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THE REDWOOD

LODGE INVESTIGATION

FOREWORD

I first met Craig Jackson at a paranormal convention in London, 

back in the summer of 2013. We had both attended the event 

alone, without company – and ended up sitting together for the 

lectures and various talks that were on the main stage of the 

complex.

He was as passionate about the subject as I, and we soon began

talking, exchanging our experiences, views and interpretations of

various paranormal cases and theories. We found that we had a 

lot in common, and from that day on, we forged a strong 

friendship. We kept in touch via email, mostly. We lived miles 

apart – I lived in Buckinghamshire in Britain, and Craig lived in 

Northern Ireland.

His emails were often warm, full of humour and good will. Even 

when we clashed on opinions of various phenomena, he never 

became stubborn or irritated – instead he would listen patiently, 



soaking in my own thoughts and suggestions, lest he miss the 

truth amidst it all. This was very indicative of his character – he 

was open minded. Never egotistical or irrational.

Most people who work or study in the paranormal field have 

heard of Craig and his professional attitude. He'd studied 

Parapsychology in Ireland, and was a very keen student. He'd set

up his own investigative group, who would visit so-called 

haunted locations and draw conclusions based on their findings.

Craig also studied Mythology and Demonology in Belfast, under 

a close friend of his, Father O'Ryan, and shortly before his last 

investigation – which was to be at the Redwood Lodge in 

Berekshire, UK - he had decided to open up his own course 

workshop, where he hoped to train other critical thinkers to 

study the paranormal.

As someone I considered to be both a friend and somewhat of a 

colleague, I miss Craig very deeply. He was an inspiration to 

those interested in the paranormal. He was warned by many to 

not get involved with Redwood Lodge. I was amongst them – I 

told him of how nervous I was about him staying there alone. 

Yet, true to his nature, Craig embarked on his journey there, 

believing in the call of his duties. A slave to his passion, as it 

were.

Typical of Craig and his attitude, he wanted to go there, to 

explore, study, dispel and navigate. He wanted to go to Redwood



Lodge and return with the best material he could come up with, 

in order to write his first full length book. He was excited, eager 

and nothing could deter him from his trip.

I decided to write this book in honour of someone I believe to be a 

great man. Craig deserves this story to be told. He put too much 

into the field of the paranormal for this story to go ignored.

I am also writing this so that I can put many rumours and 

untruthful accounts to bed. Craig, the professional he was, would 

want the details of his last investigation to be a truthful one.

In the following pages, you will find that there are a series of 

articles, emails and excerpts amidst my personal commentary. I 

did not want this account of the Redwood Lodge Investigation to

be anything than a serious journal, and so I have only included 

the most relevant, factual and authentic pieces.

Readers may have already heard about Redwood Lodge, and 

may have already made up their mind about the place and the 

stories surrounding it. I ask you to keep an open mind. This 

account is probably the most factual and detailed account one 

will find on the location, and I hope the pages here will help 

readers to draw the most accurate conclusions.

I could never hope to write or produce a book worthy of the one 

that Craig was working on for this project. Consider this merely a 

tribute and foundation to the man and the location.

This book has been a difficult one for me. Despite my previous 

published novels, this is the first time I have attempted to 



compile a true-life, factual piece and it's not been easy because 

of the personal impact it has had on me.

If there are any flaws to the following account, please be 

assured they are mine, and not those of the work of Craig.

I sincerely hope this book will help people to understand that the

paranormal realm is not one to be taken lightly. We must all 

tread carefully, and avoid assumption.

Fiona Dodwell, 15th May 2015



Excerpt from Legend and Lore, p39, by Ken Altwood

There was a massive fire in the Redwood Forest in 1954, and as a 
result, a few surrounding properties were destroyed or damaged. 
The building that was touched by the most severe and incredible 
affliction of flames was the Hasien cabin, which was a large barn 
and farmhouse owned by Dr Thomas. G Houseman. When locals 
arrived with help from firefighters, Dr Thomas was found in a 
clearing near the scene, his skin burnt and reddened by the flames.
It had appeared that the well respected physician had tried to 
battle the flames himself, and in doing so, had caused third degree 
burns to his arms, neck and face.

While the Hasien building itself was ruined and lain crumbled, Dr 
Thomas survived three more weeks before finally succumbing to his
serious injuries.

The devastating effect of the outbreak on land, property and 
livestock was felt all through the community, so the locals worked 
together to heal the land and offered their spare rooms to those 
who found themselves without accommodation.

Where the Hasien cabin once stood, a prominent local called 
Richard McCarthy took residence of the land and built a large 
wooden structure that he erected with a building team over the 
course of seven months in 1956.

Richard McCarthy was a court judge and well respected member of 
the community. He named the large wooden structure Redwood 
Lodge, in reference to the surrounding Redwood Forest.

The building, which stood broad and proud in the midst of the 
woodland, was to become a place where travellers or holiday 
makers could rent, and use as somewhat of a holiday-home. It 
consisted of four bedrooms, a large lounging area, bathroom 
complete with ceramic bath, and kitchenette. It was said to have 



been beautiful in its ruggedness, and soon many paid to stay in the
quiet, serene midst of Redwood. The local forest and surrounding 
village was known for its charm and quaintness.

It is widely reported that McCarthy made good money from his
new business venture, and was able to retire from his role as court 
judge. It was often said that people booked months in advance to 
spend days - and sometimes weeks - holidaying there, to enjoy 
respite from busy city living and to enjoy the feeling of getting back
to nature.

In December of 1959, locals began to wonder if something was 
amiss. There were reports that there were guests who stayed at 
the lodge who were never seen again, and rumours began to 
circulate that the place was cursed, and that to spend a night there
would be to put ones life in peril.

Business was becoming scarce after several reports of missing 
persons, and McCarthy found his income soon dwindled, and he was 
unable to pay for the upkeep and maintenance of the property.

It soon became ruined by weather and neglect and was left to the 
hands of nature - a nature that, filled with storm and bad winter 
weather, battered and tore at the building. Finally, it stood 
abandoned and alone, a shadow of its former self.

Soon enough, local children and teenagers began using the building
as a meeting place, where games, arguments, truancy and teenage
sexual exploration became the norm there. It was after several 
local children also went missing, that the place was called off-limits 
by local law enforcement, and since then, the legend of the 
Redwood Lodge has continued to grow.



Date: 5th May, 2014 18:03 
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk 
To: dodwell@ymail.com

Hello Fiona!

I hope things are okay your end. I know it's been a few weeks since
we last spoke - but I have a good excuse. You remember I told you 
I had something big planned? I can tell you a bit more about it now.

There is a place called Redwood Lodge, right at the heart of 
Redwood Forest in Berekshire, and it's been the source of a hell of 
a lot of rumours, myths, legends and (probably) lies. Also, it's the 
kind of place people like you and I would drool over. It's remote, it's 
desolate, it's ugly – and apparently haunted.
The truth is, we hear about places like this all the time, being the 
paranormal enthusiasts we are, but every now and then, something 
comes along that just has that extra special....something. Redwood 
Lodge has it all. The history and location is absolutely fascinating. You
may have even heard of it – it's quite infamous, after a series of 
disappearances and events that surround it.

The good news is, I've booked myself a flight. I'm going to spend 
four days at Redwood. Don't worry - I'm prepared. I've got a 
sleeping bag, stocked up on tinned food, mobile phone, iPad, and 
several candles, matches, torches and a few survival tools. All of it 
is ready, packed and stuffed into two large rucksacks. I will be using
my mobile intermittently. Obviously there will be no electricity for me
to recharge my devices – I shall be using them and turning them off
in between the times I need them, so our contact may be limited. 
Also, my Internet connection will be probably be zero – I will have to
walk further to the outskirts of the woods to even be able to email 
you, so our contact will be sporadic. Rest assured, I'll be updating 
you, though.

I leave for the place tomorrow. I was going to ask you along with 
me, but I know that you have a lot of commitments at the moment, 
and four days away might not be welcome. So, I will stay there, 



investigate, write up a report, take photographs, do all I can to 
compile some interesting work and data, and it just might be the 
source for the book I've been longing to write.

I will write soon, Craig.



Date: 5th May, 2014 19:08
Subject: Redwood
From: dodwell@ymail.com
To: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk

Hey Craig,

So good to hear from you. I have to admit, I'm slightly nervous 
about your new venture, being out there alone in the middle of 
nowhere, but I'm also a bit envious. It sounds like a paranormal 
investigator's dream. I've looked up some background information 
on it, mainly from the Legend and Lore book by Altwood, and I 
admit it DOES look interesting. Slightly unnerving though, that 
you're heading somewhere in the world that some have never 
returned from???? I guess this is what makes it worth a visit – I 
know you love mysteries like this. So, I wish you a hell of a lot of 
luck and yes, please keep me updated. I want to know what it's like.
I will expect emails, Craig!

If it's got enough to it, then I'm sure it could produce a good book 
worth of material. Just see how it goes.

When you get back, we really need to meet up. I've got lots to tell 
you!

Love, Fiona x

PS Photos please! And lots of them.



Excerpt from History and Horrors, by Emily Wright, p66

When Martha Brown, aged 12, went missing, her parents at first 
suspected she'd run away to Redwood Lodge, because she'd been 
known to spend time with her school friends there during the 
summer holidays. When Mr and Mrs Brown, of Nottingham, 
travelled the few short miles into Redwood Forest, they found their
daughter's clothes lying strewn across several parts of the nearby 
land as they drove.

Unnerved and worried for what this meant for their daughter's 
safety and well-being, they quickly located Redwood Lodge and 
entered the disused and ageing property. It was completely empty;
all of the rooms appeared to be unused and uninhabited, apart 
from one thing: the child's coat was lying across the wooden floor 
of the lounge.

The police were immediately notified, and began searching for the 
missing girl.

It was eleven day later, when a local man was out walking his dog, 
that he came across a wide-eyed, stumbling, pale child and 
immediately took her to the nearest police station. Quickly realising
who the child was, the Browns were called in.

The pale and dirty child was indeed Martha, but whether through 
shock or some other force, the child appeared unable to talk or 
communicate with anybody. Several attempts from psychologists 
and mental health professionals to calm and reassure the child 
sadly failed, and Martha Brown remained mute for the rest of her 
life.

When local journalist, Trevor Wills contacted the Brown family 
several years after the event, they were reluctant to convey 
anything of their daughter's personal situation, but admitted she 
was still mute, and unable to sleep without the light in her 
bedroom on.



This sad tale lends credence to the legends surrounding Redwood 
Lodge and the nearby forest. Unfortunately, Martha was not the 
only child, or person, to be effected by the land.

Since Richard McCarthy bought the land and built the lodge, in 
1956, there have been numerous accounts of unusual events and 
rumoured disappearances. 



Local Mysteries and Legends – from Legendsandtruths.com

REDWOOD LODGE IS HOST TO ANOTHER MYSTERY

Often compared to the Bermuda Triangle, the 
Redwood Lodge has been host to many accounts of 
weird happenings and missing persons. The latest 
in a long line of odd occurrences came this week 

when student Joshua Perkins, 19, of Warwickshire, 
followed the forest trail to the lodge in order 
to take photographs for a college project.

After stopping to take several photographs – both
inside and outside the abandoned building – 
Perkins, who never knew of the strange legends 
surrounding the area, was approached by a female 
child who asked him for help, claiming her father
had taken a bad fall in the woodland beyond.

Perkins packed away his camera and followed the 
child, when she pointed to the direction she had 
come from. After following behind her for a few 
minutes, he asked her what her name was, but the 
girl remained silent.

As they reached a clearing at the outer edge of a
nestle of trees, Perkins looked up and realised 
the girl who had been there just moments before 
had vanished. He called out, and spent a further 
hour searching for the girl and the allegedly 
injured father, but failed to find either.

On his way back to the car, Perkins found a 



child's doll sitting on the hood of his vehicle, 
and a small note, written in plain handwriting, 
which stated simply You've been spared.



Date: 6th May, 13:04
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

Hello! Me again.

Thanks for your email. I thought I'd update you on my progress – 
I'm sure you're curious to know how I'm doing here, in the middle of
nowhere. It's cold! I know it's May, and Spring is underway, but 
there is a bite to the air, a nip that leaves the skin clammy and full 
of goosebumps. I only bought with me a spare jumper and jeans, 
because obviously I'll only be staying here for four days, but I wish 
I'd bought with me more layers.

It took me quite some time to reach Redwood. The forest and 
surrounding areas are far back from the main town, somewhat of a 
long drive. I paid for a taxi to drop me nearby (I didn't explain what I
was doing, but the driver did seem intrigued), and I hiked through 
the forest, following a map I'd printed from the internet. The walk 
took me roughly an hour, to reach the actual lodge itself. I arrived 
just after 9am this morning. So, I'm tired. After the flight, taxi 
journey and long walk, I'm not fit for much, but I have had a look 
around.

The silence is quite unnerving, to be honest. Being so far from main
shops and houses, it feels like I could be the last man on earth 
here. The forest is typical of any other, nothing remarkable. I have 
to admit, it is quite beautiful, full of webbed and tangled trees, 
plants and wildlife roaming and soaking up the land. I can see why 
people came here years ago, to stay at Redwood and get away 
from city life. You can't get any farther away from civilized society 
than here, I'm sure. Well, it feels that way.

So, onto Redwood Lodge itself. I've no idea if you've looked into 
the place since our last email, but I will describe it as I find it. I've 
taken to the idea that if I email you my complete thoughts, ideas 



and theories about the place, I will have a good amount of safe 
material in my email 'Sent' box when I return. (See, I'm not just a 
pretty face, amI? Two birds with one stone! Haha).

The place is as you might imagine – decayed, old, destroyed. The 
roofing seems to be largely in tact, which is wonderful, because I 
don't want to be exposed to the elements if the weather turns bad. 
It is quite large – with four bedrooms, kitchen, bathroom and 
massive lounge area. It's all empty, though, apart from a few 
discarded dolls and toys (I've no idea why any child would come 
out here to play!) and some used condoms (I'm theorising that 
teenagers come here to get up to no good, but we were all young 
once, right?)

Anyway, yes, so it's all in tact, but not in great condition. The rooms 
are filthy, smelly, mouldy. Some windows are broken, and the back 
door is almost hanging off its hinges. Still, it will do me for the four 
days I'm here. I want to get a real feel for the place, to really take it 
in and write something special. There's a lot of history here, and I 
want to capture it.

Write soon,

Craig.



Date: 6th May, 2014 17:49
Subject: Redwood
From: dodwell@ymail.com
To: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk

Hey, Craig!

Still cold there? I won't make you jealous then, by telling you 
I'm wrapped up at home, pasta bake in the oven and a mug of 
creamy coffee on the go! Seriously, though, I'm pleased you're 
there safely and you can experience Redwood for yourself. The
place sounds creepy. I've done a bit more reading. I'm not sure 
I'd be comfortable myself to spend time alone there, but you've 
never been one to hold back. So good luck. I'm going to enjoy 
getting your email updates and knowing what's going on. So, 
keep them coming. Just remember to turn off your gadgets 
when you're not using them, or you'll be out of battery within a 
day!

Love, Fiona



Date: 6th May, 16:01
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

Hi Fiona – It's boring here. I've spent hours today recording 
EVPs and I've even tried using one of those dodgy apps from 
the Google store (I know, I know! I did tell you I was bored). It's
an app that's supposed to detect spirit words and energy 
spikes. It's a load of rubbish, of course, but I had nothing to 
lose. Just don't tell my colleagues. I won't hear the end of it. 

Date: 6th May, 20:59
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

Can you do me a favour? When you have a spare moment, 
can you do some research for me? I want to know all I can 
about the original owner of this place, and about the guy who 
built the lodge. Anything you can get for me will be appreciated.
I can't get much Internet connection from here (when I email 
you, it's a half hour trek before I even get a glimmer of a 
connection) and of course I have to preserve my battery as 
much as possible. Cheers, Fiona. I appreciate it. 

Email soon, Craig :-)

mailto:dodwell@ymail.com


Date: 7th May, 2014 13:33
From: dodwell@ymail.com
To: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk

Hi Craig.

Thanks for your emails. You -  using a paranormal App? Blimey.
Never thought I'd see you try one of those, haha! Well, you 
never know. An open mind and all that. 

To get straight to the point - I found some information for you, 
as you requested. Hope it's some use to you...

Dr Thomas G Houseman (who owned the original property on 
that land before it was destroyed by fire), is an interesting guy. 
Obviously, he was very well respected by the locals - as doctors
are – and popular. Legend has it that he often held parties and 
community barbecues at his cabin, and people would come 
from miles around. Thing changed when a local man named 
Ted (can't locate surname, and also don't know how accurate 
this is, I'm afraid), broke into the Hasien cabin in hopes of 
stealing some of the valuable items said to be stored there. 
After breaking in, Ted allegedly witnessed Dr Houseman doing 
some kind of occult ceremony, with a child tied with rope in the 
centre of the room, surrounded by candles. He quickly fled the 
scene, unseen, and went back into town where he informed 
locals as well as the police of what he had witnessed.

Police immediately went to the cabin, but there was no sign of 
the child, or of the occult markings or candles. Although the 
police appeared to disbelieve the man's account, locals became
suspicious and nervous of Dr Thomas and quickly sought out 
another doctor to receive treatment and health advice.

It was shortly after this that the massive fire broke out, and it 
was rumoured that locals, believing the doctor was involved in 
occultism or witchcraft, had burned the place in hopes of ridding



the area of whatever evil the doctor had been conjuring.

That's pretty much all I can find of the mystery surrounding Dr 
Thomas Houseman. He died shortly after the fire – three weeks
later according to one book I read.

I will get onto looking into Richard McCarthy tonight. He's the 
one who bought the place and turned it into the Redwood 
Lodge, as you
know. So anything I find on him, I'll forward to you. Love,

Fiona x



Date: 7h May, 14:23
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

Thanks for that email, Fiona. I knew there was some kind of 
legend about the original owner being involved in the occult. It's
hard to get down the facts, because there are so many different
versions of events, once you start scouring the internet. If you 
can get any information on McCarthy, please do. I'll be 
interested to know. No rush, though, if you're busy.

Right. Where to begin. This is my second day here at the 
Lodge. Last night was a very, very uncomfortable one. I've 
already told you how cold it is, and as you can imagine, when 
nightfalls, the bite is much sharper. I had on my t-shirt, jumper, 
and my coat, and nestled into the sleeping bag, but I could still 
feel the coldness. I suppose the lodge is full of holes and open 
airways, not to mention the smashed windows at the far end. 
It's nothing I can't handle – I've had plenty of experience of 
camping and spending time in the great outdoors. At least I'm 
sheltered (mostly) from rain and wind in here.

I wish I could convey to you the reality of the building itself. 
Redwood Lodge seems so ordinary, yet somehow there really 
does seem to be an atmosphere to the place. I can't pretend 
that so much legend and history doesn't effect one 
psychologically, and obviously being here alone doesn't help 
with the imagination, but I hope you'll offer me enough credit to 
say that I'm not easily fooled or taken into flights of fancy. I'm a 
pretty steady person, my feet are on the ground, as you know. 
Yet there really does seem to be something here. It's like air – 
you know it's around you, but you can't see it or touch it. I have 
a feeling that I'm not quite alone, that when I'm walking around, 
recording or making notes, there is something or someone 
close-by. Of course when I look, there is nothing.



The most notable thing to me, so far, was something that 
happened last night, when I was in the sleeping bag, trying to 
get some rest. I left the torch near me, in case I needed to get 
up during the night (you
can't even imagine how dark this place gets – it's completely 
enveloped in blackness once the sun falls), and as I was lying 
there, I heard what I took to be footsteps. Of course, my first 
thought was that some teenagers had decided to come here for
some fun, and were sneaking in, so I sat up, grabbed onto the 
torch and switched it on. I swung it about the room, and leaned 
forward into the hallway. Nothing and nobody were there. I 
called out, and there was no answer. I wondered if maybe I'd 
imagined it. I certainly heard no more, however when I woke up
this morning, all of my things had been lined up in a neat row 
on the other side of the room: My bag, tins of food, spare 
clothes – all of it had been moved. Not stolen, or ruined or 
kicked around; simply moved. Tidied up, I suppose you could 
say. I've no idea of the explanation. Kids messing around? Or 
something to do with the house itself? I'm open minded, but this
was scary, Fiona. It's unsettled me more than I care to admit. 

Anyway, I shall leave you to it for now. Email soon,

Craig.



The Citizen Mirror

12th January 1962

COURT JUDGE AND OWNER OF REDWOOD LODGE IN SUICIDE
TRAGEDY

Richard McCarthy, of Berekshire, has been found 
dead in his apartment. Local law enforcement 
officials have announced that he is to undergo an 
autopsy, but that first impressions are that the 
one-time Court Judge and owner of Redwood Lodge, 
committed suicide.

McCarthy was at the root of many local rumours, 
after a number of his guests disappeared after 
renting his property at the heart of Redwood 
forest. The mystery was never resolved, despite 
many investigations and searches from locals and 
police officers at the time.

McCarthy's death comes just after another group of
teenagers stayed at the Lodge for a party – and 
all but one disappeared.



Date: 8th May, 2014 10:57
From: dodwell@ymail.com
To: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk

Hi Craig,

Other than the Citizen Mirror article, there isn't much out there 
about McCarthy. All that I could find was the confirmation that he'd 
died by pill overdose, and that he had declined in health since 
owning the Redwood Lodge, which I suppose further adds to the 
legend! A bit of a sad story.

What really, really intrigued me, is the idea of those teenagers who 
had a party at the Lodge and then all but one went missing...You 
know the story. It's in several newspaper articles. Well, one thing I 
AM going to try to do is find out more about the person who 
survived. Her name was Elizabeth Finny, and she was sixteen 
years old at the time. I'll see what I can dig on her.

As for your first night at the Lodge – oh dear! Do you think it was 
poltergeist activity? It sounds like it could be. I mean, the footsteps, 
the movement of objects. It depends on how sure you are that no 
one entered. That's going to be hard to prove either way – 
considering you where in the pitch black darkness of a remote 
lodge. Trust your instincts. If you feel uncomfortable, Craig, you've 
got nothing to prove, just pack up and come home. I know I 
wouldn't be keen on staying alone.

Write soon,
Fiona x



TRANSCRIPT OF INTERVIEW – ELIZABETH FINNY

RM (Rachael Moore): So, Elizabeth, can you begin 
by telling me about your trip to Redwood Lodge?

EF (Elizabeth Finny): I, uh, it was just supposed 
to be a fun night with friends. I, um, it was just
a few of us, we wanted to have a drink, to let 
loose. Many of us had been stressed 
(inaudible).... exams and everything.

RM: So, on that night, what happened, exactly? In 
your own words.

EF: Um, we just... (coughs)...I had a few drinks, 
so did the rest. There was a stereo and a few 
snacks, and Kevin had bought a bag full of beer 
with him. We just had fun (sniffs). It was around 
eleven at night, I remember that for some reason. 
We were just sitting around, chatting and 
laughing....

RM: Go on, Elizabeth. I know this is hard, but I'd
appreciate anything you can tell me.

EF: There were three massive bangs coming from 
outside. I don't know what they were, what caused 
them or anything, but it was like three massive 
knocks. As if something was bashing against the 
side of the lodge. We all heard it, even over the 
music (inaudible). Jenny turned off the stereo and
we all just stood there staring at each other. We 
went outside together, through the lodge and out 
the front door, and just looked around. We 
couldn't...I mean, we just couldn't see anything.

RM: Go on.

EF: After a few moments, I said I'd head back in 
and grab my torch from the kitchen area, where I'd



left it earlier. I went in, and I suddenly 
(cries)..... I just heard thishorrible,
awfulscream. I picked up the torch,
turned it on and ran out, to see what was 
happening. None of them were there. None of them 
(cries).

RM: What did you do?

EF: I just... Well... I just panicked. I shouted 
for them. At first I wondered if it was just a big
prank, and I was really mad. But I waited a few 
minutes and when they didn't appear...I knew 
something wasn't right, something bad had 
happened. I called for them, looked around. They 
were gone (cries). I was shaking, I felt sick. I 
didn't know what to do.

RM: So, you didn't see or hear anything suspicious
before this happened? Nothing out of ordinary that
evening, before they went missing?

EF: No. Well...

RM: What is it?

EF: (Sniffs, blows nose). I remember Kevin saying 
he'd thought he'd seen a figure in the lodge. He 
said he was going to the toilet and thought he saw
someone just standing there in the hallway, but 
when he put on his torch, he said nothing was 
there. We all laughed, said it was his 
imagination. Maybe it was someone real, maybe it 
was something....that wasn't supposed to be 
there...Do you believe in ghosts?

RM: No. No, I don't.

EF: (Laughs). Maybe I'm being stupid. But after 
what happened, I can't help but wonder. And we 



weren't the first, were we? Others have gone 
missing, and there's never been a single 
explanation.

RM: True. Some have suggested some kind of anomaly
of nature that science hasn't understood yet.

EF: Who knows. All I know is that I lost all my 
friends that night, and no one can tell me why.

RM: What did you do, that night, after you 
realised they weren’t coming back?

EF: I walked. I walked and walked and walked. An 
hour and a half to the nearest store. And I 
knocked on their door until I got help.

RM: Do you ever wonder why you were spared? Why 
you weren't taken?

EF: Yes. Everyday.



Date: 8h May, 11:13
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

There's no way I can just pack up and come home, Fiona. Some 
stuff has been happening.
Craig.

* *    *

Date: 8th May, 2014 12:44
From: dodwell@ymail.com
To: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk

Craig, are you okay? What exactly has been happening? I feel a 
bit worried about you.

Fiona x



Date: 8h May, 16:19
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

Fiona, some incredible stuff has been happening. You know how 
we've spent so long, years of our lives, trying to find conclusive 
proof of the paranormal? I think if we're ever going to get it, it'll be 
here, at Redwood Lodge.

Last night, when I went to bed, it happened again. I had started to 
fall asleep, and just as I was about to drift off, I heard footsteps. 
They sounded close. I was wondering if it would happen again, and
it did. It started off faint at first, then became louder. The sound of 
feet treading along the wooden floor. The funny thing was, no 
matter how long the footsteps went on for, it didn't sound like they 
were coming closer or going further....they just..were there. Existing
but not advancing or gaining anything.

I waited a few moments, then reached for my torch. I got out of the 
sleeping bag and stood up slowly. I called out, asked if anyone was 
there. There was no reply, but the footsteps stopped once I spoke. I
turned on the torch, and its beam reached far and wide in that 
awfully dark place. I looked about me, but saw nothing. I was half 
tempted to get out my recorder and do an EVP session, because 
sometimes when the energy is right, you can record all sorts of 
voices, noises and responses. Something instinctively told me not 
to, to just focus on the moment.

I walked slowly into the hallway, and it was there that it happened. I 
don't quite know if words will sufficiently describe exactly what I 
saw, felt and heard, but I will try. I was standing quite still, at the far 
end of the hallway and I called out. I just asked if anybody was 
there. Suddenly, and out of nowhere, I saw a tall – an impossibly 
tall – dark shadowy figure appear a few feet before me. It was a 
vague, misty figure, I could discern no features, its face blank and 
full of nothingness. It was not just the sight of the figure, Fiona, that 



frightened me. With that being, whatever it was, came the most 
God-awful feeling of dread, evil, and horror. I became almost frozen
with fear. You read it in horror books all the time, don't you? The 
feeling of being frozen with fear. I felt it last night. I could not move, 
I
felt immobile, I felt completely out of control.

After what seemed like an eternity, the black, shadow figure lurched
forward, headed toward me with a mighty force. I felt a cold rush of 
air slice through me, and I stumbled backwards, falling to the floor. I
had barely eaten yesterday, but I suddenly felt nauseous and I 
vomited; I vomited until all I had left to bring up was bile and water.

When I finally had the strength to stand up, I realised that the sun 
was already beginning to rise there; light was slowly infiltrating the 
empty Lodge. It frightened me; I had been lying there for what felt 
like moments, yet somehow the rest of the night had passed.

Where had those missing hours gone to? What had I been doing?

Craig.



Excerpt from Remnants and Memories: An Exploration of 
Hauntings, p102 By Gill Harper

What makes a place haunted? What sets aside a particular property
from others, that allows paranormal energy to manifest and make 
itself felt there?

One theory suggests that hauntings are merely memories 
replaying, over and over, so that the haunting is more like a video 
recording being shown, rather than an interactive being. Yet, many 
reports from cases around the world (please see chapter 11, page 
405) have indicated that people have been able to interact 
intelligently with the spiritual energy that resides. If this is indeed 
the case, then hauntings (or at least some of them) are much more
than replays of past events, but are actually intelligent, mindful and
personable beings who are not only aware of themselves, but of 
their surroundings.

One of the more famous instances of this type of haunting (which I
shall call from here on, an intelligent haunting) is that of Redwood 
Lodge, of Berekshire, in Britain. This four bedroomed lodge, which 
was used as a short-term rental property by holiday-makers from 
the inner city, stands right in the heart of the forest that encircles 
it. With rumours abounding that the building – or possibly the land 
it was built on – was cursed, many curiosity seekers spent time 
there, investigating or actively encouraging paranormal activity to 
occur (see page 201 regarding seances, ouija boards and modern 
day spiritualism). It was only after the untimely death of the 
second owner- Richard McCarthy – that a new wave of interest in 
the property appeared to arise, and with it, a collection of odd and 
tragic occurrences, such as unexplained deaths and rumoured 
accounts of missing people.

The severity, as well as the unsettling nature, of events occurring 



at Redwood Lodge placed it on the map as being one of the most 
highly haunted places in Great Britain. Despite the bad condition of
the building now, many still visit and spend time there.

A perfect example of an intelligent haunting would be Redwood 
Lodge. Amongst many of the accounts that have been published 
and associated with the property, there have been various 
instances of figures appearing and interacting; movement of items,
and knockings and tappings by way of communication.

With the large number of people who have gone missing from that 
area (figures so far put the number of missing people to as many 
as sixteen since 1959), there are also theories that the property is 
not only haunted, but cursed. (Please see chapter on curses, page 
222).



Excerpt from Hauntings and Half-truths: A Sceptics 
Response. Roger Frances, p12

What makes up the psychology of a believer? The human brain is 
very complex and multi-layered. It seeks to make sense out of 
chaos, to find patterns where there are not really patterns, to 
discern images where there are none, to find answers where there 
are none. There is a name for it – Pareodolia – and according to 
the English Dictionary, it means "the imagined perception of a 
pattern or meaning where it does not actually exist.”

The same can be said of religiosity. Where those of faith may claim 
that prayer has been responded to when positive things happen, 
there really is no indication that such an outcome wouldn't have 
arrived even if those prayers hadn't been said.

The famous case of Redwood Lodge is a prime example of people 
seeking patterns and meaning when there is likely none. That 
several people have been reported missing, it must be noted that 
although the instances of missing persons reports are considerably 
high in that area, there is no proof that the missing individuals 
were actually staying at the Lodge itself. Only that they had been 
near or around that area; perhaps those who went missing were 
no where near the property at the time of disappearance. 
Berekshire is a large area, with a high population and although the 
statistics of those missing are high, they are not much more than 
other large towns or small cities. Especially over a similar period of 
time.

The regular eye witness accounts of ghosts and shadow figures 
being seen in the lodge of course add to the legend of it being 
haunted, however, once a sighting has been reported by one 
individual, others who attend the same place in the future are 
already psychologically geared to look out for, and to expect, to see
something of a similar nature, which has somewhat of an impact 
on the validity of the testimony.



That Redwood Lodge has been without electricity for years, and is 
hidden in shadow by overgrown wildlife and forest, means that 
mistaken identity of things witnessed is easily done.



Date: 9th May, 2014 07:55
From: dodwell@ymail.com
To: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk

Good morning, Craig. I'm so sorry, I didn't see your email until 
this morning. I've been doing lots of reading about hauntings 
and paranormal studies. I fell asleep with the books on my lap 
last night! It's surprising the amount of references to the 
Redwood Lodge there are in books, newspapers and 
magazines.

Anyway, I've read your email. How are you? WOW. I can't 
believe everything that's going on. The energy in that place 
must be absolutely palpable. I feel a bit nervous even reading 
about it. If it's truly THAT haunted, then we need to band a 
group together and do some more studies there, don't you 
think? Sounds like the project of a lifetime.

Did you sleep well last night? Have you seen or felt anything 
more since then? You've only got today and tomorrow – it's 
going quickly. I'm sure you'll be glad to get home to a hot bath 
and a nice cooked meal ;-)

Fiona x



Date: 9th May, 15:02
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

Fiona, something really weird has happened. I cannot explain 
this. I don't understand it. 

I got up this morning, and after reading your email, I went into 
the kitchen to open a tin of soup, and I was amazed to see a 
warm breakfast sitting on the table, together with a huge mug of
hot tea. There was a red table cloth over a dining table (that I 
swear hadn't been there before?) and a vase containing 
flowers. Next to the flowers, there was a handwritten note. It 
was a plain sheet of white paper, and on it, in bold letters, it 
said, 'I hope you enjoy being my guest.'

I've no idea who put those things there, or why, or how the food
was still so steaming hot. I looked about – the place was 
deserted. Nobody. Not a soul. I went outside, to see if I could 
find evidence of any intruders or locals – I could see anyone. 
When I went back inside, the kitchen was empty. No plate, no 
vase, no table. No note. It was as if a switch had been flipped. I
could still - can still – smell the beautiful food. I can still feel the 
sharp, crispness of the sheet of paper between my fingers. It's 
like there's been a glitch in reality. Like a time-slip or a rewind in
history.

I know, I know. I probably sound crazy. Do I? I'm trying to 
rationalise this. Are there kids around, messing with my head? 
Am I being watched? I just don't know. 

There is something about this place, Fiona. I don't quite know if
I can trust myself or my senses when I'm here.

I don't know what I expected at Redwood Lodge, but it wasn't 
this. Craig.



Date: 9th May, 2014 18:12
From: dodwell@ymail.com
To: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk

Craig, you're scaring me. Maybe it's time to come home. Do 
you want me to come out there and meet you? I will do it, if you
need me. I swear. Something just feels off about this whole 
thing.

Please reply soon, Fiona x



Date: 9th May, 19:32
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

You don't need to come, Fiona. I'm perfectly safe. Sir - the 
Landlord - has introduced himself to me at last, and he's 
explained everything.

It's really quite something. Just this very evening, as I made my
way through the lodge, I was conducting an EVP session, 
hoping to record any paranormal interaction. I was walking in 
darkness, at first, as I made my way around the place. I 
thought light was unnecessary. (Besides, my batteries are low. 
I have one more day left and I want to reserve what I've left, in 
case I need it).

As I went from room to room, calling out, holding up high my 
digital recorder, I noticed that with every room I passed, a light 
turned on. It doesn’t matter, Fiona, that there is no electricity to 
the place. Sir sees to that. Once I realised the place was 
lighting up, room to room, I turned and went to investigate, and 
as I did, each room transformed into a beautifully decorated 
showroom. The paintings on the wall, the mahogany shelves 
containing hundreds of rare literature; the fireplace that was 
blazing wildly with roaring flames; the red, velvet sofa that was 
deep and soft and elegant. It was all as it should be. No, in 
fact, it is the way it IS. When Sir showed me, I realised how 
blind we all are. Reality is but a fiction we sell ourselves, until 
we believe the magic away.

Craig.



Date: 9th May, 2014 19:44
From: dodwell@ymail.com
To: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk

Craig,

Something very, very wrong is going on. I want you to trust me 
– leave the Lodge. Leave Redwood Lodge right now. Please. I 
have a terrible, terrible feeling. Do you think it's normal that the 
rooms are changing? Why are things appearing and 
disappearing? WHO IS SIR??

Seriously, Craig. Please leave. I will come out and meet you 
somewhere, just find the nearest safe place, text me or email 
or call, whatever, but just let me know where you are. If you 
care anything about me, or trust me, just leave.

Fiona x



Date: 9th  May, 20:01
Subject: Redwood
From: jacksoncraig@ymail.co.uk
To: dodwell@ymail.com

Fiona – Just keep the fuck away. Are you stupid or something?
I said before – I'm fine. Sir is with me, he's taking care of 
things. It's beautiful, Fiona, the things he tells you, the things 
he shows you. It's like realising all the things you've thought 
before – the silly and petty ideas about life after death and the 
meaning of it all – it all becomes shit once you spend time with
Him.

As I write this, He sits across from me, and he is watching. He 
is all shadow. The weaver of shadows. The weaver of 
darkness.

Sir told me that this place needs company. He doesn't like to 
see people leave. He wants people to stay. It's always been 
this way, and always will be. The guests come, and they never
leave. They're all here. They're here now. They've just arrived. 
There are so many, they fill the rooms.

I need to stay, Fiona. Sir has shown me, it's the right thing to 
do.

Craig.



EPILOGUE

Even as I write this, my hand shakes, the tears are fresh. 

The last email from Craig is the last communication I ever 

had from him.

After Craig's concerning and frightening messages, I located 

the address of Redwood Lodge, packed an overnight bag 

and began the long drive to Berekshire.

You, as an impartial reader, may have jumped to your own 

conclusions about this situation. Knowing so little about 

Craig, except for the emails I have selected for this book, you

have an incomplete picture of who he was, and what he was 

about – as both a man and a parapsychologist. You may 

wonder if he was crazy, unbalanced, or weak. Yet no! Craig 

was a sensible, intellectual and forward thinking man. Yes, 

he believed the paranormal existed, but he was so rigid and 

strict with his approach to the subject, that I did not 

recognise his rapid descent into mental chaos in such a few 

short days at Redwood. It meant, to me, that something 

really was going on – and it was not good. He was not safe.

So I drove. And drove.

It took me four hours to reach Berekshire – and a further 



hour to reach Redwood Lodge itself. I kept checking my 

emails along the way, hoping in desperate denial that he 

would have sent further messages, but he never did. I knew 

instinctively, that he never would. That he simply couldn't.

When I reached the lodge – that ugly, broken place I'd read 

so much about – I never wanted to enter. I knew what I 

would find. I felt sick, tired, strained. I pulled open the main 

entrance door and stepped inside, into the thick and heavy 

gloom.

The place was empty, bare, disused. If Craig had been there 

at all over the last few days, then no one would have 

guessed: There were no empty food cans, no sleeping bag, 

no clothes or rucksacks. The thick shadows, the layers of 

grime and sweeping cobwebs told me all I needed to know.

Redwood Lodge had gained another guest. One who would 

never be checking out.

I have spent so much time, since the loss of Craig Jackson, 

wondering if there was more I could have done. Is there? I 

could have driven over sooner, perhaps? Or I could have read

the torrid and unsettling history and begged him not to go at 

all. To turn right around and head home. Yet I knew he 

wouldn't have listened.

I've lost Craig. That wise, funny and intelligent man, who 

inspired and challenged me; he is gone. The police have 



their report written, they've done mandatory searches and 

done the basic duties, yet it is even written on their faces, 

etched into their eyes, that this is simply another victim of 

Redwood Lodge. Just another face amongst the many.

I thank you, dear reader, for sticking with me on this journey.

I wrote this book for several reasons:

To warn others who are interested in investigating Redwood 

not to do it 

To honour the memory of a man I loved dearly, and 

To set down the series of events that have brought tragedy 

to another life. 

If there is anyone out there who knows why, or how, 

Redwood Lodge is such a magnet for terrible energy, then 

please, let me know. This information could save the lives of 

others.

To those who doubt my account, I ask you to suspend your 

disbelief. You have nothing to lose from heeding my 

warnings, and everything to lose if you choose to ignore 

them.

The paranormal is a real thing. Please don't mess with it.

Fiona Dodwell, 20th May, 2015



THE END
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