
ANNA'S STORY 

I feel that the time is right for me to speak out about what I experienced as a child and the 

insights it gave me into an occult world dealing in death and pain. I thought I was waiting for 

someone to give me permission to speak publicly, be that the police, a lawyer or a journalist. 

I was actually waiting until I felt ready to speak about this otherworldy and nightmarish, but 

real, part of my own life. 

My father sexually abused me when I was a small child growing up in our family home in 

West Sussex between the Downs and the English Channel. The abuse began as early in my 

life as I can remember and usually in the early morning, in my bedroom. My family moved 

house to another part of the village of Westergate, when I was seven years old and my little 

sister was just turning four. After this move the abuse stopped. 

I also witnessed the abuse of other children. In my statement to West Sussex police (2004), I 

said that I thought the name of the place where I had seen other children being tortured may 

be Kingley Vale. I explained that I said this because my father often used the words ‘Kingley 

Vale’ as if they were code-words when I was growing up. I am not sure about the place-

name, but it was a wooded hilly area with very old trees. Kingley Vale is a nature reserve on 

the South Downs with some of the oldest yew trees, so it could have been there. 

I was maybe five years old. I saw other very small children lying partly naked in the 

moonlight. They appeared to be dead or asleep. A circle of adults were using knives to hurt 

them. My father and I were outside the circle. He was holding me tightly and telling me that 

it was because of my bad soul that the other children were being hurt. 

Symbols that I associate with my father’s group and the ritual abuse are: dogs, ornamental 

knives, keys, crosses (Andrews cross) and boxes. 

I also have fragmentary memories of being in a swimming pool decorated with rainbow 

lights, which were used to induce dissociation. Red and green were the colours most used. I 

regret that my memories are so piecemeal but I believe that the brain reveals memories when 

the body, mind and spirit are strong enough to accept and process them without 

disintegration. 

In relation to my memories, I noticed in early adulthood that when I witnessed an accident or 

heard of a murder in my neighbourhood, I would feel suicidal. I felt guilty enough to want to 

kill myself or to admit guilt for the accident or murder. I was slowly able to accept my 

memories and understand my reactions given my past. With this healing, came a more 

realistic sense of my self and my responsibilities. I do not remember whether I participated in 

the abuse of other children but the sense of guilt I carried could not be stronger either way. 

I have read about occult activities in Clapham Woods, which is only a few miles from 

Kingley Vale and from my parents’ home. The woods are outside Arundel near the small 

village of Poling. There used to be a Knights Templar hospital here, and the area was used as 

a military intelligence base in World War Two. Charles Walker and others have seemingly 

risked their lives to write extensively about the use of this site and area for occult activities 

involving the sacrifice of animals over the last few decades. 



In the church graveyard of St Nicholas, Poling, I understand that there is a tombstone which 

reads: 

“The World is a round thing / And full of crooked streets/ 

Death is a market place / Where all Men meets. 

If Life was a thing / That money could buy 

The rich would live / And the Poor would dye.” 

Two Crusader knight figurines stand at either end of the altar and there are tributes to colonial 

leaders. 

There have been a number of reported unexplained deaths and disappearances in or around 

Clapham Woods, including (unverified): PC Peter Goldsmith (1972), found dead; pensioner 

Leon Foster (1975); Revd Harry Snelling, the retired parish priest, disappeared Halloween 

1978, body discovered 3 years later by a Canadian tourist who reported the death when he 

was back in Canada; Jillian Matthews, homeless woman, raped and mudered (1981). The 

body of Sarah Payne, for whose murder Roy Whiting was convicted, was found just a few 

miles north of Clapham Woods, a few feet from the main road through this area. 

What I have read about the disappearance of dogs in the woods, the satanic rituals and the 

deaths here, suggests that my father’s occult paedophile group use or have used this area. I 

learnt that some of the rituals in this area have been claimed by a group called the Friends of 

Hecate, or Hekate. The more I understand about the mythological figure of Hecate, the more 

that I believe that my father’s group could be linked to this organisation in some way, 

whether or not another group with this name operates independently of them and does not 

perpetrate child abuse. 

Any symbol can be used for good or bad, as the swastika in the Hindu religion or in Nazism. 

The Goddess Hecate who is often depicted with keys, knives or dogs, can be associated with 

‘control over death’, which was the unspoken mantra of my father’s group. 

The ritual abuse instilled in me a sort of suicide programming. The effect of the brainwashing 

as I watched the other children being tortured in the woods, was that whenever I witnessed a 

person in pain or accident, I felt ashamed and guilty to the point of desiring my own death. 

Even far from the group and years later, the group therefore had some indirect control over 

my impulse to live or to die. 

One of my father’s good friends, a teacher at the same school as himself, Bishop Luffa 

School, in Chichester, was arrested and imprisoned for sexual offences involving school 

pupils when I was about thirteen or fourteen. This teacher had developed a musical for the 

school production, “Alice in Wonderland”, in which I played the special role of “guinea-pig”. 

In 2000, I became estranged from my parents and therefore broke much of their power to 

encourage me to doubt my own mind and shut off my memories. My father, around this time, 

frequently telephoned Soham Village College where Ian Huntley was a caretaker, in attempts 

to speak to one of my friends who was teaching there. He seemed to believe that he could 

persuade her as my friend and a fellow teacher to put pressure on me to contact him. When 



Holly and Jessica went missing in 2002, it crossed my mind that my father had had 

something to do with their disappearance but I dismissed these fears. 

I feel that my father's paedophile group was part of a well-organised and wide-reaching 

occult group. 

The point of the woods in Clapham Woods, West Sussex, which appears traditionally to have 

been associated with occult activities is the crossroads at which stands or stood a chestnut 

tree. Hecate in myth is goddess of the crossroads. 

A children’s hospice for the care of terminally ill children has recently been built in Poling 

beside the woods. It is called the Chestnut Tree House. As I sit at my desk writing the 

following section of my account, I am thinking about the effect my words could have on 

parents whose children are currently at the hospice. 

These are parents of very ill children who are dependent on charitable assistance for the care 

of their loved ones, which may be very good care by generous and kind people. Parents such 

as Andrew Wragg, a military security specialist back from Iraq, who admitted suffocating his 

son Jacob to death in 2004. Jacob was being cared for at the Chestnut Tree House at the time. 

His father was given a two-year suspended sentence as he explained that this was a mercy 

killing. 

I am very concerned that a children’s hospice has been built on this site, which I believe has 

been at the centre of a child abuse cult for decades. I might hope that it is the hospice which 

changes the spiritual energies in the area from bad to good, but I am afraid that I believe less 

in spiritual energies than in the actions of good or bad people changing a landscape. My 

father was sexually abusing his small daughter in the late seventies and early eighties and 

simultaneously taking me to fundraising events at children’s homes in the Bognor and 

Chichester area where he made charitable donations. His private nickname for me was “my 

little nonce”. I can see from internet reports that my father, at his school, has been involved in 

fundraising for the hospice. Because of what I know about my father and what is known 

about the use of Clapham Woods, I hope that the hospice is very closely watched. 

I find myself watching another institution – the Yarls Wood detention centre located at 

Twinwoods Road, Clapham, MK. Many of the women held there fled death and sickness in 

their home countries to seek safety here, but instead find themselves locked away, ill-treated 

and often returned to the place they fled. Death can be a market place when individuals and 

society lose their soul. 

I have forgiven my father. I still believe that there should be justice for myself and for the 

others. Justice would mean a change of heart and recognition of the soul. I want no other 

child to suffer as I did. 

This item has been reproduced here with the kind permission of Anna - visit her home page at 

: www.geocities.com/anna_morvern 

(see a brief account of OAP's findings below) 

For information about the Kingley Vale nature reserve got to : 



http://www.english-nature.org.uk/about/teams/team_photo/KingleyVale... 

 


