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The World’s Strangest Stories
There was a strange whirring ... and as they walked homewards through the

church yard the Conuncillors of Hammel were clamed by...

THE

A Winged
Terror

town council meeting at Hammel, in the heart  
of Denmark, had just finished. The venera-

ble members — including the Mayor, Herr Martinus 
Truust — were walking home, talking quietly under 
the starlight. They walked into the gloom under the 
tall elm trees lining Hammel’s church yard, and then – 
fordomt — it happened.

The peaceful night air on Friday, 
April 17, 1953, was suddenly filled 
with a strange whirring noise… 
Eerie, unseen things clawed vi-
ciously at the town councillors 
for a few seconds—and were gone. 
 The little group fled from the 
gloom and huddled under the 
nearest street lamp. Their clothes 
were in tatters, their hands and 
faces streaked with blood. 
 “What was it ? gasped Mayor 
Truust 
 “Ghosts” whispered Council-
lor Huon, looking over his shoul-
der. 
 ‘Impossible,” said the mayor, 
“Everyone knows there are not 
such things. But what are we to do 
? If we tell people what happened, 
they will say We are mad; if we 
don’t — Herre Gud ! — they will 
think we got drunk and fought 
each other !
 So they swore each other and 
their families to silence, and kept 
away from their fellow man until 
the scratches had healed. 
 Two nights later the town’s 
elderly bookbinder was attacked 
in the same way at the very same 
spot. But he knew that everybody 
knew he was perfectly sane, so-
ber and eminently sensible. So 
he told everybody what had hap-
pened to him.
  And then the awful truth came 
out—dozens of people had been 
attacked by the unseen horror 
during the previous fortnight. 
They, too, had kept silent about it.
 What was this thing?
There was only one way to find 
out, and the next evening, while 
the moon was sinking over the 
horizon, two brave men walked 

slowly through the church yard. 
Suddenly a flock of owls swooped  
down, slashed at their face and 
clothes with beaks and claws, end 
sped back into the trees ! 
 The people of Hammel were 
dumbfounded. 
 And the attacks increased. 
By daylight now as well as 
by night, the owls of Ham-
mel swooped and clawed 
at the bewildered citizens.  
 The Chief Marshal of Police 
for the district was appealed to 
for help. 
 He expressed his scorn for 
the people of Hammel — allow-
ing themselves to be pannicked  
by owls.
 The mayor invited the mar-
shal to come and spend a day 
in Hammel, and to take a qui-
et walk under the elms near 
the churchyard. He came — re-
splendent, he walked—sedately. 
Then he raced from the spot, a 
tattered and bloody scarecrow.  
 The mayor and the marshal 
put their unbowed heads togeth-
er. The outcome was a petition to 
the Minister for Agriculture, Herr 
Sonderup, requesting permission 
to shoot the owls of Hammel. 
 The Herr Minister was grave-
ly embarrassed. The law for the 
conservation of wild life in Den-
mark had to be strictly enforced. 
He had no power to waive this 
law. He replied that on no ac-
count must the owls be shot or 
injured in any way and suggested 

that the citizens try to find out 
what was upsetting the owls and 
then remove the cause. 
 He added that as a last resort  
they could plug the hollow trees 
where the owls nested with ce-
ment. 
 Mayor Truust called a general 
meeting at the town hall on Sat-
urday, May 2, when the owls vic-
tims were asked to describe the 
assaults.
  Very soon one clear fact 
emerged: a huge and most fero-
cious ginger owl was nearly al-
ways among the attackers. 
 Then spoke chicken farmer 
Niels Christiansen. Many years 
ago, he told the assembly, he 
found a pair of orphaned owlets 
and gave them a home in a wood-
en cage. Boy and girl they turned 
out to be; fond of each other they 
were too. 
 But one day he found the fe-
male dead at the bottom of the 
cage. The male now, huge in size 
and ginger in color, was in such a 
terrible rage that Herr Christian-
sen daren’t retrieve the corpse. 
The next day the ginger owl 
smashed his way out of the cage 
and disappeared forever. 
 And that reminded the head-
master of the little school near 
the church. One day early in the 
spring of this very year, he said, 
a car had come speeding along 
the road an owl had flown into its 
path. Crash! The windscreen was 
broken and the bird was dead. 

And out of a nearby tree a huge 
ginger owl had swooped down 
the car in a terrible rage. The 
driver did not stop and the owl 
returned to the tree.
 
 The mystery of the owls’ be-
havior had been solved. The twice 
bereaved Old ginger had turned 
against all human beings and had 
then enlisted the aid of all the oth-
er owls of Hammel in a war of ven-
geance. All the townspeople had to 
do now was catch Old Ginger. 
 A posse of athletic citizens 
was formed and issued with steel 
helmets to protect their faces—
strong leather glows and nets in 
which to catch the ringleader and 
perhaps a few of his higher staff. 
 At dawn on Tuesday, May 5, 
the forces of law and order went 
into action before a large and ex-
pectant crowd. The posse climbed 
into the trees, quickly snared one 
small owl in a net — and then a 
battle royal commenced. 
 Old Ginger and seven of his 
most able fighters swept down. 
The net that held the captive owl 
was torn to shreds, and the young 
prisoner fled raising the alarm 
from tree to tree.
 Owls from every direction 
swooped down, slashed at the in-
vaders, zoomed up and returned 
again and again.

In less than 10 minutes the bat-
tle was over. The forces of hu-
manity fled in disorder, leaving 
Old Ginger and his warriors in 
full command of the field … 

 This resounding defeat left the 
Mayor no alternative. When the 
owls next went on one of their 
many nocturnal hunting forays in 
the neighboring forest of Frijsen-
borg the citizens moved in with 
sacks of cement and plugged up 
every hole and crevice in the old 
elms. 
 The owls returned at dawn. A 
large crowd watched from a dis-
tance to see the reaction. 
 The birds flew disconsolately 
round the area for a few minutes, 
then Old Ginger was seen to climb 
into the sky. He remained poised 
for a moment, then streaked 
down on to the crowd, clawing 
and slashing at them like a thing 
possessed. 
 The other owls swept in at a 
lower level. The crowd broke and 
fled. 
 The owls had won another 
battle but they had lost the war. 
By noon they had left the town in 
search of homes and happiness 
elsewhere.
 A few days later the cement 
was removed from the trees and 
the Minister for Agriculture in-
formed that the owls had been 
vanquished.

By S. W. 
BARTRUM




