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“Where you gonna go? Where you gonna run? Where you gonna hide?

Volume 36

Nowhere--"cause there’s noone like you left.

The Ghost’s Notes...

A few weeks ago, my face was stand blasted then coat-
ed with three layers of acid. Though this procedure had
elements of torture, | submitted to it voluntarily, even
paying for the privilege (though at a drastically reduced
rate, thanks to Partick’s girlfriend Peggy—please see
page 3). It had to do with a brown spot on my face.

| pointed to it and said, "Partick, what is this brown spot
on my head? And if you say ‘liverspot’ I'll never speak
to you again.”

"Tempting as you make that sound," he replied, "it looks
like an instance of hyperpigmentation.” He handed me
a small plastic vial. "Put a drop of this on it every morn-
ing."

There was acid in the vial, though I didn’t know it at the
time and wouldn’'t have cared if | had known. My only
concern was to suppress the rebellion of a patch of skin.

A week or two after that, | got the whole dermabrasion
treatment, as described above. Though my skin peeled
for a week, | was disappointed to see that Andie
MacDowell wasn't under there after all. Unfortunately,
Lou Reed was.

Which was pretty scary, but what the heck, I'm used to
it by now. Or maybe that's the scary thing.

But just about anything can be gotten used to, and what
used to shock me every morning and several times dur-
ing the night didn’t so much. And still the mornings kept
coming and coming. Sometimes with different shocks.

Believe me, | know there are scarier things than ghosts
in this world, and graver bodily treacheries than faint
brown spots--even if they are right in the middle of my
forehead.

But the next few pages won't be about those kinds of
scares. These scares, you enjoy over a cup of Greek
coffee, and sleep soundly afterward (not during, don’t
listen to Partick), despite the caffeine. Though that
might be good in conjuring a tulpa. Anyway, enjoy, and
have the happiest of Halloweens.

Oh, and please see page six for a very important Cobra
announcement.

Sharon C. McGovern
Editor/Publisher/Cobra-in-Chief
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A momeﬁt from the Phillip Experiment

Philips and Egrigors
and Tulpas, Oh My!

In 1972, the Toronto Society for Psychical
Research (TSPR)
decided to conjure a ghost.

The six men and women, with job descriptions as diverse as
industrial designer, housewife, sociology student, and former
chair of MENSA, had no particular psychic talent, only an inter-
est in paranormal. Together, they invented Philip—a 17th cen-
tury Scottish nobleman who killed himself after a love affair
ended tragically. One of their number drew a picture of this
character, and for a year they meditated upon it and his "histo-
ry" in hopes that he would make an appearance. Except for a
few vague sensations reported by individual members, the
experiment seemed a failure.

That's when a psychologist, sympathetic to the group’s efforts,
suggested they employ 19th century Spiritualist methods. After
all, he reasoned, since they were aiming for classic séance
results, classic séance practices might be the way to achieve
them. The TSPR pasted pictures of Philip’s castle (a genuine
location) on their meeting room walls, lowered the lights, and
sat around a large wooden table with their fingertips resting
lightly on its surface. Only then did a presence claiming to be
Philip begin to rap upon and levitate the table. Once, he intel-
ligently directed a breeze through the draft free basement
room.

Philip would give correct responses to any question about him-
self or the time in which he lived, as long as the (cont. on page four)



See Signs and Wonder...

Why on Earth do People Take M. Night Shyamalan Seriously?

So, What’s the Story on
Crop Circles, Anyway?



