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Foreword 

 

I first investigated the Colin Sherman case in August 1984, while most of this 

narrative was written in 1985. What follows is the story based on Colin’s original file.  

 I was too afraid to publish this in the 1980s because the Republicans owned the 

White House. Despite his shortcomings, sexual or otherwise, I trusted Bill Clinton, and I 

felt it was safe enough to go forward with the book while he was in office. I first 

published it online in 1999. According to Cherokee teachings, we moved from the Ninth 

Hell to the First Heaven in 1987 and during the Clinton years, it seemed as though the 

world got a little lighter.  

Even so, I knew we couldn’t let down our guard because evil is wily and always 

present; once again it’s got a foothold in Washington. Presently, we have a stunned and 

untrustworthy man in the White House, a man far more dangerous than Nixon or 

Reagan, a man who not only has tried to reverse everything Clinton accomplished, but 

has caused us to regress economically, politically, socially, and environmentally. He has 

put us in grave danger. 

Some people have said that Raven: The Praying Bird is a dark story. Nineteen 

eighty-four was a dark year in a dark decade. Bruce Springsteen said that people were 

full of dread in the ‘80s. The ‘80s dread is still around in the new millennium, but now 

it’s more profound. Thanks to the present occupant of the White House, chaos and 

destruction are ever closer.   

This story was written almost twenty years ago, but I think we can see in it the 

seeds of our present distress. Many of the same miserable Americans that were running 

the Reagan administration are in Washington once again, calling the shots for another 



president that only has half a mind. The same destructive philosophy is making the 

rounds, a philosophy that is selfish and self-centered and without spiritual worth. In 

Raven: The Praying Bird, Brother Bernard said that the fundamentalists were praying for 

Armageddon. Twenty years later that prayer is dangerously close to being realized after 

our war against Iraq.   

Compared to what’s happening in the Middle East today, this is only a story of a 

small evil that overwhelmed a family in the 1980s. Many small evils lead to bigger ones, 

though, and the wicked ones take what they can get and gobble up more. Some of us 

don’t believe that it’s a good thing to shine the light on evil. Some people think that the 

more you pay attention to the dark side, the stronger it becomes. I don’t agree. If we 

look away too many times, it will overwhelm us. It is better to see it clearly, work to 

transform it, and always make the choice to turn towards the good and the true. 

                                                                                        Ellen Raven, Spring 2003 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The written doctrines of philosophy, 

If poured into the dirty and defiled vessel 

Of a false and debased mind, are altered, changed 

And spoilt and turned to urine or anything fouler than that 

Epictetus 
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Chapter One 

Ellen Raven: Astrologer and Psychic Investigator 

 

Nineteen eighty-four was a year evil found a gate. The Hopi Indians had a prophecy about 

the power of the dark force during that time, and George Orwell had written his book about it. 

Ronald Reagan allowed it to get a foothold here. He thought the Soviets had it, but it was on our 

soil, too. It blended in. He was oblivious to it, a dumb note. So was the nation. In a daze, the 

voters reelected him president. I didn’t. 

That year the following occurred: 

The United States restored diplomatic ties with Iraq, despite accusations that Saddam 

Hussein had used chemical weapons in the war against Iran. As long as the Republicans make 



money, they’ll support any two-bit dictator despite his crimes against humanity. Blindness to 

Saddam’s evil then would come back to haunt us later.  

The CIA had trained Latin American commandos to lay mines in the Nicaraguan harbor. 

Operations were directed from a U.S. ship floating in international waters. The mines damaged 

eight ships from six nations. The United Nations condemned the United States.  

Three weeks before the U.S. election, a CIA manual, which had been given to the Contras, 

was made public. It suggested that Nicaraguan judges and police could be “neutralized.” 

There were other signs: Shamir and the right-wing Lukid party came to power in Israel and 

the abuse of the Palestinians escalated.  

The Union Carbide plant in India released gas, killing over two thousand people.  

Indira Gandhi was murdered.  

Vile Guatemalan generals cheered as Reagan was reelected president. 

The Argentinean government restricted the persecution of the military for past crimes of 

killing and torturing its citizens during the seventies. While protestors in Chile were killed, the 

dictator, Pinochet, said he would remain in power at least until the elections in 1989.    

Degodia tribesmen in Kenya were rounded up, tortured, and massacred. 

Mars, Saturn, and Pluto were all in the sign of Scorpio. If the dark side is acknowledged, 

Pluto and Scorpio are transformers. If not, Saturn makes badness very concrete.  

On a personal note, Peter divorced me and married another woman. I moved to a house on 

the Russian River, restarted my astrological practice, and became a psychic investigator. The 

latter would have been impossible under Peter’s repressive influence. 

While we were married, he was terrified by the opening of psychic energies in our lives and 

tried to discourage my exploration at every turn. While he was afraid, I was insensitive to his 

fear. He was the one that made the connection between the paranormal and the dark forces. I 

think he was afraid of being overwhelmed by evil if he examined his own psychic sensitivity.   

I thought I was innocently exploring the uncharted areas of the brain, hoping my budding 

psychic gifts would eventually allow me to help others. I had no conscious notion that I could so 

easily contact the dark side. In the end, this story may turn out to be an apology to Peter for my 

insensitivity, my self-centeredness, and my naiveté. Although, in the end, what does it matter? 

He has his new life. I’m left with mine. I’m alone for the first time. Oh, I’ve got Audrey with me, 

but no man in my life. I feel rootless and afraid. My mother never taught me how to take care of 

myself. 

I’m writing at my desk now. The sun is setting and the summer sheen of the river is dimming 

outside my office window. I feel a sense of doom. I’ve survived this case, but I’m afraid there will 

be another and another. Evil has many faces and I was born at the wrong time. 



This particular cycle began three years ago, back in 1981, when the desk moved and 

rumbled. I was the one Peter blamed for the manifestation. He thought it was the result of 

psychic exploration that shouldn't have been done. I had made contact with a friend who had 

committed suicide, and Peter was terrified. He also blamed me for Audrey’s visions. He said I put 

her in danger and that she was too sensitive for my kind of work.  

“It’s not mother’s work,” he said.  

“And what is mother’s work?” I retorted. “Cooking and cleaning? Don’t I owe it to my 

daughter to develop my potential so she’ll have a successful role model? What happens to 

mothers that live through their children and fail to live for themselves? What happens to the 

children? They become sick with the bile of their mothers’ unlived dreams.”  

I remember saying that women couldn’t go back to that, but I’m still wondering how we can 

integrate the two without doing damage to either. There is no adequate day care for working 

mothers and the Republicans won’t give us any help. They believe in every woman for herself. 

Giving anyone a helping hand is anathema to the Republicans, so we try to come up with our 

own creative solutions. Some of them just don’t work.  

Peter told me that I’d opened the portals of Hell. He thought there was an evil force that 

existed outside of us. I thought he was simple-minded and parochial, certainly psychologically 

unsophisticated. I remember telling him that all the darkness was only inside of us, not outside.  

“Perhaps,” I remember saying in a pompous tone, “our shadow side is a legacy of our bloody 

and frightening animal past, a remnant of the primitive reptilian brain, just a matter of hormones. 

Inside of all of us, but not outside. There is no Devil.”  

I can still recall the black look on his face and his stony silence. His mood didn’t stop me; his 

cold silences never stopped my lectures. I continued on with it, accusing him of being closed-

minded about our psychic potential.  

He thought all psychic manifestations came from the Devil. I thought they were 

neutral. We were both wrong. Now as I stare at the poster Peter gave me before we 

were married, I’m struck by the irony of it. It’s William Blake’s painting of Archangel 

Michael chaining up Satan. Did Peter sense what was in store for me? His fear and my 

cosmopolitan condescension did nothing to cement our marital state, but I can’t say that 

my occult interests were the only reasons for the breakup of my marriage. It did help to 

contribute to his growing defense system that I found increasingly harder to penetrate. 

Peter is an Aquarius, a sign that has trouble with intimate relationships. He didn’t want 

to be known. Once he revealed his original face and I fell in love, but as the years went 

on, his face became hidden and inscrutable. I tried to break down his defenses. I didn’t 



succeed. In the end I couldn’t understand him because I didn’t know him. I thought I’d 

failed him, but I didn’t know how.  

I wonder if it was just a simple matter of emotional incompatibility, something that really 

couldn’t be fixed because it was in our genes, in our charts, just the way we were.  

I originally got involved with him because I was sexually attracted, and in those days I 

couldn’t think of anything but sex. Of course, there had to be more. I thought there was. He was 

my friend. I loved him. I adored our child. But that didn’t seem to move him. I didn’t know what 

was important to him. 

He also found it difficult to accept my family and blamed them for my interest in crime and 

the psychic world. He said they were kooks. When I decided to try my hand at locating the Sugar 

Loaf Mountain serial killer, he said I was as weird as they were. Needless to say, he never 

appreciated astrology either. Was he that afraid of being known?  

I didn’t understand why he was so frightened about my superficial involvement in the Sugar 

Loaf Mountain case. I simply drew up a horary chart (an astrological map constructed for the 

time, place, and date a question is asked), got a description of the murderer (appearance, 

possible vocation, and location), and sent it to the sheriff’s office. I took no risk. I wasn’t actively 

involved. Maybe he had a premonition. Maybe he sensed what was coming.  

It was stupidity and curiosity that brought me into the Sherman case unprepared. I found 

myself entangled in a web of nasty people. My psychic skills were unreliable. Sometimes I could 

focus, other times confusing impressions flooded me like a bad noise. Evil used my fears and 

erected a wall I couldn’t penetrate. There were many things I didn’t know or couldn’t see. By 

myself, I was never able to pinpoint Colin’s location. In a way, I was a failure.  

The sun is gone now, and the night still distresses me. Not only am I frightened of the 

darkness, but I’m also terrified about what lies ahead. Will I ever be able to stand alone, without 

fear? Will I ever feel safe from evil?  

There is a band of light coming in from the outside, and I watch the tree shadows bouncing 

and waving across the walls. They remind me of the gleeful demons that are still hounding me in 

my dreams. Although Brother Bernard told me to pray, I still have black visions and hear cackling 

voices. I do pray. Sometimes I forget. Did prayer really save my life or am I deluding myself? 

Maybe I’m insane. Schizophrenics have visions and hear voices.  

I want desperately to believe that Light will overcome the darkness, but I’m afraid I’ll be 

caught before it can succeed. I turn on the lamp and the tree demons are gone. My black mind 

clears, and I think about why I followed the Sherman case to the end. I must admit that I was 

curious, too curious, about the dark side, and I didn’t take it seriously enough. I also think I fell 

in love with Colin Sherman, or should I say my fantasy of Colin Sherman. I’ll admit it was 



strange, to fall in love with a paralyzed man, sight unseen. It must have had something to do 

with my disabled father.  

My foolishness and my unconscious attraction to Colin Sherman hurled me into the black 

heart of a pitiful but dangerous soul who had embraced the power of evil. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two 

The Russian River 

 

After Peter left, Audrey and I moved from San Francisco to the Russian River in 

Northern California. I thought a city had too many people, too much cement, and too 

much conflicting energy to wall off. Painful memories of Peter had blackened the 

atmosphere in the city; I thought I could heal under the redwoods.  

I rented a charming three-bedroom house on the south side of the river, near a popular 

resort in Monte Rio, and hired a live-in housekeeper named Emma Morton.  

My office in Guerneville was small but quaint, and the rent was cheap at $150 a month. It 

was part of an old river home that was divided into three offices.  

I bought a burgundy carpet for the floor. There were two large windows that over looked the 

river, and when I sat at my desk, I could watch its languid wandering towards the ocean. Despite 

its placid surface, sometimes the river is a killer. In the summer it is light, lazy, and beautiful. In 

the winter, it can be murky, primitive, and raw. Torrential rains swell the river and make it flood. 

In the summer, boating on the river is like a magic carpet ride. In the winter, the river becomes a 

muddy, bloated dragon.  

I rented my office from two gay men with tiny buttocks and white polo shirts. Gay 

businessmen moved in during the seventies and bought resorts and restaurants. Along with a 

new prosperity, they contributed their own unique pitch to a symphony played by some very odd 

musicians. Old hippies and back-to-nature people, druggies, and women on welfare are some of 

the year-round residents. So are the older couples that have retired to their vacation cabins 

named “Little Sweetmeat's Haven” or “My Honey’s Paradise.” There are bikers, rednecks, 

lesbians, a few rich Republicans, and a whole crowd of disgruntled Democrats.  

I work in Guerneville, but my home in Monte Rio, Spanish for Mountain River, is four miles 

closer to the ocean. It’s an hour and a half from San Francisco and fifteen minutes from the 

Pacific Ocean. It was always considered the “jewel” of the river. In the early part of this century, 



tourists rode by train through lush farmlands and apple orchards to sun themselves on river 

beaches. They danced under the summer moon, chatted in the lobby of a grand hotel, and 

listened to the evening breeze whisper through the peaceful old redwoods.  

In 1985 there are two inns, one resort, one bar, two grocery stores, a post office, a thrift 

store, two churches, a hardware store, a nursery, four motels, a movie theater, and a coffee 

shop. 

The community is also the home of the Bohemian Grove. Kissinger, Nixon, and Reagan have 

been here. Monte Rio may be the welfare capital of Sonoma County. It’s also a hideaway for 

political magnates.  

I can’t make a living on my practice alone. I’m able to support my daughter and pay Emma, 

my housekeeper, with financial assistance from my father and proceeds from a life insurance 

policy left by my mother. Peter wasn’t paying much in child support, but I didn’t have the energy 

or where-with-all to take him to court. I hoped that I could accrue enough clients to finally 

become financially independent. I hadn’t been able to set up a successful practice while living 

with Peter because I put most of my energy and time into raising Audrey; and, as I already 

mentioned, Peter didn’t really approve of astrology, and when the psychic door opened, he went 

right through the roof.  

The Sherman murder case officially began on August 3. The day before, a bomb exploded in 

a lounge at the airport in Madras, India, killing twenty-three and injuring twenty-four. The energy 

on the third wasn’t any better as the Moon moved through the sign of Scorpio.  

In a horoscope, the Moon indicates how we express our feelings, what our domestic life is 

like, and our relationships with our mothers and women in general. On a day-to-day level, the 

Moon colors our emotions and often describes daily activities and issues.  

The Scorpio Moon had brought me two difficult clients. Since Scorpio is the sex sign, the first 

client, a thirty-eight-year-old housewife with three children, wanted to earn some extra money 

through prostitution.  

“Mark makes plenty of money,” she told me, “but he’s stingy. He gets to take the fancy 

business trips, drive his beautiful car, and he leaves me at home to rot with the kids. I want to 

make my own money. They say prostitutes hang out with the Bohemians. Why not me?” 

I reminded her that the encampment was over for the year and her Uranian cycle 

could be used in better ways. Her unconscious, stimulated by that planet of change was 

telling her to reform her marriage, get counseling if necessary, but not become a 

prostitute.  

When she responded to my suggestion with a hopeless tone, I figured she didn’t 

want to face herself or the problems in her marriage. When I told her that self-reflection 



and honesty, in the end, made life less painful, she shrugged and her face became 

impassive. I was left with the feeling that the entire session had been a wash.  

Since Scorpio is also the sign of death, the second client was a severely depressed and 

suicidal twenty-year-old waitress. She insisted that her father had spoken to her from his grave. 

He suggested she kill herself in order to be with him. I tried a number of responses: If you 

believe in an afterlife, weren’t you taught that suicides have a more difficult time? If your father 

really loved you, would he want to make the afterlife a hell for you? If he didn’t love you, why 

listen to him? Maybe the voice wasn’t him at all, but someone or something much more sinister. 

When that didn’t work I brought out the big guns. I said, “According to your horoscope, your 

suicidal thinking will last one more week. In two months, a Jupiter Venus conjunction will bring a 

new man into your life and you’ll take a trip with him. Can’t you wait and see?”  

“I’ll try,” she sighed. 

As the waitress left, the phone rang, jangling my already frazzled nerves. When I 

first heard the hushed softness of Charles Sherman’s voice, I forgot my initial 

apprehension. He said his paralyzed brother was missing and his mother wanted to hire 

me to find him. Later on I saw the connection between the Scorpio Moon, the women’s 

stories of sex and death, and his phone call.  

I told him I wasn’t a detective that I didn’t actively search for missing people.  

“If you could just come up with something,” he pleaded. “A clue, a vision, anything we could 

give to the sheriff’s office. We have nothing to go on except for the cache of red seeds found 

under my brother’s pillow and the yellow ones scattered under his bed.”  

Unfortunately, he intrigued me. I agreed to meet him at my office. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three 

Charles Sherman 

 

The first time I saw him, he looked taut and angry. I found it difficult associating his soft and 

seductive phone personality with the man I saw before me. Genteel over the phone, he was 

snippy and snotty in person. I guessed his anger was partially due to his size.  

He stood roughly my height, about five feet five, and was about my age, in his late thirties. 

He wore black penny loafers that were scuffed and beaten, a ruffled white shirt, and a pair of 

blue jeans. He had trim, hard, little muscles that bulged through his fancy shirt. His face was 

handsome, but his arrogant expression gave him the look of a disgruntled adolescent.  

After he sat down in the chair in front of my desk, he said, “Are you a gardener, too, Ms. 

Raven? I noticed those cute, little pansies beside the door. I hope you haven’t been gardening in 

this heat, however. With your sensitivity, you could easily have a stroke.”  

He pulled out a tattered, blue, monogrammed, lace handkerchief from his shirt pocket and 

wiped his forehead with it.  

“Gardening is peaceful,” I said, trying to ignore his condescending attitude. 

“Yes, I, too, find the earthly pleasures of life comforting, but peace, I’m afraid, Ms. Raven, is 

an illusion.”  

I wish you were, I thought to myself.  

“But let’s get on with the matter at hand. Although I’m really not convinced of your so-called 

psychic ability, my mother is impressed with you. A former client of yours, May Rafferty, is an old 

friend of Mother’s. She mentioned your contribution in solving the Sugar Loaf Mountain murders. 

I’ve had a few psychic experiences myself, but I’m skeptical about other people’s hallucinations. 

What passes for a psychic experience is either a deluded and neurotic imagination or a bit of 

indigestion.” He pulled a plastic baggie out of his left pocket. It was jammed full of alfalfa 

sprouts. He yanked off a wad and stuck it into his mouth.  

“Ah,” I said, “You can validate your own experience and feelings but not other people’s.”  



“I guess you can say that I trust myself but not others. But my feelings can be disregarded in 

this instance because Mother is the one with the wallet. I didn’t want to hire you, but she has the 

money to throw away if she chooses. As you can guess from my attire, I don’t have a pot to pee 

in. I have to buy all my clothes at the thrift store. She doesn’t give me much money, but I 

suppose it’s just as well.”  

“Why is that?” I asked.  

He pulled another baggy out of his right pants pocket, picked out a few raisins, and dropped 

them into his mouth.  

“I don’t have the money to buy junk food, and I can’t assuage my appetite with gourmet 

delicacies. Further, if she gives me money, I’m under her control. Believe me, being under my 

mother’s control is a fate worse than death.”  

“You live at home?” I asked.  

He bristled and glared. “I know what you’re thinking, but I don’t have to defend myself to 

you, or anyone else. It’s not Mother’s money, anyway. My father earned it, she didn’t.”  

“What did he do for a living?”  

“He began as a dishwasher at the Palace Hotel in San Francisco, and in the end held a top 

managerial position. With the money he had saved, he opened the Redwood Resort. It was 

successful, but he died before he could really enjoy the fruits of his labor and sacrifice. I think he 

died because he felt guilty about his success.”  

“Why was that?”  

“Who knows? Maybe he made a pact with the Devil and my brother was the bargaining tool.”  

“That’s grim,” I said.  

His face darkened and he whispered, “Oh, there are skeletons in our closets.” 

“Your family still owns the resort?” 

He nodded his head.  

 “Are you involved in its operation?”  

“I putter around. I make some effort to contribute, but this isn’t my life’s work, no.”  

“Does your brother work?”  

“Colin does some bookkeeping, helps with the management.” He shrugged and looked 

dismal. “It gives him something to do. Quadriplegics don’t have many career options. The resort, 

however, doesn’t really give him a sense of purpose. He leads a rather useless existence.”  

 “Are both his arms and legs paralyzed?” I asked, ignoring his insensitive remark.  

“He can’t walk. He can’t really use his hands, although he can write when he uses his 

penholder. He has movement in his arms and normal sensation above the nipple line.”  

“Did he have an automobile accident?”  

“Very good, very impressive,” he said, sarcastically.  



He tapped his fingers on the arm of the chair. My left temple throbbed, but I went on with 

the interview. I asked him about the red and yellow seeds. He dug into his pants pocket, pulled 

out a handful, and dropped them on my desk. They skittered and bounced. Several fell on the 

floor. I picked up a red one and held it up to the light. It was shriveled and dried out, but I knew 

what it was.  

“A pomegranate seed,” I said. I picked up the yellow one and rolled it around in my hand. 

While the pomegranate seed was slightly transparent, the yellow one was solid, the color of 

ocher, and quite a bit smaller. It looked like a tiny pebble, but it was flat rather than round. It felt 

hard when I bit into it, and, although it smelled slightly sweet, it tasted bitter. “I don’t know what 

it is,” I said, rubbing it between my fingers.  

“Do you think that they have something to do with Colin’s disappearance?”  

“I think there’s a connection,” I said. “You told me on the phone that he left for Portland to 

visit a friend, but maybe he never made it out of the state.” I slipped the seeds into a letter-size 

envelope. “What day did he leave?”  

“He left on Saturday, the twenty-eighth,” Sherman said. “The day the Olympics started. 

Usually he would have been glued to the TV set, but this year he had more interesting things to 

do, apparently. He would have been in Portland by the evening of the twenty-ninth, and he 

would have called Mother that evening, after he arrived.”  

“Where would he have stayed the night of the twenty-eighth?”  

“He was planning to stay in Eureka.”  

“Who was driving?”  

“He was. He has a specially engineered van.”  

“Did he take anyone with him?”  

“His attendant. He can’t stay overnight anywhere by himself. She gets him in and out of bed, 

washes, dresses, and undresses him. He’s the baby; the attendant is the mother. I’m afraid I pity 

anyone who works for Colin. He’s extremely demanding. He wants perfection.”  

“You sound resentful,” I said.  

“I am. Everyone feels sorry for him, and he uses that to get what he wants. We all jump 

when he makes his demands. But the more you give, the more he wants. I suppose it’s not 

kosher to admit I’m resentful, and I’ve struggled with guilt feelings, but in the end, it’s better for 

me if I accept reality and face the facts. I cannot deal with my brother, nor do I like him.”  

Honesty does have its drawing power, I thought, but still I didn’t really want to become 

involved with him or his family. When I told him I didn’t think I could help him, he became very 

sweet and implored me to try.  

“Mother is desperate,” he said. “She believes you can help. I’m afraid she’ll die if something 

horrible has happened to my brother.”  



“I don’t know,” I mumbled.  

“Besides,” he said, with a smile, “you’ll find that this particular case is pure Tennessee 

Williams. There’s a missing quadriplegic with a complex character disorder, his mother, who talks 

to the dead, and a sex-crazed, gold-digging attendant. If that doesn’t interest you, nothing will.”  

Unfortunately, I was intrigued. I should have told him to leave. I didn’t.  
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