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United Kingdom’s

NUMBER ONE
PSYCHIC DETECTIVE
An Interview with Robert Cracknell
In our search for a psychic to interview
for The Journal, I was reminded of how
difficult it is to locate a 'true' psychic
through the myriad of misinformation on
the Internet. I looked for a psychic who
can actually tap into the minutest remnant
of energy of the living (as all living
entities on our planet emit energy, much
like a signature, or a fingerprint etched
into the fabric of time) that reveals
exactly what he/she (the psychic) feels or
sees about the subject, be it from the past,
in the present and, sometimes, in the
future.
Over the last couple months, I have been
actively seeking out such a psychic to
join our team. It was one of our trusted
advisors, Micah Hanks, who told me of a
book he was reading entitled "The Lonely
Sense," by Robert Cracknell.
In our conversation, he also mentioned
that Cracknell had earned the reputation
for being "Britain's number one psychic
detective," and had a long career as a
private investigator who helped resolve
several high-profile cases in the UK; and
suggested I should try contacting him Mr.
Cracknell through his website at
www.RobertCracknell.co.uk.
In speaking with Bob (as he preferred me

to address him) numerous times, I've
gotten to know the man behind the
reputation, long before our 'official'
interview began. His unique perspective
on life gave me much more insight as to
who he was, and where he came from;
almost as if we had been friends for many
years.
Therefore it is only fitting to share in this
article, not only our official interview, but
a compilation of several candid
conversations I've had with him. Through
his openness and candor, I got to know
the man called 'Bob Cracknell,' and how
his early childhood became "possibly the
most influential part of my life on the
road to self-discovery." It was a road in
which he became aware of, and learned
how to use, the faculties we all possess,
our psychic 'sixth-sense,' which helped
him get through an arduous journey of
self-discovery." It was a road in which he
became aware of and learned how to use
the faculties we all possess, our psychic
'sixth-sense,' to help him get through an
arduous journey of self-discovery.
Hopefully this article will not only help
you in finding a reliable psychic, but very
possibly allow you to recognize that
everyone possess psychic faculties that
may just be lying dormant within us..
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The Journal – Thank you Bob, for
taking the time to speak with us, we
certainly appreciate your time.
Bob – My pleasure Jari. Thanks for
asking me.
The Journal – Tell me Bob, when did
you first realize you had the gift of a
'sixth sense'?
Bob – First of all, allow me to correct
you. It's not a gift, but a faculty. It's a
faculty that each and every person on this
planet possesses. Whether they know
how to use it or not is another question.
I guess you could say that one important
factor manifested itself to me as a lonely
child. I was only five when I was
separated from my mother at the onset of
the war, and never really had a family.
My earliest recollection was when I was
at the railway station, hanging to my
younger sister's hand, with hundreds of
other evacuees who were being sent out
of London because of the bombing.
(The Journal – At the onset of the war
Bob Cracknell had been sent to
Nottingham to live with various foster
families, where he was kept half-starved
and beaten for wetting the bed.)
Bob – Ultimately, I spent nearly five
years away from my mother, with
absolutely no communication whatsoever.
Despite my mother's protestations and her
insistence she had tried to contact me and
that they had sent me Christmas presents
and birthday cards I never received them,
and this I found odd.
At the end of the war I was told to go to
the station by my foster mother, who
gave me no indication that my mother
was coming. One would have thought she
would have said, 'Look, your mother's
coming. Go and wash your face and get
down to the station to meet her!' I know it
sounds bizarre, but that's what happened.
Standing on the platform of this small
village railway station and thinking to
myself, 'What the hell am I doing here?' I
watched a train coming to a halt, and
people getting off - and all of a sudden I
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saw this woman and I thought, 'Mum'!
And I ran to her. There was a man with
her, and she introduced him to me,
saying, 'This is your father.' Instinctively,
I knew that he wasn't my father. It was
rather odd because I insisted on calling
him mister. Every time I did Mum would
say, 'No, he's your father,' but I protested
and said, 'No, there's no way.'
The Journal – So would you say you had
developed a deep sense of sensitivity at
an early age?
Bob – Yes, but I didn't know that's what
it was.
The Journal – He was your step father?
Bob – Yes. Remember this was at the end
of World War Two, and I was living in
Nottingham. I had nothing; no decent
clothes, no toys, and I was given very
little in the way of nourishing food. So
I'm sure I was quite a sight for them to
take in. Because both my mother and
step-father worked in a pub, and had a
regular income I was now provided with
everything I needed. My step-father was
good to me and whereas before he came
into my life I had nothing to my name,
now - thanks to him - I had pocket
money!
This alienated me from my fellow
classmates, who were still suffering the
hardships of the war and the subsequent
shortages. The psychological effect of
this was a complete reversal in my life.
And it obviously put me on the outside.
Somehow, I seemed to irritate everyone
by my attitude of well-being and comfort.
Little did they know the hardships I had
suffered up until that point.
During this period I found myself
withdrawing into myself and I became an
outsider at my school. I also became
profoundly terrified of the dark; so much
so that I remember screaming every night
when I was sent to bed.
I believe that intense fear created a very
important point in my life, and helped in
the development of my psychic faculties;
possibly triggered by loneliness. My fear
of the dark was quite real and most likely

caused a lack of understanding about the
vibrations my subconscious mind had
tuned in to.
The Journal – So life improved, with the
relationship you had with your mum and
step father?
Bob – For a while, yes. By the time I was
eleven there had been so many
complaints about my behavior that it was
decided I should be sent away. I had no
idea where I was going. My parents took
me by train to the village of Quy (which
is close to Cambridgeshire) and my
stepfather asked the postmaster for
directions. The next thing I knew we
were standing outside a small cottage.
The door was opened and I was
immediately swept up into the arms of an
old lady, of whom I had no memory; yet
all the smells around her were strangely
familiar. She said to me, 'Hello Bobby …
I'm your Nan. I looked after you as a
baby. Do you remember me?' I decided
that rather than admit I didn't remember
her I told her I did, which seemed to
please her. She then said that if I went
and waited at the gate I would see my
brother Kenny - who was due home from
school very soon. I recall standing there
in total shock. I had a brother? How
many more surprises was I going to
receive that day?
Nan was stooped and obviously - through
my young eyes - very old. Every few
minutes her body would be wracked with
a phlemy cough. She rarely ate, but relied
entirely on her constant supply of
cigarettes, which obviously did her no
favours and were very likely killing her.
She nonetheless expressed her love for
Kenny and myself on a daily basis. And
she, unwittingly, gave me the greatest gift
of all - that of complete freedom. At no
time did she harp on about the past;
simply living for each day.
The Journal – You really lived a tough
childhood; if that's what you want to call
it, because it sound to me that you had to
grow up fast.
Bob – And although my parents'
intentions were what they considered to
be for the best for me and relieved them
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The Yorkshire Ripper Case
This is perhaps one of the most infamous and publicized cases of serial
killing in the U.K., during the last century.
It has attracted so much publicity and so many books have been published
about the man known as the Yorkshire Ripper, Peter Sutcliffe, that there is
little need to enter into a lengthy dialogue about this case.
'Cracknell's involvement came about as a result of the murder of a young
woman student by the Yorkshire Ripper. This murder deviated from the
Ripper's usual modus operandi in that his victims had all been prostitutes
prior to the murder of this young student, confirming that the Ripper did,
indeed, come from Bradford.'
Cracknell had been invited by THE DAILY MIRROR to give any
information he could on this case. He stated categorically that the murderer lived in
Bradford, Yorkshire. This was contrary to current official Police opinion. Having never
visited the area, Cracknell, from his own home, gave the reporter details of the route - with
prominent landmarks - which he felt would lead to the Ripper's address.
This information was duly published, and THE YORKSHIRE POST, a local newspaper
covering that area, responded by confirming that the landmarks Cracknell had psychically
described did exist. Subsequently, Cracknell was engaged by the newspaper to travel to
Bradford and was driven by car around the area. Without any prompting, he directed the
driver past all the landmarks he had previously described - until eventually they had left the
built-up area of Bradford and finally arrived at a T-junction Cracknell was then asked the
most important question - 'Which way do we go now?' He chose left. As a result the car
ended up in a desolate area. Cracknell was unable to come up with anything else, other than
that he knew the Ripper lived close by.
After the arrest of Peter Sutcliffe, it became quite clear that had Cracknell chosen to turn
right, instead of left, they would have located the murder's home - which was a few
hundred meters further down the road.
By this time, Cracknell's involvement had become public knowledge. The Police, desperate
for any form of information, acknowledged that hundreds of psychics had told them of
their feelings, and were desperately seeking any leads. But they were not convinced that the
killer lived in the Bradford area. Cracknell had been privileged to interview the parents of
the murdered student, Barbara Leach, and had spent some time alone in her bedroom. He
also visited the public house where she worked on a temporary basis, as a barmaid. This
time he was accompanied by his old friend, Kevin McClure (of Oxford University fame)
and stated, "I believe I have just sat on the same seat where the Ripper sat - on the night he
followed the girl and brutally murdered her! He is
definitely a local man."
Some time elapsed. Following the strange, erratic
behavior of the Ripper no further murders took
place.
At a dinner with his publishers, to discuss the
launch of his forthcoming autobiography, CLUES
TO THE UNKNOWN, the renowned author Colin
Wilson was also present. The discussion led to the
case of the Yorkshire Ripper and the fact that, for
the past eighteen months, there had no
developments or further murders. Again, in his inimitable style, Cracknell declared, "He will
murder again, very soon. And that will be the final one! His arrest will be unusual, inasmuch
as the Police will not know who they have. It will come about as a result of a normal traffic
police inquiry about a car."
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of responsibility, other than paying Nan a
nominal sum each week for my keep,
they little realized the pain and anguish
that would hit me when, one day, the socalled Welfare services decided that Nan
was far too ill to be able to not only look
after me but also to control my new found
spirit of awareness and freedom. She was
a unique character, and even now tears
come to my eyes when I recall the love
and the freedom I experienced in her
care. At no time was I ever abused or
mistreated. I was happy; I was free, and
she truly gave me a sense of belonging. It
just felt right to be with her and, more
important to me than anything else, I
experienced love.
I was fourteen when the people from
Social Services came in. Thinking back
now, Nan must have been in her mid to
late sixties - but you have to remember
that in those days 45 was considered to be
'getting on'!
My mother must have said, "We can't
take him" - which didn't really surprise
me, because obviously if she'd had any
great maternal instinct, and knowing what
I experienced in my early evacuation
years, she would have clung onto me like
glue.
So they sent me out to a Salvation Army
family and although they were lovely
people, I must say I didn't like it. I was
living in a town; not a village. I couldn't
wander the fields, I couldn't catch a
rabbit, and I couldn't steal apples from
the farmer's orchard. All the things I'd
been used to and which I enjoyed.
If we didn't have any potatoes I would go
out and pick them from the field and
bring them home. For me it was a natural
thing that boys did. Even though I only
lived with them for six months and they
were truly genuine with their affection for
me they introduced me to a bit more
discipline than I was used to.
(The Journal – At the age of 15, Bob
decided to join the Air Force.)
The time came for me to leave school. I
hadn't achieved sufficient grades to
consider further education. As I had more

or less been forced to join the local cadet
group in my school of the Air Training
Corps this presented me with an
opportunity to at least receive training, as
opposed to applying for a menial job on a
farm or in a factory.
So I explained to my parents what I
wanted to do. I needed their approval
because I was still considered underage.
On reflection, I guess it must have been
the greatest sigh of relief my parents had
ever expressed and of course they readily
agreed to sign the papers - as I'm sure
they believed it solved the problem of
having to put me into yet another home.
And thank Christ for that! They had
finally got rid of me.
When I got my birth certificate, which I
needed for enlistment into the program, I
noticed no father was listed on it. That's
when I realized I was born a bastard, and
understood why there had never been any
great family ties and no family
commitment. It simply didn't exist!
The Journal – Interesting Bob, how
much my life's course has so many
similarities with yours. Both my parents
died when I was young, and I was tossed
back and forth with various family
members to be raised, until my maternal
grandmother took me under her wing
while my father ran off to do his own
thing.
It was during this period in my young life
that I seemed to discover that 'sixth sense'
I'd possessed inside me from a very
young age; one that my grandmother
recognized and nurtured, which leads me
to my next question, which I will qualify.
I can't possibly image what life was like
during, or after the war, but you mention
in your book that you seemed to realize
during your stint with the RAF you had
experienced some psychic ability that
went unrecognized as such. Yet during
the time you spent wandering the streets
of London- after leaving the RAF, and
living in hostels among vagrants, you
began to realize that there were thoughts
and emotions that were not your own.
Usually when people feel this, they
question whether they're actually going

psychotic or insane. What made you
finally realize this phenomenon enough
to take notice that you were becoming
psychically intuitive?
Bob – It was an important period in my
life. Yes, there was discipline while I was
in the RAF, as one would expect because
it was structured; totally the opposite of
what I'd known until then. During the
period of time I spent living on the streets
of London I began to experience some of
the most significant psychic events in my
life, which forced me to become true to
myself; call it a kind of new awareness, if
you will.
The Journal – Can you give us an
example?
Bob – Think of the most obnoxious
people you know - those you go out of
your way to avoid. Now try to look at
these people in a different way. Forget
your natural dislike for the person by
looking deeper into the situation. When
you do, you'll begin to see and sense a
person's inadequacies and feelings of
inferiority, which would explain the
reason for their general attitude. With this
understanding, you'll be able to see it's
nothing more than a front; a protection
mechanism, if you will.
If you adopt this method for the way you
approach each and every person you
meet, you'll begin to develop a deeper
understanding of others, and also begin to
accept your own instinct as you develop
your psychic faculty.
I was offered the opportunity I was
seeking because of the advanced
education the Air Force had given me,
which was second to none, and it was felt
that I was astute enough to become an
armourer. They trained me to learn how
to deal with all weapons of destruction, as
well as how to disable any unexploded
bombs.
My duties in the RAF included the
determination of what type of explosives
the jet fighters would carry to destroy a
designated target. Then when and if an
aircraft returned with a bomb that, for one
reason or another, ended up jammed or
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didn't release it was yours truly who had
to go into some tight places to disarm it,
so it could be dislodged safely - without
the risk of it blowing up any expensive
equipment. Or, for that matter, me or
anybody else!
When this happened, my commander
would come to me for support. 'Okay
corporal, go on in; we're right behind
you.' Mind you, I would have rather
they'd been in front of me! But that was
my training; my job, and I was good at it.
I also had to take my turn as guard
commander - in control of changing the
guard - every two hours, so I literally had
to stay awake the entire night. An onerous
task, but I had a small room with a bunk
so I could rest, and occasionally I would
drift off to sleep. One night I was quickly
awakened by one of the guard warning
me the commander was on his way and to
get myself in order. But I couldn't move; I
was totally paralyzed. It was followed by
terrible gripping fear that overcame me,
and I blanked out. When I came to, the
guard was there again to warn me. That's
when I suddenly realized that the first

event hadn't yet taken place; that it was
only now occurring and that in some way
I had foreseen this occurrence.
This experience prompted me to start
seeing a psychiatrist. I continued to have
similar weird experiences and didn't
know what was happening to me. I now
know that it was in fact an Out of Body
experience that caused me to enter into a
state of paralysis; and on a regular basis.
But at that time I'd started to convince
myself I probably had some kind of brain
tumor and that I was going to die.
I pleaded with the psychiatrist to tell me
what was wrong with me. I needed to
hear a logical explanation as to what was
happening to me. I didn't know who I was
any more and I desperately wanted to
know what was happening to me. I
remember breaking down in tears.
After several visits to several
psychiatrists, a decision was made. They
told me, 'We're going to downgrade you
for medical reasons. We are quite happy
to keep you in the Air Force and let you
retain your rank of corporal, but you'll be

given another trade - maybe working in
the kitchens as a cook, or a job as a motor
transporter, or drill instructor …
something like that. But unfortunately
we can no longer trust you with
explosives." They went on to tell me that
if I wanted I could take the alternative
choice - which was a discharge. And
that's what I chose. I was 21 years old at
that time.
After my discharge I went back to live
with my parents, but before too long I
was getting drunk on a much too regular
basis, which got me into all kinds of
trouble. So I took the decision to leave
home.
The Journal – Do you believe that
drinking was a mode of escape?
Bob – Yes, definitely. That was a period
in my life when I realized things were
happening to me. Drink had become a
means of escape, and I'd become very
much a Jekyll and Hyde character. I was
refusing to face up to this 'psychic ability'
in me. I was unable to find a person who
could help me. The person that helped me
put it into perspective initially was a
workmate's wife, who was a practicing
Spiritualist medium. This did help me
tremendously but it wasn't until much
later that I met Colin Wilson, and he was
able to put everything into perspective for
me.
The Journal – He was quite the radical
in his early days as well!
Bob – Yes he was, but he gave me one of
the greatest compliments I could ever
have received, when he wrote in the
introduction to my first book, 'Clues to
the Unknown', words to the effect: Robert
Cracknell is the typical outsider. When
you bear in mind that his book 'The
Outsider' was an international best seller,
which received critical acclaim, it gives
me the greatest pleasure to know that this
darling man is now once again receiving
acclaim for that book - which was first
published in 1956.

Bob and his wonderful wife Jenny enjoy a quiet and relaxing evening at one their favorite
haunts, The Cypriot Taverna. where they have both retired in Cyprus. Or so he says
having just published his new and thought provoking book, “Reflections in Grey.”
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The Journal – In reading Colin's
introduction to your book 'The Lonely
Sense' I gathered that you both have

become quite good friends over the years.
Bob – Yes, indeed we have. And it is
with tremendous pride and gratitude that I
was able to dedicate my final book,
'Reflections in Grey' to my good friend
and mentor, Colin Wilson.
[Bob then talks about his introduction to
Jesus; not as a religious concept, but as a
friend:]
Bob – Within my loneliness I found
something I could communicate with. I
felt secure. Being introduced to Colin
made a huge difference in my life. As
I've said in my latest book, 'This was
some guy!' I was really impressed with
him. He could do more in the way of
'tricks' than just picking out the Jack of
Hearts from a deck of cards. He was so
much better than that. I felt he was my
friend, and I talked to him all the time.
What I never really understood was
though I talked to him every night, when
Christmas came two of my mates got new
bicycles, and all I got was a book!
But without any question of doubt, with
Jesus as my friend the dark no longer
held any fear for me.
The Journal – Do you still consider
yourself as an Outsider?
Bob – Totally! Even more so now, that
I'm approaching the end of my life. I
remember when I first started writing
'Reflections in Grey', many years ago, my
opening statement was: 'I am dying.' It
isn't a statement to gain sympathy, but a
simple fact - for the truth is, I've been
dying since I first burst onto this planet,
and I'm now 76 years old.
This is important - and I've never said
this before. (Well maybe I have … but)
for the first time in my life, I feel that in
some strange way, despite my
protestations throughout that I am not
guided; that I have no guides, I now quite
genuinely feel that I am in touch with
something. When I talk and when I write,
I somehow feel 'this is not me.' Who, or
what power or intelligence am I tapping
in to?

It would be so easy to go back and
apologize by saying that I've decried
Spiritualism; I've decried guides; I've
decried religion, and I've decried control;
and still do. But there is no question or
doubt in my mind that during the latter
part of my life - and possibly until the
end of my life - I have had, and will
continue to have, a need to put something
across to others. I feel that I am tapping
into an intelligence that I don't
understand.
Even when my wife Jenny, who is also
my secretary, transcribes my dictation;
(during which I have invariably found the
words flow effortlessly), she invariably
comments, when I asked her to read back
what I'd said, 'Some of that didn't seem to
have come from you!' And I have had to
admit that while I've been listening to her
I've often thought, 'That's not me. So
what am I tapping into?'
I believe there's a point that one reaches
in life where one is able to tap into a field
of energy - if you like - a vast field of
awareness that one has been trying to get
to. It takes years to find, and then all of a
sudden, one day you realize you're there!
The Journal – There's an analogy I read
while scanning your book, 'The Psychic
Reality', about a gardener. Can you
elaborate on that for me?
Bob – In 'The Psychic Reality,' I compare
the psychic ability to that of being in a
psychic wilderness. By a wilderness I
mean you enter into a state where there is
neither structure nor conformity. You are
simply faced with what would appear to
be an impenetrable conglomeration of
weeds, plants and fauna - all
intermingling. Without knowledge or
training you have to find a pathway
through it and learn to distinguish (if I
may quote the biblical term: twixt the
wheat and the tares). Truth is there.
A psychic wilderness is something that
we all face when we become aware of our
psychic ability, and it's frightening, but
once you start to clear the way, you can
create a garden of symmetry and begin to
understand.

The Journal – One of the most
interesting parts, and most confusing of
the mystic faculties, be they mediumship,
clairvoyance, clairaudiance, empathy, and
the psychic, is that some individuals can
transcend time and space. In other words
not only sense what's happening here and
now, but even past and future events.
How do you feel about this?
Bob – Isn't it crazy, now that I'm at this
point in my life, where I can look back
and see that I have been quite possibly
the fiercest critic of the Spiritualist
movement and Spiritualist mediums (and
will continue to be so) I do accept and
acknowledge this zone you speak of. I am
convinced that the psychic does cross the
time barrier. A simple analogy would be
to acknowledge that which controls our
normality. The three dimensions of
mathematical equations and the fourth of
time. If you were to place four dots on a
piece of paper and look down upon them
you would quite clearly see the four dots
as being separate. If you can then
imagine yourself rising up high above the
dots you would see them slowly merging
together. The higher you go, looking
down; you would see that the four dots
have become one. Contained in that one
dot is the third dimensional normality
and, of course, time. There is no
separation between past, present and
future - and it is this that I believe
happens when operates on the psychic
sense, which is paranormal.
I don't know how - so don't put me on the
spot here - but over the years I have
suggested to many scientists that I would
be prepared to take part in any test they
might care to set me. I will not determine
what I will or won't do. Can I do this? I
don't know; I've never done it. I know
what I have done, and this is a matter of
public record. And I see absolutely no
point in repeating it. What I would rather
do is attempt something that hasn't been
done before. Will I be prepared to try it?
Yes! Forget the million-dollar prize, that
if you can prove it we'll give you a
million dollars. That is a load of garbage
and crap! Put the test up…I don't know if
I could do it, but I'll certainly try.
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The Journal – One thing Bob that I
have been a long time believer in, is that
energy is constant. Scientists have
united, pretty much, in the adoption that
the 'big-bang' was responsible for the
expansion of the universe. We know
there is a difference in how we as
humans perceive time and space as
linear, yet space time defies what we
know about time and space. We believe
time and space bends, twists, and seems
to sometimes come back on itself,
creating a phenomena we're now calling
wormholes. Yet the one thing that seems
to remain constant is a stream of energy,
for which I'm going to borrow a term
from George Lucas, 'the force,' that we
all seem to be a part of.

enough to pursue the clues they may have
received. Therefore, never attained the
acclaim you have. And then on the other
hand, we have those that have no clue, yet
there are those 'want-to-be' psychics that
more often than not, do more harm than
good. Why do you think that is?

One of the things I have been most
fascinated with is wondering where that
charge comes from that seems to flow
through our bodies; that flows through
an organ we call the brain, that says, 'we
can think, therefore we are.' Then as a
paranormal investigator, when we die,
that energy continues on.

I want to say one thing that I'm sure
you're going to use; you already know I
am anti-Spiritualist. However, I have
discussed with my wife that if anybody
should attempt to say they are
communicating with me after I die, she
would only be convinced of that by
hearing one particular phrase (from me)
that means something to us both. It is
personal, and if it was given to her,
supposedly from me, she would have no
doubt. Houdini did it.

Anybody who has had a near death
experience will tell you, they see a bright
light that is often filled with images of
deceased relatives waiting for them in
the light.
Bob – You concern me a little now, as I
have no concept of what's on the other
side. I do not want to give the
Spiritualists ammunition by saying, 'Bob
Cracknell changes his mind', when I
have not changed my mind!
The dead do not control us; the dead do
not guide us; the dead do not predict the
future.
The Journal – I'm amazed at your
ability, an ability you seem confident in
possessing, that has helped police
agencies, as well as desolate individuals
to solve a crime, basically as their only
hope to resolve a missing person case
when all else fails. I believe many of us
possess the same faculties; however
those that are aware of them have never
used them to the extent you have. Or
should I say trusted their instincts

Bob – I've learned to trust my psychic
feelings, yet I have only used them as a
means to accentuate my investigative
skills objectively, to get me to the truth.
Never have I let my personal feelings
supersede objectivity. I totally trust my
faculty. Yes, I've made mistakes; every
psychic does. I've turned left when I
should have gone right. But it's never
likely to be one-hundred percent accurate.

The Journal – I understand, Bob, that
you've never charged for your services
other than when you were contracted by
civil or private authorities. I find this
interesting since some well-known
psychics like Sylvia Brown charge
upward of $850 US Dollars for a 20-30
minute session over the phone, not to
mention much, much more in person.
Plus, from what I've seen and read, your
track record is much more believable and
reputable than many of the others I've
researched. Why don't you?
Bob – I could be cynical in my response.
In fact, I could be extremely cynical. I
have no scruples whatsoever about taking
money for my services from the Media.
Let's face it, either way they have a story.
'Bob Cracknell, psychic detective, joins
the case.' They don't really care if I'm
correct or not. Next week's headlines can
be an either/or. 'Bob Cracknell cracks the
case' or 'Bob Cracknell shows himself to
[Continued on Page xx]
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The Lonely Sense:
A Fascinating Look at
the Psychic Lifestyle
By Micah Hanks from the Gralien Report
When it comes to my personal views on the unexplained, or more
specifically, my greatest interests among those areas of science we call
“supernatural,” often the study of reports of strange or out-of-place
animals (cryptozoology) and UFOs rank the highest. However, I
recently decided to play my proverbial hand and picked up a book sent
along to me by Anomalist Books, titled The Lonely Sense: The
Autobiography of a Psychic Detective by Robert Cracknell. If you were
to read no further than the end of this sentence, I’d want to leave you
with this as a final thought: the book is well worth picking up, and
might even change your life.
As for the rest of you who’ve elected to continue along with me and
delve into the world of a man who, arguably, may be one of the world’s
most gifted psychics, allow me to first explain why I rest such
importance on this particular tome. Initially, you may be asking yourself
the same thing I did when I first removed the book from the mailer and
gazed at it’s retro-looking cover art: who is Robert Cracknell?
Indeed, a Google search for this enigmatic character reveals the same
sentiment in a number of online forums: though he has a website and a
few articles about him, there is a general lack of knowledge (particularly
in the U.S.) as to who exactly Robert Cracknell is. Strange for a man
hailed as “Britain’s Number One Psychic Detective,” we might ask. But
something else you’ll fail to discover is the kind of criticism that so
many professional “psychics” have leveled against them by skeptics;
Cracknell’s record is rather inconspicuous, but highly reputable… and if
the sorts of things he mentions in his autobiography are indeed true, he
might not be the best psychic detective in Britain after all. We damn well may have to accept he’s
the best anywhere.
Cracknell’s story is a lonely one… but not filled with the sorts of solemn ruminations and stark
realizations of an extraordinary “gift” that pepper the claims of many in various areas of
spiritualism. Up front and frank at all times, Cracknell describes his wild early years in service with
the RAF, as well as his dismissal on medical grounds after what would later reveal themselves to be
the beginnings of his “lonely sense.” Cracknell even divulges the time he spent as a young vagrant,
moving around parts of Europe and living day-to-day, from highway to hostel… or occasionally
under an overpass, snuggled under the coats of strangers for warmth. It was around this time that
Cracknell began to ask himself (often tearfully) the sorts of questions every person eventually will
consider: “who am I, really?” As he came to find answers to life’s mysteries, he also began learning
to accept that he didn’t merely feel lonely because he was missing family, friends, or any of the
various flames he describes from his youth. There was indeed something deeper resounding in this
man’s soul, and something which he maintains throughout the book is nestled deep within all of us.
[Continued on Page xx]
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Robert Cracknell - Clues To The Unknown
.pdf only € 5,00

After a lonely, fatherless childhood he joined the RAF at 15, suffered an
unhappy marriage and for a time slept rough with the down-and-outs of
London. But even harder was accepting his own growing psychic powers
- to heal the sick and predict the future, to communicate telepathically or
smash a glass merely by looking at it... Sometimes humorous, often
harrowing but always utterly candid and uncompromising, CLUES TO
THE UNKNOWN is the unique story of Robert Cracknell. He convincingly
describes using his power to help the police solve gruesome crimes, to
skirt the sinister paths of evil and probe the mysteries of the occult.
This fascinating first-hand account of psychic life challenges common
myths and superstitions. It is a book no-one will be able to ignore. World
renowned philosopher, critic and novelist Colin Wilson wrote: "Robert
Cracknell must be the least typical psychic in the world. He is totally
down-to-earth, blunt, aggressive and impatient; he is also intelligent,
honest and obsessively, almost self-destructively, devoted to his own
vision of the truth. His is a voice which needs and deserves to be heard".

Robert Cracknell - The Psychic Reality
.pdf only € 5,00

Psychic ability is not a gift reserved only for the chosen few. It is a universal human
inheritance, merely an extension to the five senses. But it is also true that this
inheritance is a skill that must be developed. Some are born with their psychic
abilities near to hand and easily accessible. Others discover them only in
emergencies or by so called 'accident'.
Others are taught if they can find a competent teacher. Robert Cracknell is such
a teacher. One of the most famous psychics in Britain and hailed as "Britain's
number one psychic detective". He maintains the difference between his abilities
and yours is not only a matter of inborn skill, but of development and practice.
Using stories and anecdotes from his own extraordinary life and exercises he
developed specifically for this purpose, this book will reveal the way to develop
the psychic abilities you were born with - even if you have never used them before.

The Psychic Reality Meditation MP3
€ 3.00 or together for only € 6,50

This MP3 audio file. Composed and narrated by
Robert Cracknell, this music and narration have
been specifically composed to help with the
meditation techniques described in Roberts
accompanying book, The Psychic Reality. Buy
both the audio file and the book together and get
a 30% discount.
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Robert Cracknell - Casebook Of A Psychic
Detective

.pdf only € 5,00

In this anecdotal sequel to his wildly acclaimed autobiography 'Clues To
The Unknown', Robert Cracknell, hailed as Britain's leading psychic
detective of the 1980's takes the reader in armchair comfort on a unique
mystery tour. With intuition sometimes his only guide, Cracknell brings
villain after villain to book, as he tracks them to some of the most exotic
yet dangerous locations in the world. Often in mortal danger, but never
missing the more humorous side of the situations in which he finds
himself, the master sleuth in his own utterly candid style now opens his
casebook to reveal all...

The expose is alarming!

Robert Cracknell - The Psychic Reality

.pdf only € 5,00

Robert Cracknell's latest book 'Reflections In Grey' is now complete.
Although only on sale for a few months, it has already received critical
acclaim from prominent Journalists and academics alike. In this, his
fourth book, Robert Cracknell embarks on a journey of self-discovery; a
route which will take him in many different directions. His travels take
him back in time, to fondly recapture evocative childhood memories and
ahead - towards a precarious and unsettling future, questioning along
the way our respective roles on this planet, and offering his personal
predictions.
Ever controversial, he takes issue with the Church, the world leaders and
politicians who have all contributed to create the chaos and turbulence
that we experience every minute of every day, resulting in senseless and
bloody wars which take the lives of so many. Laugh with him - but be
prepared also to recoil with disturbing unease, as he presents the reader
with some startling and alarming revelations. Be there with him when he
stands in front of the mirror and faces his frailties and insecurity; his
demons. Dare you look in that mirror?

XX

UK’s No. 1 Psychic Detective
[Continued from Page xx]

be a total waste of time'! As for publicity,
it is vital in this materialistic world to sell
books. Will it help me sell books? Will it
help me promote myself? Short answer; I
couldn't give a rat's ass whether it does or
it doesn't. I've always been open, and am
fully prepared to continue being so.
Today I live on a pension. I've written
four books since 1981. To achieve wealth
and fame has never been my intention. I
do it because I choose to.
My question is: what is your opinion of
me?
The Journal – In all honesty Bob, I
think you're a genuine soul, and I'm so
very sorry I didn't get to know you fifty
years ago; yet I feel as if I have known
you a long time.
Bob – The reason you know me is that

we have been dabbling in the same
fishing pool without rods and we haven't
even asked each other what bait we're
using
The Journal – I agree. We have seen
each other in the dark, and during the
course of our numerous conversations we
have related on so many levels and
discussed so many things that will never
get into this article. However, I will tell
you that in so many ways your candor
and sincerity is refreshing and I only
wish you and I had met a long time ago.
Bob – I am honored…and I would like to
say that I have pushed our conversations
to those levels. I would like to add that
the crazy thing is I have nothing to lose.
In another ten years you can look back
and say 'screw it!' I'm in a much more
privileged position because I can say it.

Now I can do it, and now I will do it! But
what is important is that what I say is
based upon experience and knowledge,
no matter how outrageous or outlandish it
may seem. I am saying probably what
you would like to say; not for the hell of
it, but as a result of virtually a lifetime's
research of inner feelings and
experiences, which determine what I now
believe. As for you - whether or not
others believe you is totally irrelevant. It
is far more important that you have not
courage but simple conviction.
The Journal – Our time went by quickly
and is up and would really like to thank
you for your time and it's a pleasure
having gotten to know you.
Bob – Thank you, and you're very
welcome, and I look forward to seeing
the article when it comes out.

Editor's note: We would like to add that although Bob Cracknell and the Journal had discussed many subjects related to his illustrious career,
including conversations regarding several of the many his cases he helped solve, we chose not to include them all, with the exception of the
“Yorkshire Ripper Case.” As they are much more eloquently covered in detail in his books, including "The Lonely Sense" and have been
summarized on his website at http://www.robertcracknell.co.uk/ for your review.
The Journal would also like to thank Micah Hanks, from the Gralian Report, for having recommended we contact Mr. Cracknell for the interview
included in this new issue of the Journal on the psychic faculties, and permission to print his review of “The Loney Sense.” It was a pleasure
speaking with Bob, and we are pleased to announce that he has also graciously agreed to become one of the Journal's most trusted advisors on
matters related to the psychic faculties.
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There are a number of funny stories
Cracknell relates, as well as the vivid
honesty behind a few embarrassing
adventures with his associates in the
spiritual movement; so honest, in fact,
that that parts of the book might even be
a bit uncomfortable for a few folks. But
this is Robert Cracknell uncensored…
and since we’re being frank, I must say
he’s pretty quick not to give a shit; he
doesn’t candy-coat his commentary with
hope of making himself look more
sagely or admirable as a psychic, but
he’s certainly not crude or outrageous,
either. As the story of Cracknell’s life
continues, the reader will almost feel a
sense that they are growing and aging
with him, and his eloquence and vibrant
character begins to reveal itself more and
more often as the author reflects on his
own maturation (both mentally and as a
mentalist). By the end, Cracknell often
has managed to be sage-like, but always
without inflating himself to sound like
something he isn’t. His realistic and
bare-bones approaches to his psychic
facilities, in addition to his opposition to
what he labels as phonies in the
spiritualist movement, have brought him
the attention of researchers the likes of
Colin Wilson (having penned the
foreword), who states with certain
admiration that, “To encounter Cracknell
is a refreshing, or possibly a traumatic,
experience…He is totally down-to-earth,
blunt, aggressive and impatient; he is
also intelligent, honest, and obsessively,
almost self-destructively, devoted to his
own vision of the truth.” True, when it’s
Cracknell’s visions we’re dealing with,
his “truth” is sometimes even unsettling.
Throughout his years, Cracknell shares
his experiences, ranging from
employment under a wealthy Italian
businessman whose daughter had been
kidnapped, to British police who were
often amazed at the accuracy of his
predictions, and even his meetings with
controversial psychic entertainer Uri
Geller. He also makes a few bold claims:
at one point, Cracknell describes being
pinned to a wall by a table upon which
an Ouija board had rested; during
another, he claims he has managed to

concentrate on a pint glass and cause it to
shatter using only his mental abilities; and
during one of his many religiousmeditations, he says a crucifix physically
lifted from his hand, and remained
suspended in midair before him. But even
while making extraordinary claims such
as these, Cracknell manages to approach
the subjects with certain honesty and
clarity. Even the occasional skeptic
(something I consider myself to be in
most cases) may find themselves unable
to wrestle themselves from Cracknell’s
wide-open delivery, and may begin
questioning whether such extraordinary
feats of psychic prowess might indeed be
real after all.
But perhaps the most rewarding aspect
about The Lonely Sense is the fact that
Cracknell manages to keep a bright,
positive outlook throughout the ups and
downs, and in the end, his message is
clear: anyone can do this, not just those
who claim to have psychic powers.
However, should one manage to learn to
wield these talents in ways exceeding the
normal capability of the senses, they must
task themselves with always using their
abilities for good. Some of the most
intriguing instances throughout the book
deal with Cracknell’s own conflicts with
those who were less scrupulous with their
abilities, ranging from occult groups and
their leade5rs, to the occasional
misguided youth who, much like Robert
once wrestled with, has yet to understand
the full responsibility associated with the
psychic gift.
If you’re interested in psychic
phenomenon, you will enjoy this book,
and perhaps even learn something new
from it. If you’re a novice or you’re
altogether inexperienced with matters of
psychic phenomena, this book will serve
as a great introduction. On the other hand,
if you are neither of these, and you’re just
looking for an exciting read, you too will
appreciate this unique narrative of Robert
Cracknell’s life and experiences as a
psychic detective. The Lonely Sense is a
fine read almost any way you look at it…
and you’ll undoubtedly come away from
it wanting to explore methods of tapping
your own hidden psychic potential.
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