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Prologue 

Ohio 1981: 
     She was walking along a beautiful country road near her 
suburban home which bordered the countryside; a perfect mix of the 
amenities of modernity, and the untouched beauty of nature and the 
basics. It was gorgeous outside, sunny and warm, a fresh spring 
breeze scented like a potpourri of fresh sheets, wildflowers, and 
wood. As a teenager, she often walked this road in reflection, trying 
to center herself, hoping for insight into the perplexing dilemmas of 
life that can plague and overwhelm us. Her beloved grandmother, to 
whom she had been very close had just passed. A huge hole was left 
where her grandmother so desperately belonged. She imagined her 
grandmother’s wise and beautiful face, concentrating relentlessly, 
attempting to burn the image in her mind for eternity before she 
forgot it. At that moment, she looked down at the road beneath her 
feet, and three inches in front of her shoe was a rock, shaped exactly 
like a heart. It was uncanny, a perfect heart, how could it be —she 
had almost walked right past it. She reached down and picked up the 
heart shaped rock for safe keeping, and as she did so, came the 
realization that her precious and loving grandmother would never be 
very far away. 
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Chapter 1. Introduction to Him 

     Ginger Pynchon came from a long line of strong women on her 
mother’s side and in fact, Ginger was named after her great 
grandmother, Ginger Fletcher. Ginger apparently shared the same 
bright, almost glowing green eyes, strawberry blond hair with 
streaks of reddish-orange, and outgoing confident nature as her great 
grandmother. All of the women, except for Ginger’s mother, had the 
unique green eyes and strawberry blond hair that always, at least so 
far as they could tell, turned completely bright white almost 
overnight, while in their thirties-- a unique physical family 
characteristic, and genetic history on her mother’s side. 
     For some reason, it skipped a generation and instead, Ginger’s 
mother had raven black hair and exotic milky brown eyes with the 
most beautiful burst of yellow in the middle--genes which her 
mother Anne had inherited from her father.     
     Every time she looked into her mother’s eyes she thought of 
tiger’s eye. She laughed at the fact that her mother was a Gemini, 
and Gemini being the twins made sense, because she felt her mom 
really could be two people… the one that was really pleased with 
her, or the one that was really pissed off at her. And when her mom 
was angry, she saw red! 
     If her mother referred to her as Lady Jane, then Ginger knew she 
was in big trouble because that was what her mom called her when 
she was really mad. She felt that her mother’s eyes shifted with her 
mood making her appear almost different looking in some way. The 
change was so subtle she couldn’t put her finger on it, but when her 
mom was angry Ginger would send out a warning, “Mom’s wearing 
her Tiger Eyes, watch out!” 
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     Her mother’s hair had turned salt and pepper while Ginger was 
still in high school but there was an inch-wide solid streak of white 
hair along the right side of her face. The streak of white always 
intrigued Ginger. She thought it very becoming and distinguished-
looking and she wondered what made that happen to certain people; 
it seemed a sort of rare trait. Come to think of it, there was a boy in 
her art class who had raven black hair, and like her mother, also had 
a one-inch streak of pure white hair running down the right side of 
his face. She thought it kind of weird how similar the two were, now 
that she was thinking about it, and the more she thought about it the 
weirder it seemed--that she knew not one, but two people like that. 
     Ginger was about to begin having many weird “coincidences” 
occur in her life and eventually, she would come to the stark 
realization that there are no coincidences. 

 
     The first time it happened, Ginger Pynchon was sixteen years 
old--a typical teenage girl with a summer job at the amusement park 
in Cuyahoga County, located on the other side of town. It paid well 
for a summer job and that’s why she endured the long hours, the 
strong, often unpleasant smells, the blistering heat, and the 
exhausting, monotonous and repetitive tasks assigned to her, like 
ticket taking or operating the rides. She also put up with the long, 
boring car rides that often left her stuck in traffic without air 
conditioning. 
     “Holy crap! It’s hot for this time of night!” Ginger said to herself, 
as she pulled into her driveway. 
     Unfortunately, the only predictable and reliable route to the 
amusement park coincided with rush hour traffic, unless she was 
able to take on extra hours or work the night shift, thereby missing 
rush hour, then the ride home was faster. She usually preferred to 
work during the day, but on this day a co-worker became ill and 
Ginger volunteered to take her shift, as well. 
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     Ginger was so physically and mentally exhausted by the time she 
got home that hot August night it’s a wonder she didn’t pass out 
from exhaustion. She had gotten up early and hadn’t stopped going 
since her feet hit the floor--and now it was late, 11:00 in the evening 
and she had to get up and do it all over again at 6:00 the next 
morning. Lately, it seemed like she never felt rested no matter how 
much or how little sleep she got.   
     Ginger wasn’t aware of this yet, but her exhaustion was one of 
the components leading to the terrifying visitations that had begun 
disrupting her life. He takes advantage of weakness--any type of 
weakness-- physical, emotional or spiritual, in order to become 
stronger. He uses weakness against you, along with strife, stress, 
unhappiness, or any other turmoil in one’s life can draw Him to you 
like a magnet. He is a black hole of all that’s negative and wrong in 
the world. 
     Ginger just wanted to sleep, and assumed that she would be out 
like a light before she could count to ten, but what happened next, 
she could not have predicted in her wildest dreams…or more 
accurately, nightmares.   
     When Ginger arrived home, she went straight to her bedroom as 
she usually did. She was too tired to have a snack before bed even 
though she was famished. “Shoot! I should clean my room too, but 
when am I going to find the time?” she asked herself a little too loud, 
angry, and already defeated. 
     “What did you say?” Her mother asked from their bedroom. 
     “Sorry, just talking to myself.” 
     Tonight, her mother and father were reading in their bedroom 
right across the hallway of their split-level home, only feet away 
from hers. The doors were kitty corner, and even though both doors 
were open, they couldn’t see each other. That’s why it seemed so 
strange that they never heard her scream. 
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     On that terrifying and life-changing night, Ginger got into bed 
just as she always did. She set her alarm then turned off the light, but 
that night was different. Thirty seconds after her head hit the pillow, 
she began to hear a loud energy sound, like the vibratory humming 
of high voltage power lines. That chilling sound that Ginger will 
soon learn is a precursor to His arrival…announcing that He is 
quickly approaching. 
     In the same instance, Ginger became physically paralyzed, 
literally powerless to move any part of her body, not even a finger, 
no matter how much she struggled. Except for her eyes. Strangely, 
she could open her eyes and look around the room. She tried to 
scream, and actually thought she had screamed… but He paralyzes 
the voice and she will eventually realize that she is also powerless to 
call out for help. Ultimately, she will have to accept that He is 
inevitable and unavoidable. 
     Ginger didn’t actually see The Hat Man that first night... that 
happens later. But the humming sound was very loud and 
threatening, especially when she couldn’t move to escape it, and it 
kept getting louder and louder and then suddenly… the sound was 
far away in the background… and then, He was there. And although 
Ginger couldn’t see Him, she knew He was there because she could 
feel Him. The moment He entered the room the hair on her arms and 
the back of her neck stood up and her breath was sucked out of her 
by the overpowering sense of malevolence, like pure and absolute 
evil. She felt she was in the presence of some sort of demon even 
though up to this point, Ginger didn’t believe in demons… or Hell 
for that matter. 
     It was good that Ginger didn’t actually see this horrifying 
apparition that first hot August night, as it would have been too 
much for her. Ginger would realize later that He wants you to see 
Him, because actually seeing Him makes it that much more 
believable, and therefore, more terrifying, which is what he feeds 
on… his victims’ fear. 
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     That first night was bad enough for Ginger, hearing that chilling 
buzzing sound then feeling His cold dark presence in front of her, 
but He also spoke to her, and will often speak to her in the future, 
uttering the most horrific words, usually threats of torturous acts. 
     Later Ginger will also find that sometimes he just watches her, 
but it is so menacing and utterly terrifying, and worse yet, 
sometimes… many times, he will touch her. She will literally feel his 
fingers caress her skin or wrap around a wrist or an ankle. He will 
eventually manipulate her body too. In the future, Ginger will often 
experience her body being pulled toward the bottom of the bed or He 
will pull her by her arm closer to himself while he stands on the side 
of her bed.     
     The Hat Man can do anything he wants because his victims are 
unable to move or defend themselves. They can’t call for help even 
when someone is close by, and for Ginger that was exactly what 
happened that night… and for many to come. 
     That first night The Hat Man came, He just spoke to Ginger. She 
could actually feel His breath on her neck as he whispered in her ear 
ever so gently in his raspy deep voice… “I’m going to kill you, but 
not until I’m done torturing you for my amusement.” 
     Unfortunately, Ginger couldn’t know then that He would be 
having fun with her for many years to come… over and over again, 
and it was going to get much worse! 
     Ginger bolted upright, her heart pounding in her chest, sweat 
streaming down her face. She quickly turned on the light and waited 
for her parents to come running, but they didn’t. “Holy crap!” she 
exclaimed. “It had to have been a horrible nightmare, but I couldn’t 
have been asleep! I just laid down less than a minute ago.” She 
checked the clock, and only two minutes had ticked by, because she 
had just checked the time when she set the alarm. Perplexed, she got 
up and got a glass of water, and then went back to bed. 
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     She thought it unusual they hadn’t come running. She could have 
sworn she’d screamed. Even if it was a dream, she thought she had 
called out, but did she really hear her own voice? She was so 
exhausted after it happened, that she didn’t have the strength to be 
frightened for long. She convinced herself it must have been a 
nightmare, and finally dozed off to sleep. 
     The next day at breakfast she decided to tell her parents about her 
terrifying experience the night before. “Hey, didn’t you guys hear me 
scream last night?”   
     Her mom tilted her head, furrowed her brow and squinting, 
looked at her concerned and said. “I didn’t hear anything; did you, 
Rich?” 
     Her dad, feeling frustrated by the whole conversation because he 
was running late as usual, said distractedly. “You must have dreamt 
it sweetie,” and then abruptly left for work. 
     Ginger’s mother on the other hand, seemed interested. “Ginger 
what happened? Explain it in detail.” Ginger, surprised by her 
mother’s sudden strong interest, told her about the whole terrifying 
incident getting goose bumps just talking about it. Her mother 
alternated between tilting her head, furrowing her brow, and 
repeating, uh huh, until Ginger had told her everything. “Ginger, 
please let me know if it happens again,” her mother said gently, and 
then sternly added, “How many times have I told you to get better 
sleep!” She then lightly pinched Ginger’s nose, and giving her a kiss 
on the forehead, jumped-up, showered, and left the house, which was 
really strange. Her mother was a slow mover, especially in the 
morning. She usually drank her coffee for a couple of hours before 
showering, but today she was already out of the house before 8:00 in 
the morning. 
     Ginger was thoroughly and utterly confused. She could have 
sworn she screamed out and yet they hadn’t heard her, and that’s 
why they hadn’t come to her. And now, her mother was acting very 
strange. Ginger decided her dad had been right and that she must 
have been dreaming. She pondered the events of the night 
beforeover and over.  In fact, she had been obsessing about it ever 
since her eyes had opened that morning. 
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     And that’s what Ginger told herself after the first few times it 
happened--that it was a bad dream even though she knew in her heart 
that she could not have fallen asleep that fast, no matter how tired 
she’d been. Ultimately, she came to know and accept that something 
definitely out of the ordinary or even extraordinary was happening to 
her. Something terrifyingly remarkable, evil, and unexplainable.   
     Ginger will find out later why He’s called The Hat Man, and 
remarkably, she’s going to learn that she is not the only one who has 
witnessed and named Him this, and that’s what makes this story even 
more incredible! Because thousands of people, perhaps even 
hundreds of thousands of people, in every country in the world have 
also named the entity who comes to them, The Hat Man. And none 
of them could have imagined that others were seeing him too, until 
now! 
     Ginger began questioning her sanity; she was concerned she was 
actually becoming mentally ill. She was aware typical onset of 
schizophrenia can start in the teens or early adulthood. She thought it 
was supposed to be hereditary, but there wasn’t anyone in the family 
that she could recall having had schizophrenia. She finally concluded 
she had some form of night terrors or just terrible chronic 
nightmares, and kept trying things like exercise, a better diet, and 
trying to get better sleep, but nothing worked. For Ginger, these 
events had to be ghastly reoccurring nightmares because it was the 
only explanation she could swallow, even if it didn’t quite fit the 
experience. Any other explanation was crazy, unfathomable, and 
perhaps, too far out there to consider. But finally, one has to begin to 
accept the inevitable, and the inevitable was that something much 
more frightening and bizarre was in fact, happening. 
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     After high school, Ginger decided she needed to expand her 
horizons, and getting away from Mom and Dad, as well as a really 
difficult breakup with her high school boyfriend Dan, seemed like a 
refreshing idea. Ginger’s mother Anne was a stay at home mom who 
never went back to work because she was stricken with multiple 
sclerosis. 
     Ginger frequently argued with her mother. Her mother’s drinking 
had escalated to a level that was troubling, mainly because she had 
MS. Her mom didn’t get drunk, but she did drink a couple of glasses 
of wine each night, and Ginger knew this could not be good for her 
liver. He mother took medications for her MS that could affect the 
liver and mixing them with alcohol was a dangerous recipe. Because 
Ginger loved her mother fiercely, she spoke her mind, which sparked 
countless confrontations between them. 
     Ginger’s dad Richard tried to calm the storms when the 
arguments broke out, but wasn’t emotionally equipped to deal with 
the mounting level of anxiety, especially since he had a challenging 
and stressful job as a computer programmer at Parkwood Industries, 
a large Ohio-based company where he constantly had to deal with a 
difficult boss. In combination with having to provide care for his 
wife Anne and take on tasks at home like cooking and laundry, 
Richard was at the end of his rope. Grasping at straws to relieve 
some of this stress, he suggested Ginger go into the military. 
     At first, she was hurt, and believed they were trying to get rid of 
her. But in time, she accepted her new direction in life and thought it 
might be a nice change of scenery, and for this reason she decided to 
enlist. She chose the Army, and as they used to say in the recruitment 
ads, tried to be all she could be! Besides, she really wanted to travel 
and get a secondary education… what better way to start a new life! 
     Fortunately, and unfortunately, her travels were going to take her 
to places she could never have imagined, good and bad. 
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    It’s possible that the emotional and physical upheavals within her 
family occurring at that time, and in that house… the very house in 
which she met The Hat Man was a powerful, almost magnetic draw, 
like a huge vortex that helped Him find Ginger when he did. You 
can’t run or hide from The Hat Man… he always finds you--
eventually--because at some point, you will fall asleep.  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