
 

 

Bohemian Grove 
 

The Bohemian Grove is more properly known as the Midsummer Encampment of the 

Bohemian Club in San Francisco (founded in 1873). 

 

The camp gathering takes place for two weeks every July in a redwood grove outside 

Monte Rio, California. 

 

In attendance at these annual gatherings, which have been taking place for well over a 

century, are the top figures (men only) in banking, business, entertainment, media, 

education, and, of course, politics. 

 

It’s supposed to be a time where these men meet to lay aside their work and simply 

relax, but this is a complete lie.  At these gatherings, there is plenty of networking and 

conspiring that goes on. 

 

The fact that so many big names attend the Grove’s yearly gatherings, while yet most 

Americans have never even heard of it, is great cause for concern.  Are the Grovers 

trying to hide something?  Apparently so, since there is a closely guarded secrecy about 

the very existence of the place, and not just about what goes on there. 

 

Among the attendants at the encampments over the years have been many presidents 

and other high-ranking government officials. 

 

Herbert Hoover was so impressed with the place, and with what had transpired there, 

that he referred to the gathering as “the greatest men’s party on earth.” 

 

Here’s a brief list of some of the other big names that have attend Grove encampments 

over the decades: 

 

Richard Nixon 

Calvin Coolidge 

Theodore Roosevelt 

William Howard Taft 

Ronald Reagan 

Dwight Eisenhower 

George Bush Sr. and Jr. 

Dick Cheney 

Barry Goldwater 

Nelson Rockefeller 



 

 

David Rockefeller 

Laurence Rockefeller 

Casper Weinberger 

Henry Kissinger 

James Baker 

Malcolm Forbes 

Stephen Bechtel 

Mark Twain 

Charlie Chaplain 

Will Rogers 

Bing Crosby 

Douglas Fairbanks, Sr. 

Bill Clinton 

Walter Cronkite 

Tennessee Ernie Ford 

Leonard Firestone 

Joseph Coors 

Donald Rumsfeld 

Helmut Schmidt 

Earl Warren 

George Schultz 

Arnold Schwarzanegger 

Gerald Ford 

Henry Ford II 

Mikhail Gorbachev 

Alexander Haig 

Merv Griffin 

William Randolph Hearst 

Charlton Heston 

Bob Hope 

Art Linkletter 

David Packard (Hewlett-Packard) 

Prince Phillip 

...and the list goes on and on... 

 

As you can see, Grovers are not limited to the US.  In fact, there are representatives 

from 13 other countries that regularly attend the encampment meetings every year. 

 

The only way a new person can attend a Grove gathering is by invitation of one who is 

already a member, and it must be cleared ahead of time. 

 



 

 

Security is very tight at the grove, with guards and surveillance cameras everywhere.  

Because of this, there have only been a few successful infiltrations of the Grove in all its 

history. 

 

But on such occasions, the infiltrators were, for the most part, only able to witness and 

film the things that went on outdoors, which were strange enough all on their own. 

 

For example, it was discovered that Grovers have a long-standing tradition of urinating 

all over the place on the campgrounds.  It’s a sort of ritualistic practice. 

 

The whole place is said to reek of the smell of urine.  Grovers can be seen, especially 

the drunk ones, urinating anywhere they so desire, at will, right out in public. 

 

At times it is impossible to take a step forward without walking in a puddle of 

someone’s urine.  So becoming of such men of high rank, wouldn’t you say? 

 

The Grove is divided into several different camps.  There’s the “Cavemen” camp, for 

example, as well as the “Owl’s Nest” camp, and so forth.  The Hillbillies camp is home 

to the Bush’s and their close circle of cozy friends. 

 

There are also what are called “Lakeside Chats,” where lectures and discussions are held 

regarding important current affairs.  It is in the context of such gatherings that many 

major political decisions have been made over the years, which have had colossal 

impacts on world events. 

 

Naturally, many of the Bohemians are also members of the CFR and the Bilderberg 

group, so that there is a coordination in plans made by these different clandestine 

organizations. 

 

A good example of history-changing plans launched at a Bohemian Grove meeting was 

the planning of the Manhattan Project. 

 

Many presidential gubernatorial candidates have also been selected at Grove meetings. 

 

There have even been many important Pentagon contracts negotiated at Bohemian 

sessions. 

 

But one of the strangest things about the Bohemian Grove gatherings is the religious 

ritual called the Cremation of Care, which is performed every year. 

 

================================================= 



 

 

 

Cremation of Care ceremony 
 

In the summer of 2000, radio talk show host Alex Jones snuck into Bohemian Grove 

with a video camera and caught on film, for the first time ever, the famous “Cremation 

of Care” ceremony, where a small human child is sacrificed, supposedly in effigy, in a 

fire on an altar before a 40 foot owl statue, Moloch. 

 

Whether in effigy or not, doesn’t it make you sick to your stomach to think that world 

leaders get off on this stuff? 

 

This is an ancient ceremony dating back to the Canaanites of the Old Testament. 

 

The idea of cremating care relates to the globalists shedding their conscience so they 

won’t be inhibited on their way to total global domination and exploitation. 

 

As the ceremony begins, this is what is heard on the tape: 

 

Priest 1:  “The owl is in his leafy temple, let [all] within this grove be reverent before 

him.  Lift up your heads oh ye trees and be lifted up ye everlasting spires;  for behold!  

Here is Bohemia’s shrine, and holy are the pillars of his house.  Weaving spiders come 

not here!” 

 

Priest 2:  “Hail Bohemians!  With the ripple of waters, the song of birds, such music as 

inspires the sinking soul do we invite you into mid-summer’s joy.  The sky above is 

blue and sown with stars.  The forest floor is heaped with fragrant grit.  The evening’s 

cool kiss is yours.  The campfire’s slow.  The birth of rosy fingered dawn.  Shake off 

your sorrows with the city’s dust and cast to the winds the cares of life.  But memories 

bring back the well-loved names of gallant friends who knew and loved this grove.  

Dear boon companions of the long ago.  Aye!  Let them join us in this ritual and not a 

place be empty in our midst. 

 “All of his battles to hold in this gray autumn of the world or in the springtime of 

your heart.  Attend our tale.  Gather ye forest folk and cast your spell over these 

mortals.  Touch their world-blind eyes with carrion.  Open their eyes to fancy. 

 “Follow the memories of yesterday and seal the gates of sorrow. 

 “It is a dream, and, yet, not all a dream.  Dull care and all of his works harbored 

it.  As vanished Babylon and goodly Tyre.  So shall they also vanish.  But the wilding 

rose blows in the broken battlement of Tyre and moss rends the stones of Babylon.  For 

beauty is eternal and we bow to beauty everlasting.  For lasting happiness, we turn to 

one alone.  As she surrounds you now, great nature, refuge of the weary heart.  And 

only found her breasts that had been bruised.  She has cool hands for every fevered 



 

 

brow and dreadless silence for the troubled soul.  Her councils are most wise.  She 

healeth well having such ministries as calm and sleep.  She is ever faithful.  Other 

friends may fail, but seek ye her in any quiet place smiling, she will rise and give to you 

her kiss.  So must ye come as children.  Little children that believe, don’t ever doubt 

her beauty and her faith, nor deem her tenderness can change or die.” 

 

Priest 1:  “Bohemians and priests.  The desperate call of heavy hearts is answered.  By 

the power of your fellowship, dull care is slain.  His body has been brought yonder to 

our funeral pyre to the joyous pipings of a funeral march.  Our funeral pyre awaits the 

corpse of care.” 

 

Priest 2:  “Oh thou, thus ferried across the shadowy tide in all the ancient majesty of 

death.  Dull care, ardent enemy of beauty.  Not for thee the [garbled] forgiveness of the 

restful grave.  Fire shall have its way with thee and all the winds make merry with thy 

dust.  Bring Fire!” 

 

Dull Care:  (Laughter)  “Fools!  Fools!  Fools!  When will you learn that me ye 

cannot slay?  Year after year ye burn me in this grove.  Lifting your puny shouts of 

triumph to the stars.  When again ye turn your faces to the marketplace, do ye not find 

me waiting as of old?  Fools!  Fools!  Fools to dream ye conquer care!” 

 

Priest 2:  “Say thou mocking spirit.  It is not all a dream.  We know thou waitest for 

us.  When this our sylvan holiday has ended, we shall meet thee and fight thee as of 

old, and some of us [shall] prevail against thee and some thou shalt destroy.  But, this 

do we know.  Year after year, within this happy grove, our fellowship bans thee for a 

space.  Thine malevolence which would pursue us here has lost its power under these 

friendly trees.  So shall we burn thee once again this night and with the flames that eat 

thine effigy we shall read the sign.  Mid-summer sets us free!” 

 

Dull Care:  “Ye shall burn me once again?  (Laughter)  Not with these flames which 

hither ye have brought from regions where I reign.  Ye fools and priests.  I spit upon 

your fire!” 

 

Priest 2:  “Oh Owl!  Prince of all mortal wisdom, Owl of Bohemia, we beseech thee, 

grant us thy counsel.” 

 

Song Lyrics (owl):  “No fire!  No fire!  No fire!  Unless it be kindled in the world 

where care is nourished on the hates of men and drive him from this grove.  One flame 

alone must light this fire.  One flame alone must light this fire.  A pure eternal flame.  

A pure eternal flame.  At last within the lamp of fellowship upon the altar of Bohemia.” 

 



 

 

Priest 2:  “Oh great Owl of Bohemia.  We thank thee for thy adoration.  Be gone 

detested care!  Be gone!  Once more, we banish thee!  Be gone Dull Care!  Fire shall 

have its way with thee.  Be gone Dull Care and all the winds make merry with thy dust!  

Hail fellowship’s eternal flame!  Once again, mid-summer sets us free!” 

 

Dull Care:  (Agonizing scream as altar is lit on fire) 

 

------------------------------------ 

 

The fact that the Grove provides opportunity for big business and big government to 

conspire behind closed doors, and to engage in strange occult rituals is odd and scary 

enough, but there are a lot of other strange happenings there that make one’s hair stand 

on end. 

 

============================================= 

 

Sexual deviance 
 

Another strange and downright horrifying aspect of the Grove gatherings is the sexual 

deviance that has been widely reported to occur at the encampments each year. 

 

Bizarre homosexual orgies are known to have been a hallmark of Bohemian Grove 

meetings since the inception of the club. 

 

In a May 13, 1971 White House recorded conversation between Nixon, John D. 

Ehrlichman, and H.R. Haldeman, Nixon stated: 

 

“But it’s not just the ratty part of town.  The upper class in San Francisco is that way.  

The Bohemian Grove, which I attend from time to time....It is the most faggy 

g...damned thing you could ever imagine with that San Francisco crowd.  I can’t shake 

hands with anybody from San Francisco.” 

 

In addition to bizarre homosexual orgies, with gay male prostitutes being flown in from 

around the world, it has been reported that children have been brought to the campsite to 

service members, usually taken from orphanages.  But it gets even more vile than that. 

 

Senator John DeCamp, author of the Franklin Coverup, talked in his book about his 

investigations into a Nebraska boys’ orphan home that was used to feed the perverted 

sexual appetites of local and state officials in Nebraska, as well as high profile 

Washington officials. 

 



 

 

DeCamp actually prosecuted several local and state authorities, which resulted in 

convictions and prison sentences.  However, as you might guess, he was thwarted by 

the FBI whenever he tried to go after important Washington politicians. 

 

One story that was related to DeCamp by a victim (Paul Bonacci) involved the making 

of a snuff film back in 1984.  The young man told DeCamp that, as a boy, he was taken 

to a private campground and made to shoot another boy his age in the head, as a camera 

was rolling. 

 

The rest of the details of the story are far too disgusting to repeat, but what stands out 

here is the fact that he made reference to a giant owl statue that stood nearby the site 

where this film was being made.  It was obviously at the Bohemian Grove campground. 

 

================================================= 

 

The strippers’ nightmare experience 

 

Though women aren’t allowed to be members of the Grove, some female entertainers 

have been invited to the encampment from time to time. 

 

One night, in the late 1990s, four female dancers from the Mitchell Brothers Theater in 

San Francisco, who wished to remain anonymous, were approached by two men after a 

show, and asked if they would be interested in doing a private show at the Bohemian 

Grove. 

 

After being offered a generous sum--$2,000 each night for each person--they agreed.  

But before the deal was settled, the two men asked them to sign a contract swearing that 

they had never performed at the Grove prior to the scheduled time for the following 

week.  They were quite puzzled by this request, but agreed to sign the contract against 

the advice of several of their friends. 

 

The first night of the private Grove party, the girls found themselves in a bar before the 

show, in the company of men who were all wearing the same owl-shaped rings.  They 

thought this rather odd, but didn’t let it bother then. 

 

However, things soon started to get stranger. 

 

They were offered drinks at the bar, but under one condition--that they remove their 

pants.  One of the girls, an African American, was very offended.  When she asked him 

why, he just glared at her and then instructed the bar tender not to serve her any drinks at 

all. 



 

 

 

Later, while the girls were making conversation with another man in the lounge, the 

same man from the bar had walked by.  Suddenly he stopped when he recognized the 

girls, put his hands up in the air, and then loudly said “NO!”  Immediately the whole 

room went silent, and everyone sat down.  The girls became very nervous, wondering 

what it was that they had gotten themselves into. 

 

The party eventually resumed, and soon the girls were performing on stage.  They 

received handsome tips and performed several routine lap dances.  They also made a 

big wad of cash from several Grovers who asked them to spend the night with 

them--something that they had grown accustomed to from their experiences at the 

Mitchell Brothers Theater. 

 

By morning, everything seemed ok.  The girls were treated to manicures, a full spa 

treatment, facials, massages, and a swim in the lake.  Everything went well until that 

evening. 

 

While waiting to do their second show, the girls found an abandoned briefcase in a back 

room.  Curiosity got the best of them, and so they took a peek inside.  What they found 

freaked them out.  They saw an evil-looking owl mask, a long black robe with a gold 

hood, ritual gear, and a long butcher’s knife that was very old and rusty. 

 

“The knife looked like it had been used to kill before,” said one of the girls.  She said 

that the stains on the blade may have been blood instead of rust--she wasn’t sure. 

 

One of the girls began to panic.  She remembered hearing warnings about ritualistic 

abuses of other women who had been to the Grove.  She knew it was time to get out, 

and fast!  Their contract was for three nights, but she didn’t want to stay there another 

three minutes.  She convinced the other girls that it was time to go. 

 

But when they got to the main office and asked to be paid for the previous night’s 

performance, they were told that they had to work for the full three nights, or else the 

whole deal was off, with no pay at all. 

 

They decided to leave as quick as possible, and forget the money.  But on their way out, 

they saw a laptop sitting around, and opted to help themselves to it, to make up for their 

unpaid services. 

 

Upon their safe return to the city, they found the computer to be loaded with pictures of 

Grovers engaging in all sorts of bizarre sexual acts with strippers--a fate they themselves 

would surely have been coerced into had they stayed any longer.  



 

 

 

But that wasn’t all.  They found pictures and videos of extremely brutal group sex 

scenes that looked more like rapes than consensual acts.  Some of the scenes also 

showed children taking part in the activities. 

 

In all of the pictures and videos, the Grovers were either wearing masks or hoods, 

making it impossible to determine who any of them were.  But the girls said that the 

scenes were very frightening, and that they were very glad to have gotten out of there 

alive. 

 

======================================================= 

 

Sex slaves at the Grove 

 

Anyone who has ever studied the CIA’s MK-Ultra mind control program knows that this 

program was designed to produced mindless robots who could be called upon to murder 

anyone at any time, without a conscience and without memory of what had taken place. 

 

But there were other applications that this program was put to.  Another one of its 

functions was to produce mindless sex slaves that could be brought to places like the 

Bohemian Grove to serve the sexual appetites of the elites--performing any perverted 

act their twisted minds could conjure up, without having to worry about being sued for 

rape and abuse. 

 

One such person was Cathy O’Brien.  She was “programmed” by the CIA to be an 

unquestioning and totally submissive slave to the whims of any official who called upon 

her for her services.  Her motto, programmed into her mind, was “anything for anyone, 

anytime, anywhere.” 

 

In her book Trance-Formation of America, she describes how all of her sessions were 

recorded by hidden cameras, which would sometimes later be used as blackmail 

material, should the participating politician or other official decide to become 

uncooperative with “the program.” 

 

In her book, she wrote about her oft-provided services at the Grove.  She said: 

 

“My purpose at the Grove was sexual in nature, and therefore my perceptions were 

limited to a sex slave’s viewpoint....Slaves such as myself were subjected to ritualistic 

trauma.  I knew each breath I took could be my last, as the threat of death lurked in 

every shadow.  Slaves of advancing age or with failing programming were sacrificially 

murdered ‘at random’ in the wooded grounds of Bohemian Grove, and I felt it was 



 

 

‘simply a matter of time until it would be me.’  Rituals were held at a giant concrete 

owl monument on the banks of, ironically enough, the Russian River.... 

“My own threat of death was instilled when I witnessed the sacrificial death of a 

young, dark haired victim at which time I was instructed to perform sexually ‘as though 

my life depended on it.’  I was told, ‘...the next sacrifice victim could be you.  Anytime 

you least expect it;  the owl will consume you.  Prepare yourself, and stay prepared.’  

Being ‘prepared’ equated to being totally suggestible, i.e. ‘on my toes’ awaiting their 

command. 

“The club offered a “Necrophilia’ theme room to its members.  I was so heavily 

drugged and programmed when used in the necrophilia room, that the threat of actually 

‘slipping through death’s door’ and being sacrificed ‘before I knew it’ did not affect me.  

My whole existence was balanced precariously on the edge of death as a matter of 

routine anyway.... 

“Other perversion theme rooms at the Bohemian Grove included...the Dark 

Room.  [A common phrase was “Let’s go into the Dark Room and see what develops.”]  

In the Dark Room, [Grove] members had sex with the same mind controlled slave they 

were viewing in porn on a big screen television. 

“There was a triangular glass display centered in a main throughway where I was 

locked in with various trained animals, including snakes.  Members walking by 

watched illicit acts of bestiality, women with women, mothers with daughters, kids with 

kids, or any other unlimited perverse visual display.... 

“There was a room of shackles and tortures, black lights and strobes, an opium 

den, ritualistic sex altars, a chapel, group orgy rooms including water beds, poster beds, 

and ‘kitten’ houses.   I was used as a ‘rag doll’ in the ‘toy store’ and as a ‘urinal’ in the 

‘golden arches’ room.” 

 

As an interesting side note to this account, in 1995 there was a Lakeside Chat given by 

Fred Crews at the Grove, entitled “The Recovered Memory Movement.” 

 

It was in reference to sexually abused MK-Ultra victims regaining their memory of what 

had been done to them in years past.  As you might guess, this has been a big problem 

for these perverted abusers. 

 

======================================== 

 

These things represent only a few stories that have managed to leak out of the Grove 

over the years.  What else must go on at these encampments that the public may never 

hear about?  And how many more innocent people will be victimized by these 

psychopaths before a stop is put to all of this? 


