she comes with me?”"






index-88_1.jpg
Michelle Remembers (76]

know if it was because I\ was being a clock, or whiat. But something
clued me into the fact that they were doing everything in some sort
of defnite order.”

You knew that?”"

[knew the dates were ... that's why New Year's Eve scared me
so much, the night I first called you, I had the strongest fecling that
it was more the end than the beginning. It felt ike the end—the end
of me. I can't explain.”

“Keep going.”

“ILfelt | was going to die: Really die.

“I know you did.”

It was something that happened. .

“Something to do with . . "

“Something_todo with’—Michelle tumed and| twisted on the
couch—"“something to dowith . . my.. . mother. .. 2"

“You saidthat on the phone, I think, the last phone call

“I don't want.to think about that "

I wouldnt blame you!”

I remember the clock. . 7

“You said you actually became the clock."

“Itwas out i the hall I looked at it all day long. And then I found
myself tumning into,the clock, That made me feel good. If-you'tc
a clock, you matter, people are always looking at you fo see what
you'te doing. I was sort of running their day. They'd walk by and
think, ‘Gee, I'm late," and they'd hurry, and I'd think, ‘Well, I'm
making them hurry! Or they'd worry about not having enough of me
—enough time. I was afraid / didn't have enough time. [ liked being.
a clock.’

It sounds like fun.”

It was fun, [ was reall pleased with that one. Clocks are never sad,
Plus the fact that clock moved: ['was lying on the bed and couldn't
move, It had a face that people liked and hands and a heart, because
itticks .. and it knew its numbers,it was really smart. That matters
to little kids, And clocks never run out of time. I mean, 1/ actually
remember thinking that I wasn't going to die because I could hang on
with my hands and because I literlly had time."”
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On December 30, Michelle phoned Dr. Arnot to tell him that
serious memories were beginning to surface, He asked her to come to
the office, but he knew that for him to step in and attempt to work
Michelle, to try to substitute for Dr. Pazder, to allow her to
descend all the way into these memories without his knowing preciscly
Howto monitor her or to help her climb back out of them would not
be wise: The effect might be to break all the bonds and allow the
process to run amok. And her gasping coughs were in themselves truly
alarming.

Dr. Amot told her that under the circumstances it seemed best that
she ty to:phone Dr. Pazder.

“I really don't want to do that,” she replied. But she desperately
did, and, the next day, New Year's Eve, after talking it over with her
husband, she placed @ call to Dr. Pazder in Mexico. “Something’s
wrongl Its not all over back therel” she cried across the thousands of
miles. “The memorics keep comingt I feel ke I'm going to diel”

Dr. Pazder was shocked. He had been having a wonderful vacation,
full of swimming and sun. He had thought about Michelle but only
peripherally, as, for example, once when he had scen a pigtailed little
girl playing on the beach, He had not been worried about Michelle, and
‘e had been'a psychiatrist too long to bring his patients’ roubles along
with him on holiday; that did no one any good. But as he listencd to
Michelle blurting out the fragments of memory through her coughing,
‘he was grateful she had called. When she said, “I'm not going to make
it;" e believed her, There scemed every likelihood that something.
dreadful was happening to that child again, and this time in the hospi:
tall Ifthe adult Michelle should happen to tncarth that experience and
it should prove unbearable, it seemed possible that in some real way.
Michelle might not survive:

“Thank God you called me,” he told her. “It was the right thing
to do. I understand a little of what's happening. It must be very, very.
frightening for you, but you're not alone. We can talk. [ want to talk.
i want to know what you're going through."

“Just for you to know, that means everything.”

“The important thing s to stay away from the memories as much
a5 you can, Don't encourage them, but i they've got to come, tellthe
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things together that way. I.am beginning to realize that it is a
much more literal request—help put me, my body, the parts of
my body, my/memories, and my body memories (imprints) back
together.

Still beset by the memories, Michelle again tumedito!the tape
recorder

“lve tried ko do housework or work with my plants or do things that
distract e today, but I'm never completely there, There's always such
alarge part of me thatis trying somehow to work something out. 1 don't
really know entirely what it is except that its there and it can't be
ignored. . . I've had thoughts about New Year's ... something about
a funeral

““I watch the clock on the hospital wall so much. If I'could get in-
side the clock and be its hands, 1 could' quit’ being  myself for a
while. . .

“There's a picture on the wall of a nice man and lots of little
children, like me, around him "

“A few Funny things are starting to happen: Its got something to
dowith the person that was there that night that was aurse and things
being in my room. 1 hope you don't mind that I have to take away some
of the feelings in telling you about it now: That's the part I can't share.
and |l won't be able to until you come back.”

“My mom's come back to sec me, but its all different- She isn't
even pretending to eare. She just docsn't care anymore. I can't get
any feeling from her, I can't reach her at all, and I'm afraid to. I just
TS o i i e e i Ty

 be ready.

“She's got something in her arms. She's brought me something in
abox..... Things are sarting to happen. ... I'm screaming. .. She's
doing something funny.. . . something funny behind me. I can't stop.
coughing, I'm choking! I can't breathe, I'm dying. I'm going to die"






index-80_1.jpg
chapler 8

] 'S December 28, Michelle said into the tape.

recorder, “I feel pretty sily, itting here in bed with a hot-vater bottle
and with your sheepskin coat pulled up to my chin like a comforter:
But a comforter s exctly what it is. I'm doing this because I've got
totellyou some things. Some of it make sense, some of it won't Some
of it il just be words here and there: Reminders. Things I can't deal
with right now. . ..

“Ikeep getting lttle fashes into the future but [ don't know what
they amount to yet. I think before you come back Il probably know.
1ts about eleventhirtyat night and | as gefting morc and more scared
and farther and farther away, so Doug suggested my tying to talk to
the recorder.

I get 5o frightened at night. I think it's just being alone, alone
then, alone nows it hurts so much [ hadn't thought I could get through
today.It's notjust becauseyour've gone. Being alone has a ot to do with
then, with awfully long nights alone in that hospital room knowing,
there was no one I could reach out fo. I aso think I was probably quite
illand wasn't entirely sure whether | was going to make it through the
night—ijust me, physically, if I was going to make it. I fecl that kind
of fear tonight—like, am I going to make it till tomorrow. morning?

“Lhad fou or five friends call today. When I answered and I began
to/try to talk, you know like, ‘How was your Ghristmas?” and ll that,
1T couldn't doit. just had to say [ wasn't well and I would phone them
back later. I've never been like that before. T've always been able to

[67]
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Then comes the wrenching i my stomach and chest, my
insides just keep grinding away. That's what surprises me, this s
such a physical thing, and|if it weren't for the physical signs [
wouldn't have a clue. There's the rash, so itchy I can’t help
‘wondering what it is trying to say. I used to put ointments on,
cover it up, hide it, pretend it wasn there, make excuses, or
Jignore it; but now I want.to scratch! Now I know if I don't work
through the rash it will alyays bother me. I'm so inflamed; swol-
hy, I feel tormented, angey, guilt, unclean, and
definitely like something is wrong with me. The other thin ['ve
ealized is there s no possible way my rashes could have been any
other than the way they look, and here Il just have to associate
inflamed—anger—red—blood—ooze, Where they show up and.
their patterns all explain something.tome, My body is my only
clue. It's the one thing I couldn’t compromise or rationalize. 1t
was there. My mind and feclings could go avay but my body was
there and had to be there the whole time. I could shut my eyes
but my body could see what was happening

You see, my “inside me” could shut everything off but there
was il my body and it had its own lfe “outside” of “me inside.”
Itis my outside thatreally knows, Its my cyes that saw, my mouth
that felt, spoke, and took in; my arms, they have memories too:
Before I can et my inside “me” remember, my body's memories
have to come out. The reason the connections don't always scem
to fit together is because my arms don't have the same experience
my mouth had, and my eyes didn't feel what my stomach felt.
have feltlike [was fractured into so many:pieces, but it was the
different parts of me remembering. I had to fracture that way.
You see, “me’” could not look after it all at once!

And then it's so hard putting the body memoris together.
Tha's why they came out separately, so that when my eyes, ears,
nose, mouth, arms have all told their versions, that is when 1"
will understand “me” that is when 1 will be whole again:

Remember all those times ['ve begzed you to/help me put it
all together? Well, it's not just understanding it and  pu
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somehow bluff my way through better than that. I can't bluff at all at
least not:today. It's too real. The pain [ feel's too real, the loss—the
Toss back then.

“I feel like I'm goin to pass out. I think Id better stop for a
minute. 1¢s okay. I know what the problem is now. I got so paranoid
in that hospital about people hurting me that every time anybody came
near me | thought they were trying to kill me. It so hard to be afraid
for your life when someone's there and the minute they walk out the
door you're even more afraid because you're alone. O, what do you
do? What do you do? I think I'spent a lot of those nights screaming
silently or pretending

“Well,it's getting late and Doug wants to go to bed so1l guess I'm
going to have to go. [ wish I could hear your voice telling me i’ going
to.be all right. The fact is I just don't knowit's going to be all right.
1 don't know.”

Thus began for Michelle the month that Lawrence Pazder would
be in Mexico, Bits and picces of memory,continued to surface while
herbody began preparing for the new memories that lurked below She
felt hersel getting cold—a familiarsign Ehat something was happening.
back there; maybe she wasn't so/safe in the hospital as she and Dr.
Pazder had hoped. The remembering hadn't stopped—it couldn't be
tumned off for a vacation. Once the process was started, it had a move-
ment of its own. But Michelle couldn'tallow herself to remember fully
without Dr, Pazder there to hear it and help her deal with what came
out. She was reminded of something she had written soon after the
remembering began

I tried ot to have it happen, but this process, I am real
more and more, is not consciously controllabl, T kind of think it
is “me” inside trying to come out and be whole

I funny how it starts, Its the same every time. Rirst of all
I get really cold, nothing keeps me warm, my whole body/is cold,
1 turn up the heat, put on an extra pair of socks, pull the afghan
over me. Warmth helps. I need the warmth:
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“Thank you so much for listening to me and understanding, Today
will make your going to Mexico a lot casier”

“I hope so.”

“Could we talk about back there, if we have the time?"

“Yes,it's important. We do have a lttle time left”

“They put dead people in a plastic bag, don't they?

“They can, especially if they are badly bumed. Do you know why
you were in an oxygen tent?”

“That's what it was? I thought it was a plastic bag and I was
supposed o be dead. T wish doctors and nurses knew how important
it is not to say anything that frightens children. If somebody had just
taken the time to explain things to me it would have made such a
difference. Do you see why I'm s0 afraid of hospitals?

“I certainly do.”

“They put a black tube in my mouth and down my throat. Why
did they do that?”"

“Well, from everything you told me, Id say you were likely bleed-
ing from your mouth and throat, and the blood was draining down into
your stomach. Were you throwing up anything black?””

O

“Well they had that tube down thee to drain the blood from your
stomach so you wouldn't be nauseated and so they could keepa watch,
on how much you were bleeding. Tt was black because blood turns black:
in the stomach "

“Will my cough go away?”"

It does sound as if your body is remembering coughing from all
that smoke. It vill probably get better when your chest gets better back
there. You know. .. " He paused.

“Know what?"

“Wel, it does seem that you are relving everything that went on
back there, day for day, almost hour by hour. It's absolutely amazing.
1t almost too much to believe, but you're exactly on a cycle with this
moment twenty-two years ago. | mean, every psychiatrist knows of
anniversary reactions—for example, people who get sad and can'timag-
ine why, and then it tums out that something terible, a death or
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’ you had them. You weren't crazy. You were just terrified and fighting
for your life.”

“No child should feel s guilty,” she said ashort while lter, “as ey
made me feel. It was wrong—you don't make a child feel like that.
I was just @ child!" Now she vas openly screaming and pounding and
kicking against the mat she was lying on. “They made me fecl so awful.
1 was o mad at everyone!”

“Let it all out,” Dr. Pazder said. “Let it go. It okay to cry. I¥'s
really okay. You've got a lot of erying to do.”

“I do, 1do. ...

“You've gota lt of crying to do with that ltle girl, because you've
had to protect her and be so brave about it. Here, Michelle,  want you
1o take hold of this doll. Do you remember it? You made it for me a
long, long time ago, for my other patients to hold onto when they felt
really bad. Here, you hold onto it now. Hold it close, just like you
wanted someone to hold you, a long time ago”

Michelle took the big soft doll and pressed it to her, beginning to
cry convulsively. As the tears came, she gave up the doll and hugged
herself.

“You've got to go back there, Michelle, and embrace that litle girl
— thatlttle girl who was so abandoned and wounded. The only thing
she really has and needs now is you. She needs you to look after her.
‘That's what you're going to have to learn how to do.”

“What do you mean?”

“You've got to understand that there’s a big difference between
then and now. Now you have her, and she has you. The hard part s
that 1o one can ever make up for what happened to you back there.
- - but you can love her, you can love her as much as she needs. We
all have to love ourselves again, al the time.”

Michelle continued to cry, deeply sobbing, but now, more and
more, it was with relcf. “I don't fecl numb anymore,” she said.

“No, you don't, Tha’s good.”

“I've never wanted to cry so badly in my life.”

“You must et your tears come out. You don't have to hold them
back anymore.”
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using my offce, come o in, but check with Sue first to make sure it's
available.  also want you to have my sheepskin coat to help you keep
warm and know that it's okay.”*

““Thank you. I'm going to try to get a holiday too, if my body will
et m

emember that Dr. Amot will be there if you need him.
“All I need is a hand once in a while,” Michelle said whimsically:

“Tea and sympathy, as Janis Tan calls it."

“Michelle had been using the doetor's od coat as a blanket to warm her aganst
the chillshe often felt while n her depths.
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something, oceurred exactly a year ago. But thisis the most astounding,
anniversary reaction I've ever heard of"

“Iknow, like today I was really hot, for a change, really just pouring
sweat, and I very scldom do that. I wondered if it was because I was
in bed in the hospital.”

“I's possible you got an infection back there, like you can get
from burns. That might account for the heat. Or maybe you were
about to get one. Do you know whether that's it? I'm just asking
because I'd kind of want to know what to tell Dr. Amot to expect
while 'm away.”

wish I knew. I don't know what's going to happen tome. I don't
know how I got out of the hospital. It's absolutely blank.”

“Well, maybe I'm wrong, but I feelrelieved knowing you ended up.
in the hospital. Hospitals aren't great, but at least you're in safe hands
and away from those people.”

Michelle smiled. “I hope you're right "

“There are just a couple more things I want to say,” Dr. Pazder
added. “In many ways it was a very symbalic place you were in,
where we were working today, and much of what was happening to
you was collding with what had happened earlier—like, for example,
the lights and candles . . . the stretcher and dresser and bed . .. the
white curtain and black uniforms . . . the colored tubes, needles,
thermometers, ke the colored sticks . . . the bags and cups of colored
liquids . . . the strange talking . .. the smells . .. the way you were
treated, it was all so overwhelmingly symbolic. And I couldn't help
thinking about that dream you told me just before al this started. Do
you remember it?”

“Yes, It's cxactly what I was thinking about when I told you about
those people sticking those things in my arms. I could feel Ittle bugs
crawling under my skin.”

“Qur time is just about up. I'm leaving you the tape recorder.
You'se been used to talking about your memories so much lately that
they Il probably come upalttle, at least forthe firstfew days I'm gone
And it help you to talk—sort of like letting off steam. When I get
back we'll go over it and work with it. I you feel more comfortable
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Some of yours have lost their way;
Some of yours don't know what to say.

Poor little sheep out in the cold;
Come with me, I'l mark you sold
Some of it they cannot stomach;
So I cut it away

1§ arms can no longer teach;
Then they can no longer reach.
Then the world is in my grasp;
And the breath, my breath, will b the last

L always act, sometimes in haste;

But who cares if there’s a lttle waste

I I can reach a human heart,

'l tear a human soul apart

1 just whittle away my time;

Catting into the heart of the divine.
“The Holy One, the One Most High;
Hal Not for long, pretty soon it will be 1

He had reached the heart, the heart of Christ—and had splintered it
with his snake-gripped knife. And then he began on the head:

Thinking stars to be the fist;
1 they figure it out, they know my curse.
Get all caught up in their thought,
Forget about what they've been taught

“Think so much, no time to pray,
1t casir to listen to what I say
In a world where there's only sense,
Tl make the most of my intents

And finally, the eyes and the ears:

s what's funny, funny to me,

Th
They are losing their eyes to me.
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Laose his footing, lose his ground;
Lose the way to walk around

Pretty soon you have no knees;
Then you can't bend, can't say please
Can't be humble, can't be small;
Have to stand up straight and be tall
Taller than the rest;

Start to think that you're the best

Then a hand might go away;
Without a hand it's hard to pray.
Where's the sign? Where's your cross?
Hal It's getting very lost

As he whittled, paring off countless slivers of wood, Satan ficked
the fragments to the hungry fire
He had reached the loins of the corpus

Then | chip away at the part
‘They say should be connected to the heart
But | can separate it with one cut,

And make it separate, make it smut

Leave barren a fertile place,

Just a body, with no face.

As the grotesque hands approached the upper reaches of the body
of Christ, Satan began to rail against the Christian Church.

You've grown 5o tall,

You can't be reached at all.

I'm the one that's accessible now;
I'm the one to show them how

You're too far out to reach;
I'm right here, each to each.

My priests know which way to go;
The way | tell them, the way they know.
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there, the look of terror never diminishing. Then her breathing became.
diffcult, short and rasping. Her mouth began to tighten and her lips
turned white. At last her eyes closed, and then she started to rub at her
eyes and her mouth, as i trying to brush away cobwebs.

Through years of working with people Dr. Pazder had developed
his sensitvities to the point where he could “hear” tears in a patient’s
voice several minutes before the tears started; where he could detect
a scream coming long before it came; where he could distinguish the
terror that was real—so real one could feel the chill. He was fecling the
chill a he looked at Michelle. This was for real.

He guessed that she wasn't going to be able to say anything unti
she knew how he was going to react. She couldn'ttake the chance that
he wasn't going to take it as seriously as she did. After almost an hour
he decided she perhaps nceded to come back up out of it, so that she
could see his reactions.

“It's okay,” he said soothingly. “I can see that something is really,
seally frightening. That's okay. You can tell me about it.  want to hear
it. And I'm really happy that it's close enough so you can talk to me,
because you're going to fecl better when you do.”

Michelle's eyes luttered and then opened. Dr. Pazder waited until
her expression softened, and then he went on gently. “I think it's
important that we don't eave this for the next appointment. We can't
just leave you like this. Let's see. Tomorrow's Saturday, but that's all
sight, [ don't have much planned. If you can, I think it's very important
that we work on this tomorrow.”

“Thank God," Michelle whispered. “1 was so afraid you wouldn't
understand.”

At home that evening, Dr. Pazder thought about the session with
Michelle. It was unnerving to witness that degree of terror, and for so
long. Not that he was afraid for Michelle. The only way people were
seally helped, he believed, was to allow them to go into their feclings.
He welcomed the fact that Michelle was able at least to begin to touch
the terror. Most people who are afraid just stay there, locked in fear,
Michelle was not only touching it, she was also immersed in it—which
in turn told him that there was an immense amount of fear there.
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That what you want in lif is minc?
1 must see proof you'l do my wil

The woman arose and approached the altar. She picked up the
snake handled knife. Looking over at the Beast, her gaze fastened upon
him, she began to slash her clothing, cutting away at it untl she stood
naked

She raised her arms and, holding her long black hair with one hand,
sawed at it with the knife held in the other, sawing and hacking until
the hair was gone, Then she lay on the ground—face down first and
then on her back. She swung the kife over her head, around and
around, and then, smiling lovingly, she began to sash her face, mutilat-
ing it at random. Satan called out to the attendants

Make marks on her body so all who see
Will know that she belongs to me.

The marks will heal but not the heart;
1t been forever torn apart

She's given up. She's given her face.
Mine will be put there in its place.

The burning tail uncoiled from Michelle's legs and writhed frecly.
It was a snake again now, a tail a snake, a tailagain. And then Michelle
saw that it was not one tail but two. One of the tails began to slither
into the circles, weaving along the ground among the feet of the
worshipers. The figures would break rank and approach the tail, engag-
ing it in an obscene, ritualistic dance. The Beast stood by the fire,
watching his own tail perform with the celebrants. Now the fire shot
up toward the ceiling; the dancing became more frenzicd. Satan
laughed. The tails merged to one again, and the one tail sld back across
the room, withdrawn by its master, And then it lunged for Michelle

1 don't lke his tail being around me! Ugh! It's wiggling. 1
don't want it to move. It's wrapped around my legs and starting
to wiggle. | have to keep my legs really tight together. Oh, dear!
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ing to make sense of the gibberish. Now, however, stunned by terror
and fatigue, these strange, disturbing manifestations had become the
commonplace of her tormented little lfe.

“The spaceless, foreboding images sprang up before them.

These are the people lost in despair;

‘These are the people that no longer care.
‘These are the people who in their darkest hour;
Can be easily tumed to find my power

‘The ones that look for good,

but then find me;

They're the ones 1 like to see.

There comes a point when everything’s lost;
And for peace of mind a soul's the cost

So | let them walk round and round.
A little turn here, a little push thes
A little less here, a little less there;
Decper and deeper in despair.

Face yourself wrong, turn inside out;
Start to fear, start to doubt;

Start to look, try to find,

Then it's casy to find my kind

No one can point a finger at me.
1 you're careful no one will see
The secret ways, the black art,

A way to take and divide a heart

The thyming ceased, and then the circles parted to admit a new
arrival. It was a woman dressed in white. She came and kneeled at
Satan's feet. He spoke

Have you come of your own accord,
To give up your soul, to take up sword?
Have you looked everywhere to find
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5 OR the followers of darkness, Satan's Master Plan
was the high point of the feast, the longawaited moment when he
would reveal his intentions and his wishes for the next twenty-cight
years* The ceremony took place in the nose of the pig face, and its
message was called “What Satan Knows.’

Standing at the altar, Satan commenced the ritual

L write a Master Plan
OF the destiny of man.

Satan then picked up a large, wooden crucifix, During the course
of the ceremony, he would whittle away at the carved statue of the
crucified Christ unti there was nothing lft. Symbolically of the way
he works in the world—undercutting—he would strt his whittling at
the foot of the cross and proceed upward.

First, cut away the feet;
Make a man feel incomplte.

“Michelle in 1977, was remembering the Festof the Beast tht took plicc in
1955, The net Feast of the Beas, with it new Master Pln, s doe—according to
xperts on Satanism—ve yars afes Satan'srturntocarth in 107, he event thought
{o have tiggerd Michell's emembering. That i to sy, in 1952, which would be
fwenty-<ight ycars from the beginning of the scardong ceremonics in 1954, and
wentyeven years fom Saan's setal appearance i 1055, Apparently,the Satanic
method of counting i inclusie, 10 what commonly would be twenly.seven years fs
nenty-cight yars by thei echoning
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No! He thinks it’s funny. [ want to die.If that tail does anything,
I'm going to di. T don't know what to do. I don't want his taill
1don'ti I don't

Michele caught her breath. “What's happening?” She turned her
head. There was a voice,  light. It announced its name, but in the din
of the round room she could not quite make it out. She only knesw that
it sounded much like her own.

“Michelle, I can only stay a minute. Ma Mére sent me. She wants
you to know that you are doing wel. The Beast doesn't usually talk so
much. And for once that's good. 1t will matter to the ears”

“Tell Ma Mére that I'm going to be all bumed!” the child cried.

“She says there won't be any scars,” the light told her. “She won't
Tet your fclings be burned. She says you must be careful and keep your
eyes open

“Please, please,” Michelle cried, “tell her I'm not going to make:
it!"

“You have to,” the light replied, softly, calmly. “You have to. You
will. But you must first stay—and then sce and then find” And the
light vanished

The noisc increased immensely—the NYUNG, NYUNGG,
NNYUNGG below in conflict with the WHOOSSHH
'WHOOSSHH above. The forces of light had come to save Michelle
from the forces of darkness. She had become a trophy of sorts in the
cosmicstrife. Victory would be determined by whether or not she could
‘withstand.

Satan was furious. He roared 5o loud the sky seemed to erack, and
e threw fame from his fingers.

“How dare you interrupt the Feast of the Beast!
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b EEG lab was a cold and forbidding place, full of strange apparatuses.
Michelle was lying there with the electrodes taped to her. And the
technician in the control room was watching her through the window
Dr. Pazder need not have worried. None of it made any difference to
her, no more than Dr. Amot's presence had when he had manned the
cameras.

They accumulated a_foot-high stack of recordings during their
session that aftemoon. When the neurologist, Dr. Charles Simpson,
studied them later, he found no abnormalties. Dr. Pazder, however,
felt there was an interesting correlation among Michelle’s REM (rapid
eye movements), her alpha thythms, and the level of her remembering,
one that should be studicd further. A few days later he ordered a serics
of skull X rays done on Michelle, just to be safe. These also proved to
be negative, showing no pathology of any kind.

“I haven't told you what the dermatologist said yet,” Michelle
reminded him after they had retured to the Fort Royal Medical
Centre.

“That's ight " He had sent her to a dermatologist a few days before
o get a second opinion on her rashes.* “Let's get that on the record
now.""

“Well, he asked me all kinds of questions, like what have I handled
and when did it first come. He kept asking, ‘What kind of soap do you
use?’ And he asked me what I had put on it. 1 aid | hadn't put anything
onit. That surprised him. He sid, Almost everybody treats a condition
like this with something when they have it” And | said, ‘Well, 1
haven't”

“He told me it had to be a contact initation—a vegetation or
some other sensitizing factor—and that T would have to watch every-
thing that I came into contact with. That was the only way we'd find
out what was iritating me. T asked him if it could be anything inter-
nal, and he said it wasn't a nervous kind of rash. ‘It's contact rash,”he
kept saying,

“And I asked what if it's not something I've touched. ‘That's

“The X ray report and the dermatoogist’ epor ae in Appendices 4 and 5
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Dw by day, as October drew to an end, Michelle

kept returning to her memories and picking up from where she left off
the day before
It was time for the ceemony at the eyes of the Homs of Death,
the ceremony in which Satan would say
ties for evil
‘The circles grew quiet. They knelt on the ground. Satan took a large
book and opened it but did not read. Instead he began to recite

hat he sees—the opportuni-

Listen with attentive cars
All the evil ones must hear,
How to gather at this darkest hour;
How to multiply our power.

Michelle had come to the point now where she felt she had no
feelings. She was numb, completely anesthetized by the prolonged
horror. She scarccly noticed now s a new vision began; she had grown
used to the amazing fact that, whenever the Beast spoke, he also was
able to project colossal threc-dimensionl images illustrating what he
was saying, in the center of which were his listeners, and that his voice
came from four directions at once. Earlier she had been baffied as well
asfrightened by his faclity for issuing four different messages in oppo-
site directions simultancously. She had learned that one must listen to
one message or to the other, but never to all, or one would go mad
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impossible;’ he told me. ‘It can’t be anything internal, because it's not
on both sides of your body. If it was anything internal it would be
symmetrical” And I told him that you would be interested to know
that."

ontact dermatitis, mmh? That's what he said?” Dr. Pazder
asked. She nodded

“Well, he's right, of course. It is a contact rash—but how could
we ever make him understand that the contact was made twenty-two.
years ago?”

Michelle smiled. “Or,” she sid, “that it wasn't a plant I contacted
but the tail of Satan.”





