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Book Excerpts

lbert Taylor arrived at the El Cerrito Plaza Barnes and Noble 
that evening feeling a little tired. It had been a long, slow day on 

campus. Student after student herded into his classroom and o�ce. 
After a while their faces all seemed to blur into one, gray and in-
distinguishable. He also had a throbbing headache, but after taking 
some aspirin, felt much better and reenergized. 

As a teenager, he was often harassed by bullies because of his 
shyness and tall, lanky frame. He had overcome being timid long 
ago but was still towering and slender. In his early �fties now, he had 
short dark hair and long sideburns, and his brown eyes were narrow 
and slanted. 

When he reached the café, he spotted his friend sitting at one of 
the tables and approached him. 

“Ben, you’re early,” he said, shaking his hand �rmly. 
Ben Waters smiled pleasantly. “Punctuality has always been one 

of my strengths. �at’s why I excelled in school.” 
“I wish you could set an example for some of my students,” he 

said, putting down his briefcase and taking o� his plaid blazer. He 
bought tea for the both of them. 

“I’m really enthusiastic about tonight’s meeting,” Waters said, 
pushing his tinted glasses up his nose. He looked like a punk rocker, 
with his dyed jet black hair that touched his shoulders, wearing 
a Ramones shirt and ripped jeans. “I’ve always had an interest in 
ghosts and have been looking for a paranormal group to join.” 

“I’m glad you could come. I’m going to be teaching another 
course on the subject next semester.” 

“Looking forward to it.” 



Minutes later, a middle-aged Asian man with a mustache ap-
proached their table hesitantly. “Excuse me, are you Professor Tay-
lor?” he asked. 

“Yes. Here for the meeting?” 
He nodded. “I spoke to you earlier on the phone. Name’s Rich-

ard.” 
“Oh, yes. You participated in an exorcism.” 
He nodded again, raising his eyebrows. “Spooky stu�.” After sit-

ting down, a chubby, young man with spiked hair walked up to them. 
“Hi. �is is the paranormal group?” he asked casually. 
“�at’s us,” Taylor replied with a friendly grin, introducing him 

to everyone. 
“I’m Steve,” he said, shaking their hands. He signed his name 

on a notepad that Taylor passed around. “I saw your �yer posted on 
campus.” 

“Cool. Glad my outreach is working.” 
“I’m a skeptic when it comes to stu� like this, but when I saw your 

ad I was intrigued. I guess I’d like to have an open mind about it.” 
“Well, that’s what we’re here for, to prove or disprove the ex-

istence of ghosts. Granted, there’s been a lot of hoaxes, but then 
there are the cases that just can’t be explained by science and me-
diums. �at are just too bizarre. As a professor of anthropology 
and supernatural phenomena, I’ve dealt with many situations that 
were dismissed as fraud. It’s very upsetting to learn that there are 
tricksters out there who try to capitalize on the death of someone’s 
loved one, someone’s spouse or child. But when there’s a discovery 
that provides indisputable proof of a ghost, then I’d say that’s a 
de�nite step forward.” 

Waters nodded. “How many of you have actually seen one?” 
Everyone raised their hands. 
Richard cleared his throat. “I was cleaning out the attic of my 

house one day and my wife and I witnessed this white, mist-like 
form taking shape before our very eyes. When the features were well 
de�ned, we saw that it was a young boy, probably no older than 
eight … what touched me was the fact that he smiled and waved at 
us, like we were people he knew. �en he disappeared peacefully. I 
keep hoping that I’ll see him again, that we can make some sort of a 
connection, but so far he hasn’t come back.” 



en Waters walked into the El Cerrito Plaza Barnes and Noble in 
the late afternoon, and went over to the music and DVD section, 

where his friend, Claire Bishop, worked. He was a man who walked 
with a brisk, con�dent stride, and who recently celebrated his forty-
fourth birthday. Some would say that was a major accomplishment, 
and Waters would de�nitely agree with you. Yet there were others, 
mostly irritating, critical family members and some friends, who felt 
he was taking a step backward and not forward. �ey thought a man 
of his age and background should’ve been married by now with two 
kids, owning a house and car in the suburbs, with a dog named Lucky 
in the backyard. But instead, he was a middle-aged singer and lead 
guitarist for a rock and roll band, playing and partying with kids half 
his age. And he loved it. His other ‘jobs’ included being an apartment 
manager, a professional mover, and most interestingly, a ‘Bigfoot’ in-
vestigator. But more on the latter later. He was constantly surrounded 
by young people: friends, band members, fans, and acquaintances. It 
didn’t bug him initially, but occasionally he would feel out of place or 
feel the generational gap when he talked with younger people. Espe-
cially when they never heard of bands like Roxy Music and �ree Dog 
Night, groups he grew up with. It was sometimes di�cult to be with 
people who thought Britney Spears started it all. 

One thing he and the younger generation didn’t disagree on was 
fashion. He de�nitely dressed like them: usually wearing a T-shirt, 
torn jeans, and frayed sneakers. More often than not, the shirt would 
have the name and logo of some well-known rock or punk band. To-
day, the band happened to be the Ramones. Waters’s dyed jet-black 
hair was shaggy and touched his shoulders, and he sported a couple 



of tattoos on his muscular arms. 
As much as he loved his family and friends, he still enjoyed his 

lifestyle and tried not to be bothered by their opinions. Take his 
buddy, Claire, for example. She was one of the few exceptions to the 
rule. She didn’t judge or criticize him, or laugh at the way he dressed. 
No, she was a real, down-to-earth sweetheart. A true, honest friend. 
It helped that she was also in his band, and that they had shared 
many experiences together on the road and in the studio. 

She was busy helping a customer at the counter when he arrived. 
She was twenty years younger than him, and had a slender physique. 
Her reddish-auburn hair was cut short, and her thin, angular face 
was curtained by her long bangs. 

After the customer left, he asked sarcastically, “Excuse me, 
Miss, do you have any copies of the latest album by Ben Waters 
and the Invaders?” 

“Who? Uhh, sorry, never heard of them,” she chuckled. 
“I’m not surprised,” he said, sharing a laugh with her. “So, how’s 

it going, Claire?” 
“Not too bad. It was busier earlier but now it’s calmer. Are you 

still going to that lecture at UC Berkeley tonight?” 
“Yeah, of course. Al and Ruth are going to be speaking. I told 

them I’d show up, give them a little support, you know? You want 
to come?” 

Her brow furrowed in thought for a moment. “I told Andy I’d 
come over. You know, he was back east for two weeks. He wants to 
see me badly. He’s been calling every other day for the past week,” 
she said, sighing. 

“Would that be considered desperate?” Waters asked, the sarcasm 
evident in his voice again. Andy was their �aky, inconsistent drummer 
in the band, always showing up late to rehearsals and jam sessions, 
and changed his mind about things on a daily basis. Sometimes he 
�aked out on people at the last minute. �at really drove Waters crazy. 
He told Waters he had a hard time making decisions, and Waters 
de�nitely believed him. 

“Oh, c’mon, give him a break, Ben. He’s really a nice guy once 
you get to know him.” 

“I have gotten to know him, for six months already,” he replied, 
stepping aside as another customer approached the counter. After 



he dry, warm desert heat welcomed Albert Taylor as he walked 
the three blocks to the museum. It was located o� of a main 

thoroughfare, housed in a quaint brick building. A line of people 
started from the entrance and looped around the block. 

A sign at the door read: DAYS OF DARKNESS: THE IN-
QUISITION, June 12 through November 13. An exhibit of me-
dieval weaponry, armor, and torture devices. 

A painting from the middle ages depicting a typical torture scene, 
complete with hooded executioners and helpless victims, graced the 
bottom portion of the sign. 

After wiping the sweat from his face and brow with his hand-
kerchief, he took a brochure from a stand before approaching the 
entrance.  

“I have an appointment with Mr. Woods,” he told one of the 
ticket agents. 

She let him in and told him how to get to his o�ce. After thank-
ing her, he took an elevator to the second �oor and walked down a 
quiet hallway. When he reached a door with a nameplate that read 
CURATOR on it, he knocked gently. 

“Come in,” said a man with a deep British accent. 
Sitting behind a desk was a man around his age, early �fties 

probably, with pale, gaunt features. He looked like Jeremy Irons, 
but with a page boy haircut. For other men their age, the hairstyle 
might’ve made them look silly or strange, but for him it �t, and actu-
ally made him look younger. His face was pockmarked like he was 
su�ering from bad acne. 

“Professor Taylor?” he asked, standing up.  



“Please call me Albert.” 
“As you wish. I’m Daniel Woods,” he replied, shaking his hand 

�rmly. “Please have a seat.” 
“�ank you.” He sat down in a chair before his desk. 
“So, welcome to Reno,” Woods said, smiling. 
“�ank God for air conditioning.”  
Woods chuckled. “Ahhh, yes, the dry desert heat. Being from 

London, I never thought I’d get used to it. I mean, we have the hu-
midity over there, but this is di�erent. Believe it or not, I’ve adapted 
to it. �at’s what six years of living here can do to you.” 

Taylor nodded. “Tell me about these hauntings and thefts.” 
“�e apparitions started appearing about a week ago.” He shook 

his head. “Man, they’re bloody frightening. I was here in my o�ce 
late at night, alone in the museum, catching up on paperwork when I 
suddenly hear heavy footsteps coming from below. �at’s where our 
main exhibition hall is. Moments later, I swore I heard the elevator 
bell sound and the doors open, and I heard those footsteps creeping 
up to my door. I stared at that doorknob, terri�ed, expecting it to 
turn. I remember not blinking for what seemed like an eternity … I 
waited and waited but nothing happened. Finally, I opened the door 
after a few moments but no one was outside.” He sighed. “I felt like 
such a cowardly fool, but I swear I heard those footsteps, Albert. No 
question about that … artifacts from the main exhibit soon started 
disappearing after that. ” 

“You mentioned that you noti�ed the police. Have they recov-
ered any of the items?” 

Woods shook his head disappointedly. “We’re talking about price-
less treasures here, however gruesome and morbid they may be. One 
of Inquisitor General Torquemada’s original robes, the hooded robe of 
an executioner, a length of rope used to strangle victims, and a battle 
axe. I’m not trying to glorify the inquisition or say it was okay, because 
it wasn’t. It was an insane creation. But it’s an important part of his-
tory, and that’s why I decided to showcase this collection.” He leaned 
back in his chair. “�e authorities don’t have any suspects.” 

“Did the security guards see anything?” 
“No. Nothing showed up on the cameras, either.” 
Taylor crossed his legs. “Could it have been an internal job?” 
He frowned. “�e thought crossed my mind. As much as I love 



Reviews

Tom Johnson of “Night to Dawn” magazine:

“I thought the characters came across well, and the author was writing about a subject he was 
familiar with. Perhaps my favorite of the stories presented in this volume was “Footprints,” the 
search for Bigfoot in Redwood National Forest.

“The author does not ridicule people’s beliefs in ghosts, gods from outer space, aliens, vampires, 
Sasquatch, or other paranormal events. In fact, he embraces them as reality in these stories.

“Well written and reads smoothly. I rate it 4 cups of blood.”

Chris Fletcher of “M-Brane SF”:
(http://mbranesf.blogspot.com/2009/12/occult-files-of-albert-taylor.html)

“I’ll confess that I was skeptical about the prospect of stories featuring such things as Jack the Ripper 
and Bigfoot, but “Dear Boss” (about the former) and “Footprints” (about the latter) were both good fun 
and concluded in rather surprising ways. “Competition” is a fun tale of vampirism in Hawaii, while we 
have UFOs and ET’s in “Ghost Town” and “The Sun Disc.” There are creepy haunting investigations in 
“Lynch Mansion” and “Asylum,” and a bizarre mystery enfolds “The Exhibit” of some Spanish Inquisi-
tion artifacts. I’m loath to say too much specifically about any of the stories since they are rather prone 
to spoilers. But if paranormal investigations are your thing, be sure to check out this book.”

“Sonar4 Landing Dock”:
(http://www.sonar4landingdock.com/book19.html)

“Muk Brings each of the 11 stories into separate cases; yes 11 different cases involving Taylor 
and some supernatural creature or event. What is special about this book is that Muk allows the 
reader to be able to look inside the characters, feel there struggles with their beliefs on whether or 
not certain things exist.
“This book has come out at a time when paranormal movies and books are bringing back the un-
known. The characters breathe life into the detective type story that thrills any reader. The search, 
the finding, the research all explained in detail with these stories. One could never quite get their 
fill of Albert Taylor.”

Adrian Brady, “Morpheus Tales 8 Review Supplement”:
(PDF download - http://www.morpheustales.com/8reviewssupplement.pdf)

“Taylor’s adventures are entertaining and the presence of the protagonist throughout each of the 
stories helps give the book a cohesive feel. The adventures, although all supernaturally based, 
are far ranging and different enough that you don’t get bored with them.

““A good collection of short stories; Albert Taylor is a solid protagonist and anyone missing the 
X-Files or the Twilight Zone will be able to fill the void.””

Geoff Nelder of “Escape Velocity” magazine:
(http://geoffnelder.wordpress.com/2010/02/17/review-of-the-occult-files/)

“In many ways this is a travel book – one of the best features of the stories are the interesting 
locations from desert towns to mountain caves. It is also a broad sweep of the major issues you’d 
hope and expect to find in an occult collection: Big Foot, Boogey Man, The Spanish Inquisition, 
séances and unsettled souls in purgatory.

“Producers take note: most of the case studies in this collection would make a popular TV series, 
say – Most Haunted meets The Twilight Zone.”


