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She helped start a new religion
and married one of the most re-
markable pharaohs, but beauty
alone made her immortal.

The immortal queen herself, in
full restored bust based on
original in Germany, is consid-
ered by many to be the most
beautiful woman who ever lived.

SNefertiti...

here is one woman in history

who became immortal be-
cause of her beauty and nothing
more. She is Nefertiti, Queen of
Egypt more than 1300 years be-
fore the birth of Christ, 3300
years ago.

All over our world people are
familiar with the painted, sand-
stone sculpture of Queen Nefer-
titi. This beautiful and imperious
likeness is regarded as one of the
great art treasures of the world.
The quarrel between Germany
and Egypt for its possession has
never been settled.

Since the famous statue was
discovered in 1912 historians have
wished to know more about the
lovely queen. But the few facts
which are thought to be “known”
are hotly debated and it remains



for the future, for long years of
patient sifting of ancient man-
uscripts and tedious reading ofclay
tablets to bring to light her full
story. Even her nationality is dis-
puted. Some authorities say she
was Tadukhipa, daughter of King
Dushratta of Mitanni and that
her name was changed to Nefertiti
when she was brought to Egypt to
marry the 11-year-old Amen-
hotep 1V, son of Amenhotep 111

it was not so in ancient Egypt
where it was regarded not only as
normal but as sanctified by the
marriage of the Goddess Isis to
her brother Osiris.

It is paradoxical that Nefertiti,
because of a beautiful statue, is
known and famous to even casual
students of Egyptology but that
her husband, who was perhaps
the most remarkable Pharaoh in
history, is relatively unknown.

Immortal gqueen

and Queen Tiy. They say the
marriage was arranged to secure
an alliance with Syria.

Other authorities say she was
Tadukhipa but that she came to
Egypt to join the harem of King
Amenhotep 11l during the last
days of his reign and that his son,
Amenhotep 1V, took her as his
wife, according to custom, when
he succeeded to the throne. Still
other authorities point to inscrip-
tions which assert Nefertiti’s posi-
tion as queen in her own right,
meaning that she was of pure,
Egyptian royal blood. And they
theorize that she was the daughter
of Queen Tiy, wife of Amenhotep
I1l. This would mean she was her
husband’s full sister. Such a
marriage is considered to be in-
cestuous in our own culture but

The immortal queen was married to
Akhenaten, a pacifist pharaoh who at-
tempted to establish a new monotheis-
tic religion based upon a single sun god.



Amenhotep 11l had followed
the example of his predecessors
and had continued to expand the
empire by forming alliances with
Babylonian and Assyrian kings.
But at the time of his death, in
1375 B.C., the Egyptian empire
faced critical times. This empire
consisted of a cluster of states all
jealous of each other and seeking
ascendency. The immediate fu-
ture of Egypt depended on the
strength and leadership of the
new Pharaoh.

Instead of the strong, military
man needed to handle this situa-
tion, Egypt’s new ruler was Amen-
hotep 1V, the world’s first pacifi-
cist king, an idealist and a dreamer.
Some historians believe he was
the greatest Pharaoh of them all
— the argument still continues
3300 vyears later — certainly he
was one of the most interesting.

Nefertiti’s husband was a reli-
gious reformer who wished to
replace the old religion and the
old Gods with a new sun God
and, more remarkable, with mon-
otheism. The new deity was an
abstract divinity, a vital power
expressed by the light and heat of
the sun. Aten was the name of this
new sun God, as opposed to
Amun, the old sun God. The old
semi-human representations of
God were discarded and the new
God was shown as a solar disc
with rays extending in all direc-
tions. Each ray ended in a hand
which grasped an “Ankh” or
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“Crux Ansata,” the symbol of
life. This God was an invisible
spirit, not belonging to one city
or one people but universal, be-
longing to all peoples. The spirit
loved all men equally, was crea-
tor, preserver and merciful Father
to all living creatures. The im-
portant thing about the new
iaith was this extension of God’s
love and power to ALL, rather
than to Egypt alone.

Before this time no such wide-
reaching idea of God had been
suggested. Nor was it proposed
again for centuries after the death
of the young king. The new reli-
gion was not concerned with
morality but placed emphasis on
harmony, peace, joy of living and
love of all God’s creatures. Amen-
hotep’s ideas were so far in ad-
vance of his time that unfortu-
nately they died when he died
-— though they left their mark on
Egyptian art and thinking for
many centuries.

In the beginning the priests of
the ancient Gods of Egypt were
not alarmed. Many Gods had
existed side by side in Egypt
through the years. There was
room for one more. But the new
cult was intolerant. As Aten was
supreme everywhere there were
bound to be clashes — with Ptah,
who had been supreme in Mem-
phis, with Ra, who had been
supreme in Heliopolis, with Tznun,
who had been supreme in Thebes.

One of the young Pharaoh's
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Nefertiri and Akhenaten moved their capital and court to Tell-el-Amarna,
where the nobles and courtiers built magnificent country estates like this.
The model has been restored by Seton Lloyd at Chicago’s Oriental Institute.

first acts was to build a temple to
Aten in Thebes very near the
great temple of Amun at Karnak.
In the sixth year of his reign the
king pronounced Aten-worship the
state religion and himself its high
priest. This meant that all his
subjects were required to worship
the new.sun God, Aten. And the
king took strong measures. The
temples of the old Gods were
closed and their revenues confis-
cated. Statues of the old Gods
were destroyed, their likenesses
chiselled out of the reliefs on the
temple walls, their names erased
from religious inscriptions. Stat-
ues of the great kings of the past
were likewise destroyed, even to
the defacement of statues and in-
scriptions to his own father, so
fanatical did he become.

He also faced squarely the
problem of his own illustrious
name, Amenhotep, which meant
“Amun Rests” or “Amun Is Satis-
fied.” How could he tolerate in
his own name the name of a god
he was trying to replace? He
changed his name to Akhenaten,
sometimes spelled Ikhnaton,
meaning “Aten Is Satisfied” or
“He In Whom Aten Is Satisfied.”
It is difficult and perhaps im-
possible to impose, for any length
of time, a religion or a philosophy
upon an unready and unwilling
people. Of course Thebes became
hostile. When Akhenaten rode
outside his palace gates in the
great city of Amun he had to look
upon the temples which had been
ruined by his order and watch
the priests, who hated him, turn



their faces away as lie passed.

In his search for peace and
beauty the young Pharaoh took
an unprecedented step. He built
a new capitol and removed him-
self and his court from Thebes.
He never returned there until his
dead body was brought secretly
and hastily to be buried in the
Valley Of The Kings where his
tomb was discovered and opened
by Theodore Davis, an American,
shortly after 1900.

The new city was called Ak-
hetaten, meaning “Horizon of
Aten” but is called Tell-el-Amarna
today. Tell-el-Amarna was built
in the desert 300 miles below
Thebes and 160 miles above the
delta of the Nile. It was a city of
light as theirs was a religion of
light. The great palace was of
brick covered with shining white
stucco. Inside, all the chambers —
even the huge hall which was 426
feet long by 234 feet wide and
supported by 542 pillars — re-
flected the King’s delight in na-
ture and the peace of the country.
The walls were decorated with
colored tiles in varying patterns
and with wreaths of carved flow-
ers; gay ribbons floated down
from the hundreds of intricately
carved pillars.

G. Maspero wrote in one of his
books on Egyptian art: ““In one
of the halls which seems to have
belonged to the harem there is
still to be seen distinctly the pic-
ture of a rectangular piece of
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water containing fish and lotus
flowers in full bloom; the edge is
adorned with water-plants and
flowering shrubs, among which
birds fly and calves graze and
gambol; on the right and left were
depicted rows of stands laden
with fruit, while at each end of
the room were seen the grinning
faces of a gang of Negro and
Syrian prisoners, separated from
each other by gigantic arches.
The tone of coloring is bright and
cheerful and the animals are
treated with great freedom and
facility.”

Close to the royal palace was
the great temple of Aten. Other
smaller temples were scattered
throughout the new city. This
largest temple was enclosed by a
high wall nearly half a mile long
and consisted of seven courts, one
in back of another, in the center
of which high altars stood in the
open sun. Colonnaded galleries
provided shelter from the power
of the sun God.

This temple to Aten differed
from the traditional Egyptian
temples in its openness and light
as contrasted with the dim halls,
gloom and mystery of the temples
to the older Gods whose inner
shrines were always in total dark-
ness.

Aten was not a God of mystery;
he held no concealment but
rather reflected the King’s wish
to return to simplicity, openness
and truth.
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Pharaoh himself wrote many
of the beautiful Aten hymns. These
resemble the nature-psalms of the
Hebrews though they were writ-
ten 400 years before them.

The art of Queen Nefertiti’s
time also reflects her and her hus-
band’s desires and philosophy. It
discards tradition and conven-
tion, seeking for the first time in
Egyptian history to represent
things and people, even kings and
their families, as they actually
appeared. It is to the art of the
Amarna period that we can look
for an accurate view of life in an
ancient, royal Egyptian house-
hold. The King and his beautiful
Nefertiti are shown in many wall
paintings and carvings in natural
and relaxed attitudes.

In one the King leans on his
staff while Nefertiti playfully holds
a flower to his nose. In another he
drives his chariot with Nefertiti
sitting beside him; she is kissing
her husband as the horses prance
and the royal daughters lean for-
ward over the front of the chariot.
In still anothei' the royal pair are
dining, Akhenaten holds a large
bone in one hand and his wife
daintily wrestles a whole chicken.

All the carvings of the queen
carry endearing titles: ““Master of
the King’s Happiness,” “Endowed
with Favors,” “At Hearing of
Whose Voice One Rejoices,”
““Chief Wife of the King, Beloved
by Him.” Again and again she is
referred to as ““Lady of Grace”
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and ““The Fair of Countenance.”

Relics from the studio of the
chief sculptor, Thutmose, where
the colored bust of Nefertiti was
found by a German expedition
led by Ludwig Borchardt in
1912 -14, show that the Egyptian
artists of that period even took

King Tutankhamun, whose tomb was
excavated in the 1920’s, was the son-
in-law of Queen Nefertiti. Colossal
statue of King Tut is in the Institute.



life masks in plaster to help them
achieve better likenesses.

The only unpleasant feature
about the art of Amarna was the
abnormal structure of the abdo-
men and thighs of the figures.
Possibly the sickly king had a
diseased condition which was re-
flected in the other figures to
flatter him. But it gives an un-
healthy aspect to the otherwise
charming pictures.

Unfortunately for the succes-
sion of the dynasty Nefertiti bore
seven daughters and not one son.
When one of the daughters mar-
ried a noble of the court King
Akhenaten made this son-in-law,
Smenkhkara, co-regent of Egypt
in order to strengthen his own
position and to secure the suc-
cession. It seems that at this
point the king incurred the dis-
pleasure of Nefertiti. his wife. He
was unwell and felt the necessity
of compromise with the still
powerful Amunite priests. Nefer-
titi was apparently even more
fanatical in her worship of the
God Aten than her husband, for
she abruptly withdrew from the
court, taking one of her daughters
and the daughter's husband, Tut-
ankhaten, to a palace in the
southernmost part of the city of
Akhetaten.

A short time after this unhappy
separation Akhenaten, then only
30 years old, died and the tidal
wave of reaction swept away all
that the idealistic Pharaoh had

FATE

accomplished in his 16 or 17 years
reign. Because his religious refor-
mation rested on the unsound
foundation of a nation unpre-
pared, reluctant or unwilling, it
collapsed with his death. And
with his death the world lost a
spirit such as it had not seen up
to that time but which would
come again through other dream-
ers, in other lands, to be called by
other names. This story of a
King’s and Queen's dream of uni-
versal love came to light quite by
accident in 1887 when some
peasants, grubbing among the
ruins of Tell-el-Amarna, found
clay tablets describing what had
happened.

The reign of the co-regent
whom Akhenaten thoughtfully
had appointed was short and in-
effectual and little is known of
him. He was succeeded by Neier-
titi’s son-in-law, Tutankhaten,
who changed his name to Tut-
ankhamun, thus giving up the
God Aten for the return to Amun.
This was politically expedient
since the priests of Amun, still rich
and powerful, had come back
into their own upon the death of
their oppressor. The court now
abandoned the ““City of Light”
and promptly moved back to
Thebes. Tutankhamun's reign
was brief and undistinguished and
he is famous only because his
tomb, discovered intact by Lord
Garnavon and Howard Carter in
1922, was so unbelievably rich in
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gold and precious gems and in all
Ilie luxury with which a Pharaoh
could be surrounded.

The fact that Tutankhamun re-
turned to the ancient Gods of
Egypt and the traditional capitol
of Thebes is thought by some his-
torians to indicate that the beau-
tiful Nefertiti, too. was dead. They
believe that if she felt so strongly
devoted to the God Aten as to
leave her husband because he
sought a compromise she cer-
tainly would not have counte-
nanced the about-face of her son-
in-law.

It seems incredible that we can
discover so little of the beautiful
Queen Nefertiti that neither her
birth nor her death is known to
us, yet so much is known of the
times in which she lived. Of Ne-
fertiti we can say with certainty
only that she was the wife of
Akhcnatcn, and that she was
beautiful as shown by her famous
portrait statue. The statue is un-
finished, just as is her life history.
One of the eyes remains un-
painted.

For some reason the German
expedition which discovered the
statue in the ruins of Tell-el-
Amarna did not reveal its ex-
istence until 1025, 13 years after
its discovery. Then there was a
world-wide Egyptological scandal.
Borchardt, according to his agree-
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ment with the Egyptian govern-
ment at the time he was given
excavation privileges, could ship
only 50 per cent of his find back
to Germany. The Egyptians still
claim that in the case of Nefertiti’s
statue they were duped.

During the war the queen van-
ished again from the world but
was found, carefully wrapped in
glass wool in the depths of a
German salt mine, by some Amer-
ican soldiers. Three days after her
re-discovery the Egyptian Gov-
ernment formally claimed her but
the queen was taken to Wies-
baden Central Collecting Point
where she remains under the pro-
tection of the United States Gov-
ernment. In time perhaps she will
return to Germany.

Thousands of persons file past
Nefertiti’'s beautiful face, as they
must have done in her life time,
to be charmed by her proud and
regal grace, by the haughty man-
ner in which she holds her head
and by the delicacy of her fea-
tures. Replicas of her beauty are
sold to museums, art schools and
collectors all over the world.

This eternal girl, with her slight
smile and serene brow, seems as
lovely to us in our modern world
as she seemed to the ancient
Egyptians who called her Nefer-
titi, meaning "The Beautiful One
Is Come.”
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TO DEATH
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The native girl died horribly. Was it because

her rejected lover had invoked an evil spirit?

ome years ago Arthur Grimble,

district officer in the British
Colonial Service, was stationed on
the central Gilbert Island, off
Abemama. As he sat in his office
one blazing afternoon he heard a
thin, high-pitched cry coming
through the palms from the la-
goon. The cry held neither rage
nor pain, a changeless, reedy note
of insufferable dreariness.

Mr. Grimble was curious and
he traced the cry to the leaf and
coconut-rib dwelling of a native
constable. Sitting there, bolt up-
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man

right and without clothing, was a
native girl of about 17. Her eyes,
with irises enormously dilated,
stared straight ahead into space
and from her rigidly open jaws
came the interminable moans.
The strangest thing about her was
that from the arch of her ribs
downward she was so swollen
that her skin shone like taut silk.

Her family told Mr. Grimble
that the swelling had begun just
before dawn. And why, Mr. Grim-
ble wanted to know, had they not
called for help. They answered



that they knew it was useless. No
help could avail against the work
of Raku-nene.

““And who is Raku-nene?” asked
Mr. Grimble.

There was hesitation, then some-
one blurted: ““An evil spirit.”

Finally Mr. Grimble got this
story:

Raku-nene was once a mortal
who, after death, became the
collaborating spirit of men en-
gaged in the conquest of female
hearts. From the beginning of his
ghostly career he had concerned
himself especially with revenging
rejected suitors.

To enlist the aid of this sinister
spirit the flouted lover acquires a
single strand of the unresponsive
lady’s hair. This he binds about
his thigh for three days; on the
fourth morning he burns it in a
fire of leaves, with suitable invoca-
tions to Raku-nene.

That same night the spirit visits
the scornful girl in a dream — and
that is the end of her sanity. In
the morning her body swells. She
mumbles continuously about an
eVil dream. Then she falls into a
sulky silence and refuses to wear
clothes.

| .ater she starts moaning, quietly
al first, but with gradually mount-
ing strength and increasing vio-
lence. I>y the next morning she
is raving, clawing at her own
flesh and biting all who approach
her. This continues until the even-
ing of lhe second day, when she

13

suddenly shrieks, ““Raku-nene!
Raku-nene!” half a dozen times,
becomes rigid and dies.

The relatives of the stricken
girl watched Mr. Grimble with
incredulous eyes as he admin-
istered a sedative. “You cannot
fight a spirit with powders,” they
said.

Spirit or no spirit, their doubts
as to Mr. Grimble’s healing pow-
ers were justified. Nothing he did
had the least effect. The girl
passed through every phase pre-
dicted and died the next day.
Within 10 minutes of death her
body resumed its normal shape
but an expression of horror re-
mained frozen on her face.

Since that time Mr. Grimble
has seen several cases of Raku-
nene madness in the Gilberts.

Observable facts, therefore, in-
dicate this much: There is among
the island women a sudden form
of madness accompanied by phys-
ical disfigurement, which in the
mind of the victim is invariably
associated with the name of Raku-
nene. Is it possible that this is
induced by some malicious ex-
ternal agency, working from a
distance with the aid of a strand
of hair and an incantation?

Several years after his first ex-
perience Mr. Grimble witnessed
the end of a Monouti woman
afflicted with this madness. At
the end of the same year a man
of her acquaintance, at the point
of death, confessed that he had
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worked the spell which killed her.
He described how, having fallen
in love with her, he had made
advances, which she repeatedly
rejected. On the fifth day after he
began the magical rites the woman
was dead.

This man was emphatic in his
assertion that the woman knew
nothing whatever, in advance, of
his resort to sorcery. He may have
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been lying, though it is worth
recording that he died professing
Christianity and with every ap-
pearance of having confessed for
the peace of his mind.

These are but a few examples of
many such stories on record. They
suggest that it may be possible for
one human being to wish mad-
ness, distortion and death upon
another

ANCIENT WYOMING FOSSILS

mDones of warm-blooded animals that lived 60,000,000 years ago
17 have been found in southwestern Wyoming by Dr. C. Lewis
Gazin, curator of vertebrate paleontology of the United States Na-
tional Museum. In Dr. Gazin’s collection are fossils of monkeys which
were about the size of a present-day rhesus monkey. Also found were
the bones of a new species of mouse-like primate belonging to the
tarsoids which have living representatives in the little tarsiers of the
East Indian regions. Another strange fossil is that of a stylinodont
which had heavy curved tusks and resembled a ground sloth. Dr.
Gazin’s collection also includes a small toothless creature like an

armadillo said to be new to science.

5000-YEAR-OLD TOMB

A royal tomb 5000 years old has been unearthed in Sakkara,

Egypt, by Prof. W. B. Emery of London University. The tomb is
believed to be that of King Uadji who lived about 3100 B.C. in
Egypt’s first dynasty. In it Prof. Emery found labels of ivory and
wood, fragments of wooden furniture, and vessels of pottery, ala-
baster and rock. Also found in the tomb were a number of bull’s
heads made from mud and bearing real horns. All these artifacts,
Prof. Emery said, reveal a high degree of craftsmanship and design
and indicate that a higher standard of civilization prevailed in the
first dynasty of Egypt than was supposed.



Seeing-Eye Rats
and Talking Dogs

I low did | he ratknow | hat the coin panion it guided

about was totally blind? Was telepathy at work?

49- w2 a

e have all read of horses
Wthat solve mathematical
problems and of dogs that talk.
Do these exceptional animals pos-
sess reasoning power? Or do they
possess gifts that transcend the
power to reason? A number of
incidents front my own experience
suggest that animals do have para-
normal abilities.

About the turn of the century
| walked out of the dissection
room of a Kansas City medical
college and proceeded west on
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Ninth Street until | saw a crowd
collected in front of the old Or-
pheum Theatre. A large poster
announced: DON, THE TALK-
ING DOG.

| decided to sacrifice my lunch
for two days and see this fake.
Don proved to be a big German
shepherd dog. His exhibitor was
a large blonde woman who spoke
no English. But Don evidently
could and did speak about 30
words in the German language.
Could this be ventriloquism on
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the part of Don’s blonde handler?

| sat in a seat in the front row,
not 10 feet away from the dog.
The handler stood the width of
the 40 foot stage away from him
and asked questions that Don

answered in a harsh, gutteral
voice.

I watched the woman’s lips
closely. | think | knew enough

about the human voice box to
swear that no human could have
made such peculiar sounds. Hun-
dreds of spectators saw and heard
this dog, Don, speak and appar-
ently reason. At the time all
the metropolitan newspapers in
America carried articles about
this animal. Don was insured for
$50,000.

Could this have been mass hyp-
nosis, carried out in hundreds of
the largest cities in America? No,
a far less fantastic explanation is
that Don did talk.

Forty years passed and Chica
came into my life. As | watched
her grow into maturity and then
into canine old age, | had definite
proof that she possessed reasoning-
powers and that she attempted to
imitate certain human sounds.
She learned to bark when asked
to speak. When we played the
piano or register and called on
her to sing, she obviously made
attempts to imitate several mu-
sical notes.

Unqguestionably cases of this
sort involve telepathy between the
master and the animal, who have

FATE

become closely attuned, or in
rapport, through years of close
association and sympathy. In tes-
timony to this the well-known
psychologist, Dr. Gerald Wendt,
says:

“It has been established that
animals convey information by
sounds, signals and gestures. 1l is
possible that they use some sort
of telepathy. There might be some
kind of direct mental wave which
seems to give dogs the ability to
sense their master’s feelings or
desires, even though he does not
speak to the animal.”

Dr. Wendt concludes by grant-
ing a greater degree of ESP to
dogs than he does to man, for he
says, ““Although rarer, such te-
lepathy is possible between hu-
man beings.”

If, then, telepathy between hu-
mans is accepted and, if as Dr.
Wendt has stated, animals may
possess this power to a greater
degree than do humans, it seems
a fair assumption that much of
the apparently exceptional at-
tainments of dogs are due to
telepathy.

Here is a case that strongly sug-
gests telepathy between animals.
The Duchess of Hamilton and
Brandon related that she and one
of her servants saw two large rats
walking along side by side. The
gardener threw a stone and killed
one of the rodents. The other
stood still and waited trembling,
still holding a straw in its mouth
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Ihat had been used in guiding it
about. The living rat was com-
pletely blind.

Another interesting case on rec-
ord concerns the apparent rea-
soning power and telepathy of
wolves. Near Horton. Kan., a
wolf thrust his muzzle into a sec-
tion of old oil burner to catch a
mouse. His head was trapped and
for two ycai's the wolf, who could
not see or catch food, was seen in
the woods. Other wolves brought
mice and other food and thrust
them into the other end of the
stovepipe to prevent his starving.
The wolf was finally shot, with
(he piece of stove still over his
head. There was nothing of in-
stinct in this history because in-
stinct would have warned other
wolves to shy away from the
strange animal — much as hu-
man beings shy from strangely
dressed people.

It seems to be instinct for dogs
and cals, cats and birds, most
dogs and birds, to fear and hate
each other. Yet, in Greenville,
S. G., a black cal served as seeing-
eye to a clog that had been blind
for several years. In Winford,
England, a fox hound and a wild
fox became firm friends, contrary
to their natural instincts, and the
dog protected the fox. Recently
in Sturgeon Bay, Wis., a cat was
shown permitting a bird to roost
on its head and even to drink from
the cat’s bowl of milk. Evidently
there is a form of telepathy be-

tween animals of different species
— not between all apparently but
only a certain few. These few per-
haps possess greater sensitivity or
extrasensory ability than average,
which would explain the affection
and understanding between the
animals in contrast to the distrust
which is the general rule.

There is another matter that
puzzles psychologists. How do
dogs and cats find their ways over
many hundreds of miles to rejoin
their owners? A well-known psy-
chologist in Washington, D. C.,
declared, “The homing instinct
is not completely understood by
science. One explanation ad-
vanced is called extrasensory per-
ception, the ability to perceive
outside the known senses of sight,
hearing, smell and so on.”

Here is a recent story con-
firmed by the Gat Protection
League. A woman owned a cat
called Minkie. At two years of
age Minkie went completely blind.
A feline friend of Minkie came
over every day and took Minkie
for a walk. How did the friend
learn of Minkie’s blindness? Un-
questionably Minkie sent out an
SOS by telepathy. The friend re-
ceived the call and came to the
rescue. Can you think of a more
logical explanation?

A magazine recently carried a
picture story of psychological ex-
periments with white rats. One
large rat apparently reasoned
that if he pulled a certain chain a



18

tin can would drop a coin in front
of him. He pulled the chain, got
the coin, carried it to the re-
searcher and traded it for a morsel
of cheese. But was this an example
of reasoning, or did the rat re-
ceive a telepathic message from
the experimenter regarding what
was required?

I might hesitate to relate the
following cases but they were in-
vestigated by trained scientists.
Karl Krall owned several horses
and he taught them as if they
were children. They answered
him by stamping on the ground.
These horses could solve intricate
mathematical problems and were
particularly adept in square root
and cube root. Maeterlinck, the
Belgian author-playwright, visited
these Elberfeld horses; he ad-
mitted that the horses solved
problems that he could not solve.
One horse refused to attempt an
offered problem in square root.
Why? There was no square root to
the number offered.

Some scientists declared that
the trainer, Mr. Krall, gave the
horses secret signals. The trainer
took a blind horse and after a
series of lessons this horse too was
able to answer questions and solve
mathematical problems.

Another authentic case is that
of Thomas Bennett who owned a
Shetland pony, a jet-black stal-
lion. A rancher, Bennett, was a
man of limited education and his
pony could solve problems that
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Bennett could not have solved.

Here is the astounding report
on this Shetland pony, Black
Bear, by Goadby and Bond. Black
Bear was placed in a stanchion.
In front of him were suspended
leather tabs bearing metal letters
and numbers. After being ques-
tioned Black Bear answered by
selecting the appropriate letters
or numbers. The erudition of the
remarkable animal is almost be-
yond belief. And yet hundreds of
scientists investigated and con-
firmed every claim made.

Bond chalked a large square
figure on a blackboard. He next
drew a straight chalk line be-
tween two opposite corners and
asked Black Bear the name of the
line. He expected the answer
diagonal. You can imagine his sur-
prise when the horse spelled out,
“The line of the hypotenuse.”
Goadby and Bond announced
that Black Bear had abilities be-
yond those of the average child of
10.

Psychic observers stated that
Black Bear was able to see dis-
carnate entities and reported by
means of the leather-metal tabs
the number of disembodied spirits
about them. The scientists’ re-
port said, ““One might be well
justified in the conclusion that
Black Bear is just a normal though
very intelligent horse; but there
are certain modulations of his
supernormal nature that enable
him to enter into rapport with
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discarnate, therefore invisible, be-
ings.” This seems proof that ani-
mals are at times very psychic.

There are many species of birds
that can talk quite well. Most of
them are simply living recorders
for they memorize words and
then repeat them. But there are
cases which appear to be more
than this. In the last few years
several birds have appeared on
radio programs and from their
answers it would appear that they
employ reasoning power. Some
psychologists declare that birds
living in close contact with select
human beings actually receive
telepathic messages.

The brilliance of some ca-
nine minds is so unbelievable that
again | hesitate to recount the
life histories of Rolph, Lola, and
Kurwenal. But the testimony is
unanimous.

It seems evident that, in nearly
all these cases, there was an ele-
ment of telepathy. Consider first,
Rolph. Of him the German Muen-
cher Nachrichten says that Frau
Paula Moekel became irritated
at the inability of her daughter to
do a simple problem in arithme-
tic. While she severely scolded the
child, Rolph stood by suffering-
in mute sympathy. Finally Frau
Moekel snapped, “Why, | believe
even Rolph could do such a sim-
ple sum. Well, Rolph, what are
two and two?” She nearly fell
over when Rolph raised one paw
and patted her four times.

A short time later Frau Moekel
said to Rolph, ““If you could only
say ‘yes’ and ‘no’ we could talk
together. If you wish to say ‘yes’
give two pats. If you want to say
‘no’ give three pats.”

Then she tried the plan. ““Rolph,
do you wish to be spanked?” A
most decided no, in three strong-
pats, followed.

“Rolph, do you want some
cake?” An equally positive yes
came from the dog. Then Frau
Moekel devised a system of alpha-
bet — so many pats for a, so many
for b, on through the alphabet.
Rolph never forgot or made a
single error though Frau Moekel
found it necessary to keep the de-
vised alphabet always with her.
It is astonishing to learn that
Rolph always spelled phoneti-
cally, a thing that the human race
might well adopt.

Was this telepathy? Was Frau
Moekel unconsciously impressing
her will on the dog? That ques-
tion aroused much speculation
and dispute among investigators.
But they all agreed that the erudi-
tion shown- by the clog was far
beyond the normal.

One of Rolph’s offspring, Lola,
inherited some of his abilities. She
could tell the exact time without
looking at a clock. This suggests
that the trainer knew the time
and communicated it to Lola by
telepathy. She too used the tap
method to carry on long conver-
sations with her friends. The his-



20

tory of this remarkable dog was
written by Henny Kindermann in
The Lola Book, ft sold well in
Germany and after being trans-
lated into English enjoyed a fur-
ther large sale.

Probably the most famous dog
was Kurwenal, a dachshund
owned and trained by Mathilde,
Baroness of Freytag-Loringhoven.
The Baroness made it her life’s
work to prove that animals have a
soul and a reasoning mind. Kur-

wenal employed barks instead
of pats to spell out some ex-
tremely intelligent observations

about men, animals and events.
In one year over 500 scientists
from the leading universities of
Europe called on this wise dog and
submitted him to every possible
test. Some believed that the Bar-
oness and Kurwenal had reached
such a state of rapport that she
directed him in his remarks.
Professor Max Muller, a distin-
guished veterinary scientist, stud-
ied Kurwenal for a long time.
One day he was holding a confer-
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ence with the Baroness about the
slaughter of animals for meat. The
lady was opposed to it. Finally
Dr. Muller turned to the dog and
asked, ““Kurwenal. what do you
think about it?” Without the
least hesitation Kurwenal barked
this message, “The Christian reli-
gion forbids killing.”

One professor asked, “Kurwe-
nal, have dogs souls?" Kurwenal
replied, “They have and they are
eternal like the souls of men.”

Dr. Muller reported, “This

dachshund, in the intellectual
sense, is more in the sphere of
humans than of animals.” His
written report concluded, “Al-
though by my association with
my own dogs | had become aware
of the independent thinking of
dogs, the case of the Weimer dogs
proved particularly striking.
The dogs show us what a wrong
attitude we have toward the edu-
cated dogs, how much the ani-
mals understand us and how
very little, as a rule, we under-
stand them.”

LIGHT FROM EELS

scientists at Copenhagen, Denmark, have determined that an elec-

trie eel can emit a current of 750 volts. In a laboratory demon-
stration an eel in a tank illuminated in flashes a fluorescent light lube
to which it was connected. The eels used in the tests are found in
Brazil and Guiana and grow to a length of six feet or more.
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"1l build me a little home some

day, and call it ‘Fair Haven’,”
said Walter Treichler. He said it
during his long years as an itin-
erant drug clerk; he said it when
he was a master pharmacist with
his own drug store. He said it over
and over to himself during the
long voyages when he shipped out
on the Atlantic-Mediterranean
run as an ordinary seaman, in
search of the adventure he had
missed in his regular profession.
“Someday I'll build a Fair Haven,
and settle down.

And at last his dream came
true. | le built a small frame house
on a New Jersey hillside among
the elms and maples, in a beauti-
ful rustic spot that was only a few
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hours from Manhattan. He built
his dream home and found it a
haven — not for himself— for a
host of chattering ghosts. He
thought to build a gateway to
contentment and peace and in-
stead he built a doorway into the
Other World!

The house was not built in a
day. When his voyaging was over
and his wanderlust satisfied, Wal-
ter Treichler returned to Bur-
lington County. He rented a
vacant, tumbledown cabin on the
banks of Rancacas Creek and
there he lived the life of a recluse
for three years, though the town
of Mount Holly was only a few
miles away. Yet he did not shun
humankind; the few neighbors
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who dropped in found a pleasant-
faced, white-haired man who was
glad to discuss politics or books
over a pipeful of tobacco.

Then one day a letter told him
that his aged father had died in
Chicago and that he had in-
herited a comfortable fortune. The
elder Treichlcr had been a suc-
cessful doctor and though he had
disapproved of his son’s roving
life at the end he had forgiven.

Walter Treichler had no yearn-
ing for the fleshpots and the bright
lights of the city; he would be
satisfied with a comfortable, mod-
ern little cottage set back from
the country road. And he would
call it Fair Haven.

The spot he wanted lay atop
a small hill, something more than
a mile out of Mount Holly on the
Rancacas Road. There were a
few cottages at the nearby cross-
roads, a farmhouse or two. A few
Negroes lived nearby, so there
would always be someone to come
in and ““do” for him.

Treichler first was drawn to
the spot when he learned that it
once was the property of an aunt,
his mother’s sister. He liked the
idea of living where his relatives
and forebears had lived.

On the site were the blackened
ruins of a house which had burned
down the previous winter. But
that made the few acres all the
cheaper and Treichler made a
deal with Edward Hulsa, who
had lived for 83 years in the ad-

joining farmhouse. He gave or-
ders to a firm of Mount Holly
builders to begin work on the
cottage, the plans for which he
drew himself.

Swiftly the cottage grew; ac-
cording to Treichler’s wishes the

blackened stones from the old
cellar were wused in the new
foundation. There was a local

rumor that these stones were once
part of the foundation of the old
tavern which his aunt and her
husband, Gyrus Jenkins, had kept
there long ago.

On the first day of January,
1929, the cheerful green shutters
were hung in place and a few days
later the builders pronounced the
place finished. Nowhere in Bur-
lington County was there a neater,
trimmer Colonial cottage. Every-
thing about it, with the exception
of the foundation stones, was new
—*“New as paint”’, the neighbors
said. Treichler bought new furni-
ture, new handy gadgets to make
his housekeeping tasks easier.
There were bright, new rugs on
the floor, there was cheerful wall-
paper and light woodwork. Noth-
ing less like a ““haunted house”
could be imagined.

Walter Treichler spent the sev-
enth day of January moving in
and arranging his books and furni-
ture. Late in the evening he
stopped work; there was still much
to do but it would have to wail for
tomorrow. After the fashion of old
sailors, he took a last look at the
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sky. It was a clear wintry night,
not too cold. He came back inside,
shot the bolts — shining new steel
bolts from the hardware store —
and lay down on his new bed.

Tired as he was Treichler found
himself unable to fall asleep. His
mind was busy with a thousand
fancies . . . memories . . . wan-
derings. . Suddenly he was
brought out of his reveries by a
sharp sound from outside his win-
dow. 11 was no dream — the sound
came again, loud and clear. It
was the sound of a spade, digging
in frozen earth! Treichler could
distinguish the familiar crunch of
a blade against clay and sometimes
the tinkle of a rolling pebble.
Then dirt fell with a thud. Some-
one — something — was digging
out in the yard.

Treichler was a sensible, real-
istic man. His hand flew to the
flashlight he kept near the head
of his bed and he rose to his feet.
His first thought was that someone
— perhaps one of the Negroes
down the road — had buried
something in his yard.

He went to the window and
shone the flash out into the yard,
an expanse of bare, frozen clay
still covered with the litter and
scraps left by the builders. There
was nobody there. But he could
still hear the sound of the digging.

He put on slippers and an over-
coat and went to the door. It
swung open at his touch! He
stopped short — he had bolted it
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tight only an hour ago and now it
swung ajar — letting in the cold
night air, which seemed colder
somehow than usual.

Treichler pushed it wide and
cast the strong beam of his flash-
light into the darkness. A light fall
of snow lay over everything and,
as he speedily discovered, it bore
no marks of footprints. He went
outside and made a complete
circle of the house, to come back
in shivering from more than cold.
Nobody had been digging any-
where, nobody had disturbed the
snowfall.

Then what had he heard?

As he told me some time later,
when | talked with this man who
has had one of the best-docu-
mented psychic experiences of
recent years, ““I figured it must
have been the wind in the trees,
because it couldn’t have been any-
thing else.”

Even as he thought this, from
above his head, from the empty
locked attic, came the confused
pattering of feet — a heavy and
a lighter tread. Treichler did not
hesitate. He rushed up the stairs,
unlocked the attic door and swept
the space with his flash. “Who’s
there?” he demanded.

The sound of footsteps stilled
at once. The space was empty.
Treichler decided it had been the
rustle of pine branches against
the roof. Trying to convince him-
self, he returned to his bed. He sat
there smoking a pipe, comforted
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by the glow of his bed-light.
Treichler decided that he was
playing the fool — letting nerves
get the better of him. It was
natural there should be noises in
the new house — houses have to
settle. He turned out the light and
again settled down to sleep.

CRASH! Something landed on
the floor beside his bed. The im-
pact made the room shake and
from the opposite wall a mirror
fell to the floor and shattered.

The old man says he was tem-
porarily paralyzed with surprise,
though not with fear. "Who's
there?” he demanded and he
thought that a voiceless, wordless
whisper came back to him. But
at that moment his groping fingers
found the flashlight again and
clicked it on. Then, for the first
time, he was afraid — for the
room was empty.

Another man might have
thought his reason tottering,
might have dressed himself and
run headlong out of the house
to some neighbor. But Walter
Treichler was a stubborn man.
This was the home he had built
and he intended to stay in it. He
resolved to face It — whatever It
was.

All through that first night —
and a terrible night it must have
been — he lay wide-eyed and
sleepless in his new bed. As long as
he left the lights on there were no
noises. Whenever he turned off
the lights the cottage was filled
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with an
sounds.

Someone or something was dig-
ging a grave just outside the win-
dow. Other ones or things were
tramping about the empty, locked
attic, back and forth, back and
forth. Sometimes the steps were
light as a child’s — sometimes
heavy as a giant’s. Toward morn-
ing all sounds died away and
Walter Treichler dozed off— only
to be awakened by another re-
sounding crash. He turned on the
light and found that the front
door, which he had bolted with
extra caution only a few hours
before, now swung open in the
bitter wind. Treichler turned on
all the lights and made coffee
which he sadly needed.

All was quiet now. And the
pale winter morning sunlight
showed the snow of the yard un-
disturbed.

Perhaps the strangest angle of
this true story — in which | take
a deep personal interest because
of my trip to Mount Holly was
Walter Treichler’s altitude at this
point. He did not believe in ghosts.
It was his conviction that some-
one was-trying to frighten him out
of his house — bootleggers, per-
haps, who had a still somewhere
in the pines. But he had bought
the 10 acres and built the house
and he was determined to live in
it.

That day he went into Mount
Holly and bought three automatic

incredible medley of
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revolvers and a double-barrelled
shot gun. With four guns he fig-
ured he could give a good account
of himselfin any fracas. He bought
ammunition for his guns and, at
the same time, ordered a local
locksmith to come out and inspect
the locks of the new house. The
workman left his shop and drove
down to have a look at the locks,
even taking apart the mecha-
nisms. Finally he shook his head
and insisted that there was noth-
ing wrong with the locks at all.
They were new and stiff but they
worked.

Treichler finally and reluc-
tantly explained that they had
come unlocked and open, not
once but twice, last night. The
locksmith shook his head. Ft was
out of his line. If the locks were
going funny, Mr. Treichler bet-
ter get Luquet or somebody in
that line. (Luquet, though Treich-
ler did not know it then, was a
celebrated investigator of psychic
phenomena.)

“Nothing is the matter with
the locks, it’s the place!" insisted
(he locksmith, an elderly man who
had lived in the neighborhood all
his life. ““It’s the cursed ground
you built your house on! Any-
body who would try to live at
Bucto.

He packed up his tools, took his
money, and left without further
explanation.

Treichler shrugged his shoul-
ders, not knowing or caring much
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what the name Bucto might mean.
At any rate he was prepared now
for whatever might come. He
loaded his four brand-new shin-
ing guns.

But they were to do him no
good. That night — and every
night for a week — he slept by
day and prowled the house and
the grounds by night. He was
determined to catch the trouble-
makers. But he found nothing.
No tracks marked the new snow
except his own. Yet, whenever he
re-entered the house and turned
out the lights, he could hear the
pattering footsteps in the vacant
attic, the dismal sound of the
grave-digging spade in the yard
outside. Again and again his doors
mysteriously unlocked themselves
and startled him by banging sud-
denly in the wind.

During the day his new cot-
tage was a pleasant and quiet
place; by night it was a ghost-
haven, full of inexplicable noises.
Treichler grew thin and pale but
still he would not give up. He had
his guns but there was nothing to
shoot at and so he turned to the
police. It was their duty to keep
law and order.

He called on Ellis H. Parker,
Chief of Detectives of Burlington
County, requesting aid. This was
the same Ellis Parker about whom
several books have been written
and who entered into the Lind-
bergh case. He was a shrewd de-
tective who knew the territory,
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its people and all its traditions.

““So you’re the man who’s try-
ing to live at Bucto!” Parker said
when Treichler had told his story.

“I'm the man who’s going to
live at Bucto, as you call it. Where
do you get the name Bucto any-
way?” Treichler asked.

Ellis Parker told him that there
once had been a tavern where the
new house now stood. The place,
known as The Little Brown Jug,
had been owned and run by
Treichler’s Aunt Harriet and her
husband and for two decades had
done a flourishing business. That
had been years ago, before Ellis
Parker’s lime, but he had heard
about the place from his father.
During the dark days preceding
the Civil War The Little Brown
Jug had been one of the depots in
the famous Underground Rail-
way, the station-to-station road
that marked the way to Canada
and freedom lor hundreds of run-
away slaves. This was no idle
rumor, for the records were —
and still are — in the Burlington
County Court House.

A giant Negro came one night
to the haven of The Little Brown
Jug and was hidden as usual in
the cellar. But officers swept
down and his hiding place was
discovered. The slave, protesting
and fighting, was dragged back
to the plantation in Georgia. A
second time he escaped and a sec-
ond time he reached The Little
Brown Jug on his way to freedom.
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There was a large reward posted
for information regarding such
two-time fugitives and perhaps
Aunt Harriet or her husband was
tempted. At any rate, the officers
came and once more dragged the
poor Negro from his place of
concealment. But this time he
fought back more savagely, with
fists and teeth and feet. In the
melee a gun went off and the
fugitive fell to the floor. Instead of
a slave worth a thousand dollars
to his owner, he was only dead
weight. Instead of being worth a
reward to his captors he was a
danger to them — for his owner
would certainly ask damages. The
deed had to be concealed.

It is said that the frightened
men dug a rude grave in the cel-
lar, tamping down the gravel
and clay over the poor corpse.
Then they swore the household to
secrecy and galloped away.

This was all hard for Waller
Treichler to believe, as it is hard
for any of us born since the end of
those dark and bloody days to

believe. ““And where does the
name Bucto come into it?” he
asked, bewildered.

“Bucto is short for | imbuctoo

and that was the big fellow’s
name,” answered Ellis Parker.
He went on to tell what he had
discovered in searching the old
records. The tavern had not pros-
pered after that day. Cyrus Jenk-
ins died and Aunt Harriet carried
on for a while as best she could.
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It was thought that she must have
treasure buried in the cellar be-
cause she warned people away
from the place so emphatically.
At any rate, one morning the old
tavern was found to be dark
and deserted. Its bottles were
smashed, its money drawer hung
open — and Aunt Harriet was
gone. No one ever saw or heard of
her after that. But now inquisitive
visitors reported there were two
mounds in the cellar. In those
rough times after the Civil War
no one cared to make fuller inves-
tigation. But people in Mount
Holly spoke of the place as “Tim-
buctoo’s Grave” and finally sim-
ply as “Bucto.”

As the great New Jersey de-
tective ended his story, Walter
Treichler looked very thoughtful.
So he had build his house, his
Fair Haven, on a place marked
with blood and violence!

“There’s more to it than that,”
continued Ellis Parker. ““The
place has been built up twice
since and burned down each time,
''nere were four fires there last
year. First a bunch of Philadel-
phia gangsters held out there. We
knew about them only after they
moved out one night, leaving
clothes, guns, packets of heroin
and a machine gun behind in their
haste. Maybe they were fright-
ened away; nobody knows.

“And then (here was a boot-
legger, a man named Jake Justo.
At least we found out that he had
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been a bootlegger after the fire
destroyed the place. Maybe his
still caught fire as they said. But
there are plenty of people around
here who believe that there are
fires every so often at Bucto for
no reason at all — fires that come
from hell itself, some say.

“Anyway, the place was fixed
up and Georgie Cole, the old-
time colored pugilist, used it as a
training-camp for his string of
fighters. All went well for a time
but after a few months his guests
began to turn up missing at break-
fast-time . before long Cole
had to give it up and move.
Maybe his lighters heard some of
the local stories about the place,
or maybe they heard what you
have been hearing. Anyway, they
left.” Ellis Parker shrugged his
shoulders. “That’s the story of the
place you bought, Mr. Treichler.
Take it for what it’s worth.”

“l don’t believe it,” Walter
Treichler said slowly.

“Okay. I'll send you a couple
of my best men and we’ll see if we
can get to the bottom of these
noises for you. Maybe somebody
actually is taking advantage of
the old stories about the place
and trying to drive you out of the
neighborhood. How about to-
night?”

“Tomorrow night, Chief,”
Treichler decided. ““I want time
to get some people to sit up inside
the house while your men watch
outside; | want to do this right.”
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So it was arranged. The word
got out and the next morning a
horde of sightseers and tourists
poured in upon Treichler, intent
on seeing the Bucto ghost-haven
at first-hand. Few of them ac-
cepted Treichler’s cordial invita-
tion to remain and spend the
night with him, in spite of their
avowed amusement at the idea of
ghosts.

Local New Jersey newspapers
(some of which | have seen in the
yellowing files) printed the odd
story of the man who did not be-
lieve in ghosts but who was being
driven out of his house by them
anyway.

On the next night, the 27th
of January, 1929, a strange jury
sat in the living room of Treich-
ler’s cottage. In the front row sat
Arthur Corbine and Clifford
Kane, both stalwart plainclothes
men. They were committed to the
theory that prowlers of the human
variety were at the bottom of the
trouble. John Coen, 2533 South
Broad Street, Philadelphia, came
all the way to Bucto in the hope
of seeing a ghost. He had hunted
ghosts all his life without ever
seeing one or hearing a moan or a
whisper or a clank. There were
two local ““psychics,” of the for-
tune-telling variety. There were
several friends of Treichler’s, there

were four newspaper reporters
and there was Emil Luquet—
Luquet, the man the locksmith

had named; Luquet the ghost-

FATE

hunter and talented medium.
Twelve good men and true.

In the middle of the room on a
long table lay the three revolvers,
all loaded, and a heavy blackjack.
The shotgun was hid away as
Treichler -feared it would be un-
wieldy and dangerous in such a
crowd. Until after midnight the
place was besieged by curiosity
seekers who tramped around the
house, took flashlight pictures,
shouted and talked and laughed
and tried to make a farce of the
whole thing. Finally they gave
up and the 12 watchers were
alone. The lights were turned
out except for one feeble oil lamp.

Luquet rose to his feet. ““I am
a medium,” he announced. *I
sense strange and terrible forces
here.” Dramatically he extin-
guished the remaining lamp and
they now sat in utter darkness. |n
a deep bass voice he invited the
spirits to make themselves known.
There was no answer. He asked
again and then his voice grew
tense. ““lI see a woman,” he said.
“A tall woman, walking through
flames with a child in her arms.
They are coming closer. ”

The room was alight and men
struggled from their chairs. The
words of the celebrated Mr. Lu-
quet seemed to be true — flames
were all around them. But sheep-
ishly they realized that it was only
the lights of an automobile com-
ing into the yard. More interrup-
tions followed. There had been
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too much publicity. Finally Lu-
quet lit the light and rose. ““We
can do nothing more,” he said.
“The spirits are silent tonight.”

CRASH! The noise came from
the attic even as he spoke. It
sounded as if someone had tossed
a sack of stones to the floor above
them. Twelve men ran up the
stairs, 12 men peered into the
empty attic and saw nothing.
They returned downstairs, im-
pressed for the first time. Luquet
was encouraged but doubtful. He
turned to their host.

“Mr. Treichler, have you any
enemies, or do you know anybody
living or dead who might be
envious of the things you have at-
tained in life?”

The white-haired man shook
his head. ““None whatever.”

There was a noise from the
bedroom, a subdued murmur. It
was as if far-away voices tried to
speak, perhaps to contradict. The
12 men all heard it and looked at
each other strangely. The sounds
became louder but still were un-
intelligible; it was as if someone
spoke far off in another language.

They entered the bedroom but
found it unoccupied | he watch-
ers milled around making vague
and pointless suggestions. When
the gray light of dawn showed in
the cast windows the little group
broke up nervously, uncertainly,
and unsatisfied. One or two sug-
gested a repeat performance but
Walter Treichler shook his head.

FOR GHOSTS
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From now on, he said firmly,
he would watch for his ““ghosts”
alone. He would try to find the
explanation without outside as-
sistance, whether of police or spir-
itualists or well-meaning neigh-
bors. The visitors finally left —
and Treichler did not bother to
point out to them that the front
door through which they made
their exit was ajar — though they
had seen it firmly bolted a few
hours ago.

That is almost all there is to
the story of the ghost-hunt at
Bucto. Like most true stories it is
incomplete. But it is especially
well-documented. Twelve men
heard the crash and the spectral
footsteps in Walter Treichler’s
Fair Haven. | talked to some of
them while the incident was fresh
in their memories and found them
puzzled and awed. | have read
the accounts which others, fellow
newspapermen, wrote for their
local papers. Nobody suggests an
explanation.

When | interviewed him in the
summer of 1929 Treichler still was
living in the house at Bucto. still
determined to wear out his ghostly
intruders. He had dug up the cel-
lar and found nothing but bits
of old rusted metal. The noises,
he said, were increasing in volume
and regularity, making his nights
hideous. Footsteps tramped up
and down the attic every night —
leaving no prints on the dusty
floor. The invisible shovel dug
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an invisible grave from dark to
dawn somewhere in the yard.

I wished him well, refused an
invitation to spend the night and
went back to my job on a New
York magazine.

I wish that the thing had a
happier ending — or even a real
ending at all. If Treichler could
have found the bones of poor
Timbuctoo in his cellar and given
them Christian burial — but per-
haps that would be too pat.

Six months later | wrote to
Walter Treichler, asking him to
bring me up to date on the situa-
tion. There was no answer.

In 1932, while driving from

fati.

New York to Hollywood to do a
movie job for RKO who had
bought my first book, I went out
of my way to go down the peace-
ful country road along Rancacas
Creek near Mount Holly. The
house Walter Treichler had called
“Fair Haven” was a blackened
ruin. It had burned down to the
foundation on a winter’s night.
Treichler himself, the neighbors
guardedly admitted, had departed
hence — nobody knew where. Ev-
idently he had come out second
best in the encounter with his
unknown antagonists.

There are, it seems, doors that
will not lock.

FATEFUL JANUARY 19

/~\n January 19, 1951, Robert J. Horne, 26, of Staten Island, N. Y.,
joined the Army. He sailed for Korea on January 19, 1952. The
Defense Department notified his mother on January 19, 1953, that

he was killed in action.

THE ELECTRICAL VIRUS

X tiruses appear to cause sickness by picking up tiny charges of

’ positive electricity, according to Dr. Theodore Puck of the Uni-
versity of Colorado School of Medicine. Reporting recently on a
study of viruses that kill some bacteria, Dr. Puck said that they
carried negative electrical charges and repelled each other. When
calcium was present, however, the viruses picked up positive electri-
cal charges and were attracted to the bacteria. This seemed to happen
in the case of the influenza virus, Dr. Puck stated. He mentioned the
hope that drugs may be developed to prevent viruses from picking up
electrical charges and thus combat such diseases as poliomyelitis, in-

fluenza and cancer.



Paintings from.
AAnother TQJorld.

The author believes Leonardo Da Vinci was one of the

spirit entities who inspired these psychic paintings.

T is an exciting experience to
find oneself painting the faces
and forms of those who have pre-
existed. There is no deeper thrill
than seeing the portrait of a former
physical being of an ancient clay
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develop beneath one’s fingertips!
About four years ago | surpris-
ingly developed this form of me-
diumship.

Some years ago, with two friends
who are psychics, | experimented
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with mental telepathy, using it to
communicate with visitants from
the beyond. At this time | was
clairvoyantly impelled to draw
crude likenesses of some of the
Etheric Teachers who were in-
structing us. Clairaudiently we
acquired information pertaining
to our past lives. However, these
psychic meetings came to an end
when my family and | moved
away.

During the next two years |
spent most of my spare time act-
ing as amanuensis for many spirit
souls. When this period of tran-
scribing terminated abruptly |
found | had a tremendous urge to
study the human aura. | was often
inspired to sketch personalized
auras that were symbolically beau-
tiful in their vivid designs. | com-
posed them for loved ones and
friends, and each aura that |
fashioned was as different as were
the individuals for whom | drew
them. Although the person might
be miles away, by focusing my
power of concentration upon them,
I could place my consciousness
in close contact with theirs. This
immediately established a strong
channel of telepathic vibrations.
Thus, clairvoyantly, | obtained
the design of the auric envelope
which portrayed the spiritual at-
tributes of each soul. | used water
color pencils to portray the auras
in exquisite jewel-like colors. |
worked very rapidly and, strange-
ly, during the composition of these
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auras some of the previous ex-
istences of the individual were
revealed to me.

Soon | became aware of the
vibratory presence of other Invisi-
bles. They imbued me with the
desire to sketch symbolic, cosmic
flowers which | had seen on sev-
eral occasions while astrally pro-
jected. Each flower had a sym-
bolic title and an explanation of
its spiritual import. Further auric
decorations evolved when | sur-
rounded these symmetrical blos-
soms with delicate, prismatic radi-
ations of auric lights which unified
themselves into brilliant patterns
of design.

A short time later | was directed
to reproduce these designs in oils.
The only art training | have ever
received was in high school. |
knew nothing of the technique of
oil painting.

During an experimental period
of two weeks a kindly soul who
called himself Henry Bach guided
me in the blending of the numer-
ous shades of colors necessary for
reproducing the flowers in the
tones previously employed. After
diligently devoting nearly all of
my spare time to this learning |
decided that | was ready to begin
painting. With the passage of the
months | progressed more quickly
with the new medium. | would
like to acknowledge, in the order
in which they came to me, those
besides Henry Bach who assisted
me during this period. They were:
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Master Sing Li. of ancient China;
Onatele, an American Indian
maid; Pierre Redoute, of France;
and Ahmid, of ancient Persia.

As the year drew to a close |
received an entirely new impres-
sion which | acted upon by se-
curing larger canvases for my fu-
ture assignments. At the same
time | did not possess the slightest
inkling of what my Teachers had
in store for me.

The day came when | first sat
at my larger canvas with the im-
pression to sketch a life-size head
of Ahmid of Persia. Although |

Flower painting symbol-
izes the unfoldment of a
soul. Radiance around if
denotes the spiritual at-
tributes of a person.

had sensed his presence countless
times | had never seen him clair-
voyantly. Imagine my astonish-
ment at seeing him take form on
canvas! My hands literally flew
and in an unbelievably short time
the sketch was complete and
ready for painting!

I had begun by sketching the
eyes first which, incidentally, some-
times appear larger than normal
eyes. | recalled that I employed
this identical method to draw the
Etheric Teachers who had tu-
tored my friends and me. This pro-
cedure differs from the usual aca-
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dcmic art instructions. One pos-
sible explanation for such a method
is that the eyes are often thought
of as mirrors which reflect the
soul. Therefore, | believe that this
same principle could apply to
those souls existing on another
plane. By using this procedure |
achieved the expression of the
eyes desired by my Teachers and
| also was able to obtain further
impressions from them concerning
the other features, mode of attire
and background.

After | mixed my colors for
Ahnjjd’s skin and features and
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commenced to paint | felt myself
falling into a semi-trance condi-
tion. | had experienced this phase
of mediumship previously but un-
der far different circumstances. |
perceived that a strong outside
force was taking control of my
hand and brush, guiding them
with skill. In a very short time
the skin and features were painted.
I was pleased with their lifelike
appearance. | was permitted to
paint the costume and background
without the trance condition pre-
vailing.

After finishing The Toung Rajah
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I completed other portraits and
noticed that | was becoming a
more proficient instrument for my
Etheric tutors. We enjoyed a
friendly relationship, one that
proved deeply beneficial to me in
numerous ways.

In succession, | created the
following images in oil: Emir,
Bedouin Chieftain, of Arabia; Techi
Pulti, Inca of Peru; and Prince
Faroud Ra, of ancient Egypt.

| have had the impression of
guidance from two other teachers
in my portrait work. They are
Master Leonardo Da Vinci and
Pierre Puvis De Chavannes. Need-
less to say, | am eternally grateful
to all the kind souls who have

UNEARTH

allowed me to be an instrument
for this type of inspirational work.
These Etheric beings, who have
descended from other cosmic
spheres, always have been kind
and patient with me and they have
never for one moment infringed
upon my personal life.

At the present time | consider
myself a novice in this expanding
field of psychic endeavor. There
are others far more adept than |
doing work in this same category.
But | sincerely hope that | shall
be permitted to continue to ex-
plore new vistas under the kind
tutelage of the patient entities
whose creative destinies have been
linked with mine.

IVORY THRONE

mpRENCH scientists digging in Syria have discovered an ivory throne
¥ used by the Phoenician kings of Ugarit. Prof. Claude Schaefer,
who announced the find, said the throne is 3,500 years old. Also
unearthed were clay tablets in the Ugaritic and Akkadian languages

which date back to 2000 B.C.

PRESERVING THE DEAD

A Venezuelan dentist, Dr. Carlos Jose Rodriguez Fernandez an-

nounced in New York recently that he has discovered a fluid
which will ““preserve dead bodies indefinitely.” Describing his fluid
as a fast-acting dehydrant and powerful disinfectant, he says it can
either be injected into or sprayed on the body to be preserved.
Charles E. Renouard, an embalming expert, tested the Fernandez
formula on 20 bodies, 10 of which he kept in a well-heated room for
a week. Renouard concludes that Dr. Fernandez ““has made a real

find.”
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¢ Hunches of

A shot blasted the darkness — and Billy

Carmain’s hunch that someone would be killed came true.

Although long an avid reader
J 1 of premonition and precogni-
tion cases, | seldom have seen
anything approximating the abil-
ity of hard rock miner Billy Gar-
main to foretell the future.

My father and his cousin, F. O.
Wallace, owned several mines in
Jasper County, Mo., and Craw-
ford County, Kan. In 1901 | was
attending medical school in Kan-
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sas City and | decided | wanted
to work in the family lead and
zinc mines in the District during
my vacation. It was arranged for
me to go out to see Billy Carmain,
superintendent of our mining prop-
erty at Galena.

I met Billy when | got off the
train at the old K.C.S. railroad
station at Joplin. He was about
40 years old, smooth-shaven and



dark-skinned, probably five feet
10 inches ta.ll, and a Sandow for
strength. He had grown up around
the lead and zinc mines. Later |
learned that he did not know the
meaning of the word fear. He was
not a man | would have picked as
having psychic powers.

We drove over to the Blue
Wing, near Galena, in a one
horse rig and he found me a good
boarding place. As we drove along
he remarked, ‘“Wallace, if | paid
any attention to my hunches |
would be the owner of this mine.
Something was telling me for years
to buy this ground but | didn’t.
Your cousin, F. O., bought it for a
song and found galena (lead sul-

Garmdin

fide) at the grass roots. We are
taking out $2000 a week right
now and it’s getting better every
shift. Yes, boy, when 1 follow
my hunches everything turns out
all right. When | don’t everything

is wrong.”
As he left me he remarked,
“Wallace, I'm putting you to

work on the jigs. It’s damn hard
work. Because your folks own
this place doesn’t mean you get
any favors. I’ll give you the chance
to go up if you do your work and
stay away from booze.”

I worked like a trooper and it
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was not long until 1 was placed in
full control of the jigs, machines
used in separating the minerals
from each other according to their
specific gravity. Galena (lead)
was separated in one cell, sphaler-
ite (“jack” or zinc sulfide) in
another cell, the gangue rock (flint
and Mississippian lime stone) ran
over the tops of the cells and went
into the tailings.

Billy often came from his office
in the mill and without even look-
ing at the tailings, would say,
“Wallace, I've got a hunch you’re
running off a lot of ‘jack’ in the
tailings.” | never knew him to be
wrong.

The ground boss (the boss of

everything below earth’s surface)
was insisting, one day, that he
must shoot a pillar that stood
directly under the tailing pile and
part of the ore bins. He declared
that the roof of the mine would
support ten times what it then
carried.

Billy said, ““Charlie, it looks
OK, but | have a hunch that we
will have a cave-in if you take it
out.”

Charlie said nothing. But shortly
thereafter Billy drove over to our
Clear Jack Mine at Hell’'s Neck,
Mo. While he was there, Charlie
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ordered four men to drill the
pillar and shoot it out. At some
former time someone had drilled
holes in the pillar and loaded
them with dynamite. These shots
had never been exploded and
were evidently forgotten. One of
the drilling teams drilled into one
of the charges and it exploded.
When Billy got back one miner
was dead and the other blind.
The pillar was shot completely
away and later the tailings pile

caved in to cover a very rich
bed of ore.
A month later Billy took me

with him and drove to our Blind
Tom lead prospect. The shaft was
200 feet straight down and water
was coming int> the “sump”
(the bottom of the shaft) like a
river. The men were putting in a
ground pump. When Billy and !
arrived at the Blind Tom two
men were running the steam line
from the boiler at the top to the
pump at the bottom.

Billy had a hunch and tried to
persuade- the tired miners to get
breakfast and rest for a few hours.
But the men insisted that they
could finish the job shortly and
then go home.

Billy said, ““‘Boys, Il've got a
hunch that you are running into
trouble.”

As one of the men stepped into
the “can” (instead of hoisting
cages we used cans made of heavy
steel big enough to hold about
thirty or forty gallons to hoist
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men and ore), he swore, ““I’'m
going to fix that-steam line right
this time or eat breakfast in Hell.”
Before he had been lowered more
than 50 feet into the shaft, the
bottom of the ““can” hit a hole in
the cribbing and pitched the
miner to the sump. He died in-
stantly.

About this time Billy “fired”
two men at the Blue Wing for
coming on the job drunk. They
swore revenge and Billy gave
both of them a sound thrashing.
About two weeks later, on a Sat-
urday night, Billy and | were
working on a Sampson hoister.
He was having hunches and con-
tinually warned me against work-
ing over the shaft. He said, “Wal-
lace, I've got a strong hunch that
somebody’ll be killed here to-
night.”

We finished the job at 11 p.m.
and after washing up | started for
the little hotel where 1 lived.
Billy stayed at the mill to finish
some book work. | was about 200
yards from the mill when | saw
the shadows of two men lurking
behind a tailing’s pile. T could not
identify them but ! thought of
the threats against Billy.

On a street corner | found the
town marshall. He was another
man that did not fear Beelzebub
himself. | ran up to him and ex-
plained about the men | saw in
the shadows. The two of us ran
for the mill. When still 100 yards
away we heard a fusillade of



HUNCHES OF BILLY CARMAIN "39

pistol shots and rushing into the
mill we found Billy’s hunch had
come true. He and his two at-
tackers lay wounded on the floor.
One of the latter died just after we
arrived. | gave first aid to Billy
and he recovered after a time.

In the fall | returned to medical
school in Kansas City. In 1903,
two years later, | was visiting at
Ottumwa, la., when | received a
letter from my cousin asking me
to return to Neck City (formerly
Hell’s Neck) and act as Super for
Clear Jack mine. The final ar-
rangement provided for a man
named Cisna to be ground boss.
Billy Carmain was to be a sort of
superintendent over all the Ches-
ney properties in the District. |
was to superintend the Clear Jack
and do the jigging on top.

One day in July, 1903, Billy
drove over to Joplin and Galena
on company business. His hunches
were still operating. Just before he
drove away he declared, “Wal-
lace, | hate to go this morning.
I have a feeling we’re going to
have a cave-in. Ed Jennings is
hoisting today and whatever hap-
pens | order you to stay away
from that hoister. If you touch
that hoister I’'m going to whip
hell out of you.” With that he left.

I knew he meant just what he
said. Billy didn’t care a farthing
that my folks hired him. | had
seen him tell off my cousin, F.O.

Everything went well until
about 10:30. Ed Jennings came

down from the hoister house and
told me he was feeling mighty
sick. He said, “Wallace, I've got
to go up town and see Doc
Burgin. I'll be back in time to pull
the men out of the ground at
noon. Now you remember what
Billy told you about that hoister.”

About an hour later the bell
(operated by pulling a small steel
cable from the sump) began to
jingle. | ran up into the hoister
house. The rope (a steel cable
attached to the ““‘can”) was jump-
ing violently and the bell insis-
tently rang for someone to hoist
men to the surface.

I ran back down to the engine
room looking forJennings. He had
not returned. The bell continued
to jingle. I went out and looked
down the shaft. Of course | could
see nothing.

| called as loudly as | could.
Gisna’s voice was heard faintly,
as from a great distance, saying
that part of the roof had caved
and the whole mine might give
way. Two men were badly hurt,
he said, and were already tied in

the can. “Get them up quick,”
Cisna yelled.
I ran into the mill and blew

the disaster whistle. The bell con-
tinued to jingle. No Jennings. |
went back to the shaft and called
down that the hoisterman was
sick and away from the mine. A
voice from the depths told me that
the two injured men were bleed-
ing to death.
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If any of the wounded men died
my conscience Would never cease
to bedevil me. But, if | pulled out
the men, | was sure to get thrashed
by Billy Carmain.

I went and leaned over the
shaft and yelled to Cisna that
Jennings had not showed up and
asked if he wanted me to take the
risk. The ground boss cursed me
and threatened to give me a beat-
ing if | did not pull them out, or if
I hurt any of them in pulling them
out.

| ran up the steps of the hoister
house and brought the wounded
men up. When their bloody heads
appeared at the mouth of the
shaft, | locked the brake and
rushed down the stairs. They
were a bloody mess and my medi-
cal training stood me in good
stead. One man’s arm was hang-
ing only by a thread. The other
had deep gashes on his head. |
tore off my shirt to make a tourni-
quet for the one who had lost an
arm. Then | helped them from
the ““can,” took them to the office
and laid them on cots.

| heard a buggy approaching at
full gallop. It was Billy Carmain.
Before the rig stopped he jumped
out to help. The bell kept up an
infernal clanging.

Billy said, “Wallace, before |
got to Webb City | knew some-
thing was wrong here and |
turned around and came back.
Now you go and pull the rest of
the men out of the ground.”
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“But, Billy, you promised me a
thrashing if | touched the hoister,”
| said.

He glared at me and roared,
“I’ll sure as hell give you one if
you don’t get those men out in a
hurry.”

| didn’t get thrashed. The one
miner lost his arm. The other had
21 stitches on his head and face. |
helped Doc Burgin patch him up.

One of our greatest money mak-
ing mines was located near Alba,
not far from Spring River. Sud-
denly it seemed as if all Spring
River was pouring into that mine.
A battery of new, high-power
ground pumps was installed and
six new boilers. It was no use.
They couldn’t beat the water.

One day in August Billy called
me aside and declared, ““Wallace,
| dreamed last night that | found
how the water gets from the river
into the mine. In the dream | was
shown where the entrance is, how
to prove it and how to stop it.
Come on, boy, let’s go.”

We found a place in the river
that looked like a small whirlpool.
Billy tore several newspapers into
fine shreds and dropped them into
the whirlpool. Then we went to
the superintendent of the deluged
mine and told him to watch and
see if the paper showed up in the
pumped-up ground water.

Two days later the superin-
tendent came to the Clear Jack
to show us handfuls of chewed-up
newspaper. Stopping the under-
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ground river was easy. A hundred
jute sacks of Portland cement were
dumped into the whirlpool. That
did the work. After that one
ordinary Worthington pump han-
dled the ground water beautifully.

Billy had a final hunch that he
refused to obey. He drove over to
Galena to meet the ore buyer from
the Lanyon Smelting Company
(I have been told that this is now
Pichcr Smelter). He told me and
Ed Jennings just before he left
lhe Clear Jack that he had a
feeling he was going to be shot
and Kkilled. I know he always
liked me but he reached out from
the buggy and shook hands with

unusual warmth. ““Wallace,” he
said, ““you get out of this mining
business. Go back to Kansas City
and finish school. Goodbye.”

Two days later we read in a
local paper that Billy Carmain
had been sipping a glass of beer
in a Galena speakeasy when a
young woman came in and sat
on his lap. Her boy friend saw
this and became intensely jealous.
He borrowed a rifle and, slipping
up to a window just back of Billy,
he shot Billy in the ear. Billy
never heard that shot. He must
have died instantly.

His hunch, as usual, had been
true precognition.

HAND IN GLOVE WITH FATE

¢(ANE of two university boys hitchhiking from Toronto, Ont., Can.,

found on arriving in Buffalo, N. Y., that he had lost a glove.
Two days later, hitchhiking back to Toronto, the boys were given
a ride in the same car that had taken them to Buffalo. They found the
lost glove on the back seat.

+

ANCIENT SKULL ORNAMENTS

team of American and British archeologists has unearthed seven

decorated skulls in Biblical Jericho, Jordan. The scientists de-
scribed the skulls as amazingly lifelike, with non-Semitic features.
I'he eyes of the skulls are inlaid with shell and have painted eye-
lashes and eyebrows. Concave plaster surfaces at the bases of the
skulls indicate that they once stood on pedestals and served as mon-
uments to dead kings 7000 years ago. Kathleen M. Kenyon, director
of the British School of Archeology, calls the ornamental heads ““the
most important scientific archeological discovery in modern times.”



THE
WHEEL OF
FORTUNE

e In Richmond, Va., Sergeant
Luther Seldon, Jr., arrived home
on furlough from Munich to sur-
prise his wife. He found that she
was en route to Germany to sur-
prise him.

e In Miami, Fla., Dan Ray fell
asleep while smoking, awoke with
his clothing on fire and fell off
the porch. He landed on a water
faucet and broke it — the stream
of water put out the flames.

e In Cincinnati, an ex-convict
said he was ““‘extra sorry” for rob-
bing a councilman’s office when
he learned it belonged to the man
who had got him a job on his
parole from prison.

eJohn Kelley, of Boston, a fire-
man by occupation, bet on a
horse called “The Winner,” and
won $9.40. He then dropped into
a tavern, won a waltz contest and
was awarded a bottle of cham-
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pagne. That evening he arrived
home to learn that he had won
the major prize on a raffle — a
completely furnished, model home
valued at $40,000.

e Near Muncie, Ind., Gerald E.
Goodspeed, of Hartford City, was
charged with speeding.

e In Oklahoma City, as Detective
L. L. Filson took down the descrip-
tion of a fugitive on his home
telephone, he glanced out the
window and saw the fugitive
walking by. He arrested the man.

e Shoplifting in a department
store in Rochester, N. Y., Paul
Meintus picked up an article. As
he headed for the nearest exit, an
alarm went off. It was the stolen
clock he had concealed under his
coat. He was arrested.

e In Rutland, Vt., a car driven
by Michael Dervin, 73, hit a
pickup truck’s fender. The truck
hit the fender of a parked auto.
Policemen Neville J. Barret and
James Hesse were assigned to in-
vestigate. Barret discovered that
the truck belonged to him and
Hesse found the parked car was
his.

e Gus Bradley, a Reidsville, N. C.,
tobacco buyer, who wanted to
take some quail to a sick friend in
Danville, Va., hunted for 10 days
without bagging a single bird.
Finally he put away his gun in
disgust and decided to drive up
and see his pal empty-handed. En



route a covey of quail whirred up
from the side of the highway and
three of them flew into his car.

e Pfc. Robert Heath, of Bing-
hamton, N. Y., was Kkilled in
Korea on the same day that the
stone was lost from the engage-
ment ring he had given his fian-
cee, Catherine Larson, of Buf-
falo.

e George W. Alexander, of Sagi-
naw, Mich., obtained deer license
EF6076, the very same number
as his car license. Mathematical
chances of such an occurrence are
said to be 1 in 500,000.

e A funeral home in Medina,
Tenn., is operated by Frank and
Fred Deadman.

e In Dumbries, Scotland, Regie
Sanders bit into something hard
in the goose for which his wife
had spent half her housekeeping
allowance. He spat it out — and a
large diamond fell to the dinner
plate.

e The presence of Britain’s Sir
Stevenson in a ruler’s capital
seems to be a jinx for the head of
state involved. Stevenson was Am-
bassador to Yugoslavia when King
Peter had to leave his throne in
favor of Marshal Tito. He then
went to Chiang Kai-shek, who
shortly thereafter had to leave the
Chinese mainland and flee to
Formosa. Stevenson’s next post
was Cairo — and shortly after his
arrival Farouk lost his throne.

e In the Wasatch mountains near
Alta, Utah, the U. S. Forest Serv-
ice’s avalanche research station
had to be abandoned when an
avalanche buried the instrument
tower under snow and debris.

e Blowing her nose vigorously
while she had a head cold caused
Mrs. John Swanson, 90, of Esca-
naba, Mich., severe pain. But as
the cold cleared up she gradually
recovered her sight. She’d been
blind for five years. — Paul Steiner

THE FAMILY TOUCH

taurinc World War Il Mrs. Harold Moore, Sr., knitted sweaters

for the Red Cross in the hope that they would provide soldiers
with a warm, homey touch. Recently a young soldier at Fort Dix,
N. J., asked the quartermaster exchange for a sleeveless sweater. He
was given one with a tag that read: “Time donated by Mrs. Harold
Moore, Sr., Norwich, N. Y.” He was astonished and revealed that he
was Pvt. Harold Moore, Jr., the donor’s son.
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EXPERIMENTS
WITH

NENGRAPHY

ilbif ~JomoLichi Uiilurai

(Reprinted from Psychic Observer)

inge my return from the Inter-
S national Spiritualists’ Federa-
tion, held in London in September,
1928, | have conducted many
experiments of nengraphy with
Mr. Kohichi Mita (1885-1950)
from Kisennuma in Miyagi Pre-
fecture, the greatest medium |
have ever known in Japan.

I have 137 plates of nengraphs
in my possession. Some were ob-
tained from my own personal ex-
periments while others were pre-
sented to me by other persons.

From this collection, | have
selected 10 nengraphs. These |
will explain in this article.

The term ‘“:Nen” is a Japanese
word. It signifies immaterial force
underlying all psyc.hological(ideal)
and parapsychological (spiritual)
activities.

When used as a verb, “Nen”
means concentration of mind. |
cannot find any corresponding
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term in English in which to trans-
late it. Therefore, | use it as it is
used in Japan.

On the 17th of September,
1915, under the auspices of the
editor of a magazine, Mr. Mita
was invited to conduct an experi-



The photographic plates were locked

away — yet amazing pictures appeared on them when “nened”

upon by Japan’s late famous medium. /"X

Fig. 1. Nengraph of a picture printed
on the cover of a Japanese magazine.

ment of nengraphy at the public
hall of the city of Matsue, Shi-
mane Prefecture. The audience
numbered about 2000 — includ-
ing the teachers and students of
normal and middle schools.

The experiment began at about
8:30 p.m. The process was as
follows:

1. Dry plates. At the request of
the sponsors, Mr. Ono, a pho-
tographer, offered three plates
piled up and enclosed in a small
wooden box. This was placed on a
table set in the middle of the stage.
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2. Object: The editor of the
magazine asked Mr. Mita to im-
press the four Japanese letters up-
on the two plates, top and bottom,
when joined together. The wiit-
nesses requested that the letters

should be impressed upon the
middle plate.
3. Concentration: Mr. Mita took

his seat at a place about five feet
distant from the plates and nened
for about one minute and a half.

4. Development: Mr. Ono de-
veloped the plates under the
watchful eyes of the witnesses. The

Fig. 2 Picture of "Horse” painting is
one that appeared on developed plates.
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Fig. 3. Japanese

writing “nened” by
Mita spells out the

name "Aoki Shudo”

result was as follows:

(@) Upon the two plates ap-
peared the nengraph of the letters
indicated on Fig. 1.

(b) Upon the middle plate,
there appeared nothing.

The Figure 1 is the nengraph
of the picture printed on the
front cover of the Japanese maga-
zine.

About noon on 31st of Decem-
ber, 1929, Messrs. S. Aoki (Presi-
dent); S. Sasaki (Chief Director)
belonging to an institute named
Nihon Chikasui Kyokai, Mr. Mita
and | met together in their office,
the Nomura Building, in the
Higashi Ku of Osaka. We consulted
about a preparation for experi-
ments of Mr. Mita’s nengraphy.

According to our agreement,
one dozen dry plates were bought
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at a nearby supply store. We tied
the plates crosswise with tape and
put seals on places where the knots
were made.

As for the object for nengraphy,
this was left to Mr. Mita’s free
will.

Fig. 4. Original "Horse” painting from
which the picture in Fig. 2 was made.

The preparation having been
finished, we all took leave from
one another, but not before prom-
ising to meet again on the third
day ofJanuary at the same office.
Our purpose was to examine
these plates and ascertain the re-
sults of the experiments.

As agreed, we held a short
meeting in the office, about noon
on the third day ofJanuary, 1930.
Mr. Mita informed us the pro-
cedure of his experiment was as
follows:

““I commenced my concentra-
tion for nengraphy at 2:46 a.m.
on the first day of the year (about
midnight of 31st of December,
practically). Firstly, I went (as-
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Fig. 5. Nengraph of the bronze statue
of Echigo Fukuhara in Kamihara Park.

trally) to Mr. Sasaki’s house
which is situated at Sakai, a town
in the neighborhood of Osaka.
He was talking about his state of
mind during his trance, and |
found him drinking a beverage in-
stead of sleeping in his bed.

“At the alcove in Sasaki’s room,
the picture of the ‘Horse’ painted
by Oshu, a famous Kyoto painter,
hung on the wall. | nened to im-
press this picture upon the first
plate (out of the one dozen kept
in the strong box at Osaka).

“My original intention was to
impress on this first plate only,
but, in the course of nengraphy,
two other plates came before my
mental sight, quickly one after the
other. So | thought perhaps | had
better impress the same ‘Horse’
picture on these two plates. Then,
I went to President Aoki’s house
(situated at Ashiya, the suburbs of
Kobe) and found him lying in bed.
Soon after, however, the scene
changed and | found him sitting
at his desk in his study. He seemed

to be concentrating. He was in
his night-gown and held a writing
brush in his hand.

“This seemed to be an opportune
time so | nened to impress on the

12th plate whatever impression
might be hidden in his mind.
Therefore, | had no idea as to

what might appear on it when it
was developed, but | was sure it
must be something belonging to
Mr. Aoki.”

When we took those plates out
of the strong box, they were in the
same condition as before, without
the slightest trace of change or
touching on the seals.

After some discussion, those
plates were handed over to me for
development. | intended, at first,
to develop them on the spot, but
there being no dark room in the
office, | asked to take them home
to develop there, and to inform
the result of the experiments in
the presence of all the witnesses on
the 6th day ofJanuary, just about
the same hour. All agreed that
they would have another meeting
in this office on that date.

In the evening of the fourth of
January, | developed the plates,
with the assistance of a special
photographer. The result was as
follows:

On the first, second and third
plates, there appeared the pic-
tures of the ““Horse” (Fig. 2).

On the fifth plate, there ap-
peared a portrait of some person.

On the sixth plate, there ap-
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peared a picture of some scenery.

On the 12th plate, there ap-
peared Japanese characters “Aoki
Shudo,” (Fig. 3) (““Shudo” is
Mr. Aoki’s pseudonym). The
other six plates were blank.

All the pictures appearing on
the developed plates corresponded
exactly with Mr. Mita’s report on
the third of January.

On the sixth ofJanuary, | went
to the office as had been arranged.
I took with me the developed
plates and announced the above
mentioned result in the presence
of apll the witnesses.

Mr. Sasaki confirmed that the
nengraph picture of the ““Horse”
was exactly the same as the pic-
ture he had in his house.

Mr. Aoki identified the Japa-
nese characters which appeared
on the plate with his own hand-
writing.

About 10 days later, Mr. Sa-
saki sent me the orginal ““Horse”
picture which is now reproduced
here (Fig. 4). If you compare
this with the nengraph picture
you will find there an exact agree-
ment between both photos in out-
lines, shades and touches.

When a nen of a definite charac-
ter has been once born in a seance
and a vengraph has been produced,
that nen, after having accom-
plished its work, does not become
extinct immediately. Not at all, it
continues to live for a long time,
appearing repeatedly at later
seances and producing exactly
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Fig. O. Portrait of an unidentified man.

the same nengraphs as before.

In this case, the nengraph pro-
duced in the first seance may be
termed original and those pro-
duced in later seances, duplicate.

In this treatise, 1 will introduce
duplicate nengraphs only, omit-
ting the description of original.

One day of August, 1934, |
wrote a letter to Mr. Mita, asking
him to come to my house and con-
duct an experiment of nengraphy.
In the evening of August 14th, he
visited me to conduct the experi-
ment.

The experiment began at about
7 p.m. The process was as follows:

1. Dry plates: | put a package
containing a dozen dry plates,



EXPERIMENTS WITH NENGRAPHY 49

Fig. 7. Nengraph of the stone
statue of Buddha in Mt. Kongo,
Korea, proves distance no bar
to abilities of Kohichi Mita.

Fig. 8. This picture of a Korean
singer was among the remarkable
results obtained in experiments
with Japan’s greatest medium.

in the alcove of the room upstairs.

2. Object: | requested Mr. Mita
to impress upon all the dozen
plates, the duplicate pictures of
original nengraphs produced in
the former experiments.

3. Concentration: Mr. Mita nened
for about two minutes. After that
he said that he was convinced
that all the dozen plates were im-
pressed by some pictures, but did
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not know what kind of pictures
they were, because psychic work
of this kind is carried out inde-
pendent of his will, beyond his
normal consciousness.

4. Development: | developed the
plates in the same room upstairs.
The result was as follows:

(@) The dozen plates were all
impressed by pictures.

(¢) Upon the top plate ap-
peared the picture of a bronze
statue of Echigo Fukuhara in the
Kamihara Park in Ube City,
Yamaguchi Prefecture (Fig. 5).

(?) Upon the second plate, the
portrait of an unknown person
(Fig. 6).

(<) Upon the third plate the
portrait of Shingen Takeda
(1521-1573).

(?) Upon the fourth plate, a
picture of Shingen’s cemetery.

(/) Upon the seventh plate, the
picture of the stone statue of
Buddha in the Mt. Kongo, in
Korea (Fig. 7).

¢ Upon the eighth plate, the
portrait of a Korean singer (Fig.
8)-

As to the other plates, |
omit the description of them.

The figures five and six are the

will

MRS. BROWN
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duplicate pictures of the original
nengraphs we obtained in the
public experiment held in Ube
City, Yamaguchi Prefecture, May
19, 1936.

The cemetery photo and Fig. 7
are the duplicates of the original
obtained in the public experiment
held in Keijo-fu, Korea, in May,
1925.

Based on the results obtained
from the experiments before men-
tioned and those at numerous
other occasions, 1 maintain that

n?n has three characteristics,
namely:
(1) Nen is an immaterial force.
(2) Being immaterial, nen is

pure, formless and shapeless, but
nevertheless, it acts upon matter,
independent of the material law,
viz., beyond the casualty of matter.

(3) When a nen of a definite
idea has been born at a seance
and has produced a nengraph,
that n?n, after having accomp-
lished its work, does not become
extinct immediately, but con-
tinues to live for a long time, ap-
pearing repeatedly at later seances
and producing exactly the same
nengraph as during the previous
sitting.

IN DUPLICATE

i« St. Francis Hospital in Hartford, Conn., two women named Mrs.
Brown were admitted at the same time for treatment. Each had
suffered a broken wrist in falling on an icy sidewalk. Each was oper-
ated on by the same doctor and each left the hospital on the same

afternoon.

In addition each had a husband named Walter.



Arthur P. Roberts helped police to
crack many baffling crimes with his
clairvoyant abilities. He predicted
the Milwaukee bombings of 1935 and
the date of his own death in 1940.

Psychic

11 131 11

*iIWIilKBiii t

f Detective

‘ This amazing sleuth did not need clues lo solve

difficult cases. The answers just came to him.

yjincent

arly on the evening of October
26, 1935, an explosion rocked
the city of Milwaukee, Wis. Shore-
wood’s suburban village hall had
been dynamited by an unknown
terrorist. Two children were killed
and a number of persons injured.
Flames following the blast reduced
the building to a blackened ruin.
On the following day more ex-
plosions shocked Milwaukee. Two
banks were damaged and, with a
cynical gesture of defiance, the
dynamiter blew up two police
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stations. As the outrages contin-
ued, panic spread and the fright-
ened citizens joined officials in
wondering when and where the
next blow would fall.

Then Detective Walter English
remembered that his neighbor, 70-
year-old Arthur Price Roberts,
famed as a ““psychic detective,”
had predicted the bombings to
him on October 18, eight days
before the first blast. As reported
at length in the Wisconsin News
of November 6, Roberts had said:
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““Going to be lots of dynamitings!
| see two banks blown up and
perhaps the city hall. Going to
blow up police stations. Then
there’s going to be a big blowup
south of the river (Menomonee)
and it’'ll be all over.”

The final blast was yet to occur.
Detective English told his superi-
ors of the prediction. They got in
touch with Roberts and he re-
peated his forecast: “Sunday, No-
vember 4, there’ll be a big one
south of the Menomonee. And
that’ll be all!”

Members of the Milwaukee Po-
lice Department knew from past
experience that the statements of
“Doc Roberts” were not idle,
groundless guesses. But even his
ability, amazing as it was, had its
limits. He knew that the blast
would occur but he could not
identify the perpetrator.

On the following Sunday a
small army of officers was placed
on guard in the Menomonee dis-
trict but all their precautions were
in vain. In the afternoon the blast
rocked the city like an earthquake.
AnNd it was, indeed, the final blast.
Over 100 pounds of torn flesh and
bone were recovered from the
damaged area.

This sixth and final blast, by an
extraordinary freak of fate, was an
accident. Police inquiries revealed
that Hugh Frank Rutkowski, the
21-year-old terrorist, had been
experimenting in a garage with an
electric fuse arrangement, with his
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accomplice, Paul Chovonec, 19.
Embittered against the law and
society in general, by his record of
nine arrests, he had been prepar-
ing more outrages. Then a mis-
take occurred. Forty pounds of
dynamite went off with a roar
that was heard eight miles away,
taking the lives of Rutkowski,
Chovonec and 8-year-old Patricia
Mylarnek who lived next door.
Eleven others were injured. In
addition to the garage, two houses
were wrecked and windows were
broken in 100 more in the vicinity.

Roberts had foreseen an acci-
dental explosion.

Born in Dcnbcigh, Wales, in
1866, Roberts came to America as
a young man and settled in Mil-
waukee. From childhood he pos-
sessed the uncanny ability of fore-
seeing events and locating missing-
persons and objects. He never
learned to read or write, fearing
that education would destroy his
supernormal powers, yet for half
a century he solved hundreds of
problems for the police and wor-
ried citizens, in a score of towns
and cities. Short in stature, jovial
and plain in appearance, his mod-
est home was his office where let-
ters and telegrams testifying to his
successes filled massive filing cabi-
nets.

The case of Duncan McGregor
of Peshtigo, Wis., who mysterious-
ly vanished in July, 1905, is typi-
cal of the accounts in his files.
Despite large rewards and a wide-
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spread search, all efforts to locate
McGregor had been fruitless. Fi-
nally, some six months after the
disappearance, the missing man’s
wife came to Milwaukee to con-
sult Roberts. The psychic detec-
tive met her at the door, told her
why she had called on him before
she could explain but was unable
to give her additional information.

As a rule Roberts obtained his
supernormal knowledge by men-
tal impressions that came to him
from out of the labyrinth of his
subconscious. They would strike
him instantly, often in astonishing
detail. When this method failed,
as occasionally happened, Rob-
erts would enter a trance which
permitted greater contact with his
strange inner consciousness.

Failing to gain knowledge of
the whereabouts of McGregor by
his usual impressions, Roberts
asked Mrs. McGregor to return in
a few hours. Then he retired to his
bedroom. An hour later he woke
to await Mrs. McGregor’s return.

“Your husband is dead,” he
told her. ““He was murdered. But
| cannot tell you who was respon-
sible for his death. Such testi-
mony as | could give would not
be admitted as evidence in court
and | would only trouble myself
to give it.”

Roberts did give the exact lo-
cation of McGregor's body in the
Menomonee River, adding that it
did not rise to the surface because
it was caught under some logs.
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Following his directions, police
officers located the body within a
few minutes, but the murderer
was never identified.

A man of many secrets, Roberts
did confidential work, unofficially,
for the authorities on numerous
cases. The extent of his activities
probably will never be known. He
was involved in the famous case of
Ignatz Potz, of Chicago, who was
sentenced to hang for murder on
June 16, 1922. Roberts was pleased
when Governor Small commuted
the sentence to life imprisonment
when Potz was within four hours
of the noose.

Three telegrams, selected at
random from his voluminous files,
reveal the wide range of his many
cases:

« La Crosse, Wis.
Found Lillie Lawrence Larson Fifty
Feet Below Bridge As You Prophe-
sied This Five Thirty PM Thanking
You.

Edward Larson

Bloomington, I111.
Have Just Read Report On Steamer
Muskegon Sinking. Recall Now That
You Told Me Last May She Would
Sink Early In The Fall Or Late
Summer. You Kept Me OJf Her.
Thanks. You're All Right.

N. L. Schwartz
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Madison, Wis.
Time, Place And Descripton Op
Place And Persons Given By Tou
Were Correct In Every Way. Four
Persons Arrested And All Money Re-
covered. Gang Broken Up.

Chiep op Police

Often psychic impressions came
to Roberts while he was on the
street. One day a member of the
Milwaukee Fire Department met
Roberts for the first time. ““You
are a fireman,” Roberts told him.
“Six months from now the Johns-
Manville plant will burn. It’s go-
ing to be a bad fire. Better get out
of the company or you’ll be
killed.”

He described the coming dis-
aster in detail and pictured the
spot in the rear of the factory
where six firemen would be killed
by a falling wall. ““Yes, you’ll be
one of them,” he warned, ““unless
you resign.” Shortly after the fire-
man accepted an offer to enter
another type of work and resigned
from the fire department. The
Johns-Manville conflagration oc-
curred as predicted and in the
rear of the plant, at the spot de-
scribed by Roberts months be-
fore, six firemen lost their lives.

Once while Roberts was staying
at the Windsor House in the town
of Fond du Lac, Wis., alocal police
officer named Nolan came to him
about an unsolved murder that
had occurred there two years be-
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fore. Roberts described in detail
the appearance of the victim, Mr.
Prinslow, but was unable to ob-
tain any further impressions. That
night he solved the mystery in his
deeper state of dream conscious-
ness. On the following day he ap-
peared at the police headquarters
and asked to see a file of pictures
from the rogue’s gallery. He laid
one aside. “That’s your man,” he
told Sheriff Keys. “You’ll find him
in British Columbia in the mounted
police service.”

They did!

On another occasion J. D. Le-
roy, a Chicago business man, came
to Roberts seeking information
about his brother who had dis-
appeared in the west. Roberts
told him that the missing man
had been murdered and gave a
detailed description of the spot
where his body could be found.
Several weeks later Roberts re-
ceived this letter from Mr. Leroy:
“l wish to inform you that we
found the body of my brother
within 200 feet of the place you
described, in Devil’s Canyon,
Ariz. He was looking for mining
property and evidently was lured
there by parties who murdered
him.”

Distance was no barrier to Rob-
ert’s power. He located the world
traveler, H. Altmek, in Tokyo,
Japan, for his friend, M. Kappel-
mann of Toronto, Can. When
Altmek recovered from his illness,
which had prevented him from
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writing, and returned to America
he made a special trip to Mil-
waukee to meet the man who
could see halfway around the
world. ““I did it all with my mind,”
was all Roberts had to say.

The psychic detective-had many
remarkable experiences because of
his weird abilities. Frederick Korcs,
a taxicab driver, was slugged and
his car stolen near Racine, Wis.
Warren Boucher, owner of the
cab company, reported the crime
to Roberts. On the afternoon of
the following day, Roberts en-
tered the company office in great
excitement.

“I've located your car,” he
shouted. ““I’ll take you to it and
show you the thief. But come at
once, or we’ll lose him. Hurry1”

Boucher jumped behind the
wheel of one of his cars and Rob-
erts climbed into the front seat
beside him. Korcs, who was in the
office at the time, and a Mr.
Fleischmann sat in the rear. They
sped down the pavement toward
Chicago; when they were south of
Cudahy, a fork in the road came
into view. Roberts had Boucher
stop the car. He climbed out, put
his hand to his head and paced
back and forth, glancing first at
the sky and then at the ground.

Suddenly inspiration came. He
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leaped back into the car. ““Go
down that way,” he said, point-
ing.

They had gone but a short dis-
tance when Roberts exclaimed:
“Now the car’s coming toward
us. Turn around quickly and we’ll
follow it!”

Boucher had no sooner turned
his machine when a car sped past.
“That’s it,” Kores yelled. “And
that’s the fellow who slugged me
driving.”

In the chase which followed
Boucher managed to pull up along
side the other car and crowd it
into a ditch. The thief fled but
Korcs, Boucher and Fleischmann
caught him. They took their pris-
oner to Cudahy and turned him
over to Captain Sullivan of the
Milwaukee police.

As a fitting climax to his strange
life of unorthodox crime detec-
tion, Roberts predicted the day of
his own death. According to close
friends, he announced the date
several weeks before his passing
when he appeared in perfect
health and added, ““As much as |
would like to remain, | will not be
with you beyond that day.”

On January 2, 1940 — the date
foretold — Arthur P. Roberts,
America’s strangest detective, died
of a heart attack.
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Witnesses report that not only the living inhabit

what well may be England’s oldest populated city.

anterbury may be the oldest
C inhabited city in England.
Certainly the town existed before
the coming of the Romans, as it
was a fort in the latter period of
the Iron Age, and it was occupied
by the invading Belgas in the 1st
Century B.C. The Romans re-
built the early fort and named it
Durovernum Cantiacorum. The
remains of their city, exposed by
German bombing and subsequent
excavation, lie eight to 10 feet be-
low the present ground level and
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are on exhibition
during the festival of Britain.
was the Roman capital city
Kent.

In 455 A.D. the Anglo-Saxons
landed in Kent, bringing with
them their gods who displaced
the Roman hierarchy. The Saxon
gods later gave way to Christian-
ity which appeared in Kent
through the efforts of Queen
Bertha, the Christian Queen of
King Ethelbert, a Saxon, during
the latter part of the sixth century.

temporarily
It
in



The coming of St.
resulted in the conversion of the
King, and Canterbury slowly
grew into the religious center of
England. The English Church
became united there through the
efforts of Archbishop Theodore
in the year 668, from which time
the Archbishop of Canterbury
has been the religious authority
of England, at times wielding a
power that overshadowed that of
the King.

Geoffrey Chaucer has given a
vivid picture of a Canterbury pil-
grimage which visited the tomb
and shrine of St. Thomas a
Becket in the cathedral sometime
in the 14th century.

Perhaps it is not surprising that
this ancient Canterbury is like-
wise a center of ghostly activity,
activity which has gone on down
the centuries.

The ghost of a monk has tra-
versed the road called St. Mar-
tin’s Hill for years. This ghostly

Augustine

monk has caused traffic to come
to a sudden halt on the hill in the
middle of the night and it is still
seen there occasionally.

At one time there was a priory
near the foot of St. Martin’s Hill
though the monks have been
gone since Elizabethan times and
the building has been remodeled.
The old entrance to the priory is
bricked up and a portion of the
building is now occupied by the
Bishop of Dover. But on two
evenings toward the end of 1950
Mr. W. C. Clayson, a taxi-driver,
encountered the apparition. He
writes:

““I am writing to tell you of my
experience in the early hours of
the morning. My job as a taxi-
driver keeping me out very late,
I was coming home between one
and two in the morning when |
saw a form cross the road. | did
not take much notice of it at that
time but not so long after, on an-
other early morning, | saw it

An apparition is said to have appeared for centuries in this ancient church.
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again, dressed as a monk or a
priest, with a hood and cloak. It
passed from the Bishop of Dover’s
house on St. Martin’s Hill and
disappeared on the opposite side
of the road. | have not seen it
since.”

Further inquiry yielded the in-
formation that the figure ap-
peared from out the wall of the
old priory, at the point where the
old entrance was walled up. It
vanished on reaching a small
piece of green on the opposite side
of the road. The last time Mr.
Clayson saw it he was slowly
pushing his bicycle up the grade,
near the foot of the hill, after
leaving his taxi in the town.

The present drawing room of
the house of the Bishop of Dover
is a part of what once was the old
priory hall. The entrance to the
hall has been replaced by more
modern French windows. Here
also figures have been seen, inside
the house, walking in what was
the old hall. Mr. Jasper P.
Mounsey, who lives nearby, states
that he has heard repeatedly of
the haunting in the old priory,
although he has never witnessed
anything himself.

Another ghostly occurrence, on
last All Soul’s Eve at the old ceme-
tery of the monks of St. Augus-
tine, was heard by a member of
the clergy of the Church of Eng-

land. It consisted of a monastic
funeral procession which was
heard, but not seen, passing
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through the ancient cemetery
gate. These monks have been
gone since Tudor times. The an-
cient gate is blocked up and has
not been used for centuries. But
still the chanting, in a ghostly
form, persists. The clerical gen-
tleman who underwent this ex-
perience wishes to remain anony-
mous.

At the foot of St. Martin’s Hill,
near the junction with Longport
Road, stands St. Martin’s Church,
the first Christian Church in
Kent, built upon the ruins of a
Roman temple King Ethelbert,
the pagan Saxon king of Kent,
gave it to his Christian wife,
Queen Bertha, for her personal
place of worship, before the ar-
rival of St. Augustine from Rome.
The tiny chancel and nave still
show the Roman brickwork and
tile, extending up the walls for a
distance of eight feet. Above this
level, the walls seem to be a later
Saxon addition. For centuries an
apparition of Queen Bertha has
been seen occasionally in the
ancient church. However, | have
been unable to locate a contem-
porary witness to this haunting.

Ghostly activities in the Ca-
thedral city do not confine them-
selves to the churches. The Old
House Restaurant in Palace Street
is located near the cast end of the
cathedral grounds. Here polter-
geist activities of a mischievous
and humorous nature have per-
sisted for years in the rooms that
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are rented above. No ghosts are
seen but phenomena such as the
unlocking and locking of doors
persist. There are unexplained
noises, accompanied occasion-
ally by activities centering on the
beds. Sheets and blankets are
pulled from the visitors who sleep
in these rooms and on other occa-
sions the bed coverings are rear-
ranged. These activities never
have seemed malevolent, but pos-
sibly are the work of some entity
with a sense of humor.

The Cathedral itself, according
to tradition, has been haunted in
the Dark Entry since the reign of
Henry the Eighth. The story of
this haunting goes back to folk-
lore and a detailed account of the
ghostly activities appears in The
Ingoldsby Legends by Thomas In-
goldsby Esqg., New York: E. P.
Dutton & Co., 1930. The story of
the haunting goes as follows:

During the reign of Henry the
Eighth there was a Canterbury
Canon who is anonymous in the
story but who lived close to the
“Dark Entry” of the Cathedral.
While the monks who lived at the
priory were thin and half-starved,
this Canon grew fat and jovial.
Some share in maintaining his
health and happiness was blamed
upon his housekeeper, Nell Cook,
who was famous for her stews and
pastry. In addition to being a fine
cook, Nellie was a good-looking,
voluptuous wench, whose charms
were only offset by her modesty.
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However, the town gossips sug-
gested that the portly Canon
might find as good a cook and
one who wasn’t as pretty as Nellie.
One evening a coach passed
through Canterbury’s ““Green
Court” gate and stopped in front
of the Canon’s house. A beautiful
young lady, together with her be-
longings, was unloaded. The
Canon greeted her as his niece.
She explained to the neighbors
that her father was in the Navy,
sailing the Spanish Main, and
that he had sent her to be cared
for by his brother, the Canon.
Whoever the fair lady may
have been, she certainly was well
known to the Canon, who showed
her every evidence of familiarity
and affection. This caused a great
deal of discomfiture among the
neighbors, who could not under-
stand why the Canon should wine
and dine his niece so much, and
at last Nell Cook was equally dis-
pleased. It was rumored that the
“niece” had taken over some of
Nell Cook’s ministrations, though
Nell Cook still did the cooking.
From thé windows of the Can-
on’s lodge came no hymn singing,
but a clear soprano voice rose in
the latest worldly ballad, “Bob-
bing Joan.” The lady had stayed
at the Canon’s house for more
than six weeks and the gossips
had it that the ““niece” had aban-
doned the guest room in the tower
for the more ample proportions of
the Canon’s room. The Canon
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said she often spent her nights in
prayer at the shrine of St. Thomas
but the gossips said she spent
them with the merry Canon.

To cut this part of the story
short, Nellie Cook decided to take
matters into her own hands. It is
said she visited the apothecary.
Soon thereafter she made a special
dinner for the Canon and his
“niece,” including a pie which was
the Canon’s favorite. The Canon
and his “niece” were both dead
in his room the following morn-
ing.

Nellie Cook disappeared and
was never again seen alive. By
order of the Prior, the Canon and
his ““niece” were buried in the
floor of the Cathedral Nave. A
day or two later a large paving
stone within the “Dark Entry”
was seen to be newly set in ce-
ment. No one knew what had
become of Nellie Cook, or who the
Canon’s ““niece” really was.

A hundred years later a paving
stone settled badly in the “‘Dark
Entry” and the Dean of Canter-
bury ordered it reset. That this
might be accomplished the stone
was removed and its foundations
examined. Beneath it was a small,
walled crypt, within which was
an unburied skeleton thought to
be Nellie Cook. With the remains
there was a pitcher and what may
have been the remains of her pie,
upon a platter. The clothing was
that of a woman.

It appeared that the prisoner
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in the crypt had been buried alive,
perhaps by the immediate and
summary justice of the Prior and
his tonsured brothers. Since the
exhumation of this body, in or
about the year 1640, there have
been repeated accounts of the
ghost of Nellie Cook appearing in
the “Dark Entry.” The ghost has
appeared only on Friday nights,
and even when the apparition
fails to appear on Friday, the
passer through the ““Dark Entry”
feels a ““cold spot” in the air when
he passes over the slab which once
entombed fair Nellie.

Jasper P. Mounsey, who lives
near the Bishop of Dover house on
St. Martin’s Hill, has written of
his first experience in passing
through the “Dark Entry.”

“The wife and | were coming
back from an entertainment and
walked through the Dark Entry
on our way back — there we sud-
denly felt a real chill in the air.
Talking about ghosts later, we
told my son-in-law about our ex-
perience and he promptly said:
‘Was it a Friday night?” On our
working it out we found it was a
Friday night. This happened on
our first visit to Canterbury and
we had no previous knowledge of
any hauntings there.” (Mr. Moun-
sey has had some previous en-
counters with ghosts. He was a
student at Corpus Christi College,
Cambridge, during the haunting
there, and had an experience in
the haunted rooms that look out
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on the green of the OIld Court.)

The figure of Nell Cook is
rarely seen in the “Dark Entry”
now. This haunting seems to have
lost vigor in recent years, but
many persons passing through it
still testify that they have an eerie
feeling there, on Friday nights.
There is a stain on the wall in
the shape of a woman. The super-
stitious have associated this stain
with Nellie but there is no evi-
dence that it is anything but a
freak of nature, which may have
been on the wall long before
Nellie existed.

St. Mildred’s Church is on the
opposite side of Canterbury from
the Church of St. Martin, which
is outside the wall. St. Mildred’s
is a small, ancient church near
the castle and not far from the
River Stour. It is the oldest church
inside the walls and of early Saxon
foundation. Later, about 1050
A.D., it was apparently rebuilt
and dedicated to St. Mildred, a
princess of the Royal House of
Kent who became a nun. Various
miracles and legends are associ-
ated with her but very little is
historically known. She died about
the year 700. Hgwevcr, she has
been greatly venerated in Kent
and was canonized at an early
date by the Church.

This ancient church is haunted
by the benevolent figure of a nun,
supposed to be St. Mildred. Inas-
much as no nuns have been asso-
ciated with this church since Tu-
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dor times, the ghost is very old.
The Rev. Edwin F. Lee Hirst,
the rector, writes that the figure
was seen recently by the organist
of the church, Maurice Hogben,
and by one of his parishioners,
Mrs. Margaret A. Smith, who
cleans the church brass, arranges
flowers before services, and takes
care of the inside of the church.

At the request of Reverend
Hirst Mrs. Smith wrote out the
story of her recent experience:

“On the afternoon of Novem-
ber 2, 1950, | went to St. Mil-
dred’s Church (Canterbury) to
do my usual brass cleaning, flow-
ers, etc. and had spent about
three-quarters of an hour in the
vestry. | then went to the end of
the church, near the west door, to
clean the candlesticks by the War
Memorial.

“l switched on the lights at
that end of the church, the Sanc-
tuary being then in half darkness
as it was a dark rainy afternoon.

“lI had been at the west end of
the Church for about a half hour
when | heard a faint rustling
sound and thought ‘Ah, someone
coming into the Church’ and went
on polishing, but after a second
or two | felt compelled to look
round at the door. No one was
there. | had the feeling that some-
one was behind me and looked
along the aisle from the door. To
my great astonishment, there
stood the figure of a nun. As I
watched she seemed to glide
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about two steps forward and it
came to me, ‘It’s Saint Mildred!
| seemed to gaze at her for ages
but it could only have been sec-
onds.

“She was dressed in grey with
a smallish winged headdress, but
her profile struck me. it was so
perfect and beautiful, but one
could see that it was spiritual,
by the cold, almost transparent
look of it. The front outline of
face and figure were clearly de-
fined, but the top and back of
the figure were sort of misted.

“l gave a sort of soft ‘ah”
sound and then she just vanished
on the spot.

“Naturally | felt a bit shaken,
but such a sense of cleanliness and
peace pervaded the whole church
that all sense of being nervous left
me. | felt that indeed | had been
blest. | carried on and finished
my brasses and said my prayers,
and switched off the lights. One
has to walk through the church
in the darkness after the lights are
switched off but | still had the
feeling of peace within me. It was
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not until later that | remem-
bered it was ‘All Soul’s Day’.

““I would love to see her again
but, although | have been in the
church at midnight and on my
own after dark, alone, doing my
various tasks, | have not had that
blessing, before or since.

“It was about 20 minutes to
five o’clock that | saw my vision.
She was too beautiful to be called
a ghost and on this particular day
I was very worried about busi-
ness affairs.

“l sincerely hope that this is
not in too much detail, but it ex-
plains exactly how it happened
— and | also hope that you can
decipher my handwriting.

Yours sincerely,
Margaret A. Smith”
(Mrs.)

(The writer wishes to thank the
Rev. Edwin F. Lee Hirst, Mr. Jas-
per P. Mounsey, Mrs. Margaret A.
Smith, Mr. JIL C. Clayson, E. P.
Dutton and Co. and J. M. Dent and

Sons, Bookpublishers, Jor their co-
operation in making this story pos-
sible.}

FLAMING EARTH

t Newman, Calif., there is a small

area of earth that bursts into
flame under friction. The mystery
was discovered by Truman Stenseth,
a plumber, as he began digging to
repair a water line in the business
district. He turned a spadeful of
earth. It burst into flame. Again
his spade brought flames.

Stenseth called police and fire
department officials. They were puz-
zled by the fireworks. Utility com-
pany experts made tests for escaping
gas. There was none. All efforts to
solve the enigma proved futile.

Fire ChiefJohn Sequeira reported
that even rubbing a finger over a
clod would ignite it.



MAN WHO SAW HIS FUTURE

lie knew the itinerary of his life long in advance.

So he died as he had lived — according to schedule.

This story is from My Occult
Diary by Cornelius Tabort. Mr.
Tabori lost his life during the German
occupation of Austria in the last
war, but his life-long interest in the
unexplained, is preserved in his diary.

On 11th August, 1935, Mr. Tabori
wrote:
"C J. told me this story; she

swears that it happened to a
cousin of hers. It might be true
though | doubt it. But | have
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known men like this; whose life
was pre-ordained because they
organized predetermination them-
selves. Anyhow, here it is. |1 have
changed some of the names and
dates but otherwise altered noth-
ing.

Eick Barna was born exactly
nine months after his parents’
wedding. He was a model baby;
never cried. His eyes seemed to
look at the world without illusions
and without any great expecta-
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lions. If he was given a rattle, he
played with it for exactly half an
hour put it down on the
table He needed few
diapers; he performed all his bi-
ological functions like clockwork.
If he was kept waiting a few min-
utes for milk he was nursed
at intervals of exactly two and a
half hours — he did not cry; he
only gave his mother a reproach-
ful look whereupon she unbut-
toned her dress quickly, feeling
ashamed.

His first word was not papa or
mama. It was; |I. He was different
from other children; he always
ate his porridge and always did
his prep-work. He had a beautiful
handwriting. He. learned to read
with zealous conviction and when
other children declared that they
wanted to grow up to be cow-
boys or engine drivers, he replied
firmly: “‘I am going to be a
Permanent Under Secretary of
State.”

His real speciality was that he
foresaw everything in his youth.
Therefore his relationships with
other people were rather loose.
He was unable to love; he felt in
the first kiss the last one to come.
This foresight poisoned his love-
affairs, his friendships, even his
relations to his parents.

After he graduated from col-
lege, he wangled an invitation to
a Cabinet Minister’'s home. With
the precision of an automaton he
conditioned the daughter of the
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house to become his wife. He
courted her every Sunday be-
tween four and six. On week-days
he attended the university; be-
tween classes he climbed many
stairs and drank innumerable cups
of black coffee. He was thinking
of compulsory military service.
He had great plans with his heart.
When he was pronounced med-
ically unfit by the doctor, he had
knotted his tie and put on his coat
by the time the doctor had fin-
ished speaking.

At 24 he was a doctor of law
and economics. Six months later
he introduced an insignificant-
looking but highly intelligent
young man to his fiancee.

“As you are going to deceive
me,” Barna said, with his pro-

phetic eyes, ““I have chosen this
gentleman for the purpose. His
appearance isn’t striking; | do

not want to be as ridiculous as if
you were to cuckold me with a
champion boxer. On the other
hand he is a clever man with ex-
cellent connections; he is going to
dine with us every Monday and
Thursday and I'll be able to have
some good table-talk.” A little
later he took out a life policy to
balance his cynical attitude. Soon
he was given a job in the Minis-
try.

After the wedding he took a
small notebook from his pocket
and read out his schedule to his
wife.

““15th February,

1925: wed-
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ding. November 1925: first child.”

That was how it happened. The
second baby was scheduled for
two years later so that Mrs. Barna
could recuperate from her first
confinement.

After the birth of his second
son, he brought home one evening
the insignificant-looking young
man to dinner. After dinner he
left him alone with his wife. He
was a wise man. He did not want
his wife to take her emotions into
the market-place. He was careful
to have his intelligent friend ex-
amined by the doctor; the report
he locked in his desk. But he
wanted no more children.

In the sixth year of his mar-
riage he looked at his notebook.
1931: summer holidays. Nauheim.
Alone. That was the scheduled
year for a rest — and a love affair.
In Nauheim he found the blonde
lady whom he had expected.
From the first night to the last
cheque he followed the schedule
faithfully.

No one had ever seen him smile.
He was a prophet. But neither
did anyone hear him complain.
He was a clairvoyant. He knew
that pessimism made you stupid
and Kkilled you like alcohol. By
the time he was appointed Per-
manent Under Secretary, he had
a well-developed heart disease.

He took out another life policy
to benefit his sons and bought a
plot in a distinguished cemetery.
He never spoke of death with any

sentimental fear. But he prepared
for it as if a note were falling due.
At night, while caressing his wife,
he told her:

“After my death you’re going
to marry Richard Somlo, our
good friend” (he was the fellow
who came to dinner on Mondays
and Thursdays), ““because he loves
our sons and will be a good hus-
band to you.”

On 5th February, 1933 — a
Monday — he rang up his doctor
before he went to the Ministry
and asked him to call Friday
morning at 10. When the doctor
asked him, he replied that he felt
perfectly well.

When he did not go to his office
on Friday morning, his wife was
startled and wanted to send for a
doctor. But he told her calmly
that he had already done so. At
half past eight his heart began to
race. At half past nine when the
doctor arrived, he serenely en-
tered his death agony but 10
minutes later he rallied. He called
for his wife and gave her his note-
book.

“You’ll find the schedule for
your future years in here,” he
said firmly. Then he lay down,
closed his eyes, crossed his hands
across his chest, rattled his breath
once or twice and died with the
punctuality and efficiency for
which he was knowp.

And his wife? With feverish
haste she opened the notebook
which had been closed to her in
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the past and ran her eye over the
entries. But she paused at Febru-
ary 1933. On the last page was:

“February 8: Cabinet Meeting,
February 9: my death.”
Si non e veto.

THE ACE OF SPADES

n New Year’s Eve some 15 years

ago a bizarre twist of fate oc-
curred in connection with a party
held at a home in Gateshead, Eng-
land. Several dozen people were
present. The climax of the festivities
was the playing of the game of
“Murder.”

Each participant was dealt a card
from a deck. Then the lights were
turned out. The one who had drawn
the Ace of Spades “committed a mur-
der.” When the lights were turned on
again a “corpse” was found on the
floor. The ““murderer” did this by
“striking” the “victim” with a
“blunt instrument” — actually a
rolled newspaper.

Everybody had to subject them-
selves to being “questioned” and had
to answer truthfully all questions
that might furnish clues.

When the lights went on again at
this particular party the *“victim”
was pretty Helen Wright. The others
then went enthusiastically about the
business of trying to solve the
“crime.” In the end they failed.

The spotlight then came to rest
on John Stephenson Bainbridge, a
handsome young soldier. It was he
who had drawn the Ace of Spades
and “bludgeoned” Helen Wright.
His deadpan answers, bland expres-
sion and deft movements in the dark
had thrown all the others off his
trail. What made Bainbridge’s per-

formance even more ingenious was
that he and Helen Wright were en-
gaged and thus there had been a link
between “killer” and ““victim.”

It was all in fun and everybody
was in high spirits. The party broke
up with friends slapping Bainbridge
across the back and congratulating
him for being a “master criminal”
and ““genius of crime.” The soldier
obviously was pleased by all this and
was smiling gaily as he left the party
with a group of friends.

Then a heavy hand grasped the
young man’s shoulder. z\ solemn
voice said, “John Stephenson Bain-
bridge, I am arresting you for mur-
der.” It was no joke. The speaker
was a police officer.

Bainbridge was charged with
murdering, earlier in the day, Ed-
ward F. Herdman, 75, a clerk in a
solicitor's office where Bainbridge
once had been employed. The mo-
tive was a crude one: Bainbridge had
robbed the old man of the few shill-
ings he’d had upon him.

The way Bainbridge had handled
his real-life bludgeoning was far
from brilliant. He had spent some of
his victim’s money which was identi-
fiable because it happened to be
brand-new. He had also pawned
jewelry taken from the old man.

John Stephenson Bainbridge, the
genius of “parlor murder” ended up
on the gallows. — Harold Helfer.
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THE PRIMITIVE LAND

n 1934, while superintendent of
I schools al Springfield, Colo.,
| became discouraged because of
administrative problems. While
giving thought to tendering my
resignation, | dreamed that | was
living and working among very
primitive people. The houses were
mounds of earth, dark, damp and

without furniture. They were
heated and lighted with stone
lamps. The inhabitants dressed

in the skins of animals and used
ivory and bone tools.

The one thing about my dream
that | remembered most vividly
was that the primitive people who
seemed to be my associates ate
raw meat.

Twelve years went by during
which time | was promoted from
one job to another until finally |
was at the head of the Anchorage
Public Schools. Then a student
strike, directed against the high
school principal originally, turned
against me and | was forced out
of the superintendency.

On my way back to the United
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States an acquaintance in Juneau,
Alaska, offered me a job on the
north coast of Alaska near Bar-
row. As far as | could see, the Arc-
tic assignment was pure chance
but it proved to be familiar. The
village where my assignment took
me was the one of which | had
dreamed 12 years before.

I arrived at Wainwright,
Alaska, on June 26, 1946. There
many of the people lived in igloos

heated with stone lamps. Their
tools were of bone and ivory.
They ate raw meat. Everything

was as | had dreamed it.

My foreknowledge of the Es-
kimo way of life did not come out
of my subconscious mind for |
did not know anything about the
Arctic before going there. How
could | dream accurately of Es-
kimo life 12 years before | saw
it? — J. C. Carp. Hydaburg, Alaska.

THE DOPPELGANGER
n the summer of 1923 my hus-
band, Howard, and | were in-
vited to take potluck with Uncle
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Dick at the huge old house he had
leased on the outskirts of Redwood
City, Calif. The house was empty
except for our camping equip-
ment and bedrolls. We went to
bed the first night in the master
suite at the front, with the French
doors open to the balmy air.

No sooner had we fallen asleep
than we heard heavy footsteps
walking down the hall toward our
room. At our door rhe footsteps
ceased. After a short interval of
silence they began at the far end
of the hall and approached once
more.

The third time this happened
Howard and | slipped into Uncle
Dick’s room by a connecting door
and found him standing with an
ear against the door leading to
the hall. After a whispered con-
ference we agreed to fling the
door open the next time the
footsteps approached.

Uncle Dick had his flashlight
ready and when the heavy steps
reached the door we threw it
open. Uncle Dick flashed his
light into the hall and all three
of us saw what appeared to be
Howard standing there, identical
in every detail. As we stared in
amazement from the living How-
ard to the other, the duplicate
faded and was gone.

Howard expressed bewilder-
ment, even indignation, as if
liberties had been taken with his
person. Then he refused to discuss
the incident further.
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But Uncle Dick and | mulled
it over. He told me that his mother
often had spoken of Doppel-
gangers — apparitions which are
identical to living people. But he
said it was most unusual for a
man to see his own double. If
another man saw it as well, it
meant that the double’s living
counterpart was to die within the
year. Moreover if a man saw his
own double, as Howard had
done, it meant he was going to die
very soon.

As Howard was only 23 and in
the pink of health this seemed
absurd. But one month later, on
August 23, 1923, Howard went
to Santa Monica Beach alone for
a swim and was never seen again.
His full name was Howard G.
Mays and he was a trouble-
shooter at the Ford Plant in Los
Angeles when he disappeared.
— Eve Roe, San Francisco, Calif.

AN URGENT VOICE

n the night of January 10,

1921, my six-year-old daugh-
ter, Lorna Fae, lay in a coma in
Okanogan, Wash., dying of dia-
betes. My parents lived at Curlew,
Wash., more than 100 miles
away. | was frantic with grief
as we had not realized that the
child was ill until she was stricken
suddenly. My mind was rushing
ahead and worrying about what
an especially severe shock the
news of her death would be to my
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mother. Lorna Fae passed away
at 5:45 the morning ofJanuary 11.

Afterward my mother toid me
that on the night mentioned
above, she was awakened by my
voice saying, “Mamal! Mamal!”
in urgent and anguished tones.
She said she felt that she should
arise and do something as she was
sure | was in desperate trouble.
It was the coldest night of the year
and my father prevailed upon her
to remain in bed. He pointed out
that there was nothing she could
do and that most likely she had
had a bad dream.

Toward morning she again fell
asleep and dreamed she saw her
father and mother, both of whom
had been dead many years, silling
in a large room. The door opened
and my mother’s Aunt Lucinda,
also dead, entered leading Lorna
Fae by the hand and saving, ““I'll
bet you can’t guess whose little
girl this is.”

One of the pair asked, ““Is it
Retta’s (my mother) little girl?”

“No,” Aunt Lucinda replied,
“it’s Josie’s (my) little girl."

Just then Lorna Fae slipped her
hand from Awunt Lucinda’s and
crossed the room and climbed up
on her great-grandfather’s lap.
As she leaned her head back
against his long gray beard she
said, “I’'m Norna Fae.” as she
always called herself.

Then my father called Mother—
for the first time in 25 years he
had built the fires without her

having heard him. It was 5:45
a.m.

Mother told him that Lorna
Fae was gone and packed her
suitcase to come to me. She was
ready to leave when my wire
reached her at 10 a.m. — Mrs.

Josilee Iddings, Ellensburg, Wash.

NANCY PETERSON
Did she float ihrough a window?

BLACK-HAIRED ViSiON

n August. 1939, when | was 17,
I I was staying with my sister,
Mrs. Glen Roach, who lived on
a farm in- Dickens. la. The farm
was several miles from any main
road and was so quiet and se-
cluded that it gave me a Strangely
isolated feeling.

I went to a carnival in a nearby
small town one evening and
didn’t get to bed until late. The
next morning | slept longer than
usual and was awakened by ,a
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voice softly calling my first name.
| opened my eyes to see a figure
leaning toward me over the foot
of my bed.

At first 1 thought it was my
sister but the face | saw wasn’t
hers. As | rose to a sitting position
in bed the face floated further
away. It was that of a pretty girl
with black hair. She floated back
and then along the side of my
bed.

Since it was summer the
screened window beside my bed
was open and as | watched the
girl floated through the screen.
She kept looking at me and frown-
ing as she floated out of my sight.

The oddest thing about this is
that my wife, Nancy, whom I
never saw until six years later,
when | was 23, is the very image
of the girl who floated through
the window. — Arch Peterson, Clive,
la.

VISION OF MRS. COE

n August, 1921, when | was 11
I and living in Tower Hill, Ill.,
my father died and my mother
received $3000 insurance money.
She paid off the mortgage on our
home and still had enough so
that she didn’t have to go to work
immediately to support her five
children.

The husband of a very close
friend, Dr. Coe, was in financial
difficulties and got Mother to
loan him several hundred dollars.
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He promised to pay her back in
two months.

About this same time as mother
was lonesome without Father she
decided we would take a trip to
visit relatives in the southern part
of the state. We had been there
for six weeks when one night
around midnight | was awakened
by someone standing at the foot
of my bed. | sat up in fright and
saw my mother’s friend, Mrs.
Coe, surrounded by a bright
light. She looked at me for what
seemed a long time and said,
“Margo, | have come to tell you
goodbye.”

At that | screamed and the
figure disappeared. Mother awoke
and asked me what was the
matter. | told her what | had
seen and she said | just had had
a bad dream.

One week later we returned to
our home town and Mother de-
cided to stop at Dr. Coe’s office
to greet him. His office was
closed and as we were leaving we
met a cousin of mine. Mother
asked her why Dr. Coe’s office was
closed on a week-day. My cousin
exclaimed, “Why, Aunt Cora,
haven’'t you heard? Mrs. Coe
died a week ago. She committed
suicide!”

Mrs. Coe had been afraid to
face my mother as her husband
was unable to keep his promise to
pay back the money he had
borrowed. She had come to me,
many miles away, to say good-
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bye. | was very psychic as a child
and was the only person she knew
who could receive her message. —
Alargo Wells, San Leandro, Calif,

VISION OF TOM DAY

arly in this century, when |

was a girl of 15, my father
was vicar of a country parish in
Herefordshire about a mile from
Bromyard, a market town of 1000
inhabitants.

There were no cars in those
days and strangers were con-
spicuous.

My brother, a tall and distin-
guished looking Oxford under-
graduate, had a double named
Tom Day who lived in Bromyard.
I never saw Tom Day but the
likeness must have been remark-
able because people frequently
confused him with my brother. |
remember mybrother’s annoyance
when someone declared that he
had been seen at a certain dance
and refused to believe his denial.

Suddenly, in the prime of
youth, Tom Day died.

Several days later my father and
I walked to Bromyard to attend
an evening concert. Dusk was
falling as we reached the town.

At the top of the hill where the
lane dipped down to the main
road | saw a man approaching
us. He stared straight ahead and
appeared not to notice wus. |
thought it was my brother playing
a joke though | wondered how he
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could have got there. | put out my
hand to detain him, then drew
back with a shock. The man was
not my brother. | recall his
expression of bewildered despair.

My father turned and stared
after him until he disappeared
around a bend in the road. Then
he said, “That was Tom Dav.”
— Aiarion C. S. llolbourn, Pencait-
land, Scotland.

MYSTERY CREATURE

r the age of 12 | had a very
A- strange experience which, af-
ter all these years, | am unable
forget. In the summer of 1930 my
sister, Helen, and | were spending
a week’s vacation with relatives
on a ranch near Great Falls,
Mont. One night when Helen and
I were asleep in bed | was
awakened by an eerie sensation.

A full moon was shining and as
| looked toward the window |
was terrified to see what looked
like .an animal standing on its
hind legs at the foot of our bed.
Its body, a little larger than that
of a big rabbit, was covered with
dark hair that stood out straight
like porcupine quills. Its head was
animal-like but its features were
somehow human. Its eyes seemed
to shine with hate and evil
gazed at us.

All this time it seemed un-
usually difficult for me to
and yet | was wide awake
able to take in every detail of
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incident. | can’t understand why
| didn’t call for help but | just
watched.

For a few moments the creature
stood upright at the foot of the
bed. Then it glided very slowly on
top of my sister who was still fast
asleep, stopping as it reached her
chest. She awoke very suddenly
with, as she described it later, the
same feeling | had experienced.
AnNd like me, she stared in horror,
unable to make a sound.

| prayed more earnestly than
I had ever prayed in my life and
I know Helen was praying with
me as the creature slowly glided
away. Her description of it was
exactly the same as mine.

No windows were open and
there were no openings whatso-
ever in the room by which an
animal could enter — yet the
creature appeared and vanished.
There were no cats at the ranch
and the only dog, a large shep-

herd, never was allowed in the
house.
Although | do have an idea

about the identity of the weird
creature | saw that night, perhaps
someone who has had a similar
experience can tell me exactly
what it was. — Ann Winters, Libby,
Mont.

GAS FILLED MY ROOM
After my mother’s death in

A January, 1906, | went to
Chicago to visit with Mr. and

fati,

Mrs. Simeral who lived in a large
house on West 60th Street. They
used only the first floor when
alone and heat from the coal burn-
ing cellar furnace was turned on
to the second floor only when
guests were staying there.

When the heat was turned on
to my second floor room gas
leakage occurred. | smelled the
gas when | entered but did not
consider it serious enough to pay
it attention.

Comfortable in bed, | fell asleep
at once. | was awakened to see
my mother back of the footboard,
her head and shoulders covered
by a white veil. | heard her say,
“You must get up or you will
die.” Then she faded away.

I was dimly aware that my
room was filled with gas but |
was so drowsy that | fell asleep
again. | was awakened by my
mother a second time and she
said sternly, “Get up or you will
surely die.”

I saw a red cross on her fore-
head before she faded away again
and the startling effect of this
helped to arouse me. Though
dizzy and weak, | managed some-
how to open a window and to
take several deep breaths. Then
| started toward the door, in-
tending to flee the room. | got
only as far as the bed when 1| fell
and struck my head against the
wooden frame. Stunned by the
blow, | spent the rest of the night
on the carpet.
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from beyond the grave — for she
had died six months before. —
Afary Cahill, Endicott, N. E.

VISION OF A COFFIN

hen | returned home from

work in the afternoon of
August 24, 1945, | saw a coffin
surrounded by flowers in front of
the living room fireplace. | stared
at it for fully 30 seconds when
suddenly it disappeared and the
room looked as it usually did.

I was very puzzled. There was
no illness in my family, no death
was imminent, and | knew the
vision was not a nervous reaction.
I wrote my brother, who was in
the Navy, of what had occurred.

The following afternoon, re-
turning home at my usual time,
I was met at the door by my
mother, to whom | was very
attached. We talked for a while
and suddenly Mother complained
of not feeling well. She decided to
lie down for a while. She never
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had been ill a day in her life and
I was concerned by the sudden
change in her health.

| decided to call the doctor. As
I was phoning Mother arose,
walked into the living room, and
in the same spot where | had seen
the coffin she fell to the floor,
dead of a heart attack.

The next morning, August 26,
I received a letter from my
fiance, Loretta, now my wife, who
at the time was working in Mary-
land, about 500 miles from my
home. The letter was written in
the afternoon of August 24, the
day before my mother’s death,
and described a dream Loretta
had had while napping that after-
noon. The dream was of a coffin in
the living room of my home. She
asked what | thought it meant
as | was studying psychology.

I wrote Loretta of what had
happened to Mother — but | fear
an explanation is beyond the
realm of science. — Edward Kreu-
zer, Buffalo, N. E.

LUNCH MONEY UNLIMITED

A check for $2,066 lying on the sidewalk was the first thing that met
the eyes of Georgia Theodore, a bookkeeper, when she stepped
out of a St. Louis office building on her lunch hour. She returned the
check to a firm in the same building. Emerging into the street again,
she saw a wallet which a man had just dropped while climbing out
of a car. She returned it to him. As she walked to a restaurant three
blocks away she saw a woman’s purse which had been left on a news-
stand. Miss Theodore, who already had lost half of her lunch hour in
finding money, decided this was too much and ignored the purse.



On the Eastern Front in Korea
an Army medic treated a wounded
infantryman but an hour later the
soldier died. It was the first com-
bat casualty Pvt. Irwin S. Reitz
treated in Korea. The infantry-
man was his twin brother.

Mrs. Michael Cepesi visited her
husband daily in a Cleveland hos-
pital after a bus struck him and
broke his left leg. Now she’s in
the hospital with him. As she left
the hospital one day. a bus hit her
and broke her leg.

* * *

After dreaming of being robbed,
Stephen Stolarski, Philadelphia
Western Union manager, showed
up at his night job early and
hastily banked $1000 in daytime
receipts — two hours later he was
held up by a gunman who made
off with $800 in later receipts.

-

In Memphis, three Martin ba-
bies were born within two hours of
each other at a hospital. The
mothers — Mrs. Robert Martin,
Mrs. Johnny J. Martin and Mrs.
Chester B. Martin — didn’t know
each other.

* * *

At Edipso, Greece, Katina VVoul-

garis, 42, stepped out of her house

to visit a friend and dropped dead
of a heart attack. When the friend,
Assimina Karaminon, also 42,
heard of this she rushed over to
Katina’s home. There, she col-
lapsed and died too.

* * *

The day John Hunnick, of New
York City, dreaded most was the
one on which he was to be evicted
from his upholstery shop. But
when the city marshal showed up
there he was unable to evict him.
Mr. Hunnick lay dead at the
bench where he’d worked for a
quarter of a century. Death was
due to natural causes.

* * *

Birmingham University in Brit-
ain reported this case involving
twin brothers of London: Edwin
and Fred, at an early age, were
put into orphanages, then adopted
and brought up in separate homes.
The twins lost touch with each
other but — both became phone
repair men; both married in the
same year; both had baby sons;
both owned terriers which they
had named Trixie.

* * *

A jug of cold water in Centralia,
I1l., set fire to nearby straw and
soon a building was ablaze. Sun
rays caused the fire.— Harold Helfer



Author Harold T. Wilkins leans against the ancient Slaughter Stone in the quarry

on Bredon Hill.

MYSTERY OF THE

The top of the stone once served as an altar for human sacrifice.

DEATH QUARRY

Why did the strange quarry deaths always occur in
May? Is an evil entity active there in that month?

BtJLJLJ.

here is something mighty

queer about that old quarry
on Bredon Hill, yonder. 11 is not
a place I'd go wandering around
in the dark. More than one man
who has done so has felt some-
thing take him by the throat and
try to push him over the edge of
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the field into the quarry. And it’s
a 30-foot drop."

The speaker was a farmer in
the vale of Bredon, on the borders
of Gloucestershire, England. |
was talking to him last summer in
an old-fashioned inn just above a
deep cut through which roar the
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| awoke cold, sick and weak.
Somehow | crawled to the bath-
room and then dressed and went
downstairs. Mr. and Mrs. Simeral
were shocked by my white face
and the purple bruise on my
forehead. Mrs. Simeral said she
had heard the sound of my fall
but Mr. Simeral had told her she
was always hearing things and so
no attention was paid to it.

I will state that | have never
taken interest in religion or Spir-
itualism. Had | not been awak-
ened by my mother and heard
her warning, | would not be
telling you what saved my life.
— Cora Buck Hutton, Paradise, Calif.

AS CALL FROM BEYOND

1 relaxed in my easy chair one
evening in May, 1943, listen-
ing to my favorite radio program,
the phone rang insistently. The
operator told me it was a long-
distance call and put it through.
In a confusion of sound | heard
what seemed to be several persons
talking all at once. Then | nearly
fainted as | heard the breathless
voice of my little girl, Peggy, 12.
““Hello, Mom! How are you?
Can you hear me? Hello, Mom!”
The whirring as of many winds
and the mumbling of voices con-
tinued. | begged the operator to
clear the lines or at least to relay
the other messages.
The beloved voice | remem-
bered so well went on talking,

PEGGY CAHILL
A long distance telephone call . . .

“Mom. can’t you hear me?”
| talked to Peggy but it was

like talking through a storm.
Then silence fell.

““‘Operator,” | said, ““this call
must be intended for someone

else.” | gave her my name and
phone number.

She repeated this and then to
my surprise she said, ““You posi-
tively are the one they want.”

Again Peggy’s voice called to
me through a rushing as of great
winds. The winds rose to a roar
and then died into sudden silence.
Frantically | called Peggy’s name
— but there was no answer.

| asked the operator to trace
the call but she replied with
finality, “We have no record of
incoming calls.”

My eyes filled with tears of joy.
I realized that Peggy had called
me not only on Mother’s Day but



expresses on the main line of the
Midland Region of British Rail-
roads.

| gazed outside a window at the
hilltop of which the farmer spoke.
It was about three miles away
across a vale of fruit farms and pas-
ture lands. My object was to ex-
amine some very grim and re-
markable remains on the summit
of this hill, which is 980 feet high.
These remains include a weird
stone, like a squatting elephant,
used for a purpose which is no
puzzle to those who have seen
similar ancient remains in Mexico
and South America. That pur-
pose was human sacrifice in fer-
tility rites.

As | gazed at the hill, the farmer
uttered another queer remark:
“Man and boy, I've lived in this
vale of Bredon for 45 years, and |
tell you | would not go wander-
ing round that quarry in May.”

“Why May?” | asked.

“Because it is always in that
month that folk have had the
queer experience of something
unseen pushing ’em to the edge
of that quarry. My father, 40
years ago, was on an inquest into
a mysterious death in that same
quarry. | can’t remember when
stone last was cut there, for it’s
been abandoned for vyears. |
warn ye, ’lis a bad place to get
hurt in, as ye might be there for
days and no one come near ye.”

I did not know then that the
mysterious quarry would prove
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to be linked with my objective
on top of Bredon Hill. My
brother was with me and as we
set out along the quiet country
lanes, with the June sun shining
warmly, it was hard to associate
that vividly green hill with myste-
ries and tragedies. Yet associated
with them it definitely was.

As | walked | took from my
pocket one of several newspaper
clippings which | had collected
in regards to strange deaths in
the quarry. The clipping was from
the London Daily Herald for May
13, 1939. It read:

“Slipping from a boulder in a
quarry at Bredon Hill near here,
Harry Francis Dean, 49-year-old
borough accountant of Tewkes-
bury was choked to death by his
collar and tie and died before
help arrived. His wife said he was
in perfect health and had no wor-
ries. Dr. Margaret Wilson said
death was caused by asphyxia,
due to pressure of collar and tie.
The coroner of South Worcester-
shire, Mr. H. J. Saunders, said
Dean fell only two and a half to
three feet. He apparently stood
on top of a large boulder to have
a look around and slipped. Mr.
Saunders said his clerk and officer
had gone there before the inquest
and also had had two nasty falls,
injuring his ankle.”

I later met this coroner’s offi-
cer, who is a pretty hefty police-
man, certainly not unduly imag-
inative or given to nerves. He
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said, ““I fell twice there, when the
coroner was with me, and I'm a
man used to pretty rough walk-
ing. Seems as if something tripped
me up.”

Harry Francis Dean had at one
time been a reporter on the staff
of a now defunct newspaper, the
Tewkesbury Record. He had quit to
take a position as a clerk and ac-
countant on the staff of the town
clerk of the municipal borough of
Tewkesbury, which position he
had held for 26 years.

Dean was no weakling. He was
an athlete and for years had
played on local football, hockey
and cricket teams. His wife pointed
out at the inquest that he enjoyed
very good health and certainly
had no motive for committing
suicide. But as often happens with
Rugby football players, one of his
legs was a little shorter than the
other, due to a slight displace-
ment of the cartilage in an acci-
dent while playing football.

He had often walked on Bredon
Hill. It is a steep ascent of two
miles, requiring an able body and
good wind in the climber. From
the hilltop there is a wonderful
view, in which connection it
might be noted that stone age
folk always selected the most
beautiful sites for their religious
rites and monuments. So fond
was Dean of this hill that, said
his wife, he had planned to camp
there with her in the summer of
the year of his death.
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He had left work on Tuesday
evening, May 9, 1939, al 5:30.
But instead of going home he
boarded a bus running from
Tewkesbury to Evesham. 1l put
him down at the hamlet ofWood-
mancote, from which a steep as-
cent led in a climb of two miles
to the summit of Bredon Hill.
That was the last time he was
seen alive.

His wife became alarmed when
he did not return home that night
and went to the local police, who
with people in Tewkesbury or-
ganized a search party. From
midnight until dawn they roamed
the hill, which extends for miles
and would take a man the best
part of a day to cover. Some time
after dawn on Wednesday. May
10, 1939, the police entered the
quarry and found Dean lying
dead at the foot of a boulder. The
boulder is a large one and stands
on the level floor of the aban-
doned quarry, about four feet
from a nearly sheer cliff wall,
which reaches to a height of about
30 feet. The wall is studded with
rock ledges and bushes and its
edges are ringed with pines.

The local coroner held an in-
quest into the death, which sat at
Tewkesbury on Friday, May 12,
1939. British coroners are attor-
neys. Their job is a salaried one,
to which they are appointed by
the Lord Chancellor of the Brit-
ish House of Lords. With very
rare exceptions, coroners are tin-



MYSTERY OF THE DEATH QUARRY 79

imaginative men, who pay little
heed to testimony that touches on
the supernormal. Witnesses who
give such testimony are regarded
as merely fanciful or superstitious.

At the inquest two local men
gave testimony about queer ex-
periences which they had near
the quarry. The following ex-
cerpts are from the Tewkesbury
Gazette for May 13, 1939:

“William Moore of Woodman-
cote, a hamlet at the foot of Bre-
don Hill where Mr. Dean was
found dead, said: ‘About four
years ago | was walking at dusk
near this quarry, which has only
one entrance to it. The quarry
has high walls, with ledges and
sides covered with bushes and
brambles. | was walking close to
the edge in the circle of pines and
on a sudden something took me
round the neck, tried to choke me
and pushed me toward the edge,
where there is a drop of 30 feet
to the quarry floor. | struggled
with all my might, tore my throat
free and got out of its grasp. But
when | looked round, | saw no
one there!

“William Maynard, of Bredon
village, said he also had, one eve-
ning in May some years ago, a
feeling that something was trying
to push him over the edge of the
quarry when he was coming down
from the top of the hill. He said
folks around in the vale of Bre-
don say the place has a bad re-
pute.

“Dr. Margaret Wilson said she
had examined the body of Dean
and supposed his death was con-
sistent with his having apparently
climbed a big boulder in the
quarry, perhaps to look around,
when he may have slipped, and in
falling was choked by his collar
and tie. Death was due to as-
phyxia.

“The coroner for south Wor-
cestershire, Mr. H. J. Saunders,
who held the inquest, said he was
sure that Dean did not fall more
than three feet. He had no doubt
slipped off the boulder, displaced
the cartilage of his knee and
fainted, whereupon his collar and
tie had choked him, in the unfor-
tunate position in which he fell.
It was a case of accidental death.”

The jury who are, in England,
forcibly impanelled to serve at
coroner’s inquests and get not a
cent for their time, are usually not
of the highest intelligence and re-
gard service as a nuisance. Here,
they docilely took their cue from
Saunders, who is an attorney, and
returned a verdict of “death from
misadventure.”

It does'not seem to have struck
either the coroner or the woman
doctor that an athletic man like
Dean, falling only three feet from
a boulder, was in the highest de-
gree unlikely to have been acci-
dently choked to death in these
circumstances. Choked to death
he was, but how?

The two witnesses, Moore and
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Maynard, suggest a supernatural

and evil entity at work in the
quarry — and in the month of
May.

Another improbability is why
Dean should, as suggested by the
coroner, have climbed the boul-
der in order ““to look around”
when cliff walls 30 feet high shut
out every view. | have photo-
graphed the boulder, have even
climbed it, and | have no hesita-
tion whatever in asserting that
the coroner’s suggestion is absurd.

True, Dean was found lying
dead near the foot of the boulder,
but it is highly probable that he
was dead — choked to death —
before his body fell at the foot of
the boulder. Possibly he never
climbed the boulder at all!

My own investigations incline
me to believe that what happened
on that fateful night in May was
this: Dean, who knew Bredon Hill
well, had ascended to the sum-
mit, where stands the ancient hu-
man sacrifice or slaughter stone,
locally called the Bambury stone.
It is significant to those with a
knowledge of prehistory that the
name “Bambury” has sinister
meaning. It is a corruption of
Ambrosie Petrie, meaning the
“anointed stone.” In this case,
““anointed” with the blood of hu-
man victims in ancient fertility
rites.

Dean walked the two miles of
steep ascent from where he got
off the bus. In the dusk, he re-
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turned the way he came, along
a very ancient path in the turf,
which runs past numerous still un-
opened tumuli, or barrow graves
of the early Neolithic age. He
may have been looking around
for a suitable place for the camp
he planned later in the year.

In the May dusk, as the eve-
ning stars came out, Dean, un-
knowing or not believing in the
sinister repute of the quarry, wan-
dered through the pines at the
edge of the hill, where some dia-
bolical entity took him by the
throat. Dean was caught by sur-
prise, and in the struggle was pre-
cipitated into the quarry 30 feet
below. He was choked to death —
but not by accident. This appears
borne out by the significant fact
that his death took place in the
month of May.

In this strange case. | followed
the line that every sleuth worth his
salt should follow: If you have a
mystery, investigate on the spot
where it happened. After a stiff
climb of about an hour, | stood
in the mysterious quarry. It is
situated in a deep glen on the hill
and has a completely flat floor.
One would think that it had been
paved with flagstones, except that
wild flowers and bushes were

growing there. Four boulders
stood on this flat floor, oriented
almost north, south, east, and

west. One of them resembled a
huge capstone and might have
been an ancient altar. Not one of
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the four boulders could have
fallen from the sides of the quarry,
or been placed there by modern
quarry-men. It was obvious that
they had been present, undis-
turbed, for ages.

| examined the jagged boulder
to the northwest of the *“cap-
stone.” This was the stone of the
mysterious and fatal accidents —
a series of them in 10 years — al-
ways happening in May. The
boulder was about four feet high.
It seemed incredible to me that a
healthy and active man could
have died in falling from it.

One had to leave the old
quarry by the same route as that
by which one entered. Outside
the quarry was a pathway in deep
turf, which led from the quarry,
across the shoulder of the hill,
and to a weird stone resembling
an elephant with a flat back.
Thousands of years of frost and
heat have fissured a gaping hole
at the back of the elephantine

“head.” This odd-shapccl stone
stands in an ancient camp, or
fortified hill stockade, in which

have been found 50 skeletons of
young men with hands, legs and
heads removed, all barbarously
mutilated. They appear to have
been the defenders of peaceful
ancient folk who lived below the
hill and who, when attacked by
enemies, stockaded themselves in-
side this ancient fort.

The elephant-shaped stone
never formed part of this ancient

hill fort. It is ages older than the
fort and must have been an object
of awe and mystery to the old hill
men. It is strongly reminiscent of
the flat stones on the tops of
teocallis, or pyramids, on which
Aztec priests cut open the hearts
of sacrificial youths and maidens.

The Bambury stone undoubt-
edly was the center of bloody rites
which took place on the dawn of
May Day. These rites were per-
formed to propitiate the dark gods
of harvest and fertility and have
left behind them an aura of evil.
Memories of these grim rites lin-
gered for ages afterward in the
vicinity of Bredon Hill. | have
seen, in the Folk Museum of the
town of Gloucester, some 12
miles from Bredon Hill, what is
called a ““corn dolly.” It is a pup-
pet made of wheat straw, which
until about 1860 was carried
around at harvest festivals by the
farmers. It is, of course, a substi-
tution for the original victim of
the human sacrifice on the Bam-
bury stone.

A man, who later died, said,
when found badly hurt in the
quarry, that ““something he did
not see pushed him over as he
stood on the edge of the hill.” At
five inquests in some 10 years up
to 1939. substantially the same
story has been told. Every one of
these strange accidents has hap-
pened in the month of May.

The skeptic may talk of coinci-
dence. | point to the sinister his-
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tory of this hill and to the facts
disclosed at the inquests. No cor-
oner has advanced any theory to
explain these oddly identical trag-
edies. Perhaps because the only
theory that could cover all the
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facts is that in May, the time of
the ancient rite of human sacri-
fice, some evil, unseen entity,
which resents the presence of in-

truders, is actively dealing
death in the quarry.

CARGO FROM 250 B.C.

mpoR almost a year an archeologi-
cal expedition has been work-
ing to salvage the contents of a
Greek trading galley that sank in
the Mediterranean Sea just oil' the
coast of France 2,100 years ago.
The oldest known cargo ship in the
world, it is regarded as an ar-
cheological treasure trove.

The galley is described as well-
preserved and is judged to be 110
feet long and to weigh 600 tons.
It lies in 130 feet of water near a
tiny island called Grand Congloue.

The salvage party is headed by
Capt. Jacques-Yves Cousteau, a
French Naval officer and author of
the best-selling book, The Silent
World, Co-operating to finance the
expedition are the French Navy,
the French Ministry! of Education
and the National Geographic So-
ciety. The work of salvaging the
galley’s cargo is being done by a
team of divers in aqua-lungs and
frogman suits.

A large number of objects al-
ready have been removed from the
ship. Among these are 1,500 three-
foot pottery wine jugs called
amphoras, several tons of export
dinnerware, and various objects
of lead, iron and wood.

The amphoras found on the gal-

ley bore the letters S.E.S., indi-
cating that the vessel belonged to a
wealthy merchant and influential
politician named Marcus Sestos,
a Roman who settled on the island
of Delos and became a Greek citi-
zen. The ancient writer Titus
Livius said of Sestos that he was
sent to prepare Greece for Roman
conquest.

The galley evidently! sailed from
Delos in 250 B.C. with a cargo of
wine. It stopped at the island of
Rhodes where it took on a cargo
of potteryl and then it set sail for
Marseilles. Capt. Costeau believes
that the galley hugged the coast
too closely and as a result found-
ered on the island of Grand Con-
gloue. Another reason for the disas-
ter may be that the ship was over-
loaded and the crew drunk.

Capt. Cousteau hopes to raise
most of the galley. Its timbers, he
says, were protected by thin lead
sheathing as well as byl a thick
coat of mud and sand. He plans
to duplicate the ship in exact de-
tail and to reconstruct her original
fittings, rigging and navigational
instruments. Then the galley is to
be sailed to Delos and back to the
spot where its prototype foundered
in 250 B.C.

in
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The angry villagers hunted down the wolf-like

creature that had attacked the child — and caught a girl.

ittle Marie Bidel heard a small
IJ noise in the brush behind her
as she sat playing with her doll at
the foot of a tree in a woods near
the village of Naizan in the Jura
Mountains in 1584. She turned to
see branches pulled back by hairy
paw-like hands. In horror, she
stared into a hideous, snarling
face which was neither animal nor
human but somehow both, with
hairy skin and long sharp teeth.
Marie knew at once — because
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of stories she had heard — that
the monster was a loup-garou,
werewolf! -

She jumped back screaming for
her brother, Benoist, 16, who was
up in the tree gathering fruit.
As the monster moved toward her
young Benoist, with knife in hand,
leaped from the tree and fell on
the werewolf’s back. But the crea-
ture was too agile for the boy and,
in an instant, twisted free, tearing
the knife from his hand. They
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rolled over and over on the
ground, the werewolf clawing at
the boy’s throat with its fangs.

The screams of little Marie
brought neighbors to the scene.
Surprised and enraged the group
of peasants attacked the werewolf
and killed it. They then turned
their attention to Benoist who was
bleeding profusely from the throat.
Helplessly they watched the boy
die.

When they turned their atten-
tion again to the body of the were-
wolf, they were amazed to find in
its place the nude body of a girl
recognized as Perrenette Gan-
dillon.

When the peasants returned to
their villages with this strange
story, there was an official in-
vestigation. This led to the arrest
of others of Perrenette’s family. In
prison the Gandillons acted as if
they were possessed, walking on
all fours and howling like wild
beasts. They lost all resemblance
to humanity; their eyes turned red
and gleaming, their hair matted,
their teeth became long and sharp,
and their fingernails turned horny
and claw-like.

The Gandillon family was per-
sonally examined by the great
jurist Boguet, Judge of Saint-
Claude in the Jura Mountains
and he reported the case in his
book, Discours des Sorciers, pub-
lished in 1610. That this story
cannot be dismissed as the product
of superstitious peasants and a
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gullible judge, is indicated by
other well documented accounts
of werewolves in France.

The case of Jean Grenier, the
madman who thought he was a
werewolf, is recorded by Pierre de
Lancre, a noted jurist and judge
of Bordeaux. It can be found in his
Dinconstance, published in 1612.

On May 29, 1603, several peo-
ple reported that they had been
attacked or had seen others at-
tacked by a large wolf in the dis-
trict of Roche Chalais. Among
them was a girl named Margaret
Poiret who claimed that she was
attacked by a young man named
Jean Grenier who had appeared
in the form of a wolf.

The court collected a formidable
array of detailed information con-
cerning the many attacks. The
victims and witnesses all swore
that they had seen only an enor-
mous wolf. When Jean Grenier
was brought in, he confessed
proudly that he was a werewolf
and proceeded to relate countless
details of the crimes which he
could have known only had he
been the one who committed
them.

It was thoroughly established
that the victims had been at-
tacked by a wolf and that Grenier
had been present at each of the
attacks. The court refused to be-
lieve that werewolves existed. But
if werewolves did not exist then
either the witnesses or Jean Gren-
ier must be mad. There was only
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one solution: Jean Grenier was de-
clared insane by the court and
committed to the Monastery of
the Cordeliers in Bordeaux for
life.

In 1610, after Grenier had been
at the monastery for seven years,
Lancre visited him there. Lancre
describes Grenier as having glit-
tering, deep-set eyes, long, black
fingernails, and sharp, protruding
teeth. He walked on all fours with
greater ease than he walked up-
right.

Grenier confessed to Lancre
that he had been a werewolf but
had given up the practice. Never-
theless he stated that he sliil
craved human flesh, especially the
flesh of little girls, and he hoped
that it would not be long before
he could taste it again.

A similar case is that of Jacques
Rollet, the werewolf of Caude.
He was tried and condemned at
Angers in 1598.

At a desolate spot near Caude,
Symphorien Damon, archer of a
provost’s company, found the
mangled and bloody corpse of a
15-year-old boy. As lie approached
the body in company with some
peasants three wolves fled into
the woods. Giving chase, Damon
and the peasants suddenly came
upon a half-naked man with a
long beard and long hair. His
hands were covered with blood
and under his claw-like nails they
found shreds of human flesh. This
was Jacques Rollet.
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He confessed that he had been
one of the wolves who had Kkilled
the youth (whose name it was
learned was Cornier) and that he
was able to transform himself into
a wolf by means of a salve,
Although condemned to death by
the court of Angers, he was
eventually committed as insane to
the hospital of Saint-Germain-
des-Pres.

During the years 1764-1765, an
alleged werewolf spread terror
throughout all of France. This
was the “Wild Beast of Gevau-
dan” reported in the London Maga-
zine, January. 1765. This monster
was seen by hundreds of people
who reported it as the most terrible
of all loup-garous. A large reward
was offered to anyone who could
kill it. A detachment of dragoons
was sent out to hunt it down but
the monster would attack even
armed groups. It is reported to
have devoured over 100 persons.
There is no satisfactory report
that it was ever captured.

The case of Francis Bertrand, in
1849, was one of the most famous
of modern times and served as the
basis of Guy Endore’s novel. The
Werewolf of Pans. Bertrand habit-
ually dug up the dead bodies of
women buried in Paris cemeteries
and tore them to pieces. He was
never seen in the form of a wolf —
in fact, he was never seen at all
though the cemeteries were heav-
ily guarded by men and dogs. He
was eventually captured in a
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Paris hospital where he had gone
to get treatment for wounds in-
flicted by a spring-gun mounted
on one of the graves he molested.

In 1879 a miller named Bigot
was accused by the people of the
village of Serisols in the Canton
Sainte-Croix of being a werewolf.
His own children testified against
him. His wife had struck him
while he was in the form of a wolf
and Bigot had worn a patch over
his eye ever since.

In November, 1925, a large
wolf was seen on the streets of the
village of Uttenheim, near Stras-
burg, in the Vosges Mountains
of Alsace. In sight of the whole
village it was shot and killed by
the village policeman. When the
crowd reached the body they
discovered it to be that of a
young man of the village. The
policeman was charged with mur-
der but on the testimony of
numerous eye-witnesses he was
cleared. It was learned at the
trial that the young man had
been heard to boast that he could
change into a wolf at will. The
news of this trial was carried in
all the French newspapers of the
time and is reported in Montague
Summers’ book The Werewolf.

The evidence for werewolfism
is convincing enough to lead many
learned men to attempt to explain
it. One explanation offered is that
an actual physical transformation
takes place. This would mean that
there is a change in the cells of
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the body which causes the human
form to assume more or less the
appearance of a wolf. It should
be noted that this change is
seldom described as complete.
The werewolf apparently does not
lose all its human characteristics.
For instance, it usually does not
have a tail, its hands become
hairy and claw-like but do not
become paws, and its face re-
sembles more an ape than a wolf.
However, some werewolves have
been said to make drastic physical
changes.

It has been demonstrated that
concentration or auto-suggestion
can cause changes in body cells.
Thought has been shown to be
capable of removing blemishes
and excess fat. Dr. H. V. Ailing-
ton, a noted California derma-
tologist, has reported that warts
can be removed by auto-sugges-
tion (Fate, April-May, 1952).
Meditation even can cause open
wounds to appear on the skin, as
is indicated by the cases of The-
rese Neuman (Fate, September,
1950) and Padre Pio (Fate,
November, 1952). Dr. Pierrejanet
caused a large blister to form on
the skin of a hysterical girl by
means of suggestion. There are
many other cases which demon-
strate that the body is subject to
the mind. Thus it is not too much
to suppose that belief or auto-
suggestion can lead to the radical
physical changes characteristic of
werewolves.
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According to literature on the
subject, it usually is necessary to
go through some sort of ritual as
a prelude to werewolfism. This
apparently consists of drinking
water from the footprint of a
wolf, partaking of its brains,
haunting the lair of a wolf, or
wearing a girdle made of its skin.
These rituals, together with the
secret ointments sometimes used
and the odor of the mysterious
lycanthrope flower, probably in-
crease the strength of auto-sug-
gestion.

Even outright self-hypnosis may

be involved. A person under
hypnosis, for example, can be
made to believe he is a wolf.

In certain instances it may not be
so much a matter of belief as that
hypnosis awakens parts of the
brain which were dominant when
man existed much lower on the
scale of evolution than he does to-
day. Many cases are known of in-
dividuals who have lapsed back
to animal behavior — without the
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influence of any hypnosis.

William Seabrook, in his book
Witchcraft, reports the case of a
girl in a self-induced trance who
gave a very convincing demon-
stration of wolf behavior. Dr. Mil-
ton V. Kline of the Westchester
County Department of Health,
New York State, conducted an ex-
periment in which he suggested to
a woman under hypnosis that she
go back in time to a stage of life
found only in her early ancestors.
This woman knew little or nothing
about animal psychology, yet she
showed aspects of animal be-
havior which have been discov-
ered only recently by animal psy-
chologists. In the waking state she
was unable to reproduce this be-
havior or even to describe it.

Such evidently was not the case
with the French woman in Africa
who was kept in a cage by her
husband. William Seabrook, who
witnessed the incident, relates that
the husband believed his wife to
be a werewolf.

eSy

“TOMORROW |

DIE”

zy, January 16, 1953, the Italian newspaper, 1l .Messagero, pub-
lished the strange story of a prediction made by a six-year-old

boy.

As he was walking io a movie theater with his lather, the boy,
Salvatore Gianetto of Lentini, Province of Siracusa, Sicily, said,

“Tomorrow | will die.”

The father was startled by this statement but as there seemed to be
no reason for it, he dismissed it from his mind. Salvatore was healthy
and active and showed no signs of illness. But 24 hours later he
dropped dead as he had predicted. —Nat J. Cuneo.



Tuning in on the

FUTURE

BY SERGE

Well-known as a choreographer and ballet
master, Serge Oukrainsky has won inter-
national fame as a ballet artist. He was born
in Odessa, Russia, and came to the United
States in 191 3. He lives in Hollywood, Calif.,
where he is connected with motion picture
and theatrical work.

From 1913 to 1915 Mr. Oukrainsky was
partner and solo dancer with the celebrated
Anna Pavlowa in the Pavlowa Ballet Russe.
He is the author of a book about this asso-
ciation My Two Years With Anna Pavlova,

f we could add up the incidents
I of life as easily as we add num-
bers we could have a preview of
coming events, could know the
sequel which is bound to follow
the incidents which have come
before. Today’s events are the
total of everything which has
taken place from the beginning
of time, and tomorrow’s events
are the result of all previous inci-
dents plus that which takes place
today.

We believe that we make the
final decisions but actually what

OUKRAINSKY

88

which was published in the year 1940.

Mr. Oukrainsky toured extensively with
his own ballet companies for many years.
He has been ballet master for opera com-
panies in Chicago, San Francisco and Los
Angeles, and has directed ballet schools.
He also has been dance director for movie
studios and has presented several ballets
at the Hollywood Bowl. He is credited with
the choreography of 20 full-length ballets,
four motion picture sequences and 47 oper-
atic ballets.

we decide is the sum of previous
acts which influence us in our
choice of today. Consequently,
what is yet to happen already
exists in the future, to be read as
clearly as the pages of a book by
those who have the ability.

Seldom when awake do we
have a clear presentiment but in
sleep the sub-conscious mind can,
in some incomprehensible way,
tune in on the future.

I do not pretend to be clair-
voyant but | have had presenti-
ments a number of times during



my life. Though it is annoying to
me that when something impor-
tant has happened, | did not
have the slightest hint of it but,
perversely, when something triv-
ial was about to occur | occasion-
ally had a dream foretelling the
whole event.

I remember one weird, pro-
phetic dream which came to pass
in such minute, symbolic detail
that it may be of interest to those

persons who experiment with
what we now call paranormal
rather than supernatural. Per-
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haps someday science will give a
clear explanation of such dreams
as mine.

Andreas Pavley and | were the
first dancers, and ballet masters of
the Chicago Grand Opera during
the season of 1918—1919, when
Maestro Cleophonte Campanini
was general director.

Not only was Maestro Cam-
panini the general director of the
Chicago Opera but he was also a
marvelous musician and con-
ductor of the orchestra. He had a
good sense of showmanship and
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often directed the stage action.
Many times he changed the ar-
rangements made by the stage
director.

Pavley and | had re-organized
the ballet for the Opera and had
been discussing the possibility of
presenting a full length ballet for
the next season. Campanini was
very much in favor of our doing
so and we made our plans.

A well-known composer and
then Chicago Herald music critic,
Felix Borowsky, wrote the music
especially for our scenario, a bal-
let called ““Boudoir,” which Cam-
panini had decided to produce.

One day Pavley and | lunched
with Mrs. John Alden Carpenter,
whose husband was a well-known
composer and member of a Chi-
cago society group which was
always greatly interested in the
arts.

Mrs. Carpenter asked, “Would
‘The Birthday of the Infanta’ be a
good subject for a ballet scenario?
Do you think Mr. Carpenter
should write the music for such a
ballet?”

Oscar Wilde’s “The Birthday
of the Infanta” was a very success-
ful play, had a long run in New
York. The plot was unusual. As a
birthday gift to the Infanta a
dwarf danced grotesquely for her.
She gave him her handkerchief
for a reward. The dwarf fell in
love with her. Later, after break-
ing into the palace, he saw his
reflection in a mirror and, realiz-
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ing how ugly he was, he died of
SOrrow.

Pavley and | both told Mrs.
Carpenter that, in our opinion,
this play would not make a good
ballet. The play had to be in two
scenes and the most successful
ballets are those which are in one
act. Besides that, the beautiful
words of Oscar Wilde made the
play and without them the effect
would be lost. Then too, all of the
pageant was in the first scene
with only asolo pantomime dancer
for a finale, rather an anti-climax.
The subject was dropped and we
thought no more of it.

The luncheon was some time in
January. Several weeks later, at
the end of the opera season, Cam-
panini called us to his office to
renew our contract for the next
two years, 1919-1920. There was
no disagreement over the contract
except on one point. Our previous
contract had stated that during
the time that we were there,
Pavley and | were to be the only
ballet masters engaged. This
clause was designed, not to keep
others out, but to prevent some
one coming in at the last minute
without our knowledge. The Chi-
cago Opera Season had such a
large repertoire, with very little
time for rehearsals, and to have
some one come in unexpectedly
caused confusion and delay.

Campanini now said, ““You
have this clause in your contract.
We will produce ‘Boudoir for
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you as we have already agreed.
But John Alden Carpenter has
written the music for a ballet,
‘The Birthday of the Infanta,
which we would like to produce.
Since you are not interested in
producing it, as you told Mrs.
Carpenter, how can we engage
another ballet master to produce
it with your contract prohibiting
us to do so?”

Pavley and | could have in-
sisted on producing the new ballet
but we were sure that it would
not be a success. If it ended a
failure we would be blamed.
Even with a moderate success the
authors would be disappointed.
It would have been bad policy for
us to stage this ballet.

We told Campanini that we
had no objection if he engaged
another choreographer for the
production of the ““Infanta” bal-
let. But we asked that ““Boudoir”
be presented first.

Campanini agreed. It was de-
cided that Adolph Bohn, who
came to America with the Dia-
gelew Company and was ballet
master at the New York Metro-
politan, would come to Chicago
to stage the ““Infanta” as guest
artist with the Chicago Opera.

We signed this contract in Feb-
ruary, 1919, and it was already
far from my mind, when for no
apparent reason | had the dream
| am about to relate. | do not re-
member the exact date of this
dream because | had no impres-
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sion then that it was a premoni-
tion, or of any consequence.

Pavley and | conducted large
summer ballet courses in a camp
near Lake Michigan at South
Haven in August, following the
July classes in Chicago.

All plans for the next season of
the Chicago Opera were finished
in February and we had been
very busy with concerts and
classes since that time. It should
not have been until September,
when rehearsals were to begin,
that anything touching the Chi-
cago Opera came to mind.

It is interesting that the dream
occurred before we left for New
Haven in July.

In my dream it was the day of
the first performance of “The
Birthday of the Infanta.” Adolph
Bolm stood in the center of the
Auditorium stage in a circle of
amber light. Suddenly there fell,
from the theater proscenium, a
little waxen angel like the ones
used in Russia on the very top
of the Christmas tree. In falling
the angel broke in two; one piece
came to rest on the stage, the
other fell into the orchestra pit.

The scene changed. Adolph
Bolm stepped back-stage as though
in fear and disappeared. The stage
took the shape of a great hall in an
ancient palace; the light changed
from amber to a somber green
filled with shadowy forms, like
those in deep-sea waters. The pit,
instead of being filled with musi-
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cians, was covered with white
flowers.

| awoke feeling most uncom-
fortable and full of anxiety. | de-
scribed my dream to Pavley and
| said to him, ““I do not know what
is going to happen but I am sure
that something will, so that the
performance of ‘The Birthday of
the Infanta’ will be canceled.”

Pavley laughed at me but he
did not change my belief. In the
Bible Joseph interpreted the Phar-
aoh’s dreams, as expressed in
symbols. | did not have to be a
Joseph to read the symbols of my
dream. The meaning was plain
to see.

* First: what was to happen would
be on the day of the first perform-
ance of “The Birthday of the
Infanta.”

* Secondly: | believed that the
performance would be canceled
because Mr. Bolm, the director,
retired into the dark back-stage.
e Third: the time would be near
Christmas because of the little
Christmas tree angel.

e Fourth: although 1 could not
foresee what was to happen, some-
thing would occur, as clearly in-
dicated by the white blanketed
orchestra pit.

These four points clearly im-
pressed me.

Pavley and | returned to Chi-
cago in September. Rehearsals be-
gan. Everything went as smoothly
as the excitement of a new oper-
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atic season would ever permit.

Adolph Bolm arrived in Chi-
cago to direct the rehearsals of
the “Infanta” ballet. | let him
have the ballet dancers every
afternoon, while | kept them in
the morning for ““Boudoir” and
other ballets the operas required.

Then the season began.

One day | saw the notice that
the first performance of the "In-
fanta” was scheduled for the 19th
of December — six days before
Christmas. John Alden Carpenter
was a prominent figure in Chi-
cago, as well as in the musical
world, and ““The Birthday of the
Infanta” was expected to be a
great success. Even though we be-
longed to the Chicago Opera
Company Pavley and | were un-
able to get passes. We bought
tickets.

On the day of the 18th Pavley
said to me, “Tomorrow is the
premiere of the ‘Infanta’ bal-
let. Do you still believe in your
dream?”

“Certainly,” | replied. “There
are still 24 hours before the per-
formance. Much can happen.”

The next morning when, as
usual, we were rehearsing in our
studios, the telephone rang. Pre-
occupied, | waited a moment be-
fore | took up the receiver. With
sudden attention | listened while
a voice spoke briefly. Then turn-
ing to Pavley | said in a low voice,
“The call was from the Opera
House. Campanini has just died.
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The opening of ‘The Birthday
of the Infanta’ is canceled. A
mass will be held Sunday at the
theater. We are asked to attend.”

Pavley was shocked. I, too, felt
a great loss. Gampanini was a
friend, a great artist, a marvelous
director and a charming man.

My dream was coming true and
I wished sincerely it was not so.

The angel of my dream, break-
ing as it fell into two pieces, one
falling on the stage and one into
the orchestra, was a correct sym-
bol because Campanini was a
stage director as well as conductor
of the orchestra. This could not
be applied to any but the beloved
Campanini.

The following Sunday we went
to the theater to pay our last
respects to the Maestro Cleo-
phantc Campanini. On entering
the box reserved for us | received

CREMATION MYSTERY
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a further shock. In the center
of the stage was the casket of the
great maestro. In the background,
as in my dream, | saw the scenery
of the great hall from the opera
Parsifal, the Hall of the Holy
Grail.

The electricians had changed
the lights in the enormous audi-
torium to green, producing the
shadowy, somber depths (unlike
anything | have seen in any thea-
ter) | had already experienced
in my weird dream.

In the center of the orchestra
pit, on the stand, was the score
for Falstaff from Verdi, and be-
side the score was Campanini’s
baton. The rest of the orchestra
pit, empty of musicians, was en-
tirely covered with white flowers.

With great grief | realized my
dream had come true to its small-
est detail.

IN BALTIMORE

AYyTARYLAND State Police ran into what gave every indication of

being a cremation mystery when they investigated a fatal auto
accident on the Baltimore pike eight miles south of Hanover early
in April, 1953. The victim was Bernard J. Hess, 35, of Baltimore,
who died of a skull fracture and internal injuries. His car had top-
pled down a 20-foot incline and crashed on its top.

What puzzled the police was that approximately a third of Hess’
body was covered with first and second degree burns. His clothing
had not been scorched and there was no evidence of fire in the
wrecked car. Il appeared that Hess had been enveloped by flames
while driving the car and had lost control.



THE DREAMS OF
-------- MRS. SHIPLEY

When the maid burned to death another of Mrs.

Shipley’s remarkable dreams came true.

n Oct, 25, 1903, Mrs. Marie
Shipley, wife of Harry Ship-
ley, the cashier of a Columbus,
Ohio, bank and president of a
bankers’ supply concern, dreamed
that a distant relative of hers,
Smith Spencer, appeared before
her dressed as if he were going on
a long journey. He told her he
was going far away and kissed her.
The kiss woke her up. She
looked at the clock by her bed and
saw that it was six o’clock.

Later, she learned that Smith
Spencer had died that day — at
six o’clock in the morning.

On a January night in 1904
Mrs. Shipley dreamed that she
was in a small town she had never
seen before. When she came to the
front of a house an elderly lady
appeared at her side and said, "T
want Charlie Eckert to have the
home.”

The Eckerts were neighbors and
Mrs. Shipley dropped in on Mrs.
Eckert the next day to tell of her
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dream. Mrs. Eckert said, ““I don’t
know of anyone who would leave
Charlie anything.” She did say
that the woman Mrs. Shipley de-
scribed from her dream fitted the
description of an aunt of her
husband who did live in a small
town.

Three months later the Eckerts
were notified that Mr. Eckert’s
aunt in Canal Dover, Ohio, had
died and that he was an heir.

Beyond any doubt, Mrs. Marie
Shipley of Columbus, Ohio, was
one of the most remarkable dream-
ers on record. Her dreams seemed
bound to come true. The Ameri-
can Society for Psychical Research
was so impressed that they kept a
record of some of her dreams, in-
cluding the two mentioned above,
that appeared to have prophetic
ramifications. In each case the
dream was “verified.” Affidavits
were taken from witnesses to
whom Mrs. Shipley had related
her dreams before their validity
was established.

Another dream she told was one
in which she went to visit her
grandmother. There was a fire by
the back gate of her grandmother’s
house as she approached and she
suddenly realized that the maid,
Sadie Tanner, was enveloped in
flames. Frightened, Mrs. Shipley
called out, ““Sadie Tanner, you
will burn to death!”” But the maid
paid no attention to her and,
standing there calmly, burned to
death.
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One person Mrs. Shipley did
not tell this dream to was Sadie
Tanner. The bank cashier’s wife
and her dreams were regarded
with awe about town and Mrs.
Shipley did not wish to alarm the
maid. When months went by and
Sadie Tanner continued her house-
hold chores Mrs. Shipley sighed
with relief, thankful that this was
one dream ““without meaning.”

Mrs. Shipley had all but for-
gotten the dream when on Decem-
ber 21, 1906, Sadie Tanner, sit-
ting at her dresser, picked up a
lamp. The handle came off and
the lamp dropped into her lap. In
an instant her clothes were on fire.
She burned to death.

Another of Mrs. Shipley’s dreams
that the American Society for
Psychical Research recorded oc-
curred on August 19, 1905. In
this dream she came upon a hill.
Alongside the hill was a white
casket covered with beautiful
flowers. There were so many flow-
ers that she couldn’t see what was
in the casket. After awhile a black
casket appeared. This casket was
covered with violets. Both caskets
began moving along together. Sud-
denly she saw a face emerge from
the black casket. It was that of
Mrs. Laura Spencer, a distant
relative.

Later Mrs. Shipley learned that
Mrs. Spencer’s youngest son took
his life that same morning in
Cincinnati.

Mrs. Shipley never had visited
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him but he had lived by a hill.

Another dream recorded by the
Society is one that Mrs. Shipley
had on February 5, 1907. In this
one she saw a black casket moving
along on railroad tracks. Later the
news was received that a relative,
Grandma McKeever, had died
and that her body was being taken
by train to Barnesville. Ohio.

Perhaps the most remarkable
of Mrs. Shipley’s dreams is one
that occurred on June 3, 1907.
This was one of the last dreams
she ever mentioned apparently
having decided that henceforth it
would be best to keep them to
herself.

In this dream she set out to call
on her friends, Mr. and Mrs.
Shimp. As she approached their
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home she saw, in front of the
house, three strange women, two
dressed in white, one in black.
Mr. Shimp met her at the door
and said, ““She is dead.”

Mrs. Shipley awoke with quite
a start. She was relieved to learn
upon making discreet inquiries
that Mrs. Shimp was in “splendid
health.” But a few weeks later
Mrs. Shipley learned that Mrs.
Shimp had fallen seriously ill.

On July 3, exactly one month
to the day after her dream, Mrs.
Shipley went over to call on Mrs.
Shimp. Mr. Shimp met her at the
door and said, ““She is dead.”

Inside in the living room were
three women relatives. Two were
in white dresses and one was
dressed in black.

THE HOMING RING

\Y/HILE fading an attack of Second Division troops near Heart-

break Ridge, Korea, in October, 1951, Lieut. Col. Warren
Hecker, of Vineland, N. J., lost his West Point class ring. He missed
the keepsake but, after being rotated home, he bought a duplicate
ring and forgot about his loss. Then in January, 1953, a military po-
lice officer noticed that a captured North Korean officer was wearing
a West Point ring. He found the name “Warren Hecker” engraved
on the inside. On the assumption that Hecker was dead, the ring was
sent to the military academy with the request that it be forwarded to
Colonel Hecker’s next of kin. The colonel is now wearing his original

ring.



Spectral figures are said to appear at this lonely beach

just before dawn. Observers gather to watch the

rowning over the lonely beach
Fof Francokastelli (Castle of the
Franks), towards Cape Krio in
Crete, is a ruined castle built in
the late Middle Ages by the old
Doges of Venice. Its gray walls
and weathered turrets tower into
the clear blue sky, and its founda-
tions are washed by the sparkling
waters of the Mediterranean.
Inland from the beach is a deso-
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late plain, buttressed by a wild
range of mountains. Across this
eerie plain, marching in proces-
sion after sunset or just before
sunrise, a phantom army marches
from the shadows of the moun-
tains towards the ruined -castle.

The tall and spectral figures are
always seen between the middle of
May and the first week in June.
They march, aureoled with mystic
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light, from east to west, down to
the lonely beach where they van-
ish into the air or the sea. The
place is remote and far out of the
track of tourists who do not brave
the wild and dangerous mountain
trails to reach it front Knossos.

Some eye-witnesses say the
figures appear to be soldiers of
some very ancient time. They
wear antique armor and helmets,
carry spears and short swords,
and bear shields .which appear
older than those of the days of
Homer. Peasants and even ad-
ministrators of Crete who have
seen them say they are very tall
men, almost giants, and they pass
like an army of the dead towards
the shadows of the old castle of
the Doges. Yet it is evident that
this old castle is not their mysteri-
ous bourne.

When the old Turks of Con-
stantinople ruled Crete in the
1860’s and 1870’s, the soldiers of
the garrison at Francokastelli
saw them and were scared almost
out of their lives by these sound-
less marchers. Attention was first
drawn to them, outside Crete, by
a well-known British M.P., Sir
Ernest Bennett, at one time Post-
master General in the British
Government, who was war cor-
respondent of the London Times
during the rebellion of the Greeks
of old Crete against the Turks in
1897. He tells how, in 1927, an
Englishman named Baker, who
had lived for many years in the
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Levant and had an intimate
knowledge of the mentality of the
Cretan peasants, whose tongue
he spoke, was travelling in rhe Ida
mountains with muleteers, when
they came to a solitary village
called Sphakia Kora. It is about
12 miles from Francokastelli.
Said Baker’s head muleteer,
“This is the month of May, the
time of the year when people
come from all over Crete to see
the Men of the Shadows.”
“What ‘Men of the Shadows’?”
asked the surprised Englishman.
““Shadows of strange big men
in armor, who arc seen at this
very time coming across the plain
from the shadows of the moun-

tains, in the dim light before
dawn. They march in uncanny
procession, making no sound,

towards the old ruined castle on
the beach of Francokastelli. | am
surprised, Master, that you who
know Crete have never heard of
them. We call them, as have our
forefathers before us, the Dew
Men’, or ‘Drousolites’, because
they are seen always when the
dew is on the ground and the sun
has not yet risen.”

“Tell me more of this,” said
Baker.

“My father and my grand-
father have seen these Men of the
Shadows, and so have many of
the people of the village of Fran-
cokastelli. Every year, in mid-
May and early June, they assem-
ble on the beach before dawn io
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watch for their coming.
Here is Petro. Ask him about the
Dew Men.”

Baker turned to Petro, another
muleteer, who told a queer story.

““I was engaged by some Ger-
mans, about 10 years ago, to help
in some archaeological work near
where they are seen. And it was
while | was there that | and many
other local people saw these Men
of the Shadows. It was after sun-
set and dark when we saw this
strange army of phantoms com-
ing across the plain towards the
beach where we stood. They ut-
tered no sound. They seemed to
be in armor. Some wore strange
helmets. AIll carried weapons,
shields, short swords, and spears.

“They were very tall men. As
we looked, they seemed to vanish
into the air as suddenly as they

had come. Holy Virgin, how
frightened we were! We were
rendered dumb till the dawn

came. Who can say what these
Shadow Men are? | have heard a
foreign scientist in the ruins of
Hajia Triada which lies not many
miles away, say an old Roman
garrison might have been wiped
out here in the days of the old
Roman Emperors. But who
knows?”

Hajia Triada, it may be noted,
is like the famous Knossos, also
one of the old cities of the Mino-
ans. These uncanny shadows of
men do not look like old Roman
legionnaries. Petro added that an

Italian scientist told him they
might be men of some archaic-
race of old Crete.

Reports of this weird spectacle
drifted across the Sea of Candia
and the Aegean to Athens in old
Greece, which is some 220 miles
north, as the crow flics. Here is
what a Cretan wine merchant.
G. S. Naxakis, wrote to one of
the leading newspapers in Athens:

““lI know that a former Greek
governor of Crete has seen these
strange Dew Men. His secretary,
M. Psyllakis, saw them in the dim
light before dawn and the rising
of the sun. But they have also been
seen in the dusk, after sunset.
Never are they seen when the sun
shines, or in daylight.”

Sir Ernest Bennett, who is a
classical graduate of Hertford
College, Oxford University, was
in Athens and read these news-
paper reports. He knew Crete
and its people, and he determined
to go to the island in the last week

of May, in 1928, and visit the
lonely beach and ruined castle
where the Dew Men of the

Shadows arc seen. He intended to
question the local eye-witnesses.
(The last time when, to my
knowledge, there were reports in
the Athens newspapers, Neos lius-
mos and Vradyni, that the Dew
Men had been seen, was in .June,
1950.)

On May 17, 1928, Sir Ernest
camped out on the beach, a few
yards from the gray and badly
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weathered ruins of the old Vene-
tian castle, towards whose main
gate the phantoms are seen to
march in the pale light from the
still starry pre-dawn sky over
brooding Mount lIda. He inter-
viewed villagers who testified that
they had seen the Dew Men. A
peasant named Delyanis said:

““I saw them moving like shim-
mering lights. This army of men
who make no sound seemed to
advance and retreat for about 15
minutes. Then they seemed to
vanish into the sea.”

Another villager, Petrides, said:

‘T and others standing on this
beach saw the Dew Men about a
third of a mile away, near the
mountains, yonder. Three other
men saw them in 1924, when they
were advancing on a line from
east to west. We could not see
their legs, but they had the
heads of men. About them shone
a strange light.”

Another eye-witness said: “The
Dew Men moved along like water
pictures until the sun rose, when
they vanished.” One woman was
seen to be actually standing right
in the midst of those moving
phantoms, yet she herself did
not sec them!

In a cottage close to the ruined
castle of Francokastelli, in 1928,
lived an abbot. He told Sir Er-
nest:

““l have seen the phantoms
twice. They were like an army on
the march, going from east to
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west. The Archbishop of Crete,
M. Eumenios, was with me at one
of those times, and we saw them
very early in the morning. All
staying in my house came out to
see them. They appeared beyond
the belt of trees towards the moun-
tains of Ida, and we could see
them better when we stooped.
They were marching in a column
about a quarter of a mile away.
The phenomenon lasted 15 min-
utes.”

The secretary of the governor,
M. Psyllakis, saw them in the last
week of May, 1906, from a hamlet
some distance from the beach. He
told Sir Ernest:

““l saw them about 220 yards
away. | had gone especially to
witness the phenomenon. It was
10 minutes before the sun rose and
the stars were still in the sky. It
was then that | saw a host of mov-
ing shadows, like those cast by
people on the blinds of a lighted
house in the dark. They were men
of various shapes, but | do not re-
call seeing horses or spears among
them.”

Sir Ernest waited, camped on
the beach, until the end of May,
but he did not see the Dew Men.
He left for Candia, and the follow-
ing week he had a letter from a
general of the Cretan army, M.
Hadjimichalis, who wrote:

‘T went there to unveil a memo-
rial to my grandfather, a general
killed in action with the Turks at
Francokastelli. After you had
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gone, and on 4, 5 and 7 of June,
1928, the phantom Dew Men
appeared. A woman harvester,
not a native of the place, was out
in the fields when the ghostly
band appeared. She thought they
were laborers, come to seek work
in the harvest. ‘What brings all
these hundreds of men here?’ she
asked another woman. ‘There is
not work for all of them. The
other woman told her they were
the Dew Men. On each day they
marched, in a procession from east
to west, from the foot of the moun-
tains across the dark plain to-
wards the ruined castle. Some-
times they were massed in forma-
tion; at other times the columns
were thin and dispersed. It must
be some strange natural phe-
nomenon.”

But Sir Ernest, on the weight of
the evidence, does not believe it
is a natural phenomenon but
something supernormal and mys-
tic.

If it is urged that the Dew Men
are just mirages, it must be re-
membered that mirages are re-
fracted images, with a maximum
range of about 40 miles, and visi-
ble only when the sun has risen,
and in the light of clear day. As
one has commented, the phan-
toms are seen only in pre-dawn
light and in a limited period of

weeks between mid-May and
early June.
Further, all around the lone,

wide beach are only the ruins of
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the old castle and a very few
houses, from which, or from the
few scattered hamlets lying out on
the plain between the foot of the
Ida range and the shore, no host
of such men like these could possi-
bly come. And if it were just an
image refracted from some place
40 miles or more away, it is ex-
tremely unlikely that so many liv-
ing men would be about in the
hour before dawn.

Who and what are these Dew
Men? Whence do they come?
Why do they appear only at a
certain time? What object are
they serving?

It appears certain that the Dew
Men are in no way linked with the
history of the old VVenetian castle.
The Italian savant who suggested
that these Men of the Shadows be-
long to the archaic past of Crete
may have been close to the truth.
Eye-witnesses have described the
phantom marchers as wearing hel-
mets and armor and carrying
spears and shields, like some
archaic company out of Homer’s
Illiad or Odyssey. And all eye-
witnesses seem agreed that the
phantoms are very tall men.

The mountains from whose
shadows the Dew Men appear to
begin their march were the home
of the priests dedicated to the cult
of the Great Earth Goddess-
Mother of Jupiter. In a very re-
mote age she was an androgyne or
bi-sexual diety, a god combining
the attributes of both father and
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mother. It thus appears that mys-
terious rites of some sort were
celebrated by the Dew Men in
life, several millennia ago, when
they marched on the east-west
line between the middle of May
and early June toward the lone
beach at Francokastelli.

Some say, as did Diodorus
Siculus, about 35 B.C., that old
Crete was the very ancient resi-
dence of Zeus, the Atlantean,
who with others went from there
and founded Eastern Atlantis,
whose long-vanished continental

THE VISIONS OF

he little village of Heroldsbach,

Germany, has been split asun-
der since four young girls claimed
they saw the Virgin Mary on a
hillside one October evening in
1949. As a result of their claim,
Heroldsbach has become a shrine
with thousands of persons flocking
there every weekend and on reli-
gious holidays. Hundreds of adults
also claim they see visions: the
Virgin Mary is said to come down
from the skies and speak to them.
They say the Child Jesus, borne
by winged angels, crosses the sky
“like a fiery tongue.”

The Catholic Church has in-
vestigated the claims rigorously
and has rejected them. Pope Pius
Nil himself issued a declaration
that the so-called visions “‘are
not supernatural.” Crowds num-
bering as high as 60,000 have
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island was the mysterious Pan-
chaea, located far out in the In-
dian Ocean between Ceylon and
Madagascar. Diodorus drew on
the libraries of ancient Carthage,
which the barbarous Romans
destroyed. Suppose, then, that
some ancient, long since drowned
land lay beyond what is now the
desolate beach of Francokastelli.
Can it be religious rites connected
with the traditions of this lost
land and taking place on the
beach, which bring the phantom
marchers here?

HEROLDSBACH

dwindled sharply since the church
ban — yet hundreds still come
to kneel at the shrine and thou-
sands of others come to watch.
And the girls still claim to see the
visions almost daily. Believers have
given money and jewelry to erect
a shrine and chapel on the hillside
where the first visions are said to
have occurred.

Heroldsbach’s pastoral atmos-
phere has changed. Booths sell
religious tracts, candles, and ro-
saries. New houses have gone up.
Old inns have been remodelled.
But many are unhappy.

“This unfortunate dispute has
disturbed our peace and divided
our people,” says Dr. Ernst
Schmitt, the village priest who does
not believe in the visions. “It has
caused an open war. It is trulv a
scandal.”



DR. EINSTEIN'S FIELD

cor over 25 years Dr. Albert
A Einstein, who in his famous
theory of relativity united space
and time into one ‘“continuum,”
has been trying to bridge the awe-
some gap between stars and
atoms — between gravitational ef-
fects on the one hand and electro-
magnetic effects on the other. Re-
.cently he made public his new
unified field theory which reduces
to a few mathematical equations
all the differing and apparently
unrelated phenomena of the physi-
cal universe — light, heat, magnet-
ism and gravitation.

In the theory of relativity Ein-
stein abandoned the idea of a
“force” of gravitational attrac-
tion. In its place he presented the
concept of a “field.” He showed
that the planets do not move in
fixed orbits about the sun simply
because they are attracted by it
but because they themselves are
parts of the gravitational field.

Physicists found that this did
not explain the leaping of elec-
trons from orbit to orbit of the
atom with the emission of light
and heat. The actions of individual
electrons appeared impossible to
predict. So the physicists devel-
oped a complicated theory of
probabilities called quantum me-
chanics, in which atomic events
were treated statistically, some-
what as insurance company sta-
tistics treat life and death. This
made prediction of atomic events

possible and even led to the devel-
opment of tire atomic bomb.

The result was to produce two
kinds of physics, one dealing with
the outward universe of space-time
and the other with the invisible
atom. Since there is no certainty
in the atom, quantum physicists
hold that there can be none in the
universe at large. They regard the
universe as a problem in proba-
bility, a structure developed by
chance alone. In the universe asin
the atom, they see only discon-
tinuity.

Einstein finds this view distaste-
ful. He believes that the universe
is a single continuous field like an
endless flowing river. He sees order
and perfection in both stars and
atoms, and feels that the universe
developed in conformity with
some deep, underlying principle.
He maintains that the theory of
discontinuity and chance is an
incomplete theory and that even-
tually evidence will be found to
show that the universe is gov-
erned by immutable laws of cause
and effect.

“l cannot believe,” he states,
“that God plays dice with the
cosmos.”

His new theory amounts to a
deep, almost mystical belief that
by seeking a sublime guiding force
in the operation of the universe in-
stead of mere blind chance, we
thereby shall gain a clearer view of
reality.
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She Photographed Thoughts

After reading Hcreward Carr-
ington’s article, ““We Photo-
graphed Thoughts,” 1 bought
film, waited for darkness, closed
myself in my room and wrapped
the film about my head in the
dark. I kept the film on my head
for one second. Then | rolled it up
and wrapped it in a way which
permitted no light whatever to
enter. | took it to the drugstore
and left it to be developed.

When | received the developed
negative, which was all that was
sent back, it had a few shafts of
light and a vague outline of the
top of a cross. This resulted in
spite of the fact that | concen-
trated on nothing in particular
and exposed the film to my head
for only one second.

Mr. Carrington did not men-
tion how long Mr. Ruk kept the
film on his head. | would like to
know how long film is to be ex-
posed in this way. — Joyce Goode.
Chicago, IlI.

In my original article you will
find | mentioned ““about 12 min-
utes” for concentration on the

plates. This evidently was cut out
in editorial revisions. If you use
Miss Goode’s letter, you might
mention this, from me. 1'd like to
hear what she gets! — Hereward
Carrington, Hollywood, Calif.

The photo shows the result of Miss
Goode's experiment in thought photog-
raphy but it did not reproduce clearly
enough to- be printed in this column.
Sorry! — II. '\ II'.

Pill-shaped Object

Approximately four years ago
my immediate family, my father,
mother and sister, drove to Coney
Island to witness a weekly display
of fireworks. At the height of this
exhibit a neighbor’s boy, whom
we had taken along, pointed out a
singular object flying inland and
almost directly overhead. It was
pill-shaped and of a silvery hue.

We thought it was part of the
show and followed its flight, ex-
pecting it to burst in a shower of
multi-colored flame. We were
obliged to turn completely around
to keep it in sight. At length the
object passed from view, never
once altering its speed, deviating
from its straight flight, or fluctuat-
ing from its original altitude.

Although puzzled by the ob-
ject's behavior, we deemed it of
minor consequence. However, the
furor created by “interplanetary
visitors” and flying saucers brought
the incident to mind. | questioned
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my parents and they too recalled
the incident quite vividly. | de-
cided to submit this small bit of
information to Fate as a further
substantiation of the flying saucer
claims. — H. William Nintzel,Glen-

dale, 1. I, n. r.

Mysterious Tracks

While engaged in winter train-
ing with the 24th Infantry Divi-
sion in January, 1953, | had an
odd experience. We were biv-
ouacked on the side of Mt. Fu-
jiyama at an altitude of about
5,000 feet. We were the only
persons up there as nobody climbs
the mountain in winter, its upper
reaches being coated with ice and
snow.

We were learning to ski. | got
bored with the routine, so hid my
skis at the highest station and took

off up a mountain trail to see
what | could find. After | had
walked for well over a mile,

definitely further than any G.I.
had ever gone, | came across
some large tracks 15 inches long
and 12 inches wide. They con-
sisted of three round indentations
in a vertical line with two oval,
tilted indentations on either side
of the upper two, the whole
roughly forming the outline of a
Cross.

They were like paw tracks but
had two strange features. Al-
though they indicated a large
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creature they were not sunk
deeply in the snow and they did
not seem to be stopped by bushes
but went right under them. We
had no footgear like that and to
my knowledge the Japanese have
none either. The tracks mostly
followed the climbing trail | was
on but often cut away into places
where a human would not go.
No GT. in shoepacs would risk a
fall going around on unfamiliar
ground.

I have seen similar but very
small tracks around ammunition
dumps which were in snow-cov-
ered, open country and guarded
24 hours a day. | never saw any
animals. If any reader can iden-
tify these prints | would be very
grateful. — Vaughn M. Greene, San
Diego, Calif.

The enclosed clipping from the
Oslo, Norway, daily Aftenposten
might interest you. Translated
into English it says that the leader
of the new British Mount Everest
expedition, Colonel Hunt, de-
clared in a talk with reporters in
the capital of Nepal that he will
do everything to clear up the
problem of the mysterious “Snow-
man” of the Himalayas.

The colonel himself found the
curious footprints in the snow in
1937 when he was climbing Zc-
mugapet in North Sikkim at an
altitude of over 18,000 feet. He
discovered suddenly that he was
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walking beside double footprints
of die Snowman. He followed
them but they disappeared over
a nearby precipice.

Colonel Hunt believes this curi-
ous ‘“‘homo odiosus” to be a so far
unknown animal and that there
ate already a sufficient number of
observations to justify an expedi-
tion just to find out what it is.—
Carl Moe. Stevens Point, Wis.

Tearoom Correction

Eve been on Fifth Avenue for
a good many years but fail to find
a Gypsy Tearoom at 43rd and
Fifth Avenue asjeron King Cris-
well mentions on page 107 of
your April issue of Fate.

In fact, our office is located on
43rd and Fifth and the other three
corners have banks there. On
42nd and Fifth a Gypsy Tearoom
does a prosperous business. All of
our staff members frequent it
at one time or another. We were
all startled because we thought
we were being told fortunes on
43rd when all the time we knew
it was 42nd but, happily, we see
the error is not ours. — Carlson
Wade, JVeie York, N. Y.

Mystery of 6:10 P.M.

On Sunday, March 15, 1953,
my wife, two sons and | visited
our friends. Cozy and Toto
Schwartz. About supper time

someone noticed that one of the
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clocks in the
Its hands

wind-up alarm
kitchen had stopped.
were at 6:10 p.m.

Cozy asked Toto to reset and
start it. He looked at a second
wind-up alarm clock to get the
correct time. It was stopped — at
6:10 p.m. |

Toto looked at his watch. It
was running but indicated 6:10
p.m.! He asked me what the time
was by my watch and ! found that
it indicated 6:52 p.m. By this
time we didn’t know what time it
was. So we phoned for the time
and were told it was 6:53 p.m.

We spoke about the strange
case of the stopped clocks. Then |
asked if there were any other
watches or clocks in the apart-
ment. Cozy said she had a watch
in a drawer and went to get it.
She insists she didn’t change the
time shown on the watch yet
when she showed it to us it was
stopped at 6:09 or 6:10, the small
size making it difficult to be
precise.

We can think of no explanation
other than coincidence — yet
what formidable odds there must
be against such an occurrence.
Of the timepieces that were
stopped, Cozy and Toto said that
they had not been wound for
about a day, the watch for several
days. Yet why were these four
timepieces pointing to the same
hour and minute? We're still
wondering. — Homer R. Hansen,
New York, N. Y.
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“Desert Mystery” Solution ?

| shut out everything for a few
minutes, concentrating upon the

facts of ““Desert Mystery,” and
this is what | see:
in San Bernardino, in 1945,

there was a man who desired the
death of a red-haired lady friend
of his who knew more than he
could risk having known about
hint. He was a very clever ama-
teur hypnotist. He was rather
good looking, about 35, of me-
dium but muscular build, with
dark hair and gray or hazel eyes.
He met many women where he
worked and he compared them
with his red-haired associate. He
was looking for a woman who
closely resembled the woman he
wanted to die. When Cora Lan-
caster came along, he chose her.
Perhaps he flattered her, for a
rancher’s wife with seven children
could be expected to accept flat-
tery with gratitude. Among his
closest acquaintances was Henry
Mason. Perhaps they worked in
the same store or roomed in the
same lodging. After he had struck
up a friendship with Cora Lan-
caster, this man hypnotized her
and tilled her with the suggestion
that llenry Mason was her dream
lover, the man destiny intended
for her, firing her with a consum-
ing passion for him which over-
whelmed her maternal instincts,
her sense of responsibility to her
husband and her own decency.
She became a puppet and was not
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TALISMAN RINGS

EGYPTIAN
SIGNET & SEAL
Solid gold, hand-engraved
occult symbol signifying
success, power, peace,
purity, faith. In 10 Karat
yellow gold. Price $36.00.

ANCIENT
TALISMAN RING
Designed after a curious
old English ring used for
ceremonial magic.. 10 Karat
solid gold. Price $36.00.

PENTAGRAM
TALISMAN

All mysteries of Magic, All
symbols of Gnosis, All Fig-
ures of Occultism and the
Kabbalistic Keys of Proph-
ecy are resumed in the
Sign of the Pentagram. 10
Karat gold. Price $36.00.

THE SAILUS
Ring of .prosperity,, worn
by the devotees of Salus

or Hygiea, goddess of
Health. Sterling silver.
Price $18.00.

Order rings bv size. If you don’t know
size, cut tapered piece of cardboard.
Take ring that fits and drop over narrow
end of cardboard. Draw line at both sides
where it stops. Send with order.

VENTURE BOOKSHOP |
| iP,0. Box <571, Evanston, Illinois
Please send me ring checked below: |
| | Egyptian Signet
1 Ancfent Talisman $36.00 |
Pentagram Talisman $36.00 |
The Salus Ring $18.00

| enclose check, caih, money order for..

>
o
o
el
m
w
%]

CITY ANDSTATE..

My ring size is......... .

I don't know my ring size but | enclose tapered piece
of cardboard with ring stops marked on it.
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What was the secret of EDGAR
CAYCE? Read the exciting life story
of the man who has been called
“"America’s greatest psychic.”

“THERE IS A RIVER”

By THOMAS SUGRUE

You will be astonished by the clairvoyant
powers through which Edgar Cayce healed
thousands of people declared incurable by
medical specialists. Copies of this book are
limited. Send your order today. Price $5.00.

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP
P. O. Box 671, Evanston, lllinois

Please send me at once "There Is A
River.” I enclose check, cash, money order
for $5.00.

Name

Addre:

City and State.

SOME YEARS AGO
YOU WENT TO SCHOOL

"Did, 'fyotc .deeuitt—

How to control your emotions?
How to eliminate feelings of inferiority?
How to attain reasonable desires?

Did —
Wisdom is not knowledge of isolated facts?

That man is physical, mental and spiritual?

That to have peace of mind these three
must work intelligently together?

That to live according to PRINCIPLE
means health, happiness and success?

you desire re-education for self-develop-

(7 SRR .

1230 N. Cascade Avenue
Colorado Springs, Colorado
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responsible for her own conduct.

Then the man hypnotized
Henry Mason and made him be-
lieve that Mrs. Lancaster was in-
credibly beautiful and that he was
her lover. Having launched the
couple on their bizarre romance,
the man suggested that Mrs. Lan-
caster leave her family and disap-
pear with Mason to a secret place
where they could enjoy their new
association. She accepted the sug-
gestion, for she was obsessed with
the thought of her lover — a state
which her husband said made her
restless and dissatisfied.

Finally it was all arranged.
Mrs. Lancaster left with the post-
hypnotic suggestion never to write
to Mason, possibly even to forget
about him entirely once she ar-
rived at her destination. The
murderer meanwhile had assem-
bled an outfit of clothing identical
to that which Mrs. Lancaster
owned.

Also he had his red-haired
friend make preparations to leave
town in such a way that her
friends would not think her ab-
sence strange, possibly under hyp-
notic suggestion. As soon as Mrs.
Lancaster was gone, he Kkilled the
red-haired woman, dressed her in
the clothing he had secured and
carried her body into the desert.
Most likely this woman lived in a
nearby town, though she could
have lived in San Bernardino.

Then, having suggested that
post-hypnotically Mason would
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That’s what every 24-issue subscription to Fate
will save you over the single copy price.

Today you can subscribe to Fate
for $3 for 12 issues, or $6 for 24
issues. You save 10 cents a copy! It
means that you can buy the newer,
bigger Fate, with 32 more fascinat-
ing pages, for just what the single
copy price was a few months ago.

There's another reason you should
subscribe. Because of the demand,
many newsstands don’t get enough

SEND YOUR REMITTANCE TO:

copies. We try to prevent this, but
some persons are inevitably dis-
appointed. A subscription will guar-
antee you your copy.

Subscribe today. Save 10 cents a
copy. And make sure you get your
Fate even before it reaches the
newsstands.

Sorry, we can’t accept more than
a 24-issue subscription at this time.

Clark Publishing Company * 806 Dempster St., Evanston, Illinois
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1 Zone State............... Jyerreeeeaaees
1| wish to subscribe to Fate Magazine for (check square)

| | 24 issues $6.00

- Ery Ny Ey

Begin my subscription with the

Q 12 issues $3.00

Enclosed is © cash © check O money order for $..................

If this is a renewal of a previous subscription, check here O
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FAIRY CROSSES

—+ We now have a limited suL)pI of one of

the most unusual good luck charms ever
offered. "The Mystery of the Faigl Crosses” in
the June, 1952, issue of FATE told the strange
story of these cross-shaped stones which are
found in a natural state in the mountains of
Virginia. Hundreds of FATE readers have
since inquired about them, and we now offer
them to you, direct.

Fairy crosses are of a reddish-brown
& stone and average one-inch in length.
They are mounted with gold-plated eyes and
can’ be worn as watch charms or necklace
pendants. Two types are available—ROMAN,
which is longer in shape, and MALTESE, which
is more square. Please specify which type you
wish when ordering.

PRICE ONLY $1.00 EACH, POSTPAID

Get your Fairy Cross today from

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP

P. O. Box 671 . Evanston, lllinois

the TAROT

World’s most ancient cards,
lieved to have come from Ancient
Egypt or Chaldea, thousands of
years old.

FOR DIVINATION
FORTUNE-TELLING
PROPHESY

Each card has an allegorical meaning. The pack
divides into sets corresponding with the steps
of initiation into the Mysteries of the Magi.
Contains complete exposition of the Rites and
Mysteries of the Tarot, the Veil of Divination,
the Greater and Lesser Arcana.

This set consists of:
< One complete pack of 78
Tarot cards, beautifully en-
graved and printed in two
colors.
= One hard-bound book with
two-color illustrations tell-
ing you how to use the
cards—"The Key io the
Tarot.”
PRICE for complete set
only $5.00
ORDER TODAY!
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borrow an automobile, the mur-
derer carried Mason to the scene
of the crime, explained exactly
how it was performed, and took
him to the body, making him
identify it as Mrs. Lancaster’s by
suggestion and convincing Mason
that he had murdered her. Under
hypnosis nothing could be easier
or simpler. Also, under hypnosis,
Mason would have no memory of
the trip with the murderer.
Months passed and Mrs. Lan-
caster did not contact Mason.
Naturally Mason did not try to
contact her, for he had the fact
of her disappearance and the fact
of the borrowed car to confirm the
suggestion that he had killed her.

VENTURE BOOKSHOP
P.O. Box 671, Evanston, lllinois

Please send me your combination offer: |‘
One complete pack of 78 Tarot cards plus

the book, "The Key to the Tarot" for only |
$5.00. ‘

| enclose check, cash, money order for
NAME

ADDRESS

CITY & STATE



AN
IMPORTANT
BOOK FOR
READERS OF
FATE!

THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF REBIRTH

Millions of men and women are baffled by the inability of conventional Western
religion to satisfy their yearning for an intelligent faith—something to bring order
out of present human chaos. Here is an understandable explanation on which faith
can rest! It makes

DO YOU REMEMBER YOUR PAST LIFE?

Many persons do, and their fascinating stories are told
answers you have sought .

this book. Here are the
whence you have come; why you are here; and

whither you are going.

Shaw Desmond demonstrates that all the founders
of world religions have believed in reincarnation.
He covers the subject from ancient Egypt to the
present. Rebirth is being increasingly accepted in
the West. Read this absorbing book. Only $3.00

FOR A LIMITED TIME ONLY!
ORDER TODAY

I VENTURE BOOKSHOP
P.O. Box 671, Evanston, Il

1

| Please send me "Reincarnation for
I Everyman" for only $3.00, including postage
|

and handling.
| enclose check, cash, money order for.
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Your Permanent

FATE LIBRARY

Gold Embossed Maroon Cloth Binding

Add handsome permanence to
your collection of FATE Maga-
zine by buying bound volumes.
The publishers have arranged to
bind a limited number of back
issues in hard covers. They are
offered to you at nearly cost.

FOUR VOLUMES
NOW AVAILABLE
Volume 2, 1949, issues 5 to 8.
Volume 3, 1950, (Book 1, issues 9 to 12,
and Book II, issues 13 to 16).
Volume 4, 1951, (Book |, issues 17 to 20,
and Book II, issues 21 to 24).
Volume 5, 1952, (Book I, issues 25 to 28,
and Book I, issues 29 to 33).

No more when these are gone!
The price is only $4 for each book!
Or buy any five books for $15 and
save $5!

Order now! Only prepaid orders
accepted. We pay postage.

CLARK PUBLISHING COMPANY
806 Dempster Street

Evanston, lllinois

Send me the BOUND VOLUMES of
FATE | have checked:

VOL. 2 1 $4 VOL. 4 1 $8
VOL. 3 1 $8 VOL. 5 1 $8
Any 5 books [ $15
Any 3 books [J $10

FATE

He had seen a dead woman whom
he believed to be Mrs. Lancaster
and the sense of guilt had been so
branded into his consciousness
that he was not able to recall the
truth.

So when the body was found
he denied the crime, possibly at
the suggestion of the murderer,
and later admitted it. No doubt
he had been drilled repeatedly as
to his course of action and the
confusion resulting from his hyp-
nosis naturally made him doubt
his sanity.

Then Mrs. Lancaster wrote
home, having struggled with her
own confusion until no other
course of action seemed possible.
By then the memory of the other
red-haired woman had faded from
most minds. In any case the at-
tention of everyone was riveted
on Mrs. Lancaster and Mason
and the connection of other in-
dividuals was overlooked.

Mason may never have met the
murdered woman but the mur-
derer had to be an intimate ac-
quaintance of both Mason’s and
Mrs. Lancaster’s. People still
should be available who knew
which of their circle of intimates
at that time was a hypnotist.

Because of the effect of post-
hypnotic suggestion it would be
fruitless to question Mrs. Lancas-
ter or Mason under hypnosis, for
it is quite certain they were given
the suggestion that they never
would recall having been placed



A book of WITCHES and SORCERERS ... of DEMONOLOGY ...
of BLACK MAGIC and WHITE MAGIC...of SPELLS and ALCHEMY...

PROFESSOR SIRDAR IKBAL ALI SHAH . ..

has compressed the work of years of research
into one masterly volume. The Grimoires, or
notorious Black Books of the wizards are
included here. Spells and charms are de-
scribed. The mysteries of the secret societies.
Never before has there been gathered into
one volume these processes of magic from the
Grimoires, from Arabic sources, from the
Great and Little Alberts and the Heptameron
of Peter de Abano.

I VENTURE BOOKSHOP

Profusely illustrated with the | P.O. Box 671, Evanston, lIl.
circles inseparable from the

. . . Theory and Practice" at only $5.00 each,
equipment of the classical wizard. I including mailing charges.

Exhaustively complete, yet per-
fectly organized and easy to

|
|
|
swords, candles, pentacles and | Please send me .. "OCCULTISM, its |
\
\
|

read. This book is a must for I NAME. ..o ‘
anyone interested in the magical ADDRESS. |
processes of ancient days. |

CITY & STATE. .o |

Price: $5.00 |
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the Keji to Long
tift and Happiness

BY DESMOND DUNNE

Here is a short course in one handy volume,
giving you the essentials of modern Yoga.
Desmond Dunne, principal of the famed School
of Yoga, is the world's most successful teacher of
Yoga. He has made it practical and useful to
Western man by omitting the Eastern Mysticism
that he feels is out of tune with our modern life.
In "YOGA, The Way to Long Life and Happi-
ness," Dunne has blended the best of the ancient
knowledge with modern Western psychology.

This is the new American edtion of
Dunne’s book 'Yoga for Everyman™
with two new chapters added to the
original British edition.

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP

P. O. Box 671, Evanston, Il

Please send me immediately a copy of
"YOGA, The Way to Long Life and Happi-
ness.”

- e — e -

| enclose check, cash, money order for
; $3.00.

j NAME

» ADDRESS

| CITY & STATE
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under hypnosis. Neither of them
would have any idea why they
acted as they did, except that
they did so from inner compul-
sion. It is even possible that the
memory of their association with
the murderer was blanked out.
«— Lee R. Gandee, Lexington, S. C.

Atomic Astrals

On looking over Fate for June
I was surprised to see the photo
of Mr. Hanft’'s Siamese cats and
the two mysterious onlookers.

With my own eyes | have seen
these weird astrals in the at-
mosphere when | lie down in
my hammock on the back porch.
The phenomenon began about a
year ago but is now less clear.

I didn't see one or two of these
reptiles with owl heads but dozens
hanging down in the ether in
front of me.

I am baffled as to their mean-
ing. Sometimes their long reptile
bodies would have a loop in them
and at other times the entire
bodies would be brilliant as if
set with diamonds. The heads
were those of an owl or similar
bird with the identical nose of the
owl and two eyes which gleamed
like jewels.

On several occasions the rep-
tiles had three heads but with a
single brilliant eye in the center.

I wonder if atomic tests have
released or given birth to such
strange manifestations of the un-
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IS YOUR OPPORTUNITY

TO SUBSCRIBE TO THE WORLD’S LARGEST
SPIRITUALIST WEEKLY!

The Spiritualise Newspaper

In Dark Gods”

dm 0> mR Ui

SWAFFER  -writes Slum llcNmond

SPIRITUAL

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP

P. O. BOX 671, EVANSTON, ILLINOIS

, Please enter my subscription to PSYCHIC NEWS, the British International Spiritualist weekly
Money Order......

1 newspaper. | enclose Check ..Cash

TWO YEARS $7.50 [

NAME
ADDRESS

CITY

known. — Mrs.
Santa Rosa, Calif.

Vera C. Miller,

Mystical Coin

Here is an odd but true story
which | am at a loss to explain.
First | must say that my hobby is
collecting stamps and coins. |

With The World's Largest Circulation

D SPIRIT MESSAGES
W’ﬁ 8%@% STALIN: “He Believed

Psychic News is a world-wide
Spiritualist newspaper. But it
also deals with healing, rein-
carnation, strange events. Its
staff of correspondents every-
where keep you informed of
world psychic events. Sensa-
tional, exciting, fascinating, re-
sponsible. And so inexpensive.
52 issues of Psychic News for
only $4.00. Every week for less
than 8 cents per issue.

SUBSCRIBE TODAY!

ONE YEAR $4.00 1

.ZONE. STATE.

welcome any odd or old stamp or
coin.

A friend of mine who runs a
local cafe found a German coin in
a five-cent jackpot machine. He
gave me this coin and | looked
over carefully. | noticed that the
date was 1949, the mint letter J.

The next day | was still carry-
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THE "SECRET”
OF READING FACES!
For fun or fortune, this owledge can be your most
valuable ass 1 I\ a learn. Send
for - HOW EfT Only $1.00.

4002 (»th Ave. Brooklyn 32, N. Y.

A NEW REVELATION

Thousands have “"died”—but were revived. Experi-
ences of those who have left their physical bodies and
returned to them are revealed in this book. Real ex-
periences. $1.00 pd. Chas. E. Heuer, 481 1-F
Herron Road, Eureka, Calif.

HYPNOTIZE the First Day

Instantaneous hyEnotiC_ sleep the first day or
your money back. This method has been a
closely guarded secret for years. Now revealed
for the first time. Here is what you get: ‘““How
to Hypnotize the First Day,” Hypnotism Can
Help” You,” and the famous Lewis hypnograft.
Only $2.00 Complete. Supply limited:

LEWIS THE HYPNOTIST
4009 Lake Park Chicago 15. Illinois
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ing the coin in my pocket. To
keep it from mixing with other
change 1| placed it in a back
pocket along with a key.

That afternoon | stopped at the
cafe again and while talking to a
chap there | reached into my
back pocket to show him the Ger-
man coin. To my surprise | with-
drew a five-ccnt piece dated 1940
and my key.

| searched all my pockets but
no German coin could ! find
although an hour before | had
looked at it and placed it in my
pocket again.

On this particular afternoon |
didn’t have a cent on my person.

Hp™ "

| WHAT IS THIS WORLD COMING TO?

- This—the ONLY existing edition of the authentic words
g of famous NOSTRADAMUS—wiill give you more than
1000 prophecies dating to the year 3797 A.D. Inter-
reted in plain, easy-to-understand language by the
amed Henry C. Roberts.
Nostradamus predictions have never been disproved?
Here in one Big revealing volume you will find the
O famous and complete predictions of the GREAT NOS»
JA"TRADAMUS. Past events have come true with uncanny
accuracy. Now see what may

PAST EVENTS
ACCURATELY PRE«
DICTED including
daiej.” Framsch Reve  j
elution. L»ndon a
fir®. American JE

be in store for us in the fu- Just a feweventsfrom Nostradamus
ture. Clothbound —over 350 Predictions: ATOMIC WARFARE,

1 £ Pages.

S>> $4,oo, order your copy Cataclysmic Destruction of Great

? UOW-BE AMAZED.

\NOSTRADAMUS InC. 380 Canal St, Dept. < 9. Sew York. N. I.

Revolution, JK 7j
Abraham IUra  Jkw
coin. F.D.g, A

RETURN OF HITLER, WAR WITH

RUSSIA, Date of Next World War, 5

Cities, TIME OF PEACE ON 1 \

EARTH. = T



-------------- NOTICE TO ALL FATE READERS: -------mmrmm-
By special arrangement, the editors of FATE offer you

ALSON J. SMITH’S

Psychic Source iBook

This great factual compendium, by a FATE author familiar to all of you,
is @ must lor any library on psychic research and extra-sensory perception.
Il is complete with introductions, biographies, bibliography, glossary and
index. Contains more than 150,000 words, 464 pages.

Here are some of the authors . . . Here are some of the subjects . .
Carl C. Jung The Question of Man
William McDougall Religious Ecstasy
J. B. Rhine The Heavenly Arcana
S. G. Soal The Mrs. Piper Case
Frederic W. H. Myers The Mystery of Time
Pitirim Sorokin Trance Personalities
J. W. Dunne The Coming of Patience Worth
Lord Balfour Telepathy
Walter Prince Precognition
Mrs. Henry Sidgwick Spiritism
Rev. Charles Drayton Thomas Dreams
Sir Oliver Lodge And many others . . .

Robert N. Webster, editor of FATE, says:

"For the first lime since | became editor of this magazine | do not hesitate
to recommend a serious book on psychical research. The Psychic Source
Book is a small library in itself. 1 could not imagine a sounder basic book
for men and women interested in this great subject.”

And the cost so small

Because the editors of FATE feel that the Psychic Source Book is a basic
volume which should be in every home, they offer it to you postpaid for

only $3.00.
SEND FOR THE PSYCHIC SOURCE BOOK TODAY!

FATE Magazine

806 Dempster Street

Evanston, III.

Please send me ........... copies of THE PSYCHIC SOURCE BOOK for only $3 each. |
enclose Check .... Cash .... Money Order........

NAME o

ADDRESS ...

CITY ZONE......... .. STATE ...




120

WHAT DOES THE FUTURE
HOLD FOR YOU?

A better position? An inheritance? New friend-
ships? A journey? Find out with

FORTUNE-TELLING CARDS

These cards are designed so that you can tell
fortunes easily and quickly. The meaning of
each card is printed on the face. Accompanying
instruction folder explains the simple steps in
laying out the cards and making readings.
Amaze yourself, your family and friends with a
glimpse of tomorrow

Ondet "T'l&cuf

LIMITED SUPPLY ON HAND
Only $1.50 Postpaid

| THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP

J  P.O. Box 671. Evanston, lllinois
|
1

Please send me by return mail a pack of
GYPSY WITCH Fortune-l <-)ling Cards.
enclose check, cash, money order for 3>1.50.

| Address
| City and Slate |

Take a trip into the PAST or FUTURE!

At last—you can recapture past experiences

prepare for the future, with your own per-
sonal TIME MACHINE! Will help you reach
seemingly impossible goals. Simple as A-B-C to
operate once you know the SECRETS. Proven
by hundreds. Send 250 for details — NOW!

EIDETIC FOUNDATION
Depf. 345-A
252 Mershon Street Fairhope, Alabama

iari;

So | look this “strange” nickel
and put it into the jackpot and |
won 50 cents.

At the end of the week the
owner of the cafe opened the
jackpot and returned my German
coin. How did it get in there?
Where did the ordinary nickel
come from? You know as much as
I do. — Ralph Bird, Dartmouth,
N. S., Can.

Telepathic Nightmare

While | was on Isle Royal with
the Civilian Conservation Corps
in the summer of 1940 there oc-
curred an instance of what | be-
lieve was telepathy. Wc spent the
summer on the island engaged in
constructing lookouts and doing
other work for the Park Service.

One night | checked the area
for any irregularity or fire danger
and noted that it was midnight
when | entered my tent, which
was a short distance from the hos-
pital tents that served as barracks.
Suddenly there was a disturbance
in one of the other tents and |
hurried outside to see what had
happened. The men were in a
turmoil and it took a while before
| could piece the story together.

They had been awakened by
one of the men screaming in a
nightmare. He had dreamed that
a brother to whom he was very
close had been Kkilled. The re-
marks of the men who shared his
tent were caustic and crude to say
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SEND FOR THESE BOOKS TODAY!

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP
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BROWN LANDONE AT 98 YEARS

GIVEN!

TRANSFORMATION
OF YOUR LIFE
IN 24 HOURS!

Why does man begin dying before he is 22
years of age and continue dying slowly for the
rest of his life on Earth? Why do most men want
money, position, wealth, power, freedom from
disease, abundant energy yet never seem to
get them? Write for the amazing FREE story of
famed Brown Landone. Read how science has
discovered the “brain of spirit” Thrill at the
discovery of the seven constructive rays of the
universe. Learn how you can use these new found
discoveries to change over and transform your
entire life . . . now. Reach heights you never
before dreamed possible.

Write for Folder "A” right now

It’'s FREE!

AMERICAN BOOK SOCIETY
P.O. BOX 1277
COLORADO SPRINGS, COLORADO
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the least and they threatened
physical violence in the event of a
repeat performance.

At noon the following day we
received a radiogram asking us to
make arrangements for the man
involved to return home for his
brother’s funeral. The brother
had been killed in an automobile
accident at midnight, the very
moment of the nightmare. —
John A. Miller. Moline, III.

In Support of Reincarnation

| have read articles in different
magazines and papers on rein-
carnation and | want to say this:
| believe in reincarnation.

Why do | believe? 1 was ready
for a nervous breakdown in 1950
and | had the obsession that if |
went to California | would be
cured without having to pay hos-
pital and doctor bills. | was cured
without these expenses.

In San Diego | walked into a
Spiritualist church and found my-
self staring at a hand-painted pic-
ture of myself that | never had
seen before. The only difference
was that in the picture | had
straight brown hair with a head-
dress on. | was dressed like an
Indian princess. | have naturally
curly brown hair.

But the contours of the face in
the picture matched mine. The
expression and the color of the
eyes were the same as mine.

When | mentioned the fact that



TWO GREAT BOOKS ON ASTRAL PROJECTION
“THE PROJECTION OF THE
ASTRAL BODY”

“THE PHENOMENA OF
ASTRAL PROJECTION?”

Both by Sylvan Muldoon and Hereward Carrington

One of the strangest psychic phe-
nomena ever noted is the projection
of the astro! body—when the astral
body lives and functions consciously
outside the physical body. The
world's two greatest authorities on
Astra! Projection have collaborated
to produce these two books.

1. THE PROJECTION OF THE AS-
TRAL BODY. First published in 1929,
has been out of print for years, now
republished in a handsome 242-
page book. Long recognized as the
authoritative book on the subject.
Price $3.50

2. THE PHENOMENA OF ASTRAL
PROJECTION. Newly published work
continues previous study. It contains
over 100 documented case histories
on Astral Projection, together with
an explanation of the theory, history
and doctrine of this amazing phe-
nomenon. Price $3.00
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THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP

P.O. BOX 671, EVANSTON, ILLINOIS

Send me by return mail the books
I have circled:

1. The Projection of the Astral
Body, Price $3.50.

2. The Phenomena of Astral Pro-
jection, Price $3.00.

3. Both Books. Price only $6.00.
NAME
ADDRESS : . .
CITY i ZONE......coiviiins
STATE. ..o
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By GINA CERMINARA

A fascinating study of the great
metaphysical teachings of EDGAR
CAYCE. His amazing clairvoyant
abilities not only healed the incurably
ill but revealed facts about reincarna-
tion which will give you an entirely
new outlook on life.

Our supply is limited. Mail
your ordertoday. Only $3.75

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP
P. O. Box 671, Evanston, lllinois

Please send me by return mail a copy of
"Many Mansions.” 1 enclose check, cash,
money order for $3.75.

Name

Addre:

City arid State.

PROPHECY

Know America’s future! Prophecies given by
angelic visitation predicting the future of
America and the world. The Angel said: "The
earth shall be filled with the light that | bring
and have brought from the Lord God.” 1he
Angel also promises us the greater power.

Book of Prophecies. Price Sl .25

ERICKSON PUBLICATIONS

103 Cable Road Anaconda, Montana

HYPNOTIZE

Modern speed hgpnotlsm taught.
Methods revealed. You are shown
,?f(actlg what to say. and do. Photo
illustrated. _Many mterest#nﬁ ex-
periments.” Self-hypnosis is fully ex-
Rlamed, Amazing results. Detailed

/pnotic tests given. Learn this ex-
Fun fa%cmatm art. Hold your
riends absolutely spellbound.” En-
tertain. A -professional hypnotist tells
%ou his secrets. Free catalog of new
ypnotism books sent on “request.

Send for the startling books
"HYPNOTISM REVEALED” $1

"ADVANCED TECHNIQUES OF HYPNOSIS" —> $ 1

Thought of using sleep for learn Ing. self-development?

Send Tor new in rP%uln b?o , ) . fir

“ Mental Power Through Sleep Suggestion” — «p 1

78 RPM Phonograph Record Inducing

Self-Hypnosis & Group-Hypnotisin
MELVIN POWERS, Master Hypnotist

1324 Wilshire Blvd., Dept.F, Hollywood 17, California

FATE

each time | looked at the picture
| felt I had had something to do
with it three raps were given on a
table.

The picture is that of an Indian
princess and was painted by a
spirit who calls himself Gray
Horse. | am of English-Irish
descent.

| feel |1 have been given all the
proof | need that there is such a
thing as reincarnation. — jDorothy
Jordan Houben, Olean, N. T~

Miracle on a Joyride

The story, “My Keys to Life,”
in the June issue of Fate, brings
to mind an incident that hap-
pened to my daughter when she
was about 15. She went joyriding
(she was being naughty as she
didn’t have permission) with two
boys and a girl friend. The car
was a coupe with a rumble seat.
My daughter sat in the rumble
seat with one of the boys.

They were riding at night along
a dark country road. Though
traveling fast, they did not meet
other cars. Suddenly there was a
crash as they hit something on the
road.

One of the four screamed to
Jesus for help. My daughter said
she felt herself leave the seat of
the car, soar through the air and
land gently in a bed of blooming
alfalfa. She traveled about 40
feet over a fence and into a field.

All the others admitted having



international
Edition

THE BRITISH OCCULT MAGAZINE

Now Available to Youl!

Through special arrangements
with the publisher, American
students of | he occult sciences
can now receive a special Inler-
tmlional Edition of PREDIC-
TION each month. PREDICTION
covers all the occult and psychic
sciences — \slrology, Palmistry.
A oga, Spiritualism, Dreams.
Theosophy. The Tarot, Psychic
Health. World Occult News ami

" S ESCRIBE [0
PK EWYION

OXLY $3.00

-

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP

P. O. BOX 671, EVANSTON, ILLINOIS

Please enter my subscription to PREDICTION, the British occult magazine. | enclose Check—
Cash—Money Order—

TWO YEARS $6 [ ONE YEAR $3 [

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY ZONE __ STATE

[ 2 2 m5 2 05 55 B> s £ —— >
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THE QUEST
OF THE OVERSELF

Paul Brunton, the man who has
investigated unknown mysteries
in India, Tibet, and through the
East, has written his greatest
book. It is a scientific exposition
of the mysterious laws which
underlie the discovery of the spir-
itual being in man. A book that
will change your life. Order today.

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP
P. O. Box 671, Evanston, lllinois

Please send me by return mail one copy of

he Quest of the Overself. 1 enclose
check O cash O money order (I for $4.50.

Name.

Address.........

City and State.

The Amazing
Astrological Cards

BY DALZINI

Read what one satisfied client in Malaya
says about them:

“From the time Madam LeMarchant, the
‘Highland Witch’, came to Ipoll in the year
1919, I was interested in Prediction, Astrology
and Numerology, and other forms of Divina-
tion. 1 do possess many books on such subjects,
but never have | come across such wonderful
Astrological Cards as the PEEP, the best |
have ever seen.

“Within one week | have made several ac-
curate predictions. o

“ “They took place within one week, and one
more to be expected very soon,’ said a friend of
mine.”

You, too, can take advantage of this out-
standing offer, by sending a One Dollar bill to
the publishers who will forward the complete
set of cards, with 28-page book of instructions
and diagrams, by return mail.

EEP will enable you to read your own or
your friends’ Horoscope as often as you wish.

PEEP will accurately
answer ANY questions
Write: ASHLEY PUBLICATIONS

2 Ravenscourt Road, Southbourne
ournemouth, England

FATE

experienced the same gentle land-
ing and not one was hurt although
the car was smashed badly. —
Mrs. Dulcie Brown, Los Angeles,
Calif.

Psychic Grandchild

My granddaughter, Jan, aged
two and a half, recently exhibited
marked extrasensory perception
which perhaps should not come
as a surprise as she belongs to a
psychic family.

She was sound asleep three
rooms away with the door shut
when her grandfather hid his pipe
and tobacco in a previously un-
known cubbyhole in a bookcase,
which he had just that moment
discovered. Waking two hours
later, Jan came swiftly into the
room, walked straight to the hid-
ing place, took out her grand-
father’s belongings and handed
them to him with a smile. —
/WI/.r. Averil C. Maynard, Springfield,
Mass.

Warning Voice

When | was discharged from
the Navy my wife and | decided
to spend a week at an unused
summer resort on the Flambeau
River in Wisconsin. We had no
car and my brother-in-law was
taking us to the camp with a load
of groceries to last a week, after
which time he was to come and
get us.



ANCIENT
WISDOM

Latent in every man are Spiritual, Mental
and Occult powers awaiting the Secret
Keys to emerge into full flower. The Brother-
hood maintains a Wisdom School, both
personal and by correspondence, through
which the secret wisdom keys are taught to
the sincere seeker. With headquarters on a
large tract of land high in the Rocky Moun-
tains it invites correspondence with all True

Seekers for Truth. .
Write for Free Brochure

LITTLE TEMPLE LIBRARY

Secret of True Prayer
Secret Teachings of Jesus
Occult Anatomy

Soul Cycles

Banner of Shamballa
Akashic Records
Mysteries of Mt. Shasta
Reincarnation

Atlantis and Lemuria
IBordo—The Soul After Death
Tibetan Dream State

Any of the above 35c each—3 for $1.00
Minimum order $1.00

Color and Light

Maitreya—Lord of the
World

Mysteries of the Mayas
Perfect Way

Astral Projection

Masters of the Himalayas
Spinal Brain and Health

Previous Incarnations of
Jesus

Second Coming of Christ

Divine Healing

Ten Lost Tribes of Israel

Wheel of Life

Spiritual Alchemy and
Healing

Wisdom of the Kabballa

Shamballa—The White
Lodge

Christ and the Last Days

Mysteries of the Gobi

Science of Health

The Master Key

The entire 30 Books for $7.00
Sample magazine on request

BOOKS OF INSTRUCTION

By Doreal

Four Planes of Healing—Typescript text-book of Spiritual and Magnetic Healing—$3.00
Asana Mantram and Breath Science—Entire Technique—$3.00
Sepher Yetzirah—Primary Work of the Kabballa—$2.00
Instructions of a Master to His Chela—$1.00
Symbolism of the Great Pyramid —$1.00

Masters—visible and invisible—$1.00

BROTHERHOOD of the WHITE TEMPLE, Inc.

SEDALIA, COLORADO
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THE HIDDEN TEACHINGS
BEYOND YOGA

Paul Brunton's great book of
Religion, Mysticism and Yoga.
The famed traveler in India, and
Tibet investigates the hidden
teachings, shows where they are
strong and valid —as well as
where they are insufficient and
incomplete. The most famous book
in its field.

THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP
P. O. Box 671, Evanston, lllinois

Please send me_by return mail one copy of
The Hidden Teachings Beyond oga.
1 enclose check O cash [0 money order [J
for $5.00.

City and Stale.

Join the

National Guild of Hypnotists

Manﬁ benefits including confidential bulletins,
membership card, scroll’ for framing, discount

bargains, etc. Send 10<i for full details, hypno-

disks, application.

GUILD, 48 Harlem St., Dorchester 21, Mass.
{Please mention FATE Magazine)

COLLEGE OF UNIVERSAL TRUTH

503BM North Broadway . CHICAGO 40, ILLINOIS

fati.

We were driving down a nar-
row gravel road and my wife in
the back seat with me was talking
to my brother-in-law’s wife in the
front seat. | was relaxing and not
even listening to the conversation
when something said, “You are
going to have a blowout.”

| sat up and moved over to the
edge of the seat to break in on the
conversation and tell the others
what | had heard. Then the voice
said, “Don’t tell them, they will
blame you.” So | sat back and
after about 100 feet of travel a tire
blew out. We were traveling about
25 miles an hour.

| have heard of cases where a
voice is said to have spoken to a
person but this voice did not
speak into my ears. It was as if the
message were placed in the back
of my head. — Harold Beeman,
Waukegan, IllI.

A Dream of FATE

After a week of searching for an
October, 1952, issue of Fate
without results | finally located it
in a dream. In the dream | en-
tered a local newsstand, went to a
certain rack and took down a
copy of Fate. On the cover | saw
a Balinese dancing girl and in the
background was what appeared
to be a distant mountain peak.

The next morning | went to
the newsstand and found my Fate
exactly where it was in my drcam.
The dream was perfectly accurate
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in every detail except that the

“mountain peak” was a temple |S YOUR FATE

tower. - - Ken Kuykendall, San

Leancro, Calit. LIBRARY. COMPLETE?
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No Praise Too High
We cannot praise your splendid

magazine too highly. We can g
hardly wait from month to month L | ! ]@]
to read it. WMI‘I

To me, the article, “God’s
Bowl of Sweet Peas,” in the June
issue, was perfectly beautiful. We
sincerely hope you continue to
keep your high standard of arti-

GET YOUR ORDER IN TODAY!

CLARK PUBLISHING COMPANY
806 DEMPSTER STREET

S | B R

NO. MONTH PRICE

ENCYCLOPEDIA
of RELIGION
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— 8 Nov., 1949

= 11 May, 1950

(| 19 April, 1951
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TOTAL $ |
| encse: check, G2, money ocer. |
NAME ... |
This is a must volume for I
serious students of I’eligion ADDRESS.......co i |
and the occult. Order today |
from Venture Bookshop, P.O. l
CITY & STATE oooooeeeeereeseeeeereeeeeeeeeeseeseenees |

Box 671, Evanston, Illinois.
Price: Only $10.



THE SENSATIONAL $4.00 DOCUMENTARY BOOK

The Coming of the Saucers
BY KENNETH ARNOLD AND RAY PALMER

z/ to you stolen

Now that negotiations have been entered into to make our book into
an exciting documentary movie production, I've decided to give away
the remaining 1132 copies to FATE readers! All you have to do to get
your FREE copy sent posthaste, postpaid, is fill out the coupon below and
become a subscriber. Get the same 10e per copy reduction offered to regu-
lar subscribers! Not a nickel increase because of the book! You'll get 28
issues for $7.00, thus saving $2.80 over the single copy price. And you'll
get the book free! A total saving of $6.80! But | warn you, you'll have to
act right now — only 1132 of you can get this fantastic offer and a free
book. They’ll go with the speed of a flying saucer!

CLARK PUBLISHING COMPANY

806 DEMPSTER STREET, EVANSTON, ILLINOIS

Dear Ray:

Send me my FREE copy of THE COMING OF THE SAUCERS by
return mail, and enter my subscription as follows:

CHECK ONE:
1 28 issues of FATE @ 25jz! per copy, Total $7.00.

Q | have Ray Palmer's Saucer Book. Send me Alson J. Smiths PSYCHIC
SOURCE BOOK (original price $4.50) instead. Total price for the
book and 28 issues of FATE, still only $7.00.

| enclose check O money order Q cash O amounting to $...............

| am already a subscriber, so please extend my subscription O



Are You One of the

This man stands ... he walks ... he talks ... he
goes to work . . . he supports a wife and
children . . . BUT HE IS DEAD!

Most of us start out in life full of hopes and plans and ambitions.
We are going to be a great success. But somewhere along the way
we start settling into a'rut ... a low-paying rut.

What's the reason? Fate? Perhaps. More likely, though, the reason
for our limited success is quite commonplace. We start out by taking
a job that we really don't want, we get married, buy a house perhaps,
have children. And there are bills to be paid, emergencies to be met,
and one year follows another pretty fast, and we're still not on the
road to any real goal. I! e know we have the ability to do better things.
We just don't know where to start, what to do. If that is true of you,
and if you really want to do something about getting ahead, here'is a
book that will show you exactly what steps to take right now . . .

HOW TO TURN YOUR ABILITY INTO CASH

by Earl Prevette

Here is a practical, tested for-
mula for success that even now is
bringing dollars-and-cents re-
sults for those who have used it
to better their lot in life. It will
help you turn dissatisfaction into
triumph, enrich your life, and
above all — put more cash into
your pocket. Just look at the kind
of down-to-earth, money-making
techniques you get:

HOW TO INCREASE YOUR
OWN POWER TO THINK
AND TO BUILD

Even as you read this there is
within you a hidden power that

you must recognize and develop if
you hope to increase your income.

"This book is just loaded
with ideas that | am using
in! turning into cash
every «lay.” — Ji. |IF.
Il tinner, Austin, Texas

"<)nr rh.ipter in this book
is worth th<' price. It is a
prur liical formula.” —
f N. Srlh.tirner, Thibidel-
phiti, Ta.

“The contents of this book
will enrich your life and
line your pockets with
gold.” (r. Iblteahouse.
New York, N, Y.

YOU UNDERESTIMATE

YOUR OWN ABILITY!

WHY?

flow to take stock of yourself, arid

uncover the latent and unique
abilities you possess.

HOW TO GET MONEY
FOR YOUR IDEAS

Once you get a good idea. there
are 5 simple rules you must follow
if you hope to turn it into money.

HOW TO DOUBLE
YOUR ENERGY

EXAMINE FREE!
We will send
TO TEFﬂeN YOEIi \BILITY
it .. . ts
that it ran put mor«

ou a |mREE-TRIAL
INT
it for 10 days. If you are not convinced
cash_in your pocket . .

HOW TO SET YOUR GOAL
AND WORK YOUR PLAN

How much money do you want.?
What would you consider “sue-
cess?” This book gives you a
workable, step-by-step Plan that,
will guarantee success.

HOW TO USE FAITH TO
MAKE THINGS HAPPEN

HOW YOUR FRIENDS ANO
YOUR ENEMIES CAN HELP
YOu

HOW TO SELL YOURSELF TO
OTHERS

THE KEY TO A FORTUNE

OPY of HOW
{ AsIl. Read

return it within 10 «lays and it costs you not a cent
If you keep it. send only $3.05, plus few cents post

age, in full payment.

Prentice-Hall, Inc., Dept. M-FA-953

70 Fifth Ave, New York 11, N. Y.
Without obligation, send
ITY INTO (*|ASH"

return the book and owe nothing.

Nnine

Address

me a copy of “HOW TO
" by Earl Prevette, tor L0 days' ER
end of 10 days T will either send $3.95 (plus postage) i

Zone State'



SECRETS ENTRUSTED TO A FEW

TH ERE ARE some things that can not be generally told—things you

——— T —— —— — e ———— e

ought to know. Great truths are dangerous to some—but factors for

personal power and accomplishment in the hands of those who under-

stand them. Behind the tales of the miracles and mysteries of the
ancients, lie centuries of their secret probing info nature's laws—their
amazing discoveries of ihe hidden processes of man's mind, and the
mastery of life's problems. Once shrouded in mystery to avoid their
destruction by mass fear and ignorance, these facts remain a useful
heritage for the thousands of men and women who privately use them
in their homes today.

THIS FREE BOOK

The Rosicrucians (not a religious organization), an age-old brotherhood of learning,
have preserved this secret wisdom in their archives lor centuries. They now invite
yo;t to share the practical helpfulness of their teachings. Write today for a free copy
pi the book, "The Mastery of Life.” Within its pages may lie a new liie of opportu-
nity for you. Address: Scribe Y.E.Z.

Rosicrucians

(AMORC) - SAN JOSE . CALIFORNIA . U.S.A.

Scribe: Y.E.Z. The Rosicrucians (AMORC)
San Jose, California, U. S. A.

Please send copy of sealed booklet, "The Mastery of Life,” which
| shall read as directed.

Name

Address

City

-



