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G See by the

Life Buys the Saucers

Tm’c outstanding news of recent

weeks seems to be the in-
creased number of reports of
strange aerial phenomena coming
in from all quarters. To many
readers the most important story
is the 10-page article in Life Maga-
zine titled ““Have We Visitors from
Space?”” by H. B. Darrach, ]Jr.,
and Robert Ginna. The subhead
for this article read: “The Air
Force is now ready to concede
that many saucer and fireball
sightings still defy explanation;
here Life offers some scientific evi-
dence that there is a real case for
interplanetary flying saucers.”

Life’s story in almost every de-
tail is familiar to FATE readers.
We have covered nearly all the in-
formation carried in the Life arti-
cle and a great deal more beside.
Life lists 10 particular cases, of
which three were reported for the
first time. The other seven had
already been reported by FATE.

Here is a brief summary of
Life’s three “new’ saucer sight-
ings:

e On July 10, 1947, at 4:47

p-m. a “leading U.S. astronomer’ -

was driving near Clovis, N. M.
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His wife and two teen-age daugh-
ters were in the car. The western
half of the sky was a “‘confused
cloud sea” but visibility was ex-
cellent. As they drove toward
these clouds they observed a curi-
ous bright object nearly motion-
less among them. The astronomer
held a pencil at arm’s length,
measured the object’s size against
the windshield of his car, esti-
mated angles, and made other
mental calculations as a good as-
tronomer should. The object was
luminous with a hard, elliptical
outline. It exhibited a wobbling
motion. It moved behind a cloud,
then reappeared higher than when
first seen. “This remarkably sud-
den ascent thoroughly convinced
me that we were dealing with an



absolutely novel airborne de-
vice,” he said. The astronomer
viewed the object for about two
and one-half minutes. He calcu-
lated that it was 20 to 30 miles
distant, rigid, and between 160 to
245 feet long and 65 to 100 feet
thick. Horizontal speed was 120
to 180 m.p.h. and vertical 600 to
900 m.p.h. There was no exhaust
or vapor trail.

e An Air Force Security officer
at a key atomic base was in com-
mand of the radar equipment
that watches over the atomic in-
stallation. One day in the fall of
1949 while watching his scope he
saw five apparently metallic ob-
jects flying south at tremendous
speed and great height.

e On May 29, 1951, three
technical writers for the aero-
physics department of North Amer-
ican Aviation’s Downey plant ob-
served about 30 glowing meteor-
like objects come out of the east,
make a right angle turn, and
sweep across the sky in “an un-
dulating vertical formation.”” They
crossed 90° of the horizon in
about 25 seconds. The men esti-
mated their diameter at 30 feet
and their speed at about 1700

m.p.h. @

From all this and other infor-
mation, Life concludes that flying
saucers, foo fighters, green fire-
balls — whatever you choose to
call them — are not psychological

phenomena. They are not prod-
ucts of U.S. Research. They are
not Russian developments. They
are “‘not distortions of the atmos-
phere resulting from atomic ac-
tivity.”” They are not all Skyhook
balloons, as Dr. Urner Liddell
of the Navy’s Bureau of Aero-
nautics has stated.

Life quotes Dr. Walther Riedel,
once chief designer and research
director at the German rocket
center in Peenemunde, as follows:

“I am completely convinced that
they have an out-of-world basis.”

Dr. Riedel pointed out that no
known metals would resist melting
under the friction imposed by the
terrific speed of the objects. They
demonstrate an acceleration higher
than any known man-made flying
machine. They perform intelli-
gent manecuvers that no human
pilot could withstand. There is a
lack of visible jets.

Q

I hope I can be pardoned for
pointing out that FaTe has said all
of these things before. I have writ-
ten on Flying Saucers for Farte
since the first issue of this maga-
zine, under the name of John C.
Ross, which was the pseudonym
under which I also wrote for Es-
QUIRE. In Vol. 1, No. 1, of FATE I
said of the saucers:

“I do not believe they were manu-
factured in the United States or in the
Soviet Union or even on the Planet
Earth.”
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I also said, “If you want my
candid opinion, it is that Mr. Arnold
either saw a mirage or he did not see
anything at all. *

“But if he did see what he de-
seribes, it was a train of space ships
Jfrom another planet.”

I have changed my views con-
siderably since those days more
than four years ago. As editor of
FrLyiNe Magazine during three of
those years I carried on intensive
saucer investigations. I wvisited
many Air Force and Naval Air
bases and I always asked questions
about saucers. I talked with scores
of airline pilots and many more
commercial and private pilots.

Today I have revised my opin-
ion about Kenneth Arnold. I be-
lieve he did see what he described.
But I do not necessarily believe
that saucers come from other plan-
ets. I have been told so much and
it is so contradictory, that I do
not know what they are or where
they come from. But I am com-
pletely convinced that they exist.

QD

We would be derelict if we did
not list, however briefly, the latest
independent reports on unidenti-
fied aerial objects.

o Watsonville, Calif., Fanuary 5.
A weird, flaming cigar-shaped ob-
ject flashed through the sky. Dep-
uties Al Bolman and Jim Mattney
at first thought it was a flaming
plane. They said it cruised along,
apparently under control, at about

FATE

1,000 feet altitude. Policeman
George Brautovich described it as
a ball of fire with a bluish, green
tail like a string of beads.

o Greenfield, Mass., February 20.
A Greenfield resident who refused
to identify himself. was waiting
for a train in the Greenfield sta-
tion when he observed three,
round, thin objects approaching
rapidly from the southeast. They
turned over Greenfield, changed
formation and darted out of sight
to the east. Weather was fair, sky
bright.

e Imperial Beach, Calif., Febru-
ary 24. Elmer Kiepert, a bakery
truck driver, saw a ‘“white-hot”
object, about two feet in diameter,
scoot along about a foot from the
pavement while he was delivering
his route. He could look at it only
for an instant at a time during
the 30 seconds it was in view. Then
it disintegrated, burning a thin
black streak in the asphalt nearly
three feet long. Kiepert said the
object appeared to spin and was as
bright as an arc welding torch.

o Richmond, Calif., February 25.
Two mysterious orange balls of
fire were seen by Patrolmen Jack
Fickes, Jack Estes and T. J. Walsh.
They hovered over Point Rich-
mond, then disappeared to the
north.

e Buhl, Ida., March 8. Four citi-
zens declared that they had seen
two ‘‘saucers” following a B-36
bomber. Guy Ulrich, employee of
the Buhl Feed and Ice Company,
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saw two round objects come out
of the Snake River Canyon at a
terrific speed and head for the
aircraft. He estimated they must
be traveling five times as fast as
the plane. When they reached it
they slackened speed and seemed
to hang in the air just behind and
below it. Then they began “chas-
ing each other” around, behind
and above the bomber. Ulrich
was an antiaircraft gunner in
World War II.

o Columbus, Ohio, March 12. A
long, shiny, wingless, tapering ob-
ject was observed headed south-
west over the west side of Colum-
bus. It made a circle and headed
north, turned west again and then
flashed a bright light at its front
which burned about two seconds.
Shortly afterwards it disappeared
to the north. The time was be-
tween 6:15 and 6:40 p.m. and
scores of reports were received.

e Grants Pass, Ore., March 26.
Five “flying saucers” were ob-
served for 10 minutes by hunters.
There were no signs of motors,
smoke, vapor trails nor sound.
One witness who examined them
through field glasses said the ob-
jects were metal-like discs “flat
like a newspaper only made out of
crumpled aluminum foil that had
been smoothed out.”” Another said:
“they seemed to tumble over and
over but maintained their height
and kept in formation with two at
one level and the other three well
above them. Sky was cloudless, lit-
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tle wind at ground level, visibility
excellent. The objects proceeded
south by east at a slow speed, then
turned abruptly east and disap-
peared rapidly.

e AMinneapolis, Minn., April 12.
Pilots and engineers at the Gen-
eral Mills balloon experimenta-
tion project said that strange
“aerial objects of undetermined
origin” — neither balloons, planes
nor shooting stars — had been
sighted in spectacular acrobatics
over Minnesota and Wisconsin.
In one instance, J. J. Kaliszewski,
supervisor of balloon manufac-
ture for the Aeronautical Research
Laboratories, was in an experi-
mental balloon with Jack Don-
aghue near St. Croix, Wis., when
an object showing a “peculiar
glow” came toward them in a
shallow dive, then levelled off and
slowed down. After a time the ob-
ject went into a sharp left turn,
climbed with <terrific accelera-
tion” and disappeared.

Q

We’ve already devoted too much
space to this fantastic subject —
if reports keep up we’ll have to
start a regular flying saucer de-
partment — but we can’t resist
reporting that Mason Rose, presi-
dent of the “University for Social
Research” of Los Angeles, credits
Inventor Townsend Brown with
solving the saucer’s means of
propulsion.

Idea is that the objects operate
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in a field of “electrogravity’ that
“acts like a wave with the nega-
tive pole at the top and the posi-
tive pole at the bottom.

“The saucer travels like a surf-
board on the incline of a wave
that is kept continually moving by
the saucer’s electrogravity gen-
erator.”

Mr. Brown neglects to state
where the electrogravity genera-
tor gets the power that runs .
Well, -you take it from there.

Q0

Correction, Please

WE WISH to correct a story in

the April-May issue of FATE
relating to the photographs which
the Vatican’s semi-official paper,
L’Osservator Romano, published (as
we did also) as ‘rigorously au-
thentic” photographs of the ‘re-
volving sun’ phenomena at Fat-
ima, Portugal.

Correction comes from 7The
Voice of Fatima, official English-
language journal of the Sanctuary
and Crusaders of Fatima.

In Portugal, The Voice of Fatima
said that the pictures “were not
in fact taken of the solar prodigy
of 1917 but several years later
(May 13, 1921, near Torres No-
vas) during an atmospheric effect
at sunset.”

A different account of the ori-
gin of the photographs comes from
Dr. Joao de Mendonca who re-
ported that his brother, the late
Alfredo de Mendonca, had photo-
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graphed a repetition of the “Mira-
cle of the Revolving Sun’ on a
pilgrimage to Fatima in 1922.
Dr. de Mendonca said he gave
these photos, erroneously inscribed
“Fatima, 1917” to Cardinal Ted-
eschini but had later explained
that the pictures were authentic so
far as the 1922 pilgrimage was
concerned.

Meanwhile, it was Federico
Cardinal Tedeschini himself who
announced that last October 13
Pope Pius XII had seen a repeti-
tion of the miracle of the sun
during the Holy Year of 1950.

<

Experiment at Abbas Hall

OR some reason there are more

ghosts in England than in the
United States — or else the Eng-
lish are less reticent about dis-
cussing them.

Six American airmen spent the
night in Abbas Hall, a 14th Cen-
tury Manor which is one of the
“most haunted houses” in Eng-
land, to investigate the reported
nocturnal phenomena there. They
still don’t understand it but they
heard the strumming of a harp
and the pealing of muted bells
several times during the night.

Four of the Yanks slept in one
bedroom and all were awakened
at 2 a.m. with a start “and with
fits of the shudders.”

Corp. John Deandy, 23, of
Portales, N. M., said their reac-
tion was a “weird attack of twitch-
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ing and shaking — something un-
earthly about it.”

They were hot and cold through-
out the night. It seemed as though
someone were opening windows,
then closing them, then piling
logs in a fireplace ““until he had a
great roaring fire going,”” Deandy
told the Associated Press.

“I don’t believe in ghosts,” re-
ported Corp. Robert Gwizdala of
Bay City, Mich., “but there is
something mysterious about Ab-
bas Hall.”

Sounds too as though there’s
something very active about the
imaginations of six American air-
men.

A\G

Prefabricated Poltergeist?

OMEWHAT more understandable

is a case from Bristol, England,
where a young couple and their
18-month-old baby moved out of
their prefabricated house because
it was “haunted.”

Dennis Hawkins, 30, a me-
chanic, said, “We have heard
footsteps, doors banging at night.
We have found lights on after
switching them off. Once a bread-
knife vanished for three days and
turned up on the mat in front of
the door.”

Hawkins, his 25-year-old wife,
Doris, and their baby, David,
went to live with Doris’ mother.

A psychologist analyzing this
story would probably label it a
poltergeist case, define Doris as

9

the catalyst about whom the phe-
nomena revolved, and decide that
she probably wanted to go live
with her mother in the first place.

Which really doesn’t make it any
more understandable.

AU

James Hanenburg and his book.

Mysterious Reappearance
HIS story comes to us from
Pauline Saltzman, Radio Sta-
tion WLAV, Grand Rapids, Mich.

“When Freshman James Han-
enburg of Edmonton, Alberta,
Canada, ate his lunch in the cafe-
teria of Calvin College in Grand
Rapids he had no idea that in a
few minutes he would encounter
an inexplicable enigma.

“When young Hanenburg fin-
ished his lunch, he returned to his
locker just outside the cafeteria.
His books were all in order except
for a strange volume which had
mysteriously appeared there. It
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was a German grammar. Curious
to know who the owner might be,
. Hanenburg opened the book, to
find this inscription:

“John Hanenburg, Room 25, Cal-
vin Dorm, 1925.

“The inscription was that of
James’ father, a Calvin College
student who had taken a course in
elementary German 27 years ear-
lier! The textbook had been sold
at the end of the term, in 1925.
There were other names of the
book’s subsequent owners but not
a single one of those persons is a
present student at Calvin.

“Where the book came from,
and how it was included in the
textbooks of James Hanenburg,
remains an unsolved mystery.”

Q

‘vcr}: HAVE received a collection
of clippings about a phantom
motorist who has been scaring
the devil out of night drivers in
Ohio. Seems the guy pulls up
alongside cars or trucks, blows his
horn, switches out his lights, and
immediately the inside of his car is
bathed in an eerie green glow
with a “spook” at the wheel.
Sometimes a glowing skeleton is
driving; other times it appears to
be an animal.

The car gives off a wailing
sound. One driver said the “spook®
stood on the running board.

Roy Fitzwater, a Greenville,
O., trucker, said: “It was spitting
snow, and freezing rain, and very
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dark. I dimmed my lights when a
car approached. When it got
about 200 feet from me its lights
went out entirely. Then a little
light flicked on inside and I saw
this thing. It was horrible looking.”

Trucker William Todd got
close enough to see that the
“spook,” an animal this time, was
driving a 1949 Nash.

Any doubt about the car or
driver being supernatural was re-
solved when it scraped off some
paint against a truck recently.

QP

Cremation Theory
FATE readers will remember

Mary Fuller’s excellent story
on the mysterious cremation of
Mrs. Mary Reeser in St. Peters-
burg, Fla., last year. Inside Detec-
tive recently paid a $25 reward to
Thomas R. Byrley of Birmingham,
Mich., for the best theory on the
cremation. He concluded that the
fuel came from a gas-fired wall
heater ““but the means by which
the gas was conducted to the arca
under the chair is of course sub-
ject to speculation. The connec-
tion could have been replaced
before the body was found.”

This may be a good theory for
Inside Detective but it isn’t any good
for us. Even if a means did exist
to conduct the gas precisely to a
point beneath Mrs. Reeser’s chair,
a gas flame is not hot enough to
have effected this cremation with-
in the time limit. — Curtis Fuller.
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The dead man took swift and foreeful action to bring

about the rescue of his violated remains.

ASTEL DI SANGRO lies about

100 miles due east of Rome,.

Italy, and about 80 miles north
of Naples. On the night of March
3, 1905, M. Pascal Cocozza, a
gamekeeper to the Baron Raphael
Corrado, dreamed that his father,
who had been dead for more than
10 years, appeared to him.

The father berated Pascal and
informed him that he and his

brothers had utterly forgotten him. .

The father declared that his coffin
and bones had been removed
from the grave and thrown be-
hind the cemetery tower into the
snow, where they were being mo-
lested by the wolves which had
become bold during the deep
snow that buried the mountains.

Pascal Cocozza’s dream set the
stage for a thoroughly verified
and investigated pyschic experi-
ence. The affair was to be entered
in the records of the municipal
court and attract widespread at-
tention.

The dream was so vivid and
impressive that Pascal Cocozza

11

described it to his sister the fol-
lowing day. She not only was not
surprised, but informed him that
she had dreamed the identical
dream at about the same time.
The gamekeeper, despite the
deep snow on the ground and a
coming new snow storm, took his
gun and visited the cemetery,
which lies on a steep rocky hill
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above the town of Castel di San-
gro. Exploring behind the tower
among the bushes and in the
deep snow, as his father had
directed, he discovered the tracks
of wolves and some scattered hu-
man bones.

M. Cocozza subsequently filed
a complaint with the Mayor, M.
Fiorangelo Frattura, against the
custodian of the cemetery, M.
Francesco Mannarelli. The com-
plaint was turned over to the
Justice of the Peace, M. Casoria,
and the custodian and three of his
grave diggers were arrested.

Questioned by the Justice, the
defendants stated that the 10 year
rental of the grave site had ex-
pired. They had removed some
bones from a grave just as it was
becoming dark. It was very cold
and snowing hard so instead of

depositing the bones in the ceme-

tery charnel pit or ossuary as was
customary, and as they fully in-
tended, they left them in the snow
behind the tower. Search of the
cemetery, the records, and the
location of the empty grave dis-
closed that the bones were cer-
tainly those of the father of M.
Cocozza, although the defendants
at first denied they knew whose
bones had been removed.

The Justice of the Peace was so
convinced of the guilt of the
defendants in desecrating the dead
that he had the entire transcript
of the proceedings inscribed in
the court record, together with

FARE

the story of M. Cocozza’s and
his sister’s remarkable dreams.
He recognized that the negligegce
shown to the remains of the father
Cocozza constituted an infringe-
ment on the rights of the son and
daughter.

Dr. Guido Fiocca-Novi, who
lived in the mountain town himself,
made a thorough investigation of
the veridical dreams and reported
the case to the Annales des Sciences
Psychiques (Paris) which published
his report in the issue of Septem-
ber 1905. Dr. Fiocca-Novi con-
cluded that although telepathy
from the grave diggers to M.
Cocozza could explain the dream
in part, it failed to explain the
activity of the father Cocozza,
who was unknown to the grave
diggers. In fact, the grave diggers
had no knowledge of whose re-
mains they removed. Further-
more, telepathy could not cover
the motivation of the dream,
which was that of the person
whose bones had been disturbed.
The grave was without a monu-
ment. There was a plain eross
over it, bearing a number. The
identity of grave and bones was
finally established at the trial only
when the burial records were
produced and consulted.

A comment on this unusual case
appeared in the newspaper L’Echo
del Sangro on March 15, 1905.
Dr. Fiocca-Novi submitted a state-
ment with his report which was
signed by Alberico Giannone, an
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attorney of Castel di Sangro, dated
May 23, 1905, certifying that the
bones had been identified as those
of the deceased M. Cocozza, Sr.
Dr. Fiocca-Novi furthermore of-
fered a complete statement of the
case inscribed by the Registrar of
the Court and bearing the stamp
and signature of the Justice of the
Peace. This statement was sub-
mitted with his report to the
Annales des Sciences Psychiques and
substantiates the fact that “around
the bones there were the marks
of the paws of wolves and foxes,
which helps to explain the dis-
appearance of some portions of
the skeleton.” It further estab-
lished that Cocozza Sr. died on
January 10, 1895.

Testimony in the court estab-
lished that the son Cocozza had
not passed near the cemetery dur-
ing the period of the exhumation
or afterwards. The cemetery is
difficult of access even in good
weather, being on the summit of
a small mountain or hill with
very steep slopes. When the bones
were exhumed the snow was deep
and the temperature had dropped
to six below zero. The combina-
tion of sub-zero weather plus deep
snow and a new snowfall had
driven away the grave diggers as
the night came on and they had
left their task uncompleted.
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The aftermath of the trial is of
interest. The cemetery guardian,
Mannarelli, was acquitted. It was
proved that he was absent during
the exhumation and had no knowl-
edge of what disposition had been
made of the remains of M. Co-
cozza, Sr. The Justice of the Peace
pronounced the grave diggers
guilty of desecration of the dead,
a crime which carries a heavy
penalty in Italy. He was about to
pronounce sentence on these peas-
ants when the young Cocozza,
who had procured the warrant
and had prosecuted the case, asked
that the sentence be suspended.
He stated that what could be
recovered of the remains had
again been buried, and that he
thought the guilty grave diggers
had been sufficiently punished in
their anticipation of what was
their just due.

Following this plea for clem-
ency, the Justice agreed to suspend
sentence and peace was re-estab-
lished: by the prosecutor over the
drinking of some bottles of wine,
in which all concerned joined.

The interesting feature of this
case is that it demonstrates the
persistent and purposeful action
of a spirit entity which managed
to manifest itself to two dreamers
at the same time and conveyed
an identical message to both.
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JOAN OF ARC
By Pog Wil

Some said she was mad and others that

she was guided by Heaven. She was burned as a witch —

vet she freed France and was sainted.

“From the forests of Bois-chen . . .
will come a mad . . . who after
throwing down the citadels will slay
the stag . . . and will trouble the
tsles of Britain with woeful sound.”’> —
Prophecy of the Wizard Merlin.

IVE CENTURIES ago the world
F was not so different from to-
day. Most of Europe was clouded

by the smoke of destruction and
threat of annihilation.
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In France men lived in daily
fear — humbled beneath the heel
of the oppressors from England.
Vast stretches of the country were
laid waste. Weeds and thistles
grew in the fields. Villages were
abandoned and the people hid in
caves. The uncrowned king,
Charles of Valois, cowered in the
south of France. Daily the French
people consulted prophets and
seers for a sign — a sign that 100



M \ed S /
Mk s




16

years of war would cease.

At dawn on April 25, 1429, in
the city of Tours, excitement
mounted along every street. A
sign had appeared. The court of
the Dauphin, the Marshall Gen-
erals of France and a simple maid
called Joan of Arc had come to
the city.

It was said that Joan was
guided by Voices of Heaven to
save France, that she brought a
sign so compelling to the Dauphin
that he could not ignore her cause.
Now she commanded an army
and this day was to set out to
raise the siege of Orleans.

In the brightening dawn the
people of Tours crowded the
streets to glimpse the Maid.
Priests and barefoot friars led a
procession intoning the Veni Crea-
tor. Behind rode the Knights of
France and Joan. She sat lightly
on her warhorse. The early sun-
light touched her armor and
helmet with gold. Above floated
her flag with its field of lilies and
King of Heaven emblem. Joan
was radiant with hope. To all who
saw her she seemed indeed heaven
sent — the Maid come from the
wood to fulfill the prophecy.

Within a few weeks all France
was filled with optimism. For, as
she had prophesied, Joan mirac-
ulously raised the seige of Orleans
and rescued its people from star-
vation. A miracle had occurred!
Around the city of Orleans, one
of the greatest and strongest cities
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of the kingdom, the English had
built a circle of seemingly in-
vincible forts to hold the city.
Inside the walls the people of
Orleans, faced with famine, had
despaired.

Joan unfurled her banner and
cried, “Boldly! Attack!” And the
smaller French army swept over
the English horde crushing them.
In three days Orleans was de-
livered.

There followed a series of light-
ning-like clashes. Every attack
was a victory — Jargeua, Meung,
Beaugency. At Patay the English
were beaten in pitched battle and
their General Talbot taken
prisoner. In two months Joan
transformed the , French troops
from a dispirited, disorganized
pack into a victorious army.

Then Joan and her army es-
corted the meek and still fright-
ened Dauphin to Reims— the
city where the kings of France,
since Charlemagne, were crowned.
It was the hour of Joan’s greatest
triumph.

Inside the cathedral thousands
of candles lighted the long aisles.
Crowds of priests and lords,
knights and ladies filled the great
hall. Near the altar stood the
twelve peers of the realm. And
next to the King stood Joan,
dressed in her white armor, her
banner in her hand and the
sword of Charles Martel hangmg
by her side.

The King was anointed by the
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Archbishop of Reims. The great
golden crown was set upon his
head; the royal mantle of blue
was hung upon his shoulders.
At this moment Joan threw her-
self at his feet. She wept and
cried, “Gentle Sire, thus is ac-
complished the will of God, Who
ordained that I should raise the
seige of Orleans and lead you to
this city of Reims to-receive your
worthy Consecration and so prove
that you are the true king and
heir to the Crown of France.”

The trumpets blew, a proces-
sion formed. The Maid and the
King appeared to the crowd
which shouted, “Noel! Noel!” It
was a bright day for France.

Joan’s mission was accom-
plished.

For what she had done she was
persecuted and praised, called
witch and savior, burnt at the
stake, and finally raised by the
Roman Catholic Church to Saint-
hood. Historians, churchmen,
lords, kings, English and French,
mystics and philosophers have
speculated on what manner of
person Joan was, where she came
from —a girl of 18 to lead a
degenerate army to victory.

Even the skeptics believe that
Joan was sincere, that she believed
prophetic voices guided her and
urged her to free France. In 1924
Leon Denis, in conjunction with
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, fad-
vanced a new theory. Monsieur
Denis writes, “Where shall we

find the truth as to the part
played by Joan in history? As we
read it; it is to be found neither in
the mystic reveries of the men of
faith nor in the material argu-
ments of the positivist critics.
Neither one nor the other seems
to hold the thread which would
lead them through the facts
which form the mystery of this
extraordinary life. To penetrate
it it is necessary to study and
have practical knowledge of
psychic science.” M. Denis goes
on . to state that Joan was ‘“a
messenger from the Splrlt world
— a medium.”

This French historian arrived
at his theories after long and care-
ful study of Joan’s life (he claims
that Joan’s spirit guided and
helped him). He traveled to
Domremy, the little village in
Lorraine where Joan was born
and saw her first vision. He put
together the long reports of Joan’s
trial, eye-witness accounts of her
deeds, all the records of her life.
Since then other students of
psychic phenomena have added to
his theory.

Here are the facts which sup-
port belief in Joan’s mysticism:

The first evidence of her vision
and power came when Joan was
13. On a summer morning she
had gone to the meadows to
gather flowers with her play-
mates. A neighbor child joined
the group and said to Joan,
“Your mother needs you.”
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Joan was an obedient child and
she went home. But her mother
declared she had not called her.
So Joan went out again into the
little garden near her home. She
stood a moment looking toward
the hills which surround the val-
ley of Bois-chen. It was noon.

Suddenly a dazzling light shone
beside her and she was terrified.
Then from the light a voice spoke,
¢“Joan, daughter of God, be good
and wise. Visit the church and
pray diligently.” -Joan looked up
to see an angelic figure sur-
rounded by other radiant forms.
In a few moments the light faded
and was gone.

Shaken by this vision, Joan
grew silent and reflective. She
told no one of the visitation. A
few weeks later a spirit again ap-
peared, this time in the form of
St.. Michael. He instructed her
oot the “help of * the
Dauphin so that he may recover
his kingdom and end this strife.”

Months passed. Each week
Joan was visited by the spirits.
Repeatedly they spoke to her of a
IRISsIonEEs Rt save - Kraneei: .
crown the Dauphin.”

Joan protested, I cannot even
read or write. I am only a maid.
How can I undertake such. a
task?”

The voices reassured her, “Go
and we will guide you.”

During this same time Joan’s
father had a dream which fright-
ened him so that he became de-
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pressed and morose. Jacques
D’Arc dreamed that a company
of knights rode out of the wood.
Joan appeared in full armor,
carrying a sword and banner and
joined them. The band vanished
on the road to Paris. '

Joan’s father misinterpreted
this prophetic dream. He thought
it meant that she would follow a
band of soldiers loosely, as whores
do. And he said to her and her
brothers, “If she did thus, I would
drown her.” .

Joan feared her father’s anger.
She hesitated though the voices
urged her to “Go! Go! We will
help you.” Their instructions be-
came more specific — they com-
‘manded her to raise the seige of
Orleans, to crown the Dauphin
at Reims.

The spirit forms Joan saw were
always indistinct. There is no way
to tell who they were. Monsieur
Denis believes that spirits assume
forms familiar to the persons with
whom they wish to communicate.
Joan was an ignorant child of the
Middle Ages and saints were
spirits she could accept.

On a winter morning Joan
gathered together a few belong-
ings and slipped out of the house.
She left without saying goodbye
to her parents. Her father’s dream
still troubled him and she feared
he would stop her. She went to
the town of Vancouleurs to ask
help of her cousins Lassois.

In the Lassois house she said,
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“Have you not heard how France,
laid to waste by a woman, shall
be restored by a maid?”’

Indeed such a prophecy ran —
older than Joan herself — during
the time of the Dauphin’s mother,
Isabeau. It was then that Henry
V brought his English army and
vanquished the French at Agin-
court. Queen Isabeau saw an op-
portunity to seize a fragment of
power from the disaster. She
claimed that Charles was a bas-
tard, not the son of the King, and
that her daughter, Catherine,
whom Henry wanted for a wife,
was the only true heir. Charles
was a mild, weak man who did
not inspire great loyalty. This,
coupled with his mother’s schem-
ing, made it difficult for him to
inspire or lead the armies of
France against the English.

For the first time Joan told of
her visitations. She convinced her
cousins of her mission and they
took her to the governor of the
province. Robert Baudricourt was
a rough soldier — the only kind
of man who could govern a
province in those days of wander-
ing brigands and invading armies.
When Joan was brought to him
she said, ““My Lord Captain, God
has commanded me to go to the
gracious Dauphin who is to
furnish me with soldiers so that I
may raise the seige of Orleans and
lead him to Reims to be crowned.
Give me escort to the court of the
Dauphin.”

Baudricourt was stunned. Then
one of his men laughed. Baudri-
court laughed with him. Now full
of coarse humor he threatened to
turn her over to his soldiers to
“skirmish with her in sin.”” This
would cure her of visions. Finally
he said to her cousins, ‘“‘take her
back to her father for a sound
spanking.”

Joan turned sadly away but
she didn’t give up. She remained
at the home of her cousins hoping
Baudricourt would change his
mind. Meantime, rumors of a girl
who spoke of spirits and voices
flew from cottage to cottage.

Months later she came again to
Baudricourt. This time he lis-
tened, for she brought a sign —
the first of 10 great signs and
prophecies she was to make. She
foretold the day and hour when
the forces of the Dauphin would
retreat from the battlefield at
Orleans. In a week her prophecy
was confirmed by a messenger
who rode into Vancouleurs from
the king bringing the news that
the Dauphin’s forces had been
routed in battle at Orleans.

Baudricourt was afraid to op-
pose Joan’s mystic forces further.
He gave her a horse and an armed
guard. On February 22, 1429,

~ Joan set out for the court of the

Dauphin, then at Chinon, 250
miles to the south.

Joan requested an audience
with the Dauphin and it was
granted. Early in March she en-
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tered the town of Chinon. Here
the second of her prophecies was
fulfilled. As she and her escort
rode into town they passed a
soldier who swore loudly at Joan.
Joan turned to him, “In the name
of God, do you swear? And you so
near your death.” In an hour the
body of the soldier was recovered
from a stream where he had
drowned.

Joan and her companions con-
tinued to the castle. By this time
everyone at court had heard some
story concerning her. A brilliant
assemblage of knights, princes
and bishops awaited her. They
were astonished when she entered
the courtroom in man’s clothes —
grey tunic and hose — her hair
cut round at the neck like a young
page. The women of the court
wondered at her calm dignity;
the men marvelled at her rounded
figure. Joan advanced, unabashed
by. their stares and whispers.

The King’s courtiers had ad-
vised him to test her — and amuse
the court — by putting a more
richly dressed courtier on the
throne in his place. Joan scarcely
paused. She walked past the
courtier seated on the throne,
ignored others who pointed out
as the King now one figure, now
another, and went straight to the
Dauphin (whom she had never
seen) where he stood concealed in
the rear of the hall. She knelt be-
fore him and said, “God give
you long life, noble King.” (Later
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Joan said at her trial that a voice
had guided her recognition of the
Dauphin.)

The King was moved by her
simple manner. He took her to
an antechamber. When they
were alone she told him of her
voices and her mission. The
Dauphin listened but he doubted.
How could an ignorant country
girl do what the best military
brains in France could not do?
Then the strongest evidence of
Joan’s psychic power was revealed
in the sign she gave the King.

She spoke to him of a time
when he had withdrawn to his
chambers, uncertain and afraid.
There he had prayed. He had
prayed that if he were not of
Royal Blood, but a bastard as his
mother claimed, that God would
remove from his heart the desire
to be King. And that if he were of
Royal Blood, the true Dauphin,
that God would give him a sign.

Charles had told no one of his
doubts though he well remem-
bered his prayer. Joan repeated
the prayer to him nearly word
for word. The Dauphin paled.
Then his dull face lighted. Joan
had brought a sign and it was a
sign of power.

Charles was convinced but the
court peers and churchmen in-
sisted upon a series of tests. Joan
was questioned and examined
but they could find no fault in her.
At length she emerged trium-
phant. During this time she
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chafed constantly at the delay
and she gave the fourth prophecy.

“We must not delay,” Joan
said, ““for I have but 12 months.”
Twelve months later Joan’s power
was ended and she lay in a dun-
geon at Rouen.

Joan’s confidence blew like an
exhilarating wave over the army.
Joan was escorted to Tours where
her armor and a banner were
made to her instructions. In Tours
she gave directions for uncovering
the sword she was to carry in
‘battle. She described this sword as
of fine metal marked by five
mystic crosses. It lay buried be-
neath the altar of the church of
St. Catherine at Fierbois. Joan
prophesied, the fifth sign, that
when it was brought to her the
rust and grime would fall away
and the sword would gleam un-
tarnished in her hand. The blade
was found as she directed and
the wondering priests saw the rust
melt away as Joan took the sword
in her hand.

Whose sword was it? Had it
belonged, as some said, to Charles
Martel, earlier savior of France?
Joan didn’t care. Her voices had
told her the sword was to be hers
and she was satisfied. God himself
had armed her through the mes-
sages of her protective spirits.

Joan rode on to Orleans.

She was now at the height of
her mystic powers. At Orleans she
clearly foresaw each turn of bat-
tle, each change of strategy.

There she made the sixth proph-
ecy. She told her generals,
Alecenon and Dunois, that she
would, that day, be wounded in
the shoulder by an arrow but
that she would recover swiftly
and return to battle. A few hours
later as she was scaling a wall, an
arrow struck her in the shoulder.
But true to her pronouncement

‘the wound healed miraculously

and the next day she again took
the field.

After Orleans was won Joan
again urged the king not to delay.
“I have but a year,” she said,
“and the road to Reims is filled
with hostile armies.” The King
roused himself and went to Reims
to be crowned.

From this time on Joan’s star
waned. At Reims her glory
surpassed all others. But such
glory incites hatred. Lords, whose
plans she thwarted, courtiers
whose favor she usurped, plotted
against her. The weak, unprinci-
pled Charles vacillated and be-
fore a month had passed he suc-
cumbed to the influence of Joan’s
enemies. Generals, humbled be-
fore the Maid’s knowledge of
military tactics, plotted mutiny.
They disregarded orders, gave
countercommands.
~ Joan endured eight months of
trouble. In battle she was some-
times successful and alternately
beaten. Finally at the Moat of
Melun her mystic voices told
her, “Joan, before the Feast of
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Midsummer you will be cap-
tured.” This was the seventh
sign.

The English vowed that if ever
they seized the “‘sorceress” they
- would burn her at the stake. But
what the English desired most
was not her death but her dis-
credit — which would lower the
morale of France and her fighting
men.

Joan knew of the English
threats. Yet she remained at the
head of the French armies, con-
stantly risking capture. A few
days short of Midsummer, at
Compeigne, Joan and a small
force were cut off from the main
army. She was captured by the
Burgundians, allies of the English.
She was sold by the Burgundians
to the English for 20,000 pounds.

The English took Joan to
Rouen and imprisoned her in the
castle tower. So great was the
English fear of Joan’s power that
she was locked in a narrow dun-
geon, chained by the neck and
feet, guarded day and night by
five ruffians. Her guards, little
more than brigands pressed into
service by the English, mocked
and jeered her. At her trial Joan
wept. She told of being brutally
insulted and beaten by these
guards. The priest who attended
her later said that the guards
raped her.

Meanwhile the King, frolicking
with his court in the south of
France, oblivious to what was
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going on in his kingdom, ignored
Joan. At first, when told of her
capture, he raged and threatened
revenge. But pliable as milkweed
seed, he soon accepted the idea
that nothing could be done for
her. Charles, who owed his throne
to Joan, forgot her.

The long trial began. It was
such a trial as we associate with
the Soviets today. Joan had no
defense lawyer, no witnesses of
her own. She was allowed to tell
her story but every attempt was
made to weaken her claim that
her voices came from God. Theo-
logians, under the power of the
English military, spent days think-
ing of clever traps. Added to this
was the daily torture of the dun-
geon.

Joan courageously and clearly
answered her tormentors. She
told the story of her voices, of her
visit to the King and of raising the
seige of Orleans. But she refused
to tell of the mysterious sign she
brought the King which had con-
vinced him she came from God.
This was the King’s secret and
Joan would not reveal it. Knowl-
edge of the sign was gained later
from priests to whom the King
confessed. Joan’s one vulnerable
spot was her refusal to discard
man’s dress. The judges harped
on this point. Joan steadfastly re-
fused, claiming that man’s dress
was necessary to her mission and
she could not lay it aside. (Part
of Joan’s refusal has been at-



THE 10 PROOFS OF JOAN OF ARC : 23

tributed to the degrading condi-
tions of her prison.)

During the examinations at the
trial Joan’s mystic powers shone
again. In the last month of the
trial she gave the eighth sign,
saying, “Seven years from this
day the English will lose a greater
prize than Orleans and then all
France.”

Seven years later the English
were driven out of Paris and
within a few months the Ilast
battle of the Hundred Years War
was fought at Formigny.

The ninth prophecy Joan made
was one she did not fully compre-
+hend herself. She said her voices
bid her withstand suffering for
within three months she would
be free. Joan understood this to
mean worldly freedom — but
three months after this prophecy
she was freed by death.

The last and tenth sign she
gave the world was: That soon
all the kingdom of France would
act together. This also came true
for a contract was signed by the
King and the Duke of Burgundy
whereby France was once more
united.

After Joan had lain in the foul
dungeon four months, a priest
visited her begging her to abjure
her crimes. Joan was ill. She
dreamed only of the freedom of
the fields of Domremy.

The next morning she stood
public trial in a cemetery outside
Rouen. The long list of her sup-

posed crimes was read to her —
witchcraft, heresy, sorcery, etc.
Joan could make nothing of the
long list couched in legalistic
terms. So a short paper which
stated only that she confessed to
wrongdoing was read. She was
promised that if she signed this
and donned woman’s dress as a
sign of penitence she would be
removed to the bishop’s palace,
tended by women and freed from
the heavy chains. Joan put her
sign on the paper.

Her judges broke their word.
Joan was not unchained, she was
not taken to the bishop’s palace.
She was returned to the dungeon.
In her women’s clothes she was
at the mercy of her guards.

A few days later when she
called to the ruffians, “Unloose
my chains for I need to rise,” the
guards instead took away her
woman’s gown and brought back
her man’s tunic. Joan would not
get up seeing that she had only
the tunic to wear. “It is forbidden
me,” she said. She pleaded with
the guards throughout the morn-
ing to return her women’s clothes.
Finally at midday when she could
hold out no longer she got up,
putting on the tunic.

This was relapse. Under the
laws of the church at that time a
penitent who relapsed had sinned
unforgivably. The punishment
was death.

On May 30, 1431, Joan heard
her sentence. She was a confessed
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witch who had relapsed. She was
to be burned at the stake. Joan
cried, “I would rather die seven
times over by the axe than be
burned.”

A guard of 200 men in full
armor escorted Joan’s small cart
‘through the streets of Rouen to
the marketplace. Joan in her
white robe was frightened but
calm. She reasserted her faith in
her voices and maintained that
her mission was from Heaven.

Stones were heaped into a
mound in the marketplace. In the
center was a tall stake. Around
the stake faggots were laid. Joan
climbed up without faltering.
She was chained to the stake. A
torch set fire to the faggots. The
square was noisy with the taunts
and jeers of the crowd. Joan
begged for a crucifix but the
priests ignored her pleas. An
English soldier ran forward and
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handed her a crude cross made
of twigs.

The smoke swirled upward
hiding the figure of the girl.
Those standing near heard Joan
call upon her saints. From amidst
the flame came a loud JESUS.
Then nothing more was heard
but the crackling of the fire.

Hours later when the fire had
died the embers were pulled
apart. So great was the English
fear of Joan’s power that they
commanded all the ashes dumped
into the Seine. Soldiers scattered
Joan’s ashes into the river and
threw after them her heart, which
the fire had not consumed.

Four centuries after her ordeal
the Catholic Church completely
lifted the stigma of sorcery from
Joan of Arc. In Rome Pope Bene-
dict XV formally canonized her.
She has joined the ranks of her
beloved saints.

V74

SPIDER WEB MYSTERY

Is SOME mysterious drug contained in
spider webs? It has long been
known that some primitive people
use them to stop the flow of blood
over open wounds. But now comes
word from Colombia which suggests
that medical scientists would do well
to investigate the drug properties of
spider webs.

The inmates of one cell in the prison
at Cali, Colombia, regularly ap-
peared in a “drunken” condition.
But no liquor could possibly have
been smuggled into the cell. Nar-

cotics were suspected and a trap
was laid. But no smuggler showed up.
Then the warden set up a secret
watch.

The watchers saw the prisoners
form a human pyramid and collect
cobwebs which had gathered on the
ceiling. They rolled these in cigaret
paper, smoked them, and were soon
higher than the Andes. In order to
keep the spiders working at top speed
the prisoners had been catching
insects and feeding them to the
voracious web spinners.
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The watch stopped without any warning and when it

started again by itself it had made up all the time it lost!

M.-\NY years ago I was in the
jewelry business at Altus,
Ark. The town was small in 1897
and today it is still small.

In 1897 a few genuine gold
watches, having “Old English
movements with roller tables and
winding chains,” could be found
in America and every man who
owned one pampered it as he did
his wife. We watchmakers hated
them because of the “winding
chain.” If a link got broken it
took a whole day to make a new
one. For this work the standard
price was three dollars. These
watches were key-wind — to wind
up such a watch the key must be
turned left, not right, or the chain
snapped — and they broke easily.

Mike Metz, then a well known
hardware merchant, in Altus,
Franklin County, Ark., owned
one of these watches. The case was
solid gold, and beautifully en-
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graved. The movement had genu-
ine jewels, not glass. On the outer,
inside back lid was engraved
“From Father to Son, 1856.”
Mike Metz’s father lived in
Germany and died there. Two
weeks before young Mike, then
22 years old, left for America to
seek his fortune his father bought
that watch from a watchmaker in
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Achen, had the inner back lid en-
graved, and presented it to his
son, saying:

“In America they may not have
watches as good as this one. Take
good care of it and it will last you
a lifetime. I't will be running, giv-
ing the right time of day, when I
am dead and gone.”

Mike promised his Dad that he
would always hang onto that
watch regardless of what the fu-
ture had in store for him in the
country across the sea. Mike kept
that promise. He thought more of
that watch than of all the Charter-
Oak ranges, guns, copper sheet,
and builder’s hardware he had in
his store. He carried it on a heavy
gold chain, the kind you do not
often see nowadays, and it kept
perfect time. Once a month he
went to the depot to check the
time with the telegraph operator.
Only once he was off five minutes,
due to forgetting to wind the
watch at the right time, so he had
set it by the Seth Thomas weight
and chime clock in his home.

Sunday, November 18, 1897,
the watch stopped at exactly
3:10 p.m. Mike tried to wind it.
But it was bound to be wound up
because he could not turn the key.
He then sent his daughter Minnie
to my father’s house to have me
come up. Their home was on the
hillside next to Dr. Fane’s.

I told Mike Metz, who was 23
years my senior, “Don’t mess with
it. You’ll break the winding chain.
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Bring it to my shop in the morning
and we’ll see what is wrong.”

He took the watch and laid it
on the dresser in his and his wife’s
room. Then we went down to the
dining room. Off the dining room
the cellar opened in the side of
the sloping hill and Mike Metz
always kept the best of wine.
Some of it he made and some of it
was Bachman’s who sold his rec-
ipe to an eastern firm for $50,000
five years later.

We had a ham, pickle supper
and two small tumblers of that
good wine. Then we walked out
to the back porch and sat down on
the steps in the evening sun. That
porch faced the barn and cow lot
about 50 yards distant. There was
a brick walk to the gate of the
cow lot from this porch. Mike be-
lieved in a good and convenient
place to live. The roof on his house
was of genuine copper built by
his own hands.

We had sat there about five
minutes when his eyes suddenly
stared at the gate and he said:
“My God, there stands my father.”

I saw only the gate and figured
maybe the wine had gone to his
head. In a moment he said that
the vision had vanished. He was
quite upset by the thing. He went
into the house and brought out
a letter from his sister which said
the old man was getting feeble
and often expressed the desire to
see Mike one more time before he
died. That letter had been written
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on the 23rd of July.

“Something has happened!”
Mike moaned, “my father must
have died.”

I tried to talk him out of it. We
returned to the parlor where Mike
showed me his father’s and moth-
er’s picture in the family album.
He went to the dresser for the
Old English watch and found it
had started running again.

I said, “Let’s remember the
time, 3:10 when your watch
stopped.” By this time it was
4:55 p.m. by the grandfather
clock, and believe it or not that
watch now had the same exact
time.

At the moment Mr. Metz saw
the apparition my watch, a 17
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jewel Elgin, had registered 3:40
p-m. Two weeks later Mr. Metz
received the letter which said his
father had died and had called for
his son almost to the end.

After carefully checking and
comparing time, we found that
Mike’s watch had stopped just at
the time of his father’s death in
far-off Germany.

There is no question in my
mind that the father stopped that
watch, then started it again, set-
ting it by the grandfather clock.
Why the spirit waited the interim
to show himself to his son I do not
know — unless he wanted to prove
to his son, by a watchmaker, that
the watch had not stopped and
started on its own. =

=

DOING GOD’S WORK

EJCIA APICELLA, a pious-62-year-old
widow of Cava Dei Tirreni, near
Salerno, Italy, had a dream six
years ago. An angel dppeared to her
and told her to visit the mountains
nearby. God, said the angel, had
some work for her.

Mamma Lucia, as she is called,
went to the mountains and found the
bodies of 13 German soldiers on a
hilltop overlooking the beaches of
Salerno. They had died in battle two
years earlier. Mamma Lucia came
to believe that it was her divine duty
to spend the rest of her life finding
and burying the many German dead
who still litter the countryside.

Since that first day she has found
over 700 bodies and been able to
identify more than 250 of them by
their tags. She hopes some day to
identify all of them.

Mamma Lucia has paid for the
construction of special big zinc cof-
fins where she puts the bones pending
their being taken to the cemeteries of
Caserta and Naples of burial. She
even notifies the German families
themselves if she is able to identify
the remains. Mamma Lucia feels she
still has much work to do. She does
not plan to rest as long as she lives.
She is too busy carrying out the
angel’s instructions.
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- I MUNDURUCU’S
GHOST ARROW

It was just pagan nonsense, I knew, as the old man

stood me against the wall and aimed his arrow at me.

(/.)77 _/dl‘ZALU' J. /_?[U'/\’J

I MET Shickta entirely against
my will.

Shickta happens to be a strange,
I might say peculiar, arrow. It
comes and goes among the Mun-
durucu Indians of Central Brazil:
the “black faces, so-called be-
cause they tattoo their faces a
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deep, dark green which, to other
Indians, is “*black.”

I made two trips to the north-
ernmost tip of the Matto Grosso,
where the San Manoel and Ju-
ruena rivers meet to form the
Tapajos. During the first trip I
became aware of “‘benign’ ma-




laria; not so benign but that, at
10-year intervals, it wiped out
whole villages of down-river Bra-
zilians.

Decades before, as a second
lieutenant of marines in the Do-
minican Republic, I had had
chronic malaria which responded
neither to quinine taken orally —
my ears still ring from the stuff
after 27 years—nor intrave-
nously, but did respond to two in-
jections of salvarsan; responded so
well that save for the ringing in
my ears malaria became but a
memory. But I was scared of ma-
laria when I went to the mouth of
the Amazon to look into the ac-
tivities of the Servigo Especial de
Saude Publica, Special Service of
Public Health, commonly called
SESP, which Uncle Sam had or-
ganized during World War II for
the sanitary processing of workers
in jungle rubber.

I wanted no more malaria, es-
pecially when I found myself 1500
miles from the nearest doctor,
quinine or atabrine. Having some
belief in the authority of the hu-
man will, I simply decided not to
have malaria, though my will did
not prevent mosquitoes from bit-
ing me wherever I went.

I returned to the States in the
dead of winter, coming down with
most utterly sickening malaria
two months thereafter, right on
Times Square. I’d forgotten to
keep my will operative. I was
planning to go back to Brazil and
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I took the atabrine course and
kicked the stuff out of my system.

Odd items remained. I would
be standing, looking out a high
window, when I’d get so dizzy I’d
have to cling to the window
frame. Then I’d have to look at
my hands to make sure they were
clinging; they seldom felt as if
they were. I’d be tying my shoe
when I’d almost fall on my face.
I had no fever according to the
thermometer. Remember that this
Brazilian fever is “benign.” It
kills you with finesse.

When I got a dizzy feeling, or a
catch in the guts, or my eyes sud-
denly blurred, I thought how
dizziness might strike at an inop-
portune time, like when I was
standing on the catwalk of a river
launch, going up or coming down
a dangerous rapids where there’d
be no ledge to clutch, or time to
look at one’s hands.

But I went back to Brazil —
and met Shickta.

I took Mrs. Burks along in
place of the window frame, to
cling to. We went up the Tapajos,
south, to the Matto Grosso, up
both the San Manoel and Juruena
as far as rapids would permit,
then up the Cururu to the Fran-
ciscan Mission where German
priests took us on up the Cururu to
Creputia, Rapids of the Little
Red Bird, and contact with the
unknown and unexplored. I had
a dizzy spell or two I didn’t men-
tion to Mrs. Burks. We’d both de-
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cided not to be sick, of anything,
and I couldn’t permit myself to
fall down on the will business.

But Ruth didn’t go with me the
morning I went &imbo fishing with
the Indians. Priests led the way,
for fish were needed for the chapel
larder and for visiting Mundur-
ucu. 7Timbe is a plant secreting
rotenone. ““Sow’” backwaters with
the milky juice of the plant and
all fish, even the savage piranha,
churn the water into foam, then
float belly-up to be taken in the
hands — though only a fool would
take a piranha, even a dead one, in
his hands before it is cooked.

I had a dizzy spell or two during
the morning, after sunrise. I no-
ticed old Hakaiapdmpd looking
at me oddly. He was an oldtimer,
must have been at least 70, cov-
ered with all the Mundurucu tat-
toos. All Mundurucu eyes looked
dead black to me with no pupils.
Hakaiapomp0’s had a snaky film
on them. The old boy had a repu-
tation about which the priests,
deprecatingly, told me. He had
been a medicine-man before the
church changed his ways, had
cured people of sickness by just
looking at them, by shooting them
with “‘the ghost arrow,” Shickta.
He had also disposed of enemies

- by staring at them, turning on
something like The Evil Eye. I
was given to understand that ar-
rows figured in this evil eye stuff,
too, but not curatively. The wrin-
kled old fellow looked the part.
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He didn’t take part in spearing,
shooting with arrows, or other-
wise gathering in the hundreds of
fish which #mbo bellied up. Being
a man of importance he could sit
back and watch other people
catch his food.

He carried a bow of pupunha
wood, and arrows four or five feet
long. All of us moved back and
forth in the backwaters of the
Cururu, west of the mission, in
dugouts propelled by broad-bladed
paddles. Some Indians dragged
bundles of #imbo through the wa-
ter, which became milky before
the fish started jumping.

I kept swaying, feeling as if I
were going to black out. The very
first time I did this I caught old
Hakaiapdmp0’s eyes on me and
knew that he knew what was
wrong with me. Indians and Bra-
zilians die too often with malaria -
not to know all the signs. But the
old fellow didn’t bat an eye. There
wasn’t a tablet of atabrine or qui-
nine or metoquina within hun-
dreds of miles. No doctor. Only a
nun who believed in the efficacy
of methylene blue in the treat-
ment of malaria. I had no inten-
tion of having methylene blue
pumped into my veins. But it
would take 10 days to get back to
the Amazon, to Santarem and the
SESP Hospital — which might be
out of atabrine when we got there
— and a man could have a lot of
dizzy spells at inopportune times
before we got that far. A man
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could even die of malaria without
pitching overboard in rapids en-
route.

I began to get that gone feeling
in the pit of my stomach which
had signalized my midwinter New
York City experience with “be-
nign” malaria. If you’ve never
had it I can’t make it clear.

Old Hakaiapdmp6 was watch-
ing me again. Our canoas were
within a few yards of each other.
He paid no attention to the tzmbo
fishing, an old story to him. I paid
little more, especially during my
fooncaspellst

I got the idea — you do get
ideas when malaria is kicking up
didoes in your veins — that old
Hakaiapdmpd was trying to tell
me something with his famous,
strange eyes. Near time when we
had about filled our boats with
gasping fish I knew he wanted me
to take some sort of cue. But there
was a catch: he didn’t speak or un-
derstand English, German, Portu-
guese or Spanish; I understood
but a few words of Mundurucu
and the only priest who under-
stood the Indian dialect hadn’t
come fishing with us.

We got off the hot backwater
into the shade of trees and I knew
I had it: malaria, but bad! Old
Hakaiapdmp0 brushed against me
and one word came out of him:

“Shickta!”

It registered, but not very
deeply. There were two priests
with us and we paused for rest at

an Indian shack before making a
two-mile hike back to the mission.
I kept, dizzily, trying to remember
what Shickta meant.

“Shickta!” I said thoughtfully
to one of the priests. “Where did I
hear the word? What does it
mean?’’ 5

The priest looked at me, smiled,
shrugged.

“I know that Mundurucu word,”
he said. “It’s ‘the ghost arrow’.
When somebody is sick, he’s shot
with the ghost arrow and gets
well. It’s pagan nonsense. The
church doesn’t hold with it. But
old Indians like Hakaiapdmpd

‘there still believe in it. I guess

maybe most of our Mundurucu do
if we must confess the truth.”

Hakaiapomp6d was looking at
me again. I read some sort of ap-
peal in his tattooed face.

I felt sure that of all the Indians
there, only Hakaiapdmpd knew
that I was a sick man.

“Would he be carrying a ghost
arrow among his other arrows
now?”’ I asked the priest.

“The ghost arrow is invisible, of
course,” said the priest, smiling.
“But that arrow with the cocu
feathers. may represent the ghost
arrow.”

“As a writer I’m interested in
the ghost arrow,” I said. “I’d like
him to pretend I’ve something
wrong and . . . well, do what-
ever he would do if I were a sick
Mundurucu and the church didn’t
object to the ghost arrow.”
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“He won’t pretend,” said the
priest. “It’s a serious matter with
him, with all the Mundurucu —
in spite of everything we can say
—even to the best Christians
among them. There’s another
thing, Hakaiapompd is old, his
cyes are failing and he has to
shoot at you!”

I said I’d risk it, though I didn’t
fancy myself in the role of William
Tell’s little boy. I backed against
the wall of the Indian shack and
Hakaiapdmp0 stood 15 feet or so
away from me and slowly nocked
the white-feathered arrow. There
was deep silence among the In-

dians, all of whom were deadpan,

as they watched Hakaiapompo.
A priest coughed, then joined the
silence.

The old man began to look
really blind. And when he raised
his bow to aim — I understood
that the real arrow was to snap
past me over my left shoulder,
nearest my heart, while the ghost
arrow hit me dead center — the
arrowhead looked to be aimed at
about the bridge of my nose. And
Old Hakaiapompd was a mighty
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hunter, even yet, able to down
jaguars, deer, wild pigs, otter. He
could drive an arrow into the
bridge of my nose far enough for it
to protrude behind my head.

I stood to take it. Somehow I
felt confident of the old man. Then
again I was undergoing one of
those fits of nausea which made me
feel I didn’t care what happened.
I had malaria, no doubt about it.

In the same instant two things
happened, the bowstring twanged
and the arrow went through the
ubim-frond hut-wall behind me. It
snicked past my ear and my nau-
sea passed as the arrow passed.
The wind of the real arrow’s pas-
sage could have been the ghost
arrow hitting me in the face —
driving out the devil of malaria.
It could have been, because I’ve
been around long enough and vis-
ited enough queer places to know
that, as Steinmetz said, we know
nothing.

This I do know. From the in-
stant Old Hakaiapomp0o took a
fast shot at me until this moment
I haven’t had the slightest touch
of fever, nausea, or dizziness.

Q

WORLD’S SAFEST PLACE

TOM-PROOF vaults are being dug 550 feet into the heart of Iron Mountain in
the Catskills of New York. More than 100 storage vaults of steel and con-
crete, each equipped with a solid steel door and combination lock, have already
been completed. The project is the work of Herman Knaust, Catskill, N. Y.,
industrialist, who is employing 600 workmen on the project.
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Who was John Ferguson?

The entity came-through by direct voice and seemed to make

sense, but no one was ever able to trace it.

ﬁ iemd /Qamond, W..SZ
7 )

qun' Hon. Secretary of the Society for Psychical
Research. Reprinted permission Prediction.

THE question of telepathy be-
tween sitter and medium is
one that has been much discussed
by both psychical researchers and
spiritualists, chiefly because an
alternative explanation of the evi-
dence for survival is possible.

In every case, if we propose a
sufficiently elaborate theory of
telepathy or clairvoyance, the
evidence for survival even in
proxy sittings can be disposed of.
The argument cuts both ways of
course, and is rather academic. In
the John Ferguson case it is diffi-
cult for the most skeptical to deny
that here is evidence for something,
though not for survival.

It happened in 1921, when Mr.
(now Dr.) Soal, internationally
known for his brilliant researches
into telepathy, had several sittings
with Mrs. Blanche Cooper, a well-
known ‘““direct voice” medium.

John Ferguson was only one of
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several communicators and I shall

have to condense very considera-

bly the 11 sittings at which he ap-

peared.

Voice: Wescot Road, Brentwood
... I am John Ferguson —
brother’s name is Jim. I want to
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describe a house —in an ave-
nue, begins with an H. Trees
on each side — all big houses
with gates painted dark red —
quite large houses. (This was all
given piecemeal with long pauses
and words of encouragement
from Soal which I have omit-
ted.)

In answer to questions by Soal,
John Ferguson said he died on
March 3, 1913, aged 33, and that
his child Amy was buried in the
same grave.

Soal recalled later that he had
been at school with a James Fer-
guson who might be the brother
Jim. He could remember very
little about the boy, and had cer-
tainly not seen him since leaving
school 17 years before.

At the next sitting the medium
gave one or two correct bits of in-
formation about the school which
Soal thought must have been ob-
tained telepathically from his own
mind.

Soal decided to visit Brentwood
for the first time in his life.

“My object was not to settle the
question of John Ferguson’s iden-
tity but to glean a few facts about
the locality and watch what effect
it would have on the next sitting.”

He spent an afternoon wander-
ing around the town, and by ques-
tioning some boys he was able to
track down Warescott (Wescot)
Road; and the tree-lined avenue
(beginning with H) of big houses
with red gates turned out to be
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Highland Avenue, which an-
swered the description very well.
It was a turning off the Ongar
Road.

Warescott Road contained
smaller houses, obviously the
the homes of the artisan classes of
the town.

Soal speculated what connection
there might be between the two
streets, but on this occasion he
made no effort to trace the name
Ferguson. ¢ ;

At the sitting three days later
the communicator john Ferguson
started off without any prompting
from Soal:

“The house is near the Ong
- Onict S S @ngetrRioadies
then with difficulty, “High . . .
High . . . Highlands . . . Name
of Avenue.”

Soar: What connection is there
between the family in Highland
Avenue and the family in
Warescott Road?

Voice: Enquire for Ethel . . .
Ethel is the link.

Between this sitting and the
next Soal purposely made some
imaginative conjectures. Ethel, he
supposed, is a trusted servant of _
the house in Highland Avenue,
but her people live in Warescott
Road.

Sure enough at the next sitting
John Ferguson gasped out bit by
bit:

“Ethel Lloyd, the young person
in Warescott Road . . . maid to
the family in Highlands.”
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Another detail given was the ex-
istence of two peculiar gas-lamps
at the top of Warescott Road.
Soal had indeed observed two
such lamps.

After this, on Décember 12,
1921, Soal paid a second visit to
Brentwood and made enquiries of
the Postmaster and of the Regis-
trar of Births and Deaths. These,
from the point of view of tracing
Fergusons and Lloyds connected
with the two streets, were almost
entirely negative.

Quite arbitrarily Soal pictured
his John Ferguson as being con-
nected with a house named “Pa-
glesham™, and owned by a Cap-
tain » Shoesmith (pseudonym), a
naval man. These details he had
gleaned from the Postmaster. The
house was the third from the On-
gar Road.

At the next sitting with Mrs.
Cooper, Soal tried to catch John
Ferguson out and show him up as
a fictitious communicator, but the
entity seemed to show great cun-
ning and would not be caught out.

The name Shoeshine was given
— a good attempt at Shoesmith,
and also the fact that the house
was the third from the Onget
(Ongar) Road.

SoaL: Now tell me the name of

Shoeshine’s house.

Voice: It’s where cowslips grow
in cockle beds.

This was a remarkable effort
because Paglesham, besides being
the name of the house, is also the
name of a small hamlet on the
Essex coast noted for its cockle
and oyster beds. Moreover the
word Paglesham is Anglo-Saxon
for “cowslip meadow”’.

This derivation was known to
Soal but he “could hardly imag-
ine that Mrs. Cooper could have
known even the place, let alone
the derivation.”

There were still further devel-
opments in this involved story,
but the spectacular web of evi-
dence, woven by a kind of Soal/
medium partnership at the un-
conscious level, was gradually
proved by Soal to be entirely with-
out foundation — at least as far
as John Ferguson was concerned.

On the other hand it seems to
provide one of the best evidenced
examples of telepathy.

Everybody who is interested
should study the original report
in the Proceedings of the Society for
Psychical Research, Vol. XXXV,
1926, p. 523.

v

FROM THE DEPTHS OF THE SEA

DANISH scientists trawling 15,000 feet deep have found strange animals in the
sea. They include an octopus without suckers, fish which produce their own
light, and a sea cucumber with suckers on its feet and a jelly-like tail twice the

size of its body.



THE
WHEEL OF
FORTUNE

® Oswald Jacoby. author of the
book “Winning Poker,” lost $77
playing poker with war corre-
spondents in Korea.

® Because she dropped her Long
Beach, Calif., telephone directory,
Mrs. Katherine Young and her
son, Jacob, were reunited after a
39-year separation. The book
opened to page 431, where her
son’s Inglewood address was listed.

® Harry Peterson, Springfield,
Mass., had to call firemen for aid
when a fire broke out in his vehi-
cle, a city sprinkler loaded with
hundreds of gallons of water.

® When neither owner nor key
could be located for a safe-deposit
box in the old Roane County
Bank, of Spencer, W. Va., Cash-
ier Lawrence Lewellen, who has
been trying to clear out the boxes
ever since the institution merged
with' the First National Bank,
called in drillers to open the box.
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Papers inside identified the owner
— Lawrence Lewellen.

® In Toledo, Ohio, Ambulance
Driver Robert Twining was told
to go to the scene of an auto col-
lision. When he got there he found
his father, sister and grandfather
had been killed in the automobile
wreck.

® Dennis Betts was fined the
equivalent of $59.50 on a charge
of incompetent driving after he
crashed his automobile into a sign
saying ‘““Ottershaw (England)
Welcomes Careful Drivers.”

® Earl Dunkle, cruising in his
police car in Bellingham, Wash.,
got orders to watch for atruck
driven by a drunk. Just then the
truck crashed into his car and he
arrested the driver.

® At Chautauqua, N. Y., the
Symphony Orchestra was unex-
pectedly assisted by Mother Na-
ture the other night. An electrical
storm broke as conducter Franco
Autori raised his baton to start
John Strauss’ ‘““Thunder and
Lightning Polka.”

® In Indianapolis, Mrs. Daisy
Lacey, 74, was killed by an auto-
mobile after escorting two cub
scouts across the street.

® In Pontiac, Mich., John Gar-
ner, a grave digger, fell dead as he
dug a grave at the Dryden Ceme-
tery. His body dropped into the
grave.

® The day after the Rev. H. B.



Kuhnle, pastor of the Third Bap-
tist Church in Owensboro, Ky.,
preached on “Why Do theWicked
Prosper?”, it was discovered that
the door of the safe in the church
office had been blown off and
that Sunday’s offering — between
$2.000 and $2,500 — was missing.
® [n Chatham, England, a dou-
ble-decker bus crashed into 52
teenage members of the Royal
Marine Cadet Corps as they
marched along the street and
killed 23, injured 19. The driver,
cited nine times before for safe
driving, was to have received a
10th award the next day.

® A Norborne, Mo., man, return-
ing home unexpectedly after serv-
ing a two-year jail sentence for
chicken-stealing, was shot in the
shoulder by his son, who mistook
him for a burglar.

® In Winnipeg, Canada, in the
wee morning hours, a man woke
his wife to tell her of a terrific
pain in his back. The wife quickly
dressed, got out their car and
drove him to the nearest hospital.
When they arrived, the man’s
pain had completely gone but his
wife had to stay — within an
hour she gave birth to a baby girl.
® One of Canada’s top radio
quiz shows is “Share the Wealth,”
broadcast over the CBC Network.
Every studio contestant draws
from a batch of letters in a barrel,
sent in by listeners who participate
as “air partners.” If the studio

contestant answers the question
correctly he shares the prize with
the ‘person whose letter he has
chosen. The other night a nurse
was selected by lot as a studio
participant. She drew a question
she herself had sent in weeks
before.

® In La Rochella, France, Yo-
line Bardin decided to be married
by proxy to her fiancé, Sergeant
Guineau, who was fighting Red
guerrillas in Indo-China. But be-
fore the latter could sign the mar-
riage contract he was killed by an
enemy grenade.

@ Linda Lee, 4, of Seattle, Wash.,
was picked as the average healthy
American baby three years ago.
Now she is ill for the first time —
of incurable leukemia.

® On the day he was elected a
director of the Los Angeles chap-
ter of the National Safety Council,
radio executive Cliff Gill slipped
in his bathtub and broke two ribs.

® Fifty years after marrying a
couple, Rabbi Samuel Segal, of
Boston, took the bride, who had
become a widow, as his own wife.

® The home address of Licuten-
ant Robert H. DuBois, now in
Korea, is Du Bois Street in Du
Bois, Pa.

e In London, Mrs. Florence Spar-
row sliced a loaf of bread — and
found a dead sparrow. The bakery
was fined for selling food unfit for
human consumption. — Paul Steiner



SECRETS OF THE

CRYSTAL
BALL

IF ANY one object were to be con-
sidered the “trade mark™ of the
occultist, it would surely be the
crystal ball. Every motion picture
Hollywood turns out, every illus-
tration in the national magazines,
every newspaper advertisement
dealing with the occult uses it as a
“prop’® prominently displayed to
symbolize fortune-telling or any
other mysterious lore.
Hundreds of times,
stage, I have seen the

on the
“mind-
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Do you want to master the art of

38

crystal gazing? You don’t need occult

powers — an ordinary glass of water will do.

reader” gaze intently into his
crystal as he somberly answered
the questions of an expectant
audience. As a magical enter-
tainer I’ve used it myself and in-
variably after a performance an
interested group will gather about
the globe and squint into its heart,
asking what manner of pictures
may be seen within the ball.

It is to be sincerely doubted
that any public performer has
ever seen so much as a fleeting
image in the sphere — unless,
perhaps. it was the reflection of
his own face. For crystal gazing is
an art that blossoms only in lonely
introspection, never in the hustle
and bustle of a theatrical situa-
tion.

Yes, I honestly mean it — one
can actually see visions in the
crystal ball and I shall tell you
exactly how. But no one can ex-
pect a technicolor movie to un-
fold before him, for crystal gazing
isn’t like that. No picture ever
really appears in the crystal. The
ball is merely the instrument for



externalizing the images from one’s
own mind.

For example, close your eyes
and visualize the image of a rose.
Can you see it? It appears as a
mental picture in back of your
eyes. ‘Now, with your eyes still
closed, try to imagine the rose as
it would look held out in front of
you. Is there any color to your
visualized rose? Most likely it is
just a shadowy outline of black

and white. So try imagining in

the colors, and, bit by bit, the
green of the leaves and the red of
the flower appear.

Can you do it? If you can, then
you definitely have good control
over your visualizing processes.
That’s about as far as you can go
with this faculty without external
aid . . . and that is where the
crystal ball comes in.

So get yourself a crystal ball —
or if you can’t get a crystal, get a
glass of water. One will work as
well as the other.

Now, take your crystal to some
quiet room where you can be
alone. Polish its surface with your
pocket handkerchief and place it
on the table before you on a piece
of black velvet. Next draw the
curtains so the room will be in
semi-darkness, and arrange a
lamp behind you so its light will
fall over your shoulder directly
onto the crystal ball. Pull up your
chair in front of the table so that
your eyes will be about the same
distance from the crystal as they

are when you read a book. You
are ready to try your first experi-
ment in crystal gazing.

It is somehow very restful to sit
thus quietly gazing into the crys-
tal ball in the lonely solitude of
your darkened room. Do not
stare or strain your eyes — simply
gaze, looking deep within the ball.

Soon the reflected images on
its surface will begin to fade, and
you will find a pleasant lassitude
stealing over you. Breathe deep
and full and try to visualize again
your picture of the rose. This
time visualize it, if you can, with
your eyes open and intent upon
the crystal. See if your imagina-
tion can project the image within
the sphere. Practice such visual-
ization for about 10 minutes.
Then call it a day for your first
session.

Next day try it again. It is a
good idea to arrange your prac-
tice periods at a similar hour each
day as this frequently increases
their value in developing your
visualizing powers. Ten or fifteen
minute sessions are amply long.

Think now of some familiar
scene and try to visualize it in the
crystal. At first the images will
seem little more than memory
pictures, but gradually, if you are
successful, they will become more
and more tangible and seem ac-
tual visions within the crystal it-
self. This, of course, is merely an
illusion but it does show the
progress you are making in suc-

9
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cessfully externalizing your visual-
izations. Keep practicing until
you get the knack of forming
these mental pictures in the ball.
Then again call it a day.

For the third session you are
ready to attempt actual crystal
visualization without any specific
ideas as to what you are going to
see. Look deep within the crystal.
Be passive and calm, and wait
expectantly for whatever will
appear. Let your gaze go on past
the surface reflections until they
seem to fade and melt away.
Then will come the feeling of
looking out into illimitable space.

With this sensation the crystal
will begin to cloud as though
with a mist. Occultists call this the
“milky mist”” and its appearance
marks the beginning of your real
mastery of the art of crystal gaz-
ing. Very likely you will not be
able to go beyond this point at
this practice session. But keep
right at it for a few days, and
eventually the mist will give way
and burst forth into a luminous
bluish field against which visions
will appear. You are now a crystal
gazer.

Your practice, from this point
on; will begin to develop ‘a zestful
interest that cannot be denied, so
at the next session take a piece of
paper and write the name of some
friend you would like to see. Turn
the paper face down in front of
you and then proceed to forget it
as you practice gazing.
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Slowly the image of -your
friend’s face will form before you.
Pull your visualizing back a bit
now, and see if you can get an
image of his entire figure and
possibly his surroundings and
specific activity. Observe the pic-
ture carefully and make a note of
what you see. Crystal visions are
much like dreams and have a bad
habit of being quickly forgotten so
that unless you make a practice of
jotting down the gist of the image
you are very likely to forget some
worthwhile points.

And here’s a fascinating side-
light: suppose the visualized pic-
ture of your friend shows him
performing some specific action at
the time you are gazing — make a
careful note of the incident and
the time of its occurrence and
when you next see that person,
casually ask him if he was doing
such and such at such and such a
time. His surprise will more than
give you confirmation that you
have become a master of erystal
seership.

If you are successful with this
your progress will be rapid. All
that remains is to gain stable con-
trol over your power. Soon you
may be getting the answers to
many questions that you choose
to investigate.

You will observe in this power
that the art of crystal gazing has
another side, other than visual-
ization, in its development — that
of clairvoyance. Were the process
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to offer nothing more than a
means of cultivating creative im-
agination, crystal gazing would
be a skill of great value. But
coupled with the possibility of
this development it becomes one
of much larger value.

The faculty of clairvoyance has
always been one to arouse con-
troversy. Some persons take it
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very seriously, others merely raise
their eyebrows. Nevertheless a
great collection of testimony points
directly to the existence of this,
power. So I suggest this course for
the answer to the question: prac-
tice crystal gazing for one week,
then you be the judge as to
whether the mind does possess
such extra-sensory powers.

i

CAPTAIN OLSEN’S

CAPT. MARTIN OLSEN was one of
Puget Sound’s first purse seiners.
He had a successful career netting
salmon and when he retired, rather
than sell his boat the Sea Lion, he
beached her on a sandspit called
Point Monroe just across Puget
Sound from Seattle. The Sea Lion was
there about 10 years, settling deeper
each year. Captain Olsen would sit
on its deck on sunny days and dream
of time when the deck ran with
salmon blood and scales.

But the day came when Captain
Olsen died. And on that same day the

WANDERING BOAT

Sea Lion floated off. There was no
storm, no particularly high tide —'it
was just one of those strange things
that happen, no one knows why, no
one can explain.

It drifted around the bay until
the day they buried the captain in
the old cemetery on Bainbridge
Island. The day of the ceremony the
boat drifted up on the Bainbridge
Island Beach, as close to the grave
as possible. After the funeral it
drifted off again — and came to rest
back on the sandspit where it had
spent the previous 10 years.

&, E

BURNING EARTH

TRUM:\N SteEnsETH of Newman, Calif., was digging to repair a water
line in the downtown area. He turned a spadeful of earth. It burst into
flame. Again he thrust in his spade. Again a spurt of flame. Gas company
experts made tests for escaping gas. There was none. But the earth still
flamed whenever friction was applied. Even rubbing a finger over a clod
would ignite it. No one has figured out why.
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® This story is excerpied from an old
chronicle of ~““Kinistin, an Indian
Chief,” by Reginald Beatty who was
called Ogemases (the little clerk) by the
Indians. It is reprinted by permission
of the copyright owners, The Country
Guide, Winnipeg, Manitoba. Kin-
wstin was an Ojibway Indian, leader
of a band driven west io the TWinnipeg
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country by the Iroquois of eastern
Canada. The chronicle tells the story
of his band, and this excerpt is only a
small part of the account.

T THE south end of the lake we
found one of our canoes wait-

ing for us with news that a good
place to winter had been found at



a small lake called Me-na-ge-ska
(Pine Lake), about 70 miles to the
southeast. Our people had met a
band of Indians, some five tents
of them, mixed Crees and Chip-
pewayans, who told them that
this lake was a good place for
whitefish but that the country
around had not been hunted for
years because it was haunted by
spirits who would not rest in their
graves. My sons laughed at this
and said their father was a big
medicine man who would soon
pacify the restless spirits.

“My boys asked for news of the
war (the Northwest Rebellion of
1885), and then we heard for the
first time what had happened —
how Louis Riel, the French half-
breed leader had been captured
and hung by the neck like a dog
at Es-kun-a-che-se-pe (Pile of Bones
Creek, or Regina); that seven
Indians had been hanged by the
neck at one time at Noo-tin-e-too-
sepe (Battleford); that the Indians
and the half-breeds had been
badly beaten and many of them
shut up in prisons of stone; that
the country had been full of the
soldiers of the Great White Queen
but. they were all going home
again now.

“Such news! Such news! Such
news!

“I called all the men together
in council and all night we offered
prayers to Kitche Manitou in thanks
for his guidance that we had left
the country and had not taken

sides in the fighting so that our
hands were clean and we could go
back among the white men with a
clear conscience. All my men
shook hands with me and said,
‘Ah, what shall we do when our
father goes and we have no one
to guide us?’ ;

“At last we reached Pine Lake
and our whole band was united
once more. The boys of the canoe
party had made wooden tents for
the winter and parties of them
had explored the country on all
sides, finding plenty of signs of fur
and many beaver. The winter
passed in quiet and the hunters
had great success.

“It was here, while we were in
this winter camp, that one thing
happened, and this I must tell to
you, Ogemases, as you always
like to hear about the spirits.

“This was the country, as I
have already told you, which was
said to be haunted by restless
spirits. Our hunters told me that
several times in the late fall and
early winter they had heard voices
calling just at dusk. Calling, call-
ing; but when they shouted back
there would be no answer. This
was in a range of hills called the
Spirit Hills, and generally at or
near a certain point. And when
they looked over the ground they
could find no tracks. And when
they were on their way to their
night hunting camps they would
see lights flitting over the ground,
lights dancing and never still.
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My hunters were brave men but
they were afraid of these voices, so
I thought I would try to appease
their restless spirits.

“I had my wives make me a
small medicine tent and in this I
sat apart for two days, sweating
and making strong medicine and
using the rites of a medicine man.
I took no food, only some tea and
tobacco. For two days I sent my
spirit into the far-off world and
many spirits appeared to me and
disappeared without saying any-
thing. Then there came the spirit
of an old man, and also with him
was a view of a gorge in the hills.
In the gorge was a high pointed
rock, at the foot of which I could
see something white. The old
man pointed to this white thing
and said, ‘I cannot rest until my
bones are buried,” and when he
had said this the whole scene
faded away in a mist and my
spirit returned to my own body. I
was very weak and felt tired, and
going home to my own teepee I
took a little food and at once fell
asleep.

“When I awoke I thought over
what the spirit of the old man had
said to me and decided to have a
secret meeting of members of the
brotherhood of Long Tent. We
held a private meeting in my
teepee. placing a guard at the en-
trance just outside, this to keep
away any intruders and those
who would like to listen to our
conference. I laid my vision be-
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fore them and Ma-na-ke-se-quep,
whose rank was next to mine in
the order, recognized the place as
seen by me. It was a gorge in the
Spirit Hills and he knew it by the
high pointed rock which he had
noted on his hunting trips. It was
about five smokes (20 miles)
away.

“We decided that three of us,
my eldest son, one other brother
and myself should journey to the
spot. The next day we set out, I
riding in a cariole drawn by dogs.
When we were near the place we
tied up the dog-train and ap-
proached the rock with reverence.
Here we found the white bones of
a man, partly grown over with
moss, just in the place at the foot
of the rock as pointed out to me by
the spirit. Many years must they
have been lying there and they
appeared to be the bones of an
old man; his restless spirit had
been roaming these hills for many
moons and thus they were known
by other Indians as the Spirit
Hills.

“My sons dug a grave, duly
lining it with split wood, while I
offered prayers for the departed
to HRitche Manitou. 1 also made
large offerings to Mutchi Manitou
(the evil spirit), propitiating him
not to interfere with us in our
work.

‘“When all was ready we
wrapped the skeleton in a blanket
and laid it in the grave, chanted
the mystic words of burial and did
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all the duties of our ancient rites.
When we finished we filled in the
grave and returned to our camp,
and no more from that time did
our hunters hear voices or see the
lights flitting to and fro.”

About the year 1890, in Febru-
ary, Ogemases received a message
from Kinistin. The weather was
cold with lots of snow on the
ground, but the message was an
urgent one brought by one of his
sons, and the tenor was that Oge-
mases should come at once to see
Kinistin in his winter camp. As is
usual with Indians when convey-
ing a message no reason could be
obtained from the son for the
urgency of the visit. The message
was conveyed verbatim, as given
by Kinistin, with no explanations
added. Ogemases was perplexed,
but finally decided it was best to
go and see the old man. Taking
his medicine chest with him he
started early next morning with
the Indian on the 75-mile journey;
it meant a 150 mile snow-shoe
tramp, and at this inclement time
of the year. He reached Kinistin’s
camp about noon the next day
and found him apparently in good
health.

The customary somewhat te-
dious formalities of a visit took
place and Ogemases, knowing
Indian ways, waited patiently for
Kinistin to enlighten him — waited
until the old Indian thought the
fittingly decent interval had
elapsed, and with a wave of his
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arm cleared the teepee of all ex-
cept himself and his visitor.

Then turning to Ogemases he
said, “You are wondering why I
sent for you?”

“Yes,” replied Ogemases, “I
thought you were sick, so brought
my medicine chest with me.”

Kinistin laughed and said he
never felt better in his life, but his
time was growing short.

“In what way?” asked Oge-
mases.

“Well.,”” said Kinistin, “when
the buds are on the poplar trees;
just before they break into leaf, I
shall go to join my fathers.”

Still Ogemases did not quite
grasp his meaning and asked for
further information. Then Kinis-
tin told him he had received
warning from the spirits that his
death would occur in the early
spring, just before the poplar buds
burst into leaf. Naturally, Oge-
mases was distressed, as he loved
the old man. He refused to believe
the prophecy. Kinistin then was
about 65 years of age, straight as
an arrow, and to all appearances
in the best of health. But nothing
would shake him in his belief in
the truth of the message from the
spirit world, and he refused to
discuss the matter any longer.

Instead he turned the conver-
sation to a matter that weighed far
more with him than his impend-
ing death. It was what would
happen to his band when he was
gone. He said he had been think-
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ing hard about this and thought
it would be best that they accept
government treaty money and
become reserve Indians, and it
was the help and advice of his
white friend ‘Ogemases that he
wanted — thus the message to
him.

Here the proud old Indian
stood upright in all his six feet of
stature, dropping his robe, all
naked except for his clout, a man
of perfect physique with a broad
chest scarred by bullet and arrow
wounds of many a fight; the high-
est type of a doomed race; rugged
and grand in his simple dignity
but a pathetic figure nevertheless.

“The day of the Indian is
gone,” he said, “but (with a proud
gesture) as for me, Kinistin, I will
never accept the government
treaty money.”

Then he went on to ask the
help of Ogemases so that the old
summer camping ground and the
family burying place might be
included in an Indian reservation
at his death. A definite promise
that this should be done was
beyond the power of Ogemases to
give but he told Kinistin he would
do all he could. The reply of the
Indian was characteristic: “Keep
your word in this and long shall
be your life, and prosperous.
Break your word and the spirits of
evil shall dwell with you and

make your life a misery.” Other
matters the old Indian talked
about concerned his band, show-
ing how wrapped up he was in
their future. Then clasping his
hand he said, ‘““Here I shall wish
you gootl-bye. Perhaps we may
meet again in another world;
may the Great Spirit bless you as a
friend of the Indian.” Then he
covered his face with his robe and
said no more.

Ogemases returned home alone,
saddened by what turned out to
be his last interview with Kinistin.
True to the old man’s prediction,
at the time when the poplar trees
were ready to burst into leaf there
came two messengers to Oge-
mases, two of the sons, with their
hair dishevelled and their faces
blackened, bearing news of their
father’s death.

It is good to tell that after some
years’ hard work and much cor-
respondence with the Indian De-
partment by Ogemases, Kinistin’s
wishes were fulfilled and a reser-
vation for his band was made. It
included his favorite camping
grounds and the family burying
place at Pa-qua-bis-kow.

Unfortunately, through a cleri-
cal error at Ottawa, the name
given to the reservation was
Kinistino and by that name is
this reserve known to this day. It
should have been Kinistin.

G o



Night turned into day. and frightened Englishmen

leaped from their beds to behold the awesome spectacle of

The Silver Colored Sword
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ArRcH 10, 1643, was just an-
M other evening to Mr. Evelyn
of Hartingfortberry, England. The
sky’s only companion was a calm
moon. Silence lay over the pic-
turesque countryside. Then, to the
amazement of the homecoming
farmer, the countryside seemed to
change. His eyes were drawn up-
ward to the sky. What he saw
struck a fear into his heart. Directly
overhead a large silver cloud was
taking on a queer shape. The cloud

O,
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slowly
sword !

Evelyn’s feet glued to the cow-
path, his mind raced back to the
dire prophecy of the deacon’s ser-
mon on the past Sabbath. It was
based on the “‘coming end of the
world.” His mouth dry, his heart
beating a mad tattoo, Evelyn won-
dered if this sword-like cloud sym-
bolized the arrival of the Avenging
Deity?

The farmer dropped to his knees

changed into a perfect
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and with a fervent prayer begged
forgiveness for his past sins — and
for cheating his neighbor at chess.

The Hartingfortberry farmer
wasn’t the only one to feel a stran-
gling wave of terror. Thousands
sprang from their beds as the night
blossomed into day. For two awful
hours the bright silver sword hung
in the heavens. Prayers rang
through the fear-filled night.

Many ran until, exhausted, they
fell panting, awaiting the end and
the fearful reward of past evil
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deeds. Others stood and sang
hymns to welcome the expected ar-
rival of God. Then at the end of
two hours the sword-cloud was
slowly withdrawn as if by a great
hand.

All England sighed as the cloud
vanished lea\ ing the sky alone with
the moon once more.

This strange phenomenon never
recurred and no logical explana-
tion has ever been given for the
weird appearance of England’s
silver cloud-sword.

-

HOW DID TERESA GET ON THE ROOF?

How did Teresa, a blonde cocker

spaniel, get on top of a three-

story building and throw everybody
in the 1400 block of West Gray into
a perfect tizzy?

This was the question asked by
George Wysatta, staff writer for the
Houston Press, last November 1.

It seems that Teresa, a year-old
dog owned by 12-year-old Adolph
Flores of 1425 West Gray, Houston,
had been romping in the house and
Mrs. Flores didn’t see her for a few
minutes. Then Mrs. Flores walked
out of the house into the yard and
heard “the most pitiful whining and
howling. It seemed to be right up in
the air,” Mrs. Flores said.

*“I looked, and finally I saw Tere-

sa’s nose sticking out over the edge
of the roof. That’s three stories off

-the ground. She seemed scared to

death.”

Mrs. Flores ran and called her
husband. Both of them tried to
figure out how Teresa got on the
roof. There are no other buildings
close and there is no opening from
the attic to the roof. A crowd
quickly gathered but now no one
could figure out how to get Teresa
down. Finally someone brought a
41-foot ladder and carried Teresa to
safety. She seemed unhurt and glad
to be down. No one, including
Reporter Wysatta, has figured out
how she got up there in the first
place.
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LINK JAPANESE TO: U.5: INDEANS

IND[ANS of the Eastern United States and the primitive people of Japan
had a common ancestor, the Smithsonian Institution has decided tenta-
tively. It bases its decision on similarity between design, surface treatments
and shapes of pottery from New Stone Age mhab1tant~ of Japan and

those from Pre-Columbus Indians.



Jhe Girl Who
<> Lived Before =

Here’s a personal interview with

the young girl who proved she remembered a former life
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Reprinted courtesy of Prediction

MEETING Shanti Devi is like
meeting somebody from the
spirit world. The infant science of
parapsychology is now trying to
probe into her strange experience.

Shanti Devi talks of her previ-
ous incarnation as you would talk
of yesterday’s cricket match, or of

last year’s cold wave. For her, ex-
istence has been curiously contin-
uous between two successive
“births”, each entirely different.

“Do events of your previous
birth appear in your consciousness
with just the same vividness and
familiarity as events of your pres-
ent existence?”’ I asked the frail,
22-year-old girl, in an interview
at Delhi.
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Her eyes assumed: an other-
worldly look and she replied with
emphasis:

“I can remember the incidents
of my previous life in just the same
way as I can relive in memory the
events of last year or of ten years
back. Yes, the tastes, the smells,
the sights and the sounds of that
distant — but conscious — past
are rooted in my being. And to
this day!”

My first reaction to this amaz-
ing statement was one of open
skepticism. But I could not, at the
same time, forget or dismiss the
fact that I had just returned after
listening to men of unquestiona-
ble integrity of character who had
in their possession overwhelming
proof of the authenticity of the
case. :

Professor Indra Sen. author-
philosopher, now at Sri Aurobin-
do’s Ashram at Pondicherry, had
placed before me all the data
which, in his opinion, conclusively
proved that Shanti Devi’s was a
clear case of genuine re-birth,
of reincarnation.”

Here is the astonishing story of
this girl, as revealed by the profes-
SOr.

Shanti Devi was barely three
years old when she was first heard
repeating to herself, her play-
mates or relations, that she longed
to meet her “‘son” and her “‘hus-
band Kedarnath,” living in a cer-
tain street in Muttra! At first
this was dismissed as simply a
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child’s attempt to imitate adult
talk.

The facility, the force and the
frequency with which the unusual
statements came from Shanti’s
lips set people wondering. The
wealth of detail she gave of her
“husband’s” home perplexed many.
Yet, she was dismissed as just an-
other “problem child.”

Shanti’s periodic longings to
visit Muttra to see her “son” and
her “husband” did not abate in
the least. Her desire to see them
was so great that the word ‘“re-
birth” had no special meaning or
significance for her. Time and
space seemed to have intermin-
gled in her consciousness in some
mystical way.

It was when Shanti was eight
years old that her grand-uncle,
Professor Kishen Chand, decided
to investigate this strange case.
On the basis of the information
Shanti gave, he dropped a letter
to Kedarnath, alleged ““husband”
of Shanti in her previous birth,
and staying at the place indicated
by the girl. The letter of course
related to Shanti’s revelations.

Strangely enough, there was ac-
tually a man of that name in the
vicinity. But Kedarnath, suspect-
ing a hoax, wrote to a friend at
Delhi to meet Shanti Devi. The
friend met the girl and her father,
a business man, and wrote back
to say that it was a case deserving
his immediate attention.

Kedarnath elected to go to
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Delhi with his only son, who had
lost his mother some nine years
before.

Arriving at Shanti Devi’s resi-
dence, Kedarnath wasoverwhelmed
by what followed.

Shanti, on seeing her “son,”
rushed to him, picked him up and
hugged him, sobbing all the time
and using the very terms of en-
dearment which Kedarnath was
accustomed to hear his wife use.

Shanti reacted to her ‘hus-
band” Kedarnath’s presence in
the usual dutiful manner that was
characteristic of his deceased wife.

She desired her ‘“son” to stay
with her. But the next day Kedar-
nath, puzzled and not a little em-

barrassed, returned to Muttra
with his son to avoid further pub-
licity.

The incident secured the widest
notice in Delhi. There were many
who dismissed it as a practical
joke. Others wanted to investigate
further.

Accordingly Desh Bandhu
Gupta, the President of the All-
India Newspaper Editors’ Con-
ference and a member of Parlia-
ment, took upon himself the task
of solving the mystery by an estab-
lished empirical method.

He thought of no better tech-
nique than that of taking Shanti
to Muttra, and then of letting her
guide a party of investigators to
her “previous home.”

Soon, Mr. Gupta, accompanied
by Mr. Tara Chand Mathur, an

advocate, and other prominent
citizens took Shanti to Muttra
by train.

A large crowd, having heard of
this novel experiment, had col-
lected at the railway station.
Desh Bandhu Gupta arranged for
the safe passage of the party.
Shanti was put on a tonga, and
was asked to show the investiga-
tors the way to her ““old home.”

She unerringly led the party to
her residence through a maze of
meandering lanes and narrow
roads, the like of which she had
never seen in her present life.
Once or twice she had some diffi-
culty in recalling the route, but
in some inexplicable way she was
drawn to the place of her previ-
ous incarnation !

“This is where I lived,” she ex-
claimed at last, with the glow of
triumph writ large on her face.
“But,” she added, “the building
was painted yellow in my days,
not white as it is now.”

Presently it was discovered that
the occupant of the house was not
Kedarnath, her alleged husband.
The residents there refused to
open the doors to a strange girl
and the curious crowd.

Puzzled, Shanti asked to be
taken to her “husband’s” present
residence, if anyone did know
where it was. Kedarnath himself
was on the scene and was amazed
to find that Shanti had correctly
identified his previous residence,
where his wife died some nine
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years before this strange day.
Then Shanti led the investiga-
tors to her “mother’s” house. Mr.
Gupta asked Shanti if she had
noticed any changes in the build-
ing since she had last seen the
place. She pointed to a site where
a well had been situated nine

years ago.
The ground was dug up, and to
everyone’s amazement a huge

wooden plank was unearthed. A
deep well which had apparently
not been used for many years lay
below.

Going inside the house, Shanti
recognized her ‘“mother,” who
- was bent double with age.

After confirming other state-
ments, the party along with
Shanti returned to Delhi. The
spate of publicity that followed
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the event repelled the retiring
girl. She chose to live in compara-
tive seclusion.

Shanti, now 22, is still unmar-
ried and wants to be a journalist.

“Were you an abnormal child
at school?” I asked Shanti, ex-
pecting her to say ‘‘yes.”

“Not at all;” she replied; "I
was and am completely normal.
The only extraordinary faculty I
possess 1S my capacity to remem-
ber my past life, correctly and
completely.”

“*Don’t you long to be with your
‘son’ and your ‘husband?” I
questioned her, half-seriously and
half in jest.

“No,” she replied with a smile,
“I have made emotional adjust-
ments to my present life. I am at
complete peace with myself.”

T

EXORCISM IN SINGAPORE

A STRANGE entity that seems to
haunt the police officers’ mess
in Singapore with slamming doors
and strange noises in the night has
been exorcised by a Chinese temple
priest. When the problem was laid
before the temple priest he went into

a trance and came out of it with the
information that the mess was
haunted by a child who died along
with its Chinese mother as it was
being born in the police mess. Then
the exorcism ceremonies took place
in the mess hall.

He

THE ONE-EYED GREAT

HISTORY records many persons who became famous despite the fact that
they were blind in one eye. Among them were Hannibal, the Carthagin-
ian conqueror; Martin Luther; and two American presidents. Theodore
Roosevelt lost the sight of one eye after a boxing injury, and Woodrow Wil-
son was blinded in one eye after a retinal hemorrhage.
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e MYSTIC EXPERIENCES !

OIS FATE will pay $5 for each True Mystic Experience published. Stories >

should be less than 300 words and typed (double-spaced) on one side
of the paper. They should be sent to the TME Editor, FATE Magazine,
806 Dempster Street, Evanston, lll. They must be signed by author
and the author’s address must be given. Manuscripts will not be re-
turned unless accompanied by o stamped, self-addressed return envelope.

DREAM CAFE

FTER the death of my husband
[ had to find work to support
myself and our twin daughters. I
had no experience and no training
for any kind of work and I was
seriously worried. My husband
had left $3,000. Should I use this
money as a down payment on a
large house and run a boarding
home? I was a good cook. Or
should I go to school — study to
be a teacher, or stenographer?

I had no close relatives to ad-
vise or help me. I thought and
prayed about my problem all my
waking hours. One rainy night I
went to bed unusually early and
dropped asleep, my mind still on
my problem.

I dreamed I was walking along
an unknown street and saw a sign,
“Louise’s Café. Good Coffee.” It
was a chilly, drizzling day and be-
hind the pink curtains it looked
warm and inviting. I stepped in
for coffee. I noticed how the clean,
brown little counter was bright-
ened by the yellows, blues, and
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greens of the colored pottery dishes.
As I sat sipping my coffee the
waitress-owner-cook told me of
her family in Oregon. We talked
until I realized it was almost time
for my daughters to come home
from the first grade. I jumped up
to go home and woke up.

Next day I remembered the
vividness of the dream. I won-
dered how one went about estab-
lishing a little eating place, how
one selected a good location.

Two weeks later the twins and
I visited a friend in Los Angeles.
While there we went for a walk
and on a side street I saw the sign
of my dream, ‘“Louise’s Café.
Good Coffee.”

I rubbed my eyes. Was I dream-
ing again?

The little café had pink curtains
in the windows and looked in
every way like the one in my
dream.

“Nice little eating place,” my
friend remarked. ‘“Handy, too,
when one doesn’t want to cook.
Unfortunately Louise may have to
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go back to Oregon. Her mother
isn’t well.”

I pinched myself. No, I was not
dreaming. There was my café! We
went in for coffee, chocolate for
the twins. Later Louise and I
reached an agreement. She showed
me all the details of running a
small, successful café.

That was years back but we’re
still here. The twins are old
enough to help a little now. We
have plenty of work, and we are
not getting rich but we are earning
an honest living. — Lillian Brand,
Pasadena, Calif.

RETURN OF A FRIEND

HIs story was told to me by

Robert Bell, an honest old
Scotchman who lived in Oakland,
Calif., for many years and had
many friends who have heard
these same facts.

While he was in Alaska in the
gold rush days Mr. Bell had a
partner named Jake. They often
talked of the mysteries of life and
death during the long, lonely eve-
nings and they made an agree-
ment. The one of them who was
first to die would do everything
‘in his power to contact the other.

During their partnership they
built a small sailboat to use on the
river and while building it Bell
told Jake that he had the boom
too low, that it would swing around
and hit him on the head and that
he would be knocked overboard.
But Jake said he wanted it that
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way and that he would watch out
for it.

A short time later Bell left
Alaska and came to Oakland. He
had been living there for some
time when one day, just as he
was sitting down with a cup of
coffee to read over the newspaper,
he looked up and saw Jake stand-
ing in front of him. “Jake!” Bell
exclaimed:

“Yes, Bell,”” said Jake, “it hap-
pened just @s you said it would.
That boom swung around and hit
me on the head and I went over-
board.™

Jake asked Bell if he remem-

| bered a certain bend in the river

and a tree at the river’s edge with
roots out in the water. Bell said
that he did.

Jake said, “My body is caught
in the roots of that tree.”” Then

Jake disappeared.

In those days communication
between Oakland and Alaska took
weeks so Bell went to San Fran-
cisco and found that on the fol-
lowing day there would be a boat
leaving for Alaska. Bell took pas-
sage on that boat. When they
came into port in Alaska there was
a crowd out to meet the boat and
many of Bell’s friends were pres-
ent. They shook Bell’s hand and
told him they had bad news
for him. **Jake is dead,” they said.

Bell told them he knew it and
that is why he had come back, to
get Jake’s body and bury it.

The men told Bell that they had
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dragged the river and had spent
many days trying to find his body.
They had found the boat but
Jake’s body could not be located.
However, after a little talk they
agreed to go with Bell to look
again.

Bell led them straight to the
tree at the. river’s edge. They
looked down into the clear, icy
water and there was Jake’s body,
plainly visible.

It was many years after I first
heard this story that I again met
Bell in Oakland. He was an old
man and he told me that he was
near the end of his time on earth.

I said to him, “You have proof
that death is not an end so you
have nothing to worry about.”

Bell hung his head, shook it
slowly. “Oh, I don’t know,” he
said.

I wonder if anything ever could
have convinced him.— Wm. H.
D. Spears, Manteca, Calif.

MENACE IN THE SPRINGHOUSE

I aM relating a story told me

many times before her death by
my very un-superstitious grand-
mother. It seems to bear out the
belief that certain individuals pos-
sess extrasensory perception.

Grandmother, like everyone liv-
ing in that community, kept her
milk and butter in a springhouse.
The springhouse, a small structure
of stone and heavy hand-hewn
wood, sheltered a small spring.
The water flowed under the door

and was piped downhill to a small
branch. Large cans of milk were
set directly into the water. There
were low crude shelves for cheese
and butter. Vivid in my own mem-
ory is the emerald green color of
the moss which grew on the inside
walls of the little house.

Grandmother told me that late
one evening she set the supper on
the table, then hastened to the
springhouse to get the milk and
butter. She could barely see the
path, it was so nearly dark. But
she knew she could find what she
needed even in the dark because
she was the only one who placed
the dairy supplies in the spring-
house. :

Within six or eight feet of the
building she stopped suddenly.
“Something told me to stop. ‘Go
no further!” >’ the voice warned.

Grandmother said to herself, “I
am acting foolish — of course I’ll
get the supper things! I do it every
evening!”’

Grandmother, telling me the
story, would shake her head. I
tried to move forward, but I could
not go a step,’’ she explained. She
turned and ran back to the kitchen.

My grandfather chided her,
took up a lantern and went to
the springhouse for the butter. As
he entered the springhouse he saw
a pair of copperhead snakes coiled
on the first large tin of milk.
Blinded by the lantern-light they
did not strike him. Certainly they
would have struck at the hand of
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my grandmother. In those days
the bite of a copperhead was
almost certain death.

What unrecognized sense warned
my grandmother? — Fran Brandon,
Nashville, Tenn.

.SPIRIT PICTURE?

EST summer while browsing
through a’ picture post card
rack in our local drugstore I came
across a view of my husband and
a small boy feeding the polar bears
at the Detroit Zoo. He and I had
used to go to the zoo almost daily,
for he was a born naturalist and
while he was ailing and indisposed
‘we both thought it a good idea to
stay out in the open as much as
possible in this northern climate.

My husband had a way with
animals such as I have never be-
fore seen. He could make them do
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his bidding almost as though he
had hypnotized them.. We took
pictures and often traveling cam-
era men would take pictures of the
zoo animals while we were there.

When I saw the picture, which
I enclose, I noticed that he was
standing in his favorite pose, with
a youngster by his side, his news-
paper tucked in his hip pocket.
He was wearing his light coat and
dark trousers and his slouch hat
at its characteristic angle. It cer-
tainly was John.

I got in touch with the studio
supplying those cards. Imagine
my complete surprise when the
photographer told me that he had
taken those pictures in 1950. He
remembered the day well. He had
“planted™ the boy before the
bears’ cage and a stranger stepped
up and took his place next to the
child just as the camera shutter
clicked.

The photographer said he took
that same view two more times, to
make certain that he would get at
least one good commercial pic-
ture. He later found, on develop-
ing those negatives, that the best
view was the one where my hus-
band posed with the boy. BUT —
my husband had passed away the year
before, in 1949! — Mrs. E. John-
son, R.N., Whyandotie, Mich.

WHAT SAVED MY BABY

DON.\'Y was six weeks old when,
in 1944, my daughter Geral-
dine, 13. accompanied me to the
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doctor’s office for a checkup.
Donny was left at home with
Frances, 13, and Sarah, 2.

Having finished at the doctor’s
we left his office intent upon going
to a grocery store. But just as I
walked out of the reception room
something seemed to grab me and
say, “Get home.”

It scared me. I told Geraldine
to call a cab but she only stared,
saying, “But Mother, we’ve got
to get groceries.”

SWelve oots to igets home —
something awful’s happened !”

She called a cab and the trip
home took exactly four minutes!

Rushing in I asked Frances,
“Where’s Donny?”’

She assured me he was sleep-
ing; he was fine. I started to the
kitchen. Something grabbed me
again, ““Go see about Donny.” 1
turned back to the bedroom and
went to his bed. All I could see
was his tiny hand sticking out
from beneath the cover. He’d
pulled his blanket over his face.
I snatched it off and saw beads of
perspiration covering his face. His
eyes were open — set in a death-
like stare.

I worked with him, breathing
into his mouth, giving artificial
respiration, still he showed no
signs of life. I continued franti-
cally and after a long while his
eyelids flickered and he gave a
queer gasping sound. Geraldine
got ice water, then. hot water, and
finally we got circulation started.

Not one of the children had made
a sound. Everything was carried
out in silence. I prayed in this
silence. 7

After lying limp for several
hours Donny gradually became
normal. We fixed him a hot bot-
tle, wrapped him in a blanket in
summertime of 1944, a year we al-
ways remember as Miracle Year.

This is one of many psychic
manifestations I have experienced
in my lifetime. — Mrs. Eunice
Kirkley, Atlanta, Ga.

WHENCE THAT POWER?

A\JD, behold, a woman which was
diseased with an issue of bloed
twelve years, came behind him, and
touched the hem of his garment: for
she said within herself if I may but
touch his garment, I shall be whole.
But  fesus turned lim about, and
when he saw her, he said, daughter be
of good comfort, thy faith hath made
thee whole. And the woman was made
whole from that howr.” Matt. 9:
20, 21522 :

I’m going to tell you something
I learned this week. A woman who
has been a friend of my family for
years, Mrs. A. B. Kimble of
Oviedo, Fla., had been pestered.
with open sores of some kind for
a long time — for years. Doctors
were not able to stop her bleed-
ing. She kept this from her friends
and no one but my mother knew
what physical worries and handi-
caps she suffered. She is a woman
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of prayer but she had not received
the desired healing.

She is generous with her time
for others and frequently uses her
car to drive friends to their ap-
pointments. Among her acquaint-
ances is Mrs. Kathryn Aparicio
who prays for her own needs and
those of others. But she did not
know of Mrs. Kimble's special
need and had not prayed for her.

Mrs. Kimble drove Mrs. Apa-
ricio home from an afternoon
meeting one day. Mrs. Aparicio
thanked her for the ride and
alighted from the car. She was
about to go to her house when she
turned and said to Mrs. Kimble,
“Something tells me you are in
need of help. You want some heal-
ing. You’re going to get it soon.”
And she went on into the house.

That very night Mrs. Kimble
experienced her healing. She is
now completely well. She' was so
happy she called in some of her
most intimate friends, disclosed
the circumstances and gave praise
to God for the wonderful, though
delayed, answer to prayer.

The Bible story and this inci-
dent are 1920 years apart, but the
results were the same for both
women. — George B. Pettit, Oviedo,
Fla.

HOW DO ANIMALS KNOW?

DURING my father’s last illness
he and my mother left their
fishing camp at the Florida Keys
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to stay in my brother’s home in
Miami. In their absence, a young
couple they knew stayed at Dad’s
place to take care of the business.
They also kept Dad’s devoted
German shepherd dog, Sheba.
The dog had been my father’s pal
since puppyhood and she never
showed affection for anyone else.

My father’s illness lasted about
a week and he passed away about
7:30 one evening. The next day
we had to drive down to the Keys
to get his good clothes and to tell
our friends the sad news.

But before my mother could
speak they said they knew!

The young woman told us they
knew “‘something had happened”
the night before. Sheba had sud-
denly risen from her vigil by Dad’s
bed and begun to pace the room,
whining piteously and showing
signs of great distress. When she
went to the door they let her out
and she dashed away. She did
not come back for hours, though
they called and hunted her. She
had never done such a thing be-
fore, for she greatly preferred the
house at night. When we checked
the time we found that Sheba
had begun acting strangely at the
very time her beloved master
passed into the Great Beyond.

We are convinced that she knew
Dad was gone — and in her grief
and distress she wanted to hide
and mourn alone. She was incon-
solable after that and finally my
mother decided that the kindest
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thing to do for the faithful old dog
was to have her put to sleep. —
Mrs. Harold Yerkes, Davisville, Pa.

ANGEL IN THE NIGHT
THE six month old baby boy lay
in the crib next to his mother’s
bed, slowly dying of starvation.
The mother tossed in her bed
praying and occasionally dozing
from complete exhaustion.

Every possible medical aid had
been tried and specialists had
given up hope for the baby; who
couldn’t keep down a thing he ate.
His formula had been diluted un-
til it contained almost no food
value in hopes that he might re-
tain even the slightest bit of
nourishment. Nothing had helped.

Suddenly the mother sat up-
right. Into the room, through the
open, screened window, she saw
an angel come.

“Be not afraid, I have come to
help you. Your baby is dying, but

heed what I tell you and he soon

will be well. The boy weighs less
now than when born. In the morn-
ing make his formula of whole
milk, add a little cream, and beat
an egg into the milk. This he
will keep down.

“Look, he sleeps
smiled the angel.

The mother looked and the boy
lay sound asleep with a smile on
his face. Tears rolled down his
mother’s cheeks.

“Cry not, your boy will live to
be a fine man. Now you lie down

soundly,”
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and sleep, long and peacefully.
Good-bye,” and the angel floated
back out the open window.

The mother rose and looked out
the window for a long time. Then
she lay down and slept soundly
for the first time in weeks.

In the morning the mother
called the doctor and told of “‘her
idea,” not mentioning the angel.
The doctor said that she could do
as she pleased but the formula
that she suggested would surely
kill the baby. He suggested that
she try it, though, as there was no
sense in prolonging the boy’s
suffering.

Fully believing in her ‘“vision,’”
the mother made the formula ac-
cording to the angel’s directions.
The very first bottle stayed down,
every drop of it!

The mother knelt and gave
thanks to God for saving her baby.

I was that baby and I am now
33 years old. I have heard my
mother tell this story many times.
My father says that it is true, ex-
cept that he thinks that the vision
was merely a lucky dream. — Les
Willcox, San Diego, Calif.

THE PHANTOM CAT

I was 13 years old and for a year

had been living with my grand-
parents, Mr. and Mrs. Benjamin
N. Wise, on their farm in southern
Illinois, near the small village of
Parker, when I saw the “Phantom
Cat.”

It was a raw cold day in Janu-
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ary, 1926. I was coming home
from school and as I turned in at
the gate my mind was filled with
thoughts of a warm fire and a
good supper. I was about 50 feet
from the front door when I saw
the cat; it was solid white with
long fluffy fur. It ran up the steps,
turned, looked at me and then
went in the front door. Now, I
have no recollection of the door;
I can’t say whether it was open or
closed; I only know it was closed
when I reached it.

I was very excited as I rushed
into the house. I have always been
very fond of cats and I was sure
that my grandparents had got a
new pet for me. “Where is it?
Where is it?” I kept repeating as
I looked behind chairs and every
other place I thought it could be
hiding.

Both Gram and Gramp were
sitting calmly in front of the fire.

“Honey, what on earth is the
matter with you, and what are you
hunting?”’ Gram asked.

“The cat! the cat!” I replied.

“Where is it? I saw it come in the
door right ahead of me.”
" “Why child, no cat came in
here,”” Gram answered. “We have
been sitting here by the fire for
the last half hour, and the door
has been closed all the time.”

“But Gram,” I protested, “I
saw it.”

At last they convinced me that
there was no cat in the house. As I
left the room I heard my grand-
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mother say, “Well Ben, our cat
came back, but we didn’t see it.”

My grandmother died suddenly
on the 17th of March, 1926, two
months after I saw the white cat.
I tried many times to talk to my
grandfather about the cat but all
he would ever say was that there
are some things better left alone.
The nearest I ever came to clear-
ing up the mystery was when a
great-aunt told me that she had
heard that my grandparents could
always tell when there was going
to be a death in the family, be-
cause a white cat would walk
through the house.

There are two points of which
I am certain. One is that I saw
the cat and the other is that the
only cats around our farm at
that time were the plain alley
type. — O’Helen Sullivan, San Fran-
cisco, Calif.

"l WILL NEVER LEAVE THEE"

“Believe me, I will never leave
thee;, —
For I’ve been with thee from
the beginning
And ever your friend until the
(So¥abioy o .
And on and on forever . . .”
IT was “His Hymn” that all the
family loved and of which they
were so proud.
They were a devoted family
and I’d just become their daugh-
ter-in-law. “Dad” called me his
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youngest, littlest daughter. We
were on my first visit to my
husband’s people and, like all
new daughters-in-law, I had won-
dered how they’d receive me.
Dad’s welcome made me feel as if
I had belonged to them for a long
time. How I wish I could have
known him longer. He had been
quite a musician but now he could
no longer use his fingers at the
piano.

“I want you to hear my hymn
before you leave,” he often said as
we sat on the front veranda in the
evenings. But somehow we never
got to that hymn and we left with
this disappointment in his heart.

Shortly after this visit Dad
passed away. I did not go to the
funeral as it was quite a distance
across the state and [ was not feel-
ing well at that time.

A night or two after my hus-
band’s return I had a dream or
vision:

We were on the front veranda as
usual, Dad and I, and suddenly
he arose and said, “Now, I’m
going upstairs to my room and
get ‘My Hymn’ to read to you.”
He was too feeble to attempt such
a thing and I remonstrated, “You
mustn’t do that Dad: you might
fall and hurt yourself.”” I noticed
he looked like a young man in this
dream, his face free from wrinkles.
“Oh, ’'m all right now, Honey,
watch me make those steps.” He
soon returned with the words to
his hymn. Now he took me by the
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hand, “We’ll go to the piano and
I’ll play the air and sing it to you.”
But here I awoke.

I waked my husband and told
him my dream. I repeated the
words of Dad’s hymn verbatim,
the entire length. I had never
heard one word of it before this
dream. My husband was sur-
prised, and he wrote down the
words as I repeated them. The
next day he,wrote mother for a
copy. When it came we checked
carefully and if I had been read-
ing from the original I couldn’t
have repeated the words more
faithfully.

Dad and I must have been en
rapport with one another from the
first day we met and he had suc-
ceeded in having me hear his
hymn.

He was indeed a lovable old
man. — Mrs. [rene W. Norman,
Little Rock, Ark.

"' JESSE—JUMP”

M\' rEspECT for what is called
“woman’s intuition” began
with a strange experience my
mother had during my boyhood.
Very early one morning in
1918, still asleep, Mother sud-
denly sat up in bed and screamed,
“Jesse — jump!’ Her cry woke
both her and Dad, and, as she
looked terrified, Dad shook her
and asked, “Bertha, what’s the

matter? Why did you yell?”
Half-awake and confused,
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Mother said, “I don’t know. But
I think we will hear that Jesse is
hurt.”

Jesse Palmateer was mother’s
only brother and worked in Salf
Lake City, Utah. His job was very
dangerous as he was a cranesman
in a quarry and dynamite was
used to blast the rock loose. But
in spite of this he liked his job and
would not change to a safer one.

Mother thought over her expe-
rience as she got breakfast. Before
Father left for work she said,
“I'm going to write to Jesse right
away and tell him what hap-
pened.”

“Go ahead if you want to,”
Dad said. “But I bet Jesse will
laugh his head off and you will
look mighty silly.”

Mother wasn’t to be put off.
As soon as she had seen us four
boys off to school she wrote to
Jesse and told him of how she
had yelled his name in her sleep.
The following is the letter she
shortly received:

“Dear Bertha:

“Your letter was a big surprise
to me. Something did happen on
the same morning you say you
yelled for me to jump and I guess
it saved my life. I don’t under-
stand it, but I’ll tell you how it
was.

=1 went to work at the quarry
as usual and was waiting near
the steam shovel for the dynamite
man to set off a blast. As cranes-
man, [ stand on a step between
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the cab of the shovel and the
crane to signal the operator when
I want the shovel lowered or
raised. The cab has a heavy steel
plate in front to protect it in case
an explosion should throw pieces
of rock at the shovel. This plate
has two portholes in it so that the
operator can see my signals.

“The dynamite man lit the fuse
for the blast and his assistant
waved a red flag for everybody
to move clear. I took my position
on the step between the cab and
the crane and signalled the oper-
ator to move the shovel back on
the rails of the spur line that runs
into the quarry.

“The shovel had just started to
move, when all of a sudden I
heard a voice yell, ‘Jesse — jump !’

“I didn’t stop to think of who
gave the warning. I jumped to
the ground and ran behind the
steel plate. A blinding flash and a
loud explosion followed. Some-
thing crashed into the steel plate
and stones rattled all around the
shovel like hail.

“When the air cleared I found
that the steel plate had been
dented by a big rock. It had gone
right past the spot where I had
been standing. If I had been on
the step I would have been killed.

“None of us can figure what
made the dynamite charge go off
ahead of time. Either the fuse
was cut too short or else there
was something wrong with it and
it burned too fast.
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“I talked to the other men in
the quarry trying to find out who
warned me to jump. But not a
one said he had called to me.

“Then I got your letter, Bertha.
[ guess somehow, way out here
in Salt Lake City, I heard your
warning.’’ — Clarence Benedict,
Grand Rapids, Maich.

THE CRYING CORPSE
YE.—\RS ago, in 1887, my Grand-
mother, Mrs. Julia Kelly, and
her son Jack moved into a house
on a chicken-ranch near Virginia
City, Nev.

My Grandmother agreed to
care for the place, in lieu of rent,
for the .owner, a Mr. Bell, who
said he had to be gone for some
time. He gave her the keys but
said one upstairs room was to re-
main locked because his dead
wife’s treasured things were there.

One night while they were play-
ing cards, they heard a weird,
muffled sound from upstairs, but
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they decided it was the wind. It
came again, this time sounding '
like a woman’s voice, very faint.

Grandmother said bravely,
“Jack, get my keys out of the left-
hand corner of the commode. ’'m
going up there.”

When they entered the forbid-
den room a musty, unpleasant
odor almost repelled them but
they went inside. On a dust-cov-
ered piano was a slender, faded
rose in a vase. Its petals now fell
to the floor, though no human
hand had touched it. Then the
low, pitiful cry, like those they had
heard before, came from the piano.

My Grandmother, now thor-
oughly frightened, telephoned the
police. The police found the body
of a dead woman, rolled in a rug,
behind the piano.

When he was finally appre-
hended Mr. Bell confessed he had
killed his wife as she sat playing
the piano. But whose voice called
my Grandmother? — Fulia Cronin,
San Francisco, Calif.

(ol oy )

LAST OF A LOCOMOTIVE

ENMARK’s homicidal locomotive

has had its last accident. Its
destructive story began on November
1, 1919, when it was inveolved in a
train collision near Copenhagen that
killed 30 passengers — Denmark’s
worst train crash. In 1935 the same

locomotive battered a truck to pieces
100 miles from Copenhagen. Last
November 2 the locomotive and an-
other collided head-on on a single
track in Jutland. One crew mem-
ber was killed, 15 freight cars were
destroyed — and both locomotives.



Was the strange entity what it claimed

to be — a character from the Twelfth Century ?

[ Voice from the Past |

Z?g Cf‘f//)zon.a/ /9 g’é‘m/z

N THE course of experimenta-
I tion in the field of extra-sen-
sory perception which we carried
on in Grand Rapids, Mich., be-
tween the years 1934 and 1938,
several of our good ESP subjects
developed other phases of mental
phenomena, which, while they
diverted our attention somewhat
from our original research, pro-
vided evidence of the paranormal,
and were of considerable interest
to us.

Mrs. Gibson and I had been
experimenting in card-calling ex-

periments with Mrs. Clifford A.
Paige, who made excellent scores
calling ESP cards using Duke
University procedures. Some of
the card tests were made in her
normal state, others while she

was in a state of trance. Mrs.
Paige is the wife of the city en-
gineer of East Grand Rapids,
Mich.

On the evening of November
18, 1937, there were present at
the experimental session Mr. and
Mrs. Paige, Mr. and Mrs. Carl
Nichols, Mrs. Gibson, and my-
self. Mrs. Paige had been calling
sealed decks of cards for us with
some success and upon this oc-
casion she fell into a light, spon-
taneous trance. Her trance con-
trol “Amelia” took charge and
card calling temporarily stopped.
In the course of ““Amelia’s” trance
speech the following statements
were made, addressed to me. The
record was taken down in long-
hand at the time by Mr. Paige.
Mrs. Paige, or ‘““Amelia,” said:

“There is a strange man here
between Edmond Gibson and the
davenport. Seems to come to



Gibby. He has a quill back of
iske s s

“Man near Gibby (me, Gib-
son) has thin lips, prominent chin.
Can you tell me your name? All
I can get is Map.

“He says: ‘Some call me Map
and some Mape. I lived so long
ago I have almost forgotten. . . .’
Man is getting stronger. When
did you live? He says: ‘Back in
12th century.” What did you do?
He took his pen off his ear and
started to write. Bookkeeper?
CNO" 3

Mr. Paige: “Author?”’

Mrs. Paige: ‘“He nods his
head.”

Mr. Paige: “What was your
first name?”

Mrs. Paige: “They called me
Walt.”

Mr. Paige: “What did you
write?”’

There then followed irrelevant
matter addressed to others. At
8:45 p.m. Mrs. Paige dropped into
a much deeper trance than her
previously light stage in which
she seemed half-conscious.

Mrs. Paige: “Hello, Smiles!”
(““Amelia’s” customary greeting
to Mr. Paige).

Mr. Paige: “Hello, Amy. Do
you know who that man was?”

Mrs. Paige: “He gave you his
name, but he was drawing too
hard on her so I took her away.
. . . I’d like you to know that
the world, as known today, is the
most cultured civilization that the

65

world will ever know. That is the
statement given to you this day, .
in the year of our Lord 1182, by 7
your Professor Walter Mape.*

Most of Mape’s writings, on
investigation, seem to have been
severely critical of his era and if
he ever made such a statement
in any of his writings, it must
have been made in a vein of
satire.

At this point Mrs. Paige came
out of her trance. We were not
sure of the above remarks, due
to the odd speaking voice of the
Mape communicator, and when
Mrs. Paige was completely out
of trance she and her husband
tried the ouija board.

Board: Yes. He said: “Children,
the history of today shows us that
the culture, as we know it, is
the greatest that the world will
ever know. This is given you by
your Professor Walter Mape in
the year of the Lord, 1192.”

Mr. Paige: “Was he referring
to 1192?77

Baard: Oh yes, how else?

One interesting feature of the
appearance of the Walter Mape
personality is that about 10 days
before the experiment I had
picked up a copy of Malory’s
Morte &’ Arthur in a book store
bargain case and in the evenings
since, at home, I had been reading
Arthurian material. I had never
read Malory completely before,
although I had read selected ex-
cerpts in school. I found Malory’s
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work quaint and interesting. That
I had been reading Sir Thomas
Malory was not known to Mrs.
Gibson at the time nor had I
mentioned purchasing or reading
the book to anyone.

Immediately at the close of the
session we searched the Paige
library and found a short bio-
graphical note relating to Walter
Map or Mapes (circa 1200) and
a remark that he was probably
the author or compiler of much
of the Lancelot material, which
he had brought to England from
France. This note was found in
an old Chambers’ Encyclopaedia.
On returning home, I hunted
and found another biographical
note on Map in an Everyman
Encyclopaedia, which confirmed
the statements in the Chambers’s.

The biographical material is as
follows:

Walier Map (Mape) (Mapes)

(circa 1200)

Medieval author and wit. Probably
born in Herefordshire, England. He
studied in Paris. Clerk of the Royal
Household after returning to England.
With Henry II at Limoges — 1173.
in Anjou — 1183. Attended the La-
tern Council at Rome — 1179. Pre-
bend of Mapesbury at St. Paul’s —
1176. Chancellor of Lincoln — 7186.
Archdeacon of Oxford — 1197. Wrote
De Nugis Curialium, a collection of
anecdotes and legends of England,
with sketches of the medieval English
court. Probable author of satirical
verse. Probable author of a large part
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of Lancelot. His wit is mentioned
by Giraldus Cambrensis. Reputed to
be author of Golias poems. Systema-
tized the Arthurian legends, with new
additions. Ancestry — Celtic.

Both locally and at the Duke
University Library a search was
made for Mape material but only
a copy of his satire De Nugis
Curialium could be found. This
contains no quotation regarding
the culture of 1192, However, De
Nugis Curialium contains much of
a critical and satirical nature and
it seems quite possible that Mape
may have made such a statement
with tongue in cheek.

The coincidence between my
reading of Sir Thomas Malory
and the communication from the
person from whom Malory ‘“‘bor-
rowed” much of the Arthurian
material is very striking. There is
no reason to attribute this associa-
tion to telepathy. To the best of
my knowledge I had no knowl-
edge of Mape or any associations
of Mape with Arthuriana. Ex-
amination of Rhys’ introduction
to the Morte &’ Arthur revealed that
nowhere in the Everyman edition
is any credit given to Mape for
source material.

Several explanatory theories
can be considered:

1. Fraud. An impossibility due
to the nature of the evidence.

2. Coincidence might be of-
fered to explain the juxtaposition
of the communicator and my
reading matter.
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3. Telepathy does not seem to
explain the occurrence at all.

4. An involved sort of clair-
voyant extra-sensory perception
might account for it.

5. The incident strongly sug-
gests survival as a theory; in fact,
this is the only hypothesis that
does justice to the incident.

I favor this last hypothesis.

As regards Mrs. Paige, she has
made tests with ESP cards in
sealed envelopes and in the
screened touch matching proce-
dures developed by Drs. Rhine,and
Pratt at Duke University. These
tests gave evidence that she pos-
sesses paranormal powers both in
her normal and trance conditions.
Due to her serious illness, experi-
mentation with Mrs. Paige had
to be abandoned soon after the
described experiment. Her -work
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in extra-sensory perception was
reported in part in the Yournal of
Parapsychology, Vol. 1, pp. 264-
275. The notes of the sitting were
made by Mr. Paige as noted
above, and were typed the next
day by me from his copy.

The full report of the Walter
Mape incident appeared in the
Journal of the American Society for
Psychical Research of January 1942,
pages 31-35, together with con-
firmatory statements from Mrs.
Gibson and Mr. C. A. Paige.

Up to the present time, I have
been unable to locate a portrait
of Walter Mape in this country.
The search is now being extended
to England, and if such a portrait
is found, it would be most in-
teresting to compare it with the
description given by Mrs. Paige
while she was in trance.

Q

CHEATED BY FATE

WILL]AM F. CroTHERS, 73, a retired San Antonio, Tex., auto dealer, won
title to $600,000 one day last June. County Judge Albert Scott signed an
order giving him the entire estate of Mrs. Martha E. Waggoner, a first cousin
he had never seen. Two days later, Crothers died of a heart attack.

V78

ST. ANTHONY’S FIRE

EST vEAR in France, four persons died and 27 were hospitalized because
they ate bread made from flour that contained a cereal fungus known as
ergot. More than 200 persons sought medical care. The discase has been
known for years and is called ““St. Anthony’s Fire.” An outstanding character-
istic is the hallucinations of fire and impending violence it causes. One pa-
tient threw himself out of 2 window screaming: “I can’t stand it any longer.

A red snake is eating my brain.”
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Recently, while Mr. and Mrs.
Orson Lance, Payson, Utah, were
out of town attending a funeral,
fire destroyed their home. Eleven
years before, Mrs. Lance’s parents,
Mr. and Mrs. Zachariah Ewell,
left town to attend a funeral and
they also found their home burned
to the ground when they came
back.

* %

A Van Buren, Me., woman had
a child and a grandchild — all
within two hours. Mrs. Edmond
Violette gave birth to an 8 pound
8 ounce daughter two hours be-
fore her daughter, Mrs. Louis
Sirois, gave birth to a 7 pound
SIX ounce son. :

* *

In"Newport, R. I., Robert L.
Dring celebrated his 100th birth-
day. His middle name is Livelong.

* * *

When Andy Marr’s car was
damaged near Yorkton, Canada,
from colliding with a deer, it was
his second accident in 49 years of
driving. In the first accident he
ran into a cow.

R

Thirteen babies have been born
in the past 20 years on Fair Isle in
the Shetlands, off Britain. All
have been boys.

*

*
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In Tokyo an American sailor
gave a pint of blood to a mobile
blood bank that visited Navy head-
quarters. On his way back to duty
he collapsed. Shipmates carried
him back to the blood bank which
returned his pint of blood.

* * *

In Central Falls, R. I., three
sisters gave birth to children at
the same hospital in the same
week. Mrs. Walter Pise gave birth
to a daughter on a Tuesday,
Mrs. Edward B. Ousquet, her
sister, gave birth to a son on
Thursday and another sister, Mrs.
Gerard Paulhus, gave birth to a
son on Friday.

* s

A coconut picker at Teluk An-
son, Malaya, clambered down
from the top of a tree on which he
had been working and stopped
under the palm to mop his brow.
The one coconut he had not
picked fell on his head and killed
him.

* *

* %

When surgeons removed the
appendix of John McKee, Hart-
ford, Conn., they found it con-
tained * five bird shot — which
came from the same blast Mr.
McKee fired to bring down a

duck dinner sometime before.

S



Mrs. Julia Pearson, Los An-
geles, wrapped two big packages
to send to Korea. One she ad-
dressed to her son, Pfc. Chester
Whisamore. The other was for
the YMCA’s gift lift for service-
men. Inside the second package
she put a card saying she hoped
the soldier who received it would
enjoy it and signed her name.
Some time later she received a
note from her son saying: “I got
your package, Mom, but what a
shock I got when I opened one of
the gift lift packages. It was from
you t0o.”

* * &

Guglielmo Tacconi, of Verona,
- Italy, awoke and told his wife he
had dreamed that his long-dead
mother was urging him to prepare
for death. The parish priest
yielded to the agitated Tacconi’s
request to hear his “last confes-
sion.”” The next day Tacconi died
of a heart attack.

* * *

Betty Postema, Grand Rapids,
Mich., had been paralyzed from
the waist down for six years as the
result of a fall and thought she
would never walk again. Recently
she fell from her wheelchair and
again landed on her spine. Ap-
parently adhesions were torn free
because now she can walk and her
wheel chair is discarded.

* K

When the 81st reconnaissance
battalion of the First Armored
_Division entered Milan six years

ago, a German private, Gerhard
H. Lemke, was captured. Last
year Lemke emigrated to the
United States and settled in Gal-
lup, N. M. Recently, Pvt. Lemke
was drafted. His assignment: 81st
reconnaissance battalion, First Ar-
mored Diviston.
* * *

In Madison, Wis., Walter Her-

- man, who had more than 400 con-

victions on drunk and vagrancy
charges, was refused a drink by a
bartender. Mr. Herman promptly
dropped dead.

* * *

Knocked unconscious in a fall
from his motorcycle, a Copenha-
gen, Denmark, man fell against
an alarm post — and called his
own ambulance.

* * ES

Joseph Poland, Weymouth,
Mass., was driving his car when a
fire truck sped by. He decided to
follow it. It brought him right to
his own home, which was ablaze.

* * &

A New York youth of 19 was
taken to a hospital. His parents
had no idea that on that particu-
lar night he was in a dangerous
condition, with a high fever. But
their English bull dog, Butch,

-moaned and shivered all night

long keeping them awake. At
dawn, however, he finally went to
sleep. It was precisely at that
moment that the boy’s fever went
down and he was out of danger.
— Harold Helfer.
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GHOST
PLANES OF

WORLD WAR II

I saw the plane coming towards me.

Suddenly it crashed. When I got there it had vanished!

I was returning to my hotel late
one night in 1941 after a visit
to some friends in Shepperton,
England. The night was fine, not a
cloud in the sky, the air sweet with
the scent of clover and new mown
hay, everywhere so serenely still
and peaceful that it was difficult
to realize there was a war on. I
strode along, filling my lungs with
the delicious air. I had just passed
a cottage, the windows of which
shone with an almost eerie lustre
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in the moonlight, when I heard
the unmistakable humming of a
plane.

It sounded to me like one of our
planes. Searchlights were sweep-
ing the sky all round but there
was no alert. The droning rapidly
increased in volume. I looked up
into the sky and saw a plane com-
ing, very low, towards me. There
were fields on either side of the
road and I wondered if it was go-
ing to land on one of them. Get-



ting lower as it flew, it passed
almost immediately above me.

When it had gone a little way
it suddenly nosed downwards,
and I realized to my consterna-
tion it was out of control and fall-
ing. There was a whirring and
spluttering as it shot towards the
earth, and then a crash, curiously
hollow-sounding and reverberat-
ing. I started running towards the
place where it lay but when I was
a few yards from it it vanished —
abruptly and inexplicably. I was
looking at it one moment, and
the next staring in wide-eyed
amazement into starlit space. The
plane, or whatever it was, was no
longer there, and a stillness that
was uncanny in its intensity suc-
ceeded the terrible crash. Not a
little jarred, I lost no time in get-
ting to my destination.

The following day, in answer
to my inquiries, I was informed
that about 10 years previously a
Captain Schofield, when flying
towards an airport not very far
from Shepperton, had crashed in
the very spot where I had seen the
phantom plane crash, and been
killed. Periodically ever since then
a ghost plane has haunted the
Thames Valley in the neighbor-
hood of Shepperton. Many people
have seen it.

Several cases of haunted air-
ports have since been told me.
One such case occurred early in
1942 in* an airport in the south-
west of England. My informant,
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an officer of the RAF, had been
in a hospital for some weeks after
being wounded in a raid on Ger-
many. The evening of the day of
his return to active service was
very close and muggy and there
was a slight ground mist. He was
crossing the airfield, lamenting
the sogginess of the turf, when he
saw someone in uniform come
out of one of the buildings. As the
man drew nearer he saw it was an
officer and presently identified
him. He was an extremely popu-
lar brother officer and old school-
fellow of his named Coles.

Though my informant could
not distinguish the man’s features
at a distance owing to the mist,
he knew him by his walk, which
was singularly characteristic.
Presently, as the man drew nearer,
he was able to see his face more
clearly and he had not been mis-
taken — it certainly was Coles.

“Coles,” my informant ex-
claimed, ¢“it’s good to see you
again, old man!”

But Coles made no answer. Not
sceming to hear, he came steadily
on, still with the same character-
istic walk, his eyes staring straight
ahead of him, his expression set
and, in the uncertain light, grim.
My informant knew that grim-
ness; he had worn it himself dur-
ing a raid when the enemy’s anti-
aircraft fire was thick and death
seemed inevitable.

“Coles,” he cried again, ‘“don’t
you know me?”’
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Still no answer, and Coles came
resolutely on, looking neither to
the right nor left and passing my
informant apparently without see-
ing him.

Much surprised and hurt at
such conduct, my informant turned
and watched Coles’ receding fig-
ure. It seemed strangely shadowy
and there was an indistinctness
and unreality about it that he had
not noticed before but which he
persuaded himself was due to the
mist. It certainly was Coles; he
was positive of that.

His superior officer was pleased
to see him back again.

“You don’t look toco well,” he
remarked. “You seem bothered
and agitated. Anything the mat-
ter2*

“Not with me, sir.” my friend
replied, “but what's wrong with
Coles. I passed him by just now
so close that he couldn’t help see-
ing me, but he didn’t appear to,
and when I spoke — I spoke twice
to him — he didn’t answer. I’'m
sure it was Coles, but he didn’t
seem himself.”

The superior officer paled and
gave my friend a strange look.

“You couldn’t have seen Coles,”
he said, ““because Coles was killed
last night over the Ruhr!*”

FATE

In an airport in the south of
England there was a spot where
no plane ever was to be seen. Soon
after the beginning of the war
two young RAF officers were
having an argument one morning
on the take-off runway. One be-
lieved in immortality, the other
did not. They became very heated,
and the skeptic said:

“Look here, Dick. If I am wrong
and there is a life for us beyond
the grave I will haunt this very
spot on which we are now stand-
ing. You may not see me, but I
will do all I can to let you and
everyone else know I am here.”

A week later he was killed in a
raid on Germany. Subsequently
every plane that took off from the
spot which he declared he would
haunt met with disaster. One, for
some mysterious cause, crashed
soon after it had flown, another
was destroyed in an aerial colli-
sion, a third crashed through its
pilot being taken suddenly ill, and
several that set out on raids failed
to return. It was remarkable,
however, that in no instance were
there fatal casualties. The spot ac-
quired such a bad reputation that
it was tabooed. RAF men avoided
it as they would avoid the plague
and no plane ever rested on it.

G o
CRISWELL’S CANARY

RACE MOORE, the pet canary belonging to Jeron King Criswell (of “Criswell
Predicts™) died, for no apparent reason, on the same day that his namesake,
Grace Moore, the Metropolitan Opera Star, met death in a plane crash. —

Elizabeth Pauls



Here is the amazing story of
a psychic who packed several

lifetimes into one, but who

at 98 resembled a man of 40.

BROWN LANDONE

... PRACTICAL MYSTIC !

\@ gy. C)/m'ence

DR. BrowN LANDONE — Amer-
ica’s most practical mystic —
passed away on October 10, 1945,
at Winter Park, Fla. He called
his friend, Clark Maxwell, dic-
tated to him some final letters and
then casually informed him that
he was about to die. After some
final instructions, Dr. Landone
reclined on his couch, closed his
eyes and was gone. He was 98
years old.

Twenty-five years previously, in
New York City, eminent heart
specialists told Dr. Landone that

j ﬂuééarc[ &’—/
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he couldn’t live more than three
days and that only if he stayed in
bed. Instead, he drove 50 miles
to Newton, N. J., and began prep-
arations for several new manu-
scripts. Dr. Landone had had
long experience with illness. He
had been bedfast at the age of
three, his leg “hopelessly’ crushed
in his father’s Minnesota sawmill.

I call him our greatest “prac-
tical mystic” for while he healed
thousands and completely re-
stored his own crushed leg to nor-
malcy, he also maintained an
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oxygen tank at the head of his
bed during his latter years. Dr.
Brown Landone never scorned
material aids. His letterhead pro-
claimed: “God is All — and that
means exactly what the words
state — that God is the essence
and source and substance of all
things created by Him. Material
means created by God are a part
of God’s manifestation as cer-
tainly as are his spiritual powers.”
Besides his long list of healings,
which would seem sufficient for
one mortal life, Dr. Landone com-
pressed into his century of living
an unbelievable career of discov-
eries, services and teachings.
Always believing in ‘‘new
wealth,” he formed the “Society
for the Development of Foreign
Grown Plants,” and he imported
“‘ramie roots’” from Egypt, treated
them scientifically and planted
them in the silt beds in Florida
where they flourished. Unfortu-
nately, following his death and be-
fore the harvest, a flash flood
washed the acres clean. But today
large chemical plants are again
cultivating ramie crops in Florida.
Ramie is a fibre of such great
tensile strength that a suit woven
of ramie would never wear out.
Dr. Landone also revived the
growing of auxinon Mung bean
sprouts at home for -youthfulness,
and later soy bean sprouts became
a nation’s fad. He first discovered
the “vitamin” and faced the usual
mass-minded derision.
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Dr. Landone visited the Pyra-
mid of Gizeh in Cairo, Egypt, and
declared Davidson and others
were in complete error in their
measurement interpretations and
predictions based on this ‘“Bible
In Stone.” He rediscovered the
Teleois system of measurement
based on the Teleois circles, and
proved that this prehistoric method
of measurement was employed in
the ancient temples of Tiajuran
and even the Tiahuanacan civi-
lizations, and that these Teleois
proportions were found in the
Eleusinian Temples, the Caracol
of the Mayas, the Holy of Holies
in Jerusalem. He said the builders
may have been the Hyksos, or

“Thoth, or Khufu but that the

Pyramid dimensions and design
were the guided architectural
planning of the eternal Melchize-
dek.

He maintained a record of all
the Teleois system prognostica-
tions appearing in the symbolism
of the Pyramid and declared that
each one turned out to be a date

‘of historical importance, such as

August 9, when Hitler conferred
with Stalin, attacked Poland in all
German newspapers, broke off
with Yugoslavia, ordered all citi-
zens mobilized for service—a
day when Hitler remained at his
desk for 23 consecutive hours. All
subsequent military days of im-
portance appeared to be Teleois
measured and predicted events in
the Pyramid calendar of man’s
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evolution on earth. This was not
too difficult for ancient wisemen,
he claimed, who could foretell the
epochs necessary for man to reach
his realities of today.

In his early youth, when he was
confined to a wheelchair, Brown
Landone often wrote out prescrip-
tions in Latin to the consternation
of his medical attendants. He re-
mained a cripple until he was 17,
when he himself healed his crushed
leg. He has stated that this trans-
figuration of his crushed leg came
about through his awakened ideal
of a perfect leg, his intense love
for a normal leg, plus his usual
procedure in healings of moving
the injured limb, finally walking
with it until it responded to his
ideal.

After years of traveling abroad
and after completing his educa-
tion with tutors, Dr. Landone is
supposed to have been mysteri-
ously summoned to London to be
a guest at the Holy Monasteries in
Delhi, in Tibet, in Gyanse, in the
Himalayas. For two years, it is
said, he studied, first at the Kary-
gupa Monastery of the Red Hats,
and then at the Tungkhara Mon-
astery of the Yellow Hats. Prior
to this he was graduated as a
doctor of medicine. Also ordained
as a clergyman, he found that
neither profession held him. He
had tried welfare work and in
1895 had organized the first boys’
activities in a Y.M.C.A.

But Dr. Landone was destined

to become a practicing mystic.
“Mystics,” he proclaimed, ‘“are
those who are manifesting more of
their inheritance than other souls.”

Dr. Landone was born on an
ocean liner, March 6, 1847, of
English-American parentage, just
one day before the ship docked in

-New York. After reaching man-

hood he always received golden
colored daffodils on his birthdays
regardless of whether he was on
the high seas, or, as once, in the
middle of the Sahara desert. The
daffodils were not ‘““materialized”
or “apported” but their never-
failing appearance as a gift is a
chapter in mysticism by itself.

Before settling down to a life
devoted entirely to spiritual and
mystical pursuits, Brown Landone
made an economic and financial
survey of the German Empire in
1912-1913. In 1914 he was Direc-
tor General of the Institute of the
Sciences of the Arts of France. In
1915 Raymond Poincaré, then
president of France, appointed
Dr. Landone Envoye Special to
the United States.

He was Editor-in-Chief of a
History of Civilization with Associ-
ate Editors Lorado Taft, William
Hubbard, Edmund James and
other noted educators. He was
Executive Director of the New
Educational Movement for an in-
ternational committee of 100 edu-
cators. He filled positions as sales
consultant to the Ford Motor
Company and to the Metropoli-
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tan Life Insurance Company. He
drafted a Constitution for a
United States of Europe and later
wrote A Super State With Power to
Enforce Peace. Assisted by Maj.
Gen. Leonard A. Wood he wrote
Awake U.S.A. For Theodore Roose-
velt he translated important French

documents. He numbered Sarah-»

Bernhardt, Mary Baker Eddy,
Flammarion and other world citi-
zens among his friends.

He finally settled down in Lan-
done Park, a fabulous estate in
Hollywood. But overnight his for-
tune vanished. He paid off his
debts, boarded a train for New
York and, henceforth, devoted
himself exclusively to teaching
“spiritual responsiveness” and to
healing. Sometimes he handled a
thousand cases a month with 969,
success.

His absent treatments, by mail,
were based on one fundamental
principle — he never prayed for
you, only with you. The greatest
certainty of life, he maintained,
is Christ’s saered promise — “If
two agree on earth as touching
anything they shall desire, it shall
be done for them.”

Once a well known business
man who never touched liquor
entertained a customer who de-
sired a glass of beer. They visited
a tavern, each having two glasses.
Motoring home the business man
struck a woman with his car and
was jailed. He wrote Dr. Landone,
“I know that you never pray for
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people, only with them. But I am
so humiliated, so sick in body and
mind, so ashamed for my family,
I can’t pray. Please help.” Lan-
done agreed, on one contingency,
“that you find some poor soul in
jail worse off than you are and
you comfort him.” The jailed
business man finally offered a
little cheer to an alcoholic mi-
grant worker. This man told Lan-
done’s patient that a waiter at the
tavern spiked beer and, when cus-
tomers got drowsy, lifted their
wallets. The waiter was located,
confessed and the business man
was vindicated with freedom and
a good press.

Dr. Brown Landone performed
his “‘sacred prayers of promise” in
the wee hours of the morning
when all was quiet. Usually he re-
tired at 6 a.m. and arose at 8:30.
Occasionally he went through a
whole day and night without
sleep.

After a day and night of dicta-
tion, conferences, study and medi-
tation, he often ‘“‘chummed,” as
he called it, with G.I.’s on fur-
lough who knew by the lights on
his house that “the Doctor was
up.” Outside his house by the
lake an electric cross gleamed and
inside ‘he maintained a special
prayer room.

A. typical day, recorded by
Clark Maxwell, was as follows:
Dr. Landone arose at 8:30 and
meditated until 9:30. About 9:45
he accompanied his gardener to
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look at his imported roses — the
rose, like the daffodil, he consid-
ered a mystically symbolic flower.
From 10:00 to 3:30 he dictated
letters, articles, courses. From 4:00
to 5:00 he read current magazines
and newspapers and dined out
with friends from 6:30 to 8:30.
Then he usually worked until
4:00 or 5:00 in the morning, using
dictating machines. He ended his
long day with the “prayers of
sacred promise’ at 6:00. Thus he
slept only two or three hours out
of the 24.

Dr. Brown Landone was not an
eccentric. He dressed in good
taste, occasionally attended mov-
ies and concerts. He liked dog
races but did not bet. He smoked
150 cigarettes a day, drank quarts
of coffee.

Here is an incredible story re-
ported about Dr. Landone:

Once in New York City, before

he moved to Orlando, Fla., a:

friend, night clerk at a hotel,
dropped in at 3:00 a.m., as he
frequently did. It was a cold,
snowy night. Dr. Landone lived
alone. His housekeeper left after
serving dinner. A large urn filled
with hot coffee always stood on
his table. As his friend joined him,
he turned the spigot but discov-
ered that his housekeeper had for-
gotten to make the coffee. Heart-
broken they both peered into the
urn. It was empty! Landone so
“desired” to provide his guest
with steaming coffee that when he

later turned the spigot again,
enough coffee came forth to fill
two cups.

Dr. Landone discovered the
item ‘“‘submarine fund” in the
Japanese financial statement — it
was spelled backward and upside
down. He predicted war with
Germany while lecturing at the
Sorbonne, and later at Oxford.
He was criticized by military in-
telligence but his prophecy ma-
terialized within three weeks.

While engaged in intensive re-
search on the subject of ““perfect
proportions” hoping thereby to
offer a formula for producing cer-
tain beauty in all things, he ex-
amined hundreds of examples and
theories. He declared Da Vinci’s
body height of 8 times the head
height was not true. He concluded
that all beautiful proportions,
such as he personally measured
in the Taj Mahal, were in multi-
plesiof 4, 7,13, 19 and 31."He
photographed 2,000 snowflakes
and measured the proportions of
their designs to prove his conten-
tions. Finally, after studying 200,-
000 measurements of the human
body, he discovered the unnama-
ble bone was the pelvis. It was the
“key” he sought. However, he
wanted evidence as to the meas-
urements of children and learned
of a book written by a German
scientist named Schadow which
contained thousands of measure-
ments of children. He could not
locate a copy in New York City so
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sent to Germany for the book.
The next night, after again re-
viewing many of his calculations
and wishing that he might com-
plete his 38 years of research, he
fell asleep. He dreamed of finding
the long-sought book on his desk,
a bound volume by Gottfried
Schadow, published by Wasmith
of West Berlin. In his sleep he
copied the figures he so desired.
Next morning, on waking, he re-
viewed his copied figures with
amazement. No trace of the book
could be found. It arrived from
Germany two weeks later.

As a young man Brown Lan-
done traveled in Egypt and
watched British archeologists en-
gaged in excavating ancient tombs.
He often “knew” just where to
find the entrance to a tomb — he
would draw his diagrams at night
and slip them under the doors of
the rooms occupied by the engi-
neers. Then he would watch them
locate his pre-discovery. This
knowledge just “came to him,”
as if he had lived intimately, in
some previous life, in these plaees.
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At 98, Dr. Landone looked like
a man of 40. He was active in step,
his eyes shone and he possessed
a grand sense of humor. He drew
his own plans for a memorial,
wrote his own funeral sermon,
and knew the exact minute he
was to pass on. He had no per-
sonal fortune. All funds accumu-
lated through the sale of his courses
and through the dollar-a-week fee
for healings went into the Lan-
done Foundation, from which he
drew a living allowance. He be-
lieved in abundance, activity,
spiritual dependence. While he
ate heartily at times, he usually
chose his diet scientifically, in-
cluding an elixir made of boiled
celery juice. He believed that by
compressing several lifetimes into
one he overcame the limits of
mortal mind and used “expanded
spiritual responsiveness™ in wing-
ing his way to divine sources.

Despite all his amazing discov-
eries, visions, predictions, healings
and honors, Dr. Brown Landone
was a plain, everyday man —
America’s most practical mystic.
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TIDES ON “THE LAND

THE land surface of the earth changes level an average of 11 inches a day due
to the pull of the sun and the moon, according to Dr. John T. Pettit of the
University of California. The biggest land tides come an average-6f 80 minutes
after the biggest force of the moon and sun gravitation.
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When a commander in the U.S. Navy reports a weird ocean

phenomenon, isn’t it time to start believing?

Lo4

M\’ vESSEL had passed through

[h(? Sli‘al.t of HOI‘IDI:IZ, bound This article is reprinted by permission

for India. Little Quom Island from the January, 1952, issue of the

Light was still in Sight on the star- United States Naval Institute Proceed-

board quarter bearing RO ings. Commander Bodler, the author,
o b) )

S a veteran merchant marine officer,
T N 5 i 5
distance 20 miles. The night was e L g gk s S

bright and clear, with very good minger and Vixen during the war. He
visibility, no moon. The Third returned to the merchant marine after
Mate called me to the bridge, ths war was over,

saying that he had observed some-

thing he thought I should see.
About four points on the port
bow, toward the coast of Iran,
there was a luminous band which
seemed to pulsate. Its appearance
suggested the aurora borealis, but
much lower; in fact on or:below
the horizon. Examination with
binoculars showed that the lumi-
nous area was definitely below the
horizon, in the water, and draw-
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ing nearer to the vessel. With the
approach of this phenomenon it
became apparent that the pulsa-
tions seemed to start in the center
of the band and flow outward
towards its extremities.

At a distance of about a mile
from the ship, it was apparent that

the disturbance was roughly cir- -

cular in shape, about 1000 to 1500
feet in diameter. The pulsations
could now be seen to be caused by
a revolving motion of the entire
pattern about a rather ill-defined
center; with streaks of light like
the beams of searchlights, radiat-
ing outward from the center and
revolving (in a counterclockwise
direction) like the spokes of a
gigantic wheel.

For several minutes the vessel oc-
cupied the approximate center of
the phenomenon. Slightly curved
bands of light crossed the bow,
passed rapidly down the port side
from bow to stern, and up the
starboard side from aft, forward.
The luminosity was suflicient to
make portions of the vessels upper
work’s quite visible. The bands of
luminance seemed to pass a given
point at about half-second inter-
vals. As may well be imagined,
the effect was weird and impres-
sive in the extreme; with the vessel
seeming to occupy the center-of a
hugh pinwheel whose “spokes”
consisted of phosphorescent lumi-
nance revolving rapidly about the
vessel as a hub. (The sketch on the
next page shows, diagrammati-
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cally, the effect produced. The
lights moved counterclockwise.

The central “hub” of the phe-
nomenon drew gradually to star-
board, and passed aft; becoming
more and more distant on the
starboard quarter. While it was
still in sight, several miles astern,
and appearing, by this time, as a
pulsating band of light, a repeti-
tion of the same manifestation ap-
peared fine on the starboard bow.
This was slightly smaller in area
than the first, and a trifle less bril-
liant. Its center passed slowly aft
on the starboard side, with the
pattern of revolving, luminous
“spokes” clearly defined.

It was my impression that the
actual illumination was caused by
the natural phosphorescence in
the water, periodically stimulated
by regular waves of energy. The
shape of the “pinwheel,” the well-
defined “‘spokes,” the revolutions
about a center, and the speed with
which each band of light traversed
the water, all preclude the pos-
sibility of this phenomenon being
caused by schools of fish, por-
poises, or similar cause.

Approximately half an hour
later, a third repetition of this
manifestation was observed. The
general characteristics, direction
of rotation, etc., were the same as
the others, but this one was much
smaller and less brilliant. Its di-
ameter was not over 800 to 1000
feet, and compared to the other
two, was unimpressive. It was
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first observed much closer to the
vessel than had been the case with
the othets. Whether this was due
to its lesser brilliance, or the fact
that it came into being at com-
paratively close range, could not
be determined.

At the time of the above, con-
ditions were as follows: Date —
14 November, 1949, Time 1830
GMT, Position- 26°-17.5" N,
56°-51" E. Wind NW’ly force 1.
Sea calm with slight surface rip-
ples; no swell. Air 75° (Fahr.),
sea 83°, Visibility very good. A
clear, bright night with no moon.

Vessels course 157° T. Speed
through the water 11.6 knots, Ac-
tual speed over the bottom, ap-
proximately nine knots due to
strong head current. (Very strong
streams are encountered in this
area.) At no time were any un-
usual deviations of the magneuc
compass observed.

It is of interest to note that the

same, or similar, phenomena have
previously been reported in the
Indian Ocean. A book, titled
Oddities by T. R. Gould, published
in England during the past cen-
tury, devotes a chapter to.reports
of similar manifestations. How-
ever, the author is as unable as the
present writer to offer an explana-
tion! This volume, unfortunately,
is not in the writer’s possession at
the present time. The author ap-
pears to be a pre-Ripley collector
of various odd occurrences, well
authenticated, but never satisfac-
torily explained.

It is the present writer’s convic-
tion that he has been privileged
to witness one of the rare instances
of a most curious and impressive
natural phenomenon. If other sea-
farers have had a similar experi-
ence, or anyone of scientific bent
can offer an explanation of the
foregoing, he would be most inter-
ested to learn more on the subject.

——
THE SECRET NAME

uE Navajos give to each of their children a secret name which is never

used except in emergency. They believe that the name possesses the power
to extricate its owner from any difficulty. The name is carefully chosen and
believed to provide the child with a good spirit or angel.

e

CHINESE GOD IN OKLAHOMA?

AH.—\!\'D-C:\R\’ED eight-inch figure supposedly representing the Chinese god
of longevity has been dug up deep in the clay of a central Oklahoma
hillside, according to the United Press. The figure is hand-carved of wood,
and shows a god holding a ram in one hand and leaning on what appears to
be a staff. It is eight inches high and was found on the Lincoln County farm

of Mrs. A. K. Eckers, Guthrie.
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BURNING

ON THE FRENCH

The French River is noted for queer

happenings. But the queerest of all was the killing of

Joe Restoule’s pig. What left those huge burns in its flesh?

/.Zy @)é(’l'f 0[7& Z?()LU‘

: IN Northwestern Ontario there
is a beautiful, wilderness river
named the French. It runs from
Lake Nipissing in the north down
to the calm waters of Georgian
Bay and Lake Huron in the south.
A tribe of Ojibway Indians live on
the many wooded islands that dot

the broad expanse of this river.
Some of the Ojibways live on the
reservation on the big island. Oth-
ers have built their cabins on more
isolated islands.

Joe Restoule is part French and
part Ojibway and he and his
family live on one of the smaller
islands in the French River. Their
island has about 10 acres. Joe’s
wife taught school in the Indian



village at one time aud though
her hair is white now, her brown,
intelligent face is almost unlined
in its gentle placidity. The Res-
toules are wonderfully happy. Joe
himself has the face of a hawk and
the lines from his cheek to his jowl
are weathered deep. The squint
marks around his dark eyes are
permanent grooves. Joe’s four sons
are as tall and spare and brown
as he.

There isn’t a better guide on
the French River than Joe Res-
toule. The summer campers from
the States and the Indians on the
reservation all say he is hard
working and thrifty. In addition
to the deer and bear meat Joe and
his sons lay in during the fall
there are fish from the river, and
the corn and potatoes Joe and
his boys plant each spring last
through the winter. There are not
many on the river who work as
hard as the Restoules nor live as
well.

It is the custom of the Restoules,
each autumn before the big river
freezes, to take their old launch
14 miles up the French and 20
miles across Lake Nipissing to the
town of Sturgeon Falls where Joe

buys a half grown pig to fatten,

and to butcher in February when
the snows are deep and the wild
game hard to find. One day in
early November of 1950, after the
day-long trip to and from Stur-
geon Falls, Joe and his boys un-
loaded a pig at their dock and

led him into the shed at the back
of their cabin. Wolves and pan-
ther have to be reckoned with in
the time of heavy snows. So Joe
builds his pig pen high and strong,
using young, straight pine logs to
a height of eight feet.

The pig was fed and Joe him-
self barred the door to the pen.
The Restoules retired to their
cabin for the night. A light snow
had begun to fall and Joe was glad
his boys had finished the roof over
the pig pen before dark. Even a
pig should be comfortable.

Once during the night Joe
thought he heard voices and called
to his boys to be quiet, but there
was no other disturbance. In the
morning Joe walked through the
trackless snow, now fallen to a
depth of five inches, to look at his
pig. When he unbarred the door
of the pen Joe was alarmed to see
the pig lying on its side. Along
both its sides and down its flanks
were ridges that he took to be
welts, but closer inspection re-
vealed charred indentations in the
animal’s hide. Joe was at a loss to
account for these burns as there
was no sign of entry to the pen
and no marks in the snow outside.

By the end of the day the pig
had recovered somewhat and was
able to stand on its feet and walk,
but it would not touch food. It
walked in slow circles, grunting
occasionally and staggering as
though dazed.

That night Joe himself sat guard
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in the pen with the pig and there
was no disturbance. The pig was
stronger by the next day but still
refused to eat. Joe left his pig
alone again that night, and since
the pig was weak and the night
really cold, Joe heated several
large round stones and placed
them in one corner of the pen to
warm it a little.

In the night Joe waked as he
had before and thought he heard
voices. This time he went at once
to the pig pen and unbarred the
door, but nothing was amiss. The
pig was sleeping on its side; the
temperature in the pen was quite
warm from the heat of the stones.
Joe went back to his bunk and
slept soundly.

The next morning the pig was
dead. It lay on its side in the
center of the pen with three holes,
deep as dinner plates, burned into
the flesh on both its flanks. Joe
examined the stones he had heated
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the night before but they  were
still piled in the corner although
they seemed to retain more of
their heat than it appeared they
should.

Joe Restoule has no explanation
for what happened to his pig. The
other Indians have no idea either,
nor are they surprised.

Many remember the time one
of their tribe was found dead in a
kind of brush corral, ,three miles
from his home. Gaunt and dead of
starvation it seemed, but no In-
dian starves in the woods in mid-
summer. And why the corral? A
kind of fort perhaps?

Another time Joe shot a mother
bear and her cub. He left their
gutted carcasses on a rock beside
his cabin over night. In the morn-
ing there were fresh bear tracks in
the snow leading across the island,
and only the cub remained.

Strange things happen along
the French.

%

DREAM OF A BROKEN LEG

EDNA VauehN, 15, who lives near Mesa, Ariz., dreamed that she broke her leg
on her way home. She told her mother about the dream, then forgot it.
That evening she fractured her leg when she jumped an irrigation ditch on her

wav home.

G

THE HEARSE’S HORN

AHEARSE sounded a fire alarm and probably saved the funeral home of William
H. Jacquin, Highland Park, N. J., from burning up. The empty hearse,
garaged next to the funeral home, caught fire at 5 a.m. Its horn sounded and
awakened neighbors who summoned firemen. — Thomas Joseph McLaughlin
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SPECIAL BOOK CONDENSATION FEATURE

Lsychoanalyzing

CGhe PBell “Witch

Q0

The Bell Witch is America’s most famous
ghost. Its story was told in the third issue of

FATE Magazine. Does this theory explain it?

This article is excerpted from HAUNTED
PEOPLE: Story of the Poltergeist Down
the Centuries, by Hereward Carrington .
and Nandor Fodor, Copyright 1951,
by E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc., New York,
N. Y. Price: $3.50. The chapfer re-
printed here is entifled "The Case of
the Bell Witch.” It was written by Dr.
Fodor, a Hungarian-born psychoana-
lyst practicing in New York City. Dr.
Fodor is an internationally-known au-
thor and psychoanalyst who has written
much on psychical subjects. He be-
lieves his and Carringfon’s book can
be considered a pioneering work.




- Haunted @e&ple

Many of the readers of FATE will
disagree with the thesis presented here.
Yet it is such a challenging idea that
we feel it cannot be tgnored. It is the
concept, to quote the words of Dr.
Nandor Fodor, that as far as polter-
geist phenomena are concerned, ‘it is
not the spirits of the dead that mould
the thoughts of the living, but the
thoughts of the living that shape the
tdeational content of ‘supernatural’
manifestations.”

T o those who recoil from this theory,
let it be understood that Dr. Fodor is
referring only to poltergeist activities.
Let them remember, too, that true pol-
tergeist activities seem to fall into such
a rigid, formal pattern that it would
seem possible they can be explained by
one theory.

Whether Dr. Fodor’s theory is cor-
rect we cannot know. However, it is re-
JSreshing to find a scientific man of Dr.
Fodor’s stature accepting the manifesta-
tions unhesitatingly. The only problem
he concerns himself with is their cause.
Note too that, as Dr. Fodor says:
“ While psychologically we come nearer
to an understanding of these mysteries,
physicists, physiologists and bielogists
are still unable to meet the challenge in
a satisfactory manner.”

In other words, even if Dr. Fodor’s
theories are true, we still do not under-
stand the physical method by which
poltergeist activities are accomplished.
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HE first written chronicle of the

Bell Witch dates from 1846. It
was penned by Richard Williams
Bell, one of the nine children, of
the murdered John Bell. He was
thirty-six years old when he com-
mitted to paper a belated diary to
which he gave the title: Our Family
Trouble. This manuscript was not
written for publication, and only
appeared in print in 1894, in a
small illustrated volume by M. V.
Ingram.! Richard Williams Bell
was six years old when the out-
break began. ten years old when
it was over, and eighteen years old
when the Witch returned a second
time in 1828. His impressions of
the events must have been exceed-
ingly vivid, yet a delay of eighteen
years, following the return of the
Witch, or twenty-six years follow-
ing the cessation of the original
upheaval, must needs militate
against the acceptance of the rec-
ord as completely accurate. In-
gram’s book, "as the many sub-

L M. V. Ingram: A» Authenticated History
of the Famous Bell Witch. The Wonder of the
19th Century. and Unexplained Phenomenon of
the Christian Era. The Mpysterious Talking
Goblin that Terrorized the West End of Robert-
son County, Tennessee, Tormenting john Bell
to his Death. The Story of Betsy Bell, Her
Lover and the Haunting Sphynx. Clarksuville,
Tenn., 1894. All the quotations in this study
are from Ingram’s book. unless otherwise
indicated.



titles indicate, catered to sensa-
tion-mongers; but the author, at
one time a local editor, was inti-
mately acquainted with the story
from early childhood, knew the
surviving members of John Bell’s
family, went to the trouble of in-
terviewing all the witnesses he
could find, and reproduced his
material well, even though he
made no attempt at critical pres-
entation. He had applied as early
as 1867 for permission to print
Richard Williams Bell’s diary, but
this was refused until 1891, when
the latter’s son, Allen Bell, decided
to release it, writing of his father’s
motives to Ingram as follows:
“So many painfully abhorrent
misrepresentations had gone out
concerning the mystery that he
[Richard Williams Bell] desired
the writing should be preserved,
that the truth might be known in
after years, should the erroneous
views which had found lodgement
concerning the origin of the dis-
tress continue to live through tra-
dition, handed down to an en-
lightened generation under a ver-
sion so disparaging.” (Pp. 12-13)
This is a reference to accusa-
tions of fraud that were directed
at Betsy Bell, around whom the
phenomena mostly revolved. The
fact that doubters and disparagers
of family reputation were active
at the time, or after the Bell Witch
had ceased its activities, is a
healthy sign, and strengthens
rather than weakens the positive

¢

87

testimonies. No ‘“‘exposure” story
appeared in print until- 1849, in
the Saturday Evening Post (the
charges against Betsy later being
retracted by the editors) and dur-
ing the reign of the Witch the
would-be ghost-layers are said to
have met with egregious defeat.
The next record of the Bell
Witch is an official one. It was
written by Dr. Charles Bailey
Bell, and it was published in
1934.2 He is described on the front
page of his book as for some years
instructor on the brain and nerv-
ous system at the Medical Depart-
ment of the University of Nash-
ville; for several years on Visiting
Staff at Nashville City Hospital;
member of Tennessee State Medi-
cal Association, Nashville Acad-
emy of Medicine and other medi-
cal organizations, etc. etc. He
writes in his preface that his father,
Dr. Joel Thomas Bell (1831-1910),
assured him that Richard Wil-
liams’ manuscript was true, al-
though Richard Williams was too
young at the time of the outbreak
to understand the Spirit, and the
wonderful things the Spirit re-
lated to his older brother, John, Jr.
The “wonderful things” refer
to a kind of cosmology and proph-
ecies which include the Civil War,
emancipation of the Negroes, the
rise of the United States as the
leader of the world, the two world

2 The Bell Witch. A Mpysterious Spirit. By

Charles Bailey Bell, M.D., Nashville,
Tenn., 1934.
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wars, and even the ultimate and
total destruction of our civilization.
The latter prophecy is so worded
that today we may consider it
hinting at atomic energy release
as it speaks of rapidly increasing
heat, followed by a mighty ex-
plosion.

Fortunately, this prediction is
not dated, but the prediction re-
garding the second world war
proved to be correct within four
years.

John Bell, Jr., the author’s
grandfather, having been twenty-
four years old when the Witch
first appeared, would have made
an excellent witness if he had left
direct testimony. Unfortunately,
the author only quotes him through
his own father, Dr. Joel Thomas
Bell, to whom taciturn John sol-
emnly handed down the story as
a private burden of the family. But
it happens that Betsy Bell, the
principal character of the drama,
lived to a ripe old age, and the
author, at the age of nineteen, had
received a graphic firsthand ac-
count of the activities of the Witch
from the then eighty-three-year-
old lady.

Intrinsically, little value can be
attached to such late recollections,
even if they had been committed
to paper without losing time, of
which Dr. Bell offers no proof.
The substantial agreement of her
story with the reminiscences of
other members of the Bell family,
and of their slaves and friends,
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may be due to codrdination
through constant retelling, com-
paring and editing. On the other
hand, such coordination, if it took
place in the lifetime of the wit-
nesses, is the best argument for the
reality of the mysterious visitation.
The essential facts stand out
equally in the recollection of each
member of the family and, bar-
ring the culminating horror of the
murder of John Bell, agree with
many descriptions of contempo-
rary poltergeist disturbances. On
this basis alone we may presume
the records to be accurate as to
the existence of the Witch. Rich-
ard Williams Bell, writing in 1846,
could not have been acquainted
with spiritualistic phenomenology.
The chronicles of witchcraft could
have been accessible to him, but
he would have been hard put to
find in them an account as fasci-
nating as his own on the develop-
ment of the voice of the Witch —
a phenomenon in close agreement
with contemporary séance-room
claims.

Tue ComiNg oF THE WiTcH

The disturbances began with
knockings and scrapings on the
outside of the doors and windows.
If the light was put on, the noise
ceased. Then the sound moved in-
side. Week after week an invisible
“rat” was gnawing vigorously on
the bedpost. and an equally in-
visible “dog™ was clawing on the
floor. Something flapped against
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the ceiling. Sounds were heard as
if the beds were suddenly roughly
pulled apart; as if dogs that had
been chained together were fight-
.ing. The noise grew in volume
and moved from room to room,
stopping when everybody got up
and searched for the cause. About
a year after it began, it had so in-
creased that it fairly shook the
house. Then the coverings com-
menced slipping off the beds; a
smacking of lips, a gulping sound,
a choking and a strangling noise
were heard. Occasionally it ap-
peared as if heavy stones had
fallen from somewhere; as if chairs
had been overthrown or heavy
trace-chains had been dragged
across the floor. Some new per-
formance was added every night,
‘and ““it troubled Elizabeth more
than anyone else.” (P. 107)

John Bell and his wife slept on
the first floor. Betsy had a room
on the second. On the same floor
John and Drewry shared a bed,
Joel and Richard Williams an-
other, in two different rooms.
Richard Williams was awakened
by something pulling him by the
hair, raising him and giving him
the feeling as if the top of his head
had been taken off. “Immediately,
Joel yelled out in great fright, and
next Elizabeth was screaming in
her room, and after that some-
thing was continually pulling at
her hair after she retired to bed.”
(R0

At this stage, the family decided

that the secrecy they had observed
about the manifestations was un-
wise. They needed help. So they
called in Mr. James Johnson, their
nearest neighbor and most inti-
mate friend to help solve the mys-
tery. It was Mr. Johnson who
made the discovery that the
agency behind the phenomena
was intelligent. He listened atten-
tively to all the sounds, and par-
ticularly to ““that which appeared
like someone sucking air through
the teeth,” (P. 108) and he ad-
jured it in the name of the Lord.
‘The adjuration silenced the noise
for a considerable time, then it
commenced with renewed vigor,
and ‘“‘the persecutions of Elizabeth
were increased to an extent that
excited serious apprehensions. Her
cheeks were frequently crimsoned
as if by a hard blow from an open
hand, and her hair pulled until
she would scream with pain.”
(RE1109) i

As the phenomena ceased when
the invisible agent was spoken to,
Mr. Johnson inferred that it un-
derstood the human language,
and advised John Bell to invite in
other friends and form a commit-
tee of investigation. From Richard
Williams® account it appears that
the main job of the committee was
to keep a close watch on every
member of the family, “but all of
their wits were stifled, the demon-
strations all the while increasing in
force,  and sister was so severely
punished that father and mother
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became alarmed for her safety
when alone, and the neighboring
girls came almost every night to
keep her company.” (P. 109)
Hoping that it might rid her of
the trouble, Elizabeth was sent to
the neighbors, “but it made no
difference, the trouble followed
her with the same severity, dis-
turbing the family where she went
as it did at home, nor were we in
any wise relieved.” (P. 110)

By this time the mystery had
gained wide notoriety; the house
- was crowded every night with
visitors who persevered in their ef-
forts to make the Witch talk. They
called on it “to rap on the wall,
smack its mouth, etc., and in this
way the phenomena were gradu-
ally developed.” (P. 111) During
_the time it was not uncommon to
" see lights “like a candle or lamp
flitting across the yard, and
through the field, and frequently
when father, the boys and ‘hands’
were .coming in late from work,
chunks of wood and stones would
fall along the way, as if tossed by
someone, but we could never dis-
cover from whence, or what direc-
tion they came.” (P. 111)

The “never” is not strictly ac-
curate, for later in his account
Richard Williams Bell quotes the
testimony of William Porter, a
very prominent citizen of the com-
munity, “a gentleman of high in-
tegrity, regarded for his strict ve-
racity.” William Porter used to go
to school with Joel Bell and, re-
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turning in the evening, the boys
passed some briar patches and
hazel thickets by the wayside. At
this spot, William Porter says,
“sticks of wood and rocks were
often tossed at us, but never with
much force, and we soon learned
not to fear any harm from this pas-
time, and frequently cut notches
on the sticks, casting them back
into the thicket from whence they
came, and invariably the same
sticks would be hurled back at
us.”

The objection that the boys
might have been the victims of a
practical joker is answered by the
further statement that “after night
the Witch would recount every-
thing that had occurred along the
way. Even if one of us stumped a
toe, falling over, the Witch claimed
to have caused it, and would
describe how it appeared in the
form of a rabbit or something else
at a certain place.”

Later, I shall consider these in-
fantile claims of the Witch. Now
the development of the voice must
hold our immediate attention. The
strength of the physical manifesta-
tions kept on increasing steadily.
Those who resisted the cover, as it
was pulled off their bed by the
Witch, and those who came as de-
tectives to expose it, were slapped
on the face and beaten-up. “The
blows were heard distinctly, like
the open palm of a heavy hand,
while the sting was keenly felt.”
(P. 112) The visitors persisted in
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urging the Witch to talk “and fi-
nally it commenced whistling
when spoken to, in a low broken
sound, as if trying to speak in a
whistling voice, and in this way it
progressed, developing until the
whistling sound was changed to a
weak, faltering whisper, uttering
indistinct words. The voice, how-
ever, gradually gained strength in
articulating, and soon the utter-
ances became distinct in a low
whisper, so as to be understood in
the absence of any other noise.”
(P2 >

This was a sensational develop-
ment. The voice was not confined
to darkness, as were the physical
phenomena. “The talking was
heard in lighted rooms as in the
dark, and finally in the day at any
hour.” (P. 122) Some people ac-
cused Betsy of ventriloquism. John
Jr. suggested a test to a visiting
doctor. The doctor ‘“placed his
hand over Betsy’s mouth at the
time when the voice was heard,
and soon satisfied himself that she
was in no way connected with
these sounds.” The reason why
this accusation was levelled against
Betsy is most interesting. To
quote:

BETsY’s SEIZURES

“Sister was now subjected to
fainting spells followed by pros-
tration, characterized by shortness
of breath and smothering sensa-
tions, panting as it were for life,
and becoming entirely exhausted

and lifeless, losing her breath for
nearly a minute between gasps,
and rendered unconscious. These
spells lasted from thirty to forty
minutes, and passed off suddenly,
leaving her perfectly restored after
a few minutes, in which she recov-
ered from the exhaustion. There
is no positive evidence that these
spells were produced by the
Witch. However, that was the
conclusion from the fact that there
was no other apparent cause. She
was a very stout girl and, with this
exception, the personification of
robust health, and was never sub-
ject to hysteria or anything of the
kind. Moreover, the spells came
on at regular hours in the evening,
just at the time the Witch usually
appeared, and immediately after
the spells passed off the mysterious
voice commenced talking, but
never uttered a word during the
time of prostration.

“In the meantime, father was
strangely afflicted, which should
have been mentioned in the out-
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set, but he had never regarded his
trouble as of any consequence un-
til after sister recovered from the
attacks just described. In fact, his
ailment commenced with the in-
cipiency of the Witch’s demon-
stration, or before he recognized
the phenomenal disturbances. He
complained of a curious sensa-
tional feeling in his mouth, a stiff-
ness of the tongue, and something
like a stick crosswise, punching
each side of his jaws. This sensa-
tion did not last long, did not re-
cur very often, or cause pain, and
therefore gave him but little con-
cern. But as the phenomenon de-
veloped, this affliction increased,
his tongue swelling against his
jaws, so that he could neither talk
nor eat for ten or fifteen hours.

“In the meanwhile the Witch
manifested a pernicious dislike for
father, using the most vile and
malignant epithets toward him,
declaring that it would torment
‘Old Jack Bell’ to the end of his
life. As father’s trouble increased,
Elizabeth was gradually relieved
from her severe spells, and soon
recovered entirely from the af-
fliction, and never had any symp-
tom of the kind. But father was
seized with another malady that
caused him much trouble and suf-
fering. This was contortions of the
face, a twitching and dancing of
his flesh, which laid him up for the
time. These spells gradually in-
creased, and undoubtedly carried
him to his grave.” (Pp. 128-130)
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We are now right in the heart of
the Bell Witch mystery. Betsy’s
fainting spells closely agree with
the symptoms spiritualistic medi-
ums exhibit at the onset of trance.
She was twelve, very stout and in
robust physical health, apparently
the type that at puberty is able to
divert into an abnormal channel
the budding sexual energies, or
other mysterious biological forces
of which we hear so much from the
investigators of psychic phenom-
ena. The problems which we face
are:

1. Is the story of the Bell Witch
a gigantic hoax and continued
imposture?

2. Is the Witch a spirit, accord-
ing to its own claims, using Betsy
as a medium for contact, or is it a
split-off part of Betsy’s personal-
ity, a Betsy-X on the rampage?

3. Why did the Witch, or
Betsy-X, hate and murder John
Bell, and why did it persecute
Betsy?

The first question admits of an
easy answer. If human testimony
has any value, hoax or imposture
cannot be considered as a serious
explanation. But that implies a
formidable admission: that an un-
known agency did produce in-
comprehensible phenomena in the
Bell household and in their neigh-
borhood. It also makes it incum-
bent upon us to solve the problem
of how such disturbances can be
produced.

I do not know how. All I can
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say is that the phenomena pro-
duced by the Bell Witch follow
the routine observed in the devel-
opment of ghostly disturbances
the world over. The best I can at-
tempt is to answer the psycho-
logical questions involved. -

Our chroniclers leave us in no
doubt that John Bell’s illness ap-
peared simultaneously with the
first disturbance. He suffered from
a tic, which grew to the propor-
tions of a hysterical attack. The
tic accomplished two purposes. It
stopped him from eating and talk-
ing. The latter is more important.
Eating seldom gets people into
trouble. Speaking does, when they
have a guilty secret. If such a se-
cret has to be kept undisclosed at
all costs, the tic would answer the
need. Can it be that the simul-
taneity of his attacks with Betsy’s
seizures is purely coincidental? I
do not think so. When such events
keep on recurring over a long pe-
riod, a causal connection between
them should be assumed. If Dr.
Charles Bailey Bell had read
Ferenczi’s discoveries on the psy-
chogenic origin of tics,® he would
not have described John Bell’s
malady simply as a disease of the
nervous system which may have
been caused by the Spirit.

Support for the idea that John
Bell’s attacks were not due to the
Witch, but represent self-aggres-

8 Further Contributions to the Theory and
Technique of Psychoanalysis. By Sandor
Ferenczi.

sion, might be found in testimo-
nies from which we learn that these
attacks were not confined to the
Bell house. In an interview with
Ingram, Mrs. Martha Dearden, a
lady of eighty-five, recalled that
John Bell behaved strangely on an
occasion when her father invited
him to dinner. He shook his head,
without saying anything, and
seemed to be depressed, confused
and sullen. The following day he
rode over expressly to apologize
and said: “All of a sudden, my
tongue became strangely affected.
Something that felt like a fungus
growth came on both sides, press-
ing against my jaws, filling my
mouth so that I could not eat or
talle 20 (P 257

The Deardens lived four or five
miles from the Bells. At the time
of this incident nothing was
known of the Witch outside the
Bell family, and we know from the
records quoted that the radius of
the mysterious activity of the
Witch, in the first year, suffered
from spatial limitations. There-
fore, it is tempting to infer that in
John Bell’s unconscious something
was already stirring when the pol-
tergeist made its first appearance.
As the physical manifestations
seem to be closely linked with the
biological upheaval caused by the
onset of Elizabeth’s puberty, John
Bell’s illness looks like a strange
echo of the psychic tempest that
was being loosed from his daugh-
ter’s unconscious.
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THE WritcH DECLARES ITSELF

From the moment the Witch
was able to articulate, John Bell
was declared doomed. “I am a
spirit; who was once very happy,
but has been disturbed, and made
unhappy” (p. 115) was the first
utterance of the Witch in a feeble
but distinct voice. Then the Witch
proceeded to say that it would re-
main and continue worrying John
Bell, and that it would kill him in
the end. This establishes a con-
nection between the disturbed
state of the Witch and John Bell,
but the specific nature of this con-
nection was never explained. As,
however, the Witch kept on revil-
ing him and punishing him se-
verely with blows and torture, the
inference is that the Witch did
not know why it should hate John
Bell so virulently. If the Witch
was “born” from a shock which
Betsy suffered through her father,
and Betsy’s memories were not
carried over to a fragment of her
personality, perhaps the Witch
could just hate without rhyme or
reason. In accepting suggestions
of the environment as to itself, the
Witch was obviously stalling for
time. After much coaxing it gave
John Johnson (whom it called
“Old Sugar Mouth™) a grandilo-
quent statement: “I am a Spirit
from everywhere, Heaven, Hell,
the Earth; am in the air, in houses,
any place at any time, have been
created millions of years; that is
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all T will tell you.”

The same grandiloquence was
noticeable in the statements of the
Talking Mongoose: ‘I am the
Fifth Dimension. I am the Eighth
Wonder of the World, etc.” * Such
self-adoration is typically infantile.
It fits in well with the spirit of
mischief that child personalities
like to display. The Witch first
declared itself to be the spirit of an
Indian whose bones had been
scattered, and had good fun in
setting the Bell family hunting for
a missing tooth; then it professed
to be Old Kate Batts’ witch,
sending a shudder of delicious hor-
ror through its audience. Mrs.
Batts was an eccentric old woman,
slightly unbalanced and commonly
feared as a witch. In this guise, the
Bell mystery became more accept-
able. In Ingram’s book, the witch
is always called Kate. Dr. Bell
frowns on this appellation and
omits it from his own volume, nor
does he dwell on a rather dis-
reputable phase of the Witch’s
career.

This concerned the “family of
the Witch,” four characters an-
swering to the names of Blackdog,
Mathematics, Cypocryphy and
Jerusalem. Behind this, associa-
tions with Mrs. Batts are clearly
traceable. For our purpose the

* The Haunting of Cashen’s Gap. By Harry
Price and R. S. Lambert, London, 1938.
— “The Talking Mongoose.”” By Nandor
Fodor, Fournal of the American Society for

Psychical Research, February, March and
July, 1937,
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noteworthy feature is that the
members of the family spoke in
distinct voices of their own: Black-
dog in a harsh masculine tone,
Jerusalem with a boy’s wvoice,
while Mathematics and Cypo-
cryphy sounded more delicate and
feminine. They all used obscene
language, uttered vile threats and
made the night hideous with their
drunken carousal. “On one occa-
sion all four appeared almost
beastly drunk, talking in maudlin
sentimental strain, fuming the
house with the scent of whiskey.”
(P. 134)

This phase represented a fall of

estate, as the Witch started on its
career as a pious character, sing-
ing beautiful songs, quoting from
the Bible with remarkable knowl-
edge, and reproducing the Sunday
sermons of the two preachers of
the settlement in the evening cir-
cle word for word, and with a per-
fect imitation of the pastor’s voice.
All present, including the pastors,
were astonished by the demonstra-
tion. The memory and histrionic
ability of the Witch was unique. It
could assume anybody’s voice and
it never forgot a thing. It would
have made a grand “spirit com-
municator’” if it had been imbued
with mediumistic ideas. To puri-
tanical mentality, however, com-
munication with the dead was
unthinkable. As a result, we find
the Witch in no contact with the
dead. John Jr. was frankly told,
when he wished to have news of

his father after the latter’s tragic
death, that the Witch could imi-
tate his voice to perfection but that
it was not its purpose to deceive
him. The Witch was quite positive
that people who had died did not,
at that age, talk to those left be-
hind and that such is not likely
ever to be the case.

On another occasion, the Witch
gave a dramatic demonstration as
to how a deceptive manifestation
could be engineered. John Jr. was
asked to look at the smooth snow
before the window, and as he did
the snow showed signs of disturb-
ance as if an invisible man were
approaching the window. Depres-
sions as if made by heavy boots
appeared in the snow and the
Witch challenged John Jr. to take
his father’s heavy boots and match
them against the tracks. John de-
clined the test and the Witch then
repeated that this was the answer
to all the foolish people who
might think that the dead could
come back.

The most important implica-
tion in this vigorous denial of com-
munication with the dead is that
the Witch is not a spirit that sur-
vived bodily death; that it is an
entity belonging to this world;
that, by its own testimony, we
must place the Witch on the ter-
restrial plane of existence when it
speaks of the dead John Bell as
“not of this world™. Hence, we are
driven to think of the Witch as a
fragment of a living personality
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that has broken free, in some mys-
terious way, of some of the three-
dimensional limitations of the
mind of the main personality.
There is, however, no indication
that the Witch was conscious of
any dependence on a living per-
sonality, or that it achieved any
success in unravelling the secret of
its own existence. All we note is a
ready acquiescence with the ideas
of the crowd.

In an atmosphere in which Ne-
gro slaves saw ghosts in every odd
animal, no Witch could escape
disporting itself in animal shape.
Accordingly we find that, before
the disturbances began, John Bell
saw a peculiar animal sitting be-
tween two corn rows. It looked
like a dog, yet it was not. He shot
at the animal which at once disap-
peared. It is assumed that this
animal was the Witch. Later
Drewry and Betsy saw another
strange animal creature; then
oddly behaving rabbits were seen,
and the Witch, now being able to
talk, duly claimed their shape as
its own. It is interesting to note
that, barring one or two vague
claims, no one saw the Witch in
human shape, and that it had no
knowledge of its own sex.

Of a sense of humor the Witch
gave plenty of evidence. It sent the
members of the Bell family on a
fake treasure hunt, and enjoyed
the leg-pull immensely. But it was
also willing to be of service to the
family and gave them good advice
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which they foolishly disregarded.
Like the Talking Mongoose, it
was a magnificent reporter, col-
lecting gossip from all over the
countryside, hearing and seeing
everything and becoming the holy
terror of evil doers. It denounced
the drunkards, abused those who
whipped their children, read the
thoughts of those present, revealed
unpleasant secrets of their past, if
they so deserved, and followed
them and spied upon them after
they had left the house. In both
books a good deal of evidence is
presented of the Witch’s telepathic
and clairvoyant power, of its free-
dom from spatial limitations and
of its ability to forecast the
weather.

ApPPORT PHENOMENA

All poltergeists are ‘“‘apport’
specialists, z.e., they produce odd
objects, of a mysterious origin, in a
mysterious way, apparently from
thin air. The Witch was no excep-
tion. It participated at Mrs. Bell’s
Bible study meetings and ‘“when
refreshments were served it always
brought in nice fruits coming from
they know not where, but were
simply dropped on the table or in
their laps with the invitation to
eat them. At Betsy’s birthday
party the Witch called out: °I
have a surprise for you; come and
see it.” Suddenly, there was placed
on the table by unseen hands a
large basket of fruit — oranges,
bananas, grapes and nuts. The
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Spirit called out, ‘Those came
from the West Indies. I brought
them myself.” »

When Mrs. Bell felt ill, the
Witch was disconsolate.

“Its plaintive voice was heard
exclaiming: ‘Luce, poor Luce,
how do you feel now? Hold out
your hands, Luce, and I will give
you something.” Mother stretched
her arms, holding her hands to-
gether open, and hazelnuts were
dropped from above into her
hands. This was witnessed by sev-
eral ladies who had called to see
mother, and it was so incredible
that the floor above was exam-
ined to see if there was not a loose
plank or some kind of opening
through which they were dropped,
but it was found to be perfectly se-
cure, and not even a crevice
through which a pin could pass.
After some time the amazement
was increased by the same voice
inquiring, ‘Say, Luce, why don’t
you eat the hazelnuts? Mother
replied that she could not crack
them. Then the exclamation,
‘Well, I will crack some for you,’
and instantly the sound of crack-
ing was heard, and the cracked
nuts dropped on her bed within
hand’s reach, and the same pas-
sionate voice continued, insisting
on mother’s eating the nuts, that
they would do her good. Next
came the grapes in the same way,
the voice importuning her to eat
them, that they would do her
good.” (Pp. 158—159)

It is worth mnoting that the
Witch claimed no power to heal
and was as helpless in the face of
illness as a little child.

On another evening ‘“‘the room
was full of company, all deeply
interested in discussing the phe-
nomena of the grapes, etc., when
the presence of the Witch was
announced by the voice exclaim-
ing ‘Who wants some grapes?’
and before anyone could answer,
a large bunch of luscious wild

grapes fell upon Elizabeth’s lap.

The bunch was passed around and
all tasted of the fruit, and were
satisfied that it was no illusion.”
(B- 159) :
Another amusing apport phe-
nomenon, savoring of witchcraft,

“is described by M. V. Ingram in

an interview with Mrs. Lucinda
E. Rawls (Theny Thorn), one of
Elizabeth’s intimate girl friends.
It is about a “witch doctor’”® who
insisted that he could relieve
Betsy of the spell if she would take
his medicine. According to Mrs.
Rawls:

“. . . mother remonstrated with
Betsy against taking the awful
dose, but she persisted that she
would take anything that. any-
body would give her, if it was
poison, to get rid of her excruci-
ating pest, and so she did swallow
it down. It very soon made her
deathly sick, as the conjurer prom-
ised it would, and immediately
a copious evacuation of the stom-
ach followed. The excrement was
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examined and found to be literally
full of pins and needles, and Kate,
the Witch, fairly roared with
laughter, and said that fellow
was the only conjurer who had
ever done any good; he had made
Betsy throw up pins and needles
enough' to supply the whole com-
munity, and if he would give her
another dose of the stuff, she
would get enough to set up a pin
and needle store. The witch doctor
really believed that the pins and
needles were ejected from the
girl’s stomach, and was astounded
by the result of his own practise.
There could be no mistake that
they were real brass pins and
needles. Mother gathered up a

number and kept them as long as

she lived. I have seen the pins and
needles myself. As a matter of
course, Betsy could not have lived
with such a conglomeration in her
stomach, and the only solution of
the matter was that the Witch
dropped the pins and needles in
the excrement unobserved.” (P.
246)

The Witch must have had a
weakness for pins, as we read fur-
ther on that “pins were frequently
found in the bed pillows, stuck
from the inside of the pillow case
with points out, and sometimes
found in the chairs, and the say-
ing was that the Witch had power
over anyone who gave her pins.’’®
(P. 248)

5 The vomiting of pins and needles was
frequently reported in old witcheraft cases.
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InvisiBLE Bur SoLin?

While the Witch never ap-
peared in visible solid shape, the
records of its amenities clearly
suggest that its “body,” though
invisible, was of solid, palpable
substance. Those .in whom the
Witch had confidence could feel
“a soft and velvety hand like a
woman’s” slipping into their ex-
tended palm, but those who
aroused its ire could feel a hand
with “blows falling fast and
heavy.”

Of the feats of strength ascribed
to the Witch, Betsy Bell’s magic
sleigh-ride is as remarkable as
any fairy tale could be.

“She and the other girls seated
themselves on the sleigh for a
ride, and heard the Spirit’s voice
cry out: ‘Hold tight when we get
to the corner.” The sleigh started
by itself, making the corners at
such speed that they had dif-
ficulty in staying in. It went
around the house three times be-
fore it stopped.”

This is one of the stories which
Dr. Bell heard firsthand from
Betsy Bell. As it referred to an
event that occurred at least sev-
enty years before, and is of more
marvelous character than the or-
dinary witcheraft stories, it hardly

can be accorded serious considera-

tion.

The evidence is not much better
regarding the trick which the
Witch is said to have played on
General Andrew Jackson, as he
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was coming to visit the Bell home.
The horses suddenly became un-
able to pull along the General’s
wagon. The wheels were on level
ground. The driver yelled and
whipped the horses, but they
could not budge the wagon. The
General got down, examined the
situation and saw no reason why
the horses could not pull it. The
driver tried again, without suc-
cess. The General then shouted:
“By the eternal, boys, it is the
Witch.” Then came the sound of
a sharp metallic voice from the
bushes saying: “All right, Gen-
eral, let the wagon move.” And
the wagon moved. (P. 232)

In the Bell Witch Cave, famous
for its stalactites, one of the boys
in Betsy’s company, got into the
quicksand deposit at a place where
he got down on his knees to crawl.
He became jammed in, his candle
went out and no one could get to
him. ““Suddenly, the big room
and all parts of the cave were lit-
up as if from a big lamp. A voice
called out, ‘I’ll get you out.” The
boy’s legs were seized as if by
strong hands and he was drawn
out with his face full of mud and
nearly suffocated.”

This is a better story than the
one about General Andrew Jack-
son, as Betsy’s presence is clearly
stated. The most priceless of all
these heroic stories comes from
William Porter, with whom the
Witch went to sleep “to keep him
warm.”’ )

“The cover continued to slip
in spite of my tenacious grasp,
and was twisted into a roll on the
back side of the bed, just like a
boy would roll himself in a quilt,
and not a strip was left on me. I
jumped out of bed in a second,
and observing that the Witch had
rolled up in the cover, the thought
struck me: ‘T have got you now,
you rascal, and will burn you up.’
In an instant I grabbed the roll
of cover in my arms and started to
the fire, intending to throw the
cover, Witch and all, in the blaze.
I discovered that it was very
weighty and smelled awful. I had
not got halfway across the room
before the luggage got so heavy
and became so offensive that I
was compelled to drop it on the
floor and rush out of doors for a

breath of fresh air. The odor
emitted from the roll was the
most offensive stench I ever

smelled. Tt was absolutely stifling,
and I could not have endured it
another second. After being re-
freshed, I returned to the room
and gathered up the roll of bed-
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clothing, shook them out, but
the Witch had departed and there
was no unusual weight or of-
fensive odor remaining; and this
is just how near I came to catch-
ing the Witch.” (Pp. 148-149)

In view of the fact that the
odor was absent a short while
after the experience, we may
safely assume that it was subjec-
tive, and, together with the sensa-
tion of the weight, was due to
suggestion. The means of defense
is exceedingly earthy and not of
the type one would expect from
an immaterial being.

Tue HAaTreps oF THE WircH

The earthy aspect of the Witch
is further accentuated by its ex-
treme sensivity to certain odors.
It had a strong aversion to Ne-
groes, often remarking, “I despise
the smell of a nigger; the scent
makes me sick.” To Mrs. Bell
we owe an impressive experiment
proving that the Witch indeed
had a nose or something equiv-
alent to it.

Mrs. Bell had a slave called
Anky, a well developed, buxom
African girl “exuberant with that
pungent aroma which was so ob-
noxious to the Witch’s olfactory.”
(P. 138) She made her hide under
her bed, the fringed counterpane
of which, hanging to the floor,
completely covered her from view.
Not another soul knew that she
was there.

“Presently, the voice of the
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Witch angrily rang out above the
din of conversation, with the ex-
clamation, ‘There is a damn nig-
ger in the house; it’s Ank; I smell
her under the bed, and she’s got
to get out.” In an instant a noise
was heard under the bed like that
of a man clearing his throat,
hawking and spitting vehemently,
and Anky came rolling out like a
log starting downhill, her face
and head literally covered with
foam like white spittle. She sprang
to her feet with wonderful agility,
frantically explaining, ‘Oh, Mis-
sus, Missus; it’s going to spit me
to death. Let me out; let me out,’
she went yelling all the way to
the cabin: ‘Let me in, let me in.”
(P. 240)

It would be interesting to know
how Betsy Bell reacted to the
smell of their negroes, as the
Witch seemed to be partial to
those whom Betsy liked and hos-
tile to those whom she disliked.
John Jr. was Elizabeth’s favorite
brother, and the Witch was always
on the defensive when abused by
him; but towards others it was
ever ready to show a frightful
temper. Again, towards Eliza-
beth’s mother the Witch always
showed the tenderest regard. She
was “‘the most perfect woman liv-
ing,” and we may safely assume
that this was the opinion which
Betsy herself held, perhaps also
by way of compensation for her
feelings toward her father. Joel
and Richard Williams were of-
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ten thrashed by the Witch, and
Drewry went in such awe of
the mysterious entity that he
never married, always fearing the
Witch’s return. The principal suf-
ferers were Elizabeth and her
father. The worst of Betsy’s af-
flictions was the breaking up of
her engagement to Joshua Gard-
ner. According to all accounts,
they were ideally suited, but the
Witch objected to the match from
the moment it learned to talk.
Ingram describes ““a soft, melan-
choly voice, sighing in the dis-
tance and gradually approaching
nearer with gentle pleadings in
loud whispers: please Betsy Bell,
don’t have Joshua Gardner, please
Betsy Bell, don’t marry Joshua
Gardner! It was so intensely per-
suasive, gentle and sweet, so ex-
tremely mystifying that it not
only bewildered the lovers but
brought perplexity and confusion
into every social circle.” (P. 49)
As time passed, the remonstra-
tions of the Witch grew sharper
and sharper. It “said so many
things to Betsy and Joshua in the
presence of their friends of a
highly embarrassing nature that
the girl in time became quite
hysterical and worn out in de-
spair.” The only lame reason the
Witch gave to John Jr. of its op-
position to the marriage was that,
if Betsy married Joshua, she would
never have a day of happiness or
peace. It urged John Jr. to break
up the engagement, saying that
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Betsy would take his advice as
she knows that he idolizes her.

If Betsy also idolized John we
have a double reason to under-
stand why the Witch had so
much respect for him. It is very
odd, too, that after John Bell’s
death, the Witch stopped ill-
treating Betsy and became good
to her: but on the question of
marriage it would not relent.
Fearing the ill will of the Witch,
Betsy finally gave back to Joshua
her engagementring. As to Joshua,
his very theatrical farewell does
not speak for him very well:
“Betsy, my love, the adoration of
my soul, the long hope of my life,
this is the bitterest draught of all,
but for your sake I drink to the
dregs, releasing you from the
promise which I know was ear-
nest.” (B. 213)

‘Richard Williams laments in
the same style:

“This vile, heinous, unknown
devil, torturer of human flesh,
that preyed upon the fears of
people like a ravenous vulture,
spared her not, but rather chose
her as a shining mark for an ex-
hibition of its wicked stratagem
and devilish tortures. And never
did it cease to practise upon her
fears, insult her modesty, stick
pins in her body, pinching and
bruising her flesh, slapping her
checks, dishevelling and tangling
her hair, tormenting her in many
ways until she surrendered that
most cherished hope which ani-
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mates every young heart.” (P.
174)

One may sympathize with a
brother’s indignation, but there
is reason to suspect that Betsy
had derived a measure of satis-
faction from the r6le which she
played in this drama of the super-
natural. It comes to light in Bet-
sy’s story of Frank Miles, a friend
of the family, who stood up for
her against the Witch. As Betsy
told Dr. Bell:

“[Frank] fairly shook the house,
stamping on the floor, and dared
it to assume any shape so that
he could get hold of it. He went
into such a rage that (the first
time I ever heard him curse)
he swore terribly; the scene was
terrifying in the extreme, as the
Spirit kept screaming at him to
mind his own affairs; that it had
slapped him over before, and to
be careful or it would knock
his block off . . . Frank soon
learned that it was of no avail
to offer to champion me in a fight;
it only made matters worse, so
he no longer offered to fight, but
would look at me with the most
sympathetic glances and say the
nicest things to me, always telling
me how much he thought I was
bearing with the greatest courage
any child in the world could.”
(Bell 77)

This courage and pride, and
the praise by a young Lochinvar
who stands up against a demon,
may well rouse the suspicion that
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in some dim way Betsy Bell knew
that she had to suffer, and that
she was as resigned to being tor-
tured as her father was meek and
submissive.

Tue MURDER OF JoHN BELL

The spells of John Bell did
not abate. His face jerked and
twitched and his tongue became
so swollen that his whole face
appeared distorted. Each spell
would last from one to two days,
and the Witch grew ever angrier
and more virulent in disposition.
Every word uttered to “Old Jack”
was a blast of curses and heinous
threats (to use Richard Williams’
favorite epithet), while those ut-
tered: to “Old = Tuce* " Beisy's
mother, continued to be most
tender, loving and kind. During
a severe attack, which confined
John Bell to bed for six or seven
days, we read, ‘‘the Witch cursed
and raved like a maniac for sev-
eral days and ceased not troubling
him.” (P. 176) After he got better,
the Witch attacked him in the
open air. His shoes were repeat-
edly jerked off, a phenomenon to
which Richard Williams bears
personal testimony.

“Presently, he complained of a
blow on his face which felt like
an open hand that almost stunned
him, and he sat down on a log
that lay by the roadside. Then his
face commenced jerking with fear-
ful contortions. Soon his whole
body; and then his shoes would
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fly off as fast as I could put them
on. The situation was trying and
made me shudder. I was terrified
by the spectacle of the contor-
tions that seized father, as if to
convert him into a very demon to
swallow me up. Having finished
tying father’s shoes, I raised my-
self up to hear the reviling sound
of derisive songs piercing the air
with terrorizing force. As the
demoniac shrieks died away in
triumphant rejoicing, the spell
passed off and I saw tears chas-
ing down father’s yet quivering
cheeks (P17

On returning to the house,
John Bell took to bed and from
then on gradually declined. On
December 19, 1820, he was dis-
covered in a deep stupor and
could not be aroused. John ]Jr.
went to the medicine cupboard
and, instead of the bottle for
which he was looking, he found
“a smoky looking vial, which
was about one-third full of dark
colored liquid.” The doctor was
immediately sent for, and in the
meantime the Witch was heard
in joyous exultation: “It’s useless
for you to try to relieve Old
Jack — I have got him this time;
he will never get up from that
bed again.” Asked about the vial
of medicine found in the cup-
board, the Witch replied: “I put
it there, and gave Old Jack a big
dose out of it last night while he
was fast asleep, which fixed him.”

When the doctor arrived, it
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was suggested that a test be made
of the contents of the vial. A straw
was run into it and wiped on the
tongue of a cat. “The cat jumped
and whirled over a few times,
stretched out, kicked and died
very quick.” The vial and con-
tents were thrown into the fire,
and instantly a blue haze shot up
the chimney like a flash of powder.

John Bell died the following
morning. The Witch “was around
during the time, indulging in wild
exultations and derisive songs.”
At the burial “after the grave
was filled and the friends turned
to leave the sad scene, the Witch
broke out in a loud voice, singing
‘Row me up some brandy, OV
and continued singing this until
the family and friends had all
entered the house.” (Pp. 180-182)

There is something very ex-
traordinary about this account.
The Witch would have had suf-
ficient strength to strangle John
Bell, yet it never launched other
than minor bodily attacks against
him. Seemingly, it was afraid of
John Bell and used the very hu-
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man method of poisoning him
when the old man was on his last
legs and about to die a natural
death. One would like to have
more information about the color
of the poison and its smoky qual-
ity, as the Witch was fond of
functioning on the excretory level,
as shown by the incident of the
pins and needles and by the
stench with which William Porter
was attacked. However, no such
information would help us to un-
derstand the manner of the cat’s
death. The vial must have con-
tained poison, the use of which
was as senseless as was the violent
exultation of the Witch after the
deed. Only a vindictive infant,
devoid of social adaptation, or a
primitive savage could behave in
a manner so fiendish. Moreover,
the circumstances under which
the poison was smuggled into the
medicine chest and its adminis-
tration are very odd. In the morn-
ing, John Bell was seen sleeping
soundly, and was left alone until
after breakfast. Then, he was
found in a stupor. But the Witch
claimed that it had given him the
dose during the night. As the
poison immediately killed the cat,
could John Bell, if he had taken
it, sleep soundly throughout the
night and fall into a stupor for
almost a whole day before he died?
To top the oddity of the tale, the
poison vial is thrown into the fire
and thus the evidence of murder is
deliberately destroyed.
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It does seem that the Witch
was guilty of lying. John Bell
must have been poisoned dur-
ing the breakfast interval (during
which the presence of two mem-
bers of the household is unac-
counted for). Whoever adminis-
tered the poison in place of
medicine must have been some-
body well known, if John  Bell
was waked from a sound sleep:
But no murderer of sound mind
would destroy the genuine medi-
cine and keep the poison in the
cupboard as evidence unless it
was the Witch’s deliberate inten-
tion to have one particular mem-
ber of the family administer it,
in the belief that it was the real
medicine. Then we could under-
stand why the Witch should go to
the trouble of hunting for poison,
and replacing the medicine with
it. There was, however, no need
for anybody to prove an alibi.
From the point of view of the
law, the Witch’s disembodied
voice, claiming responsibility for
the deed, and its subsequent be-
havior, must needs absolve the
members of the family, even if it
was through one of them that the
poison was administered.

With the killing of John Bell,
the days of the Witch were num-
bered. Richard Williams says that
“there were but two purposes,
seemingly, developed in the visita-
tion. One was the persecution of
Father to the end of his life. The
other, the vile purpose of destroy-
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ing the anticipated happiness that
thrilled the heart of Betsy.” Dur-
ing the rest of the winter and the
spring the demonstrations gradu-
ally decreased, as if the emotional
energy that fed the existence of
the Witch had gradually oozed
out. The final phenomenon,
highly symboalic of guilt release,
took place as the family was sit-
ting round the fire after their
evening meal. “Something like a
cannon ball rolled down the
chimney and out into the room,
bursting like a smoke ball. A
voice clearly called out, ‘I am
going, and will be gone for seven
years. Goodbye to all.’” (Bell
193)

The return took place as pre-
dicted. Mrs. Bell, Joel and Rich-
ard Williams were the only occu-
‘pants of the homestead. Betsy
was now married to another man.
The manifestations consisted of
scratching sounds and the pulling-
off of the covers of the bed. The
family agreed to ignore the dis-
turbance, and the Witch de-
parted in two weeks without caus-
ing further trouble. except that

it paid two visits to John Jr., at-

his home, and promised to re-
turn again “in one hundred years
and seven” to one of John’s
descendants. This doubtful honor
should have fallen on Dr. Charles
Bailey Bell, but the year of 1935
came and went, and the Bell
Witch failed to keep this promised
tryst.
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THEORIES OF EXPLANATION

Now that the story is told we
must attempt to draw our final
conclusions.

Was the Bell Witch a spirit
or a split-off part of Betsy’s per-
sonality — able to function in a
manner unknown to abnormal
psychology?

In analyzing the story, suffi-
cient evidence has been advanced
to show that the Witch was not a
spirit or a ghost in the spiritualistic
sense. It was a unique entity as it
knew not of, and was not in con-
tact with, any similar being and
could not account for itself or
for its powers. In emotional be-
havior, it was singularly human:
evil and good, strong and weak,
afraid of strangers and so suspi-
cious that it would not shake
hands with people who might try
to seize its invisible but solid hand.
It had telepathic and clairvoyant
powers of cognition, resources of
the human mind which are being
explored, with rather startling re-
sults, at Duke University by Pro-
fessor J. B. Rhine. It had power
over matter, through some mental
operation, the rudimentary exist-
ence of which in the unconscious
is now also being confirmed by
Rhine. Hence the Bell Witch had
not shown itself possessing a non-
human mind.

What would have happened to
Betsy Bell if William Porter had
succeeded in throwing the bundle
in which the Witch was rolled



106

into the fire? Spiritualist records
are full of stories of dangerous
“repercussion” on the medium’s
body, when a séance-room phan-
tom is seized. Was it this fear of
repercussion on Betsy that kept
the Witch from violently assault-
ing John Bell? Or was it rather
Betsy’s own instinct of self-preser-
vation that operated through the
Witch and made it so cautious?
We shall never know the answer
to these fascinating questions. But,
from a close study of the records,
little doubt can exist that the
Witch came into’ manifested life
through Betsy Bell. It had no
personal history to boast of be-
fore this period, and it never
claimed to have been with the
family in any shape or form prior
to its first appearance. From all
this there is but one conclusion to
draw: the Bell Witch was part of
Betsy Bell.

If this conclusion is correct, we
have to revise our notions regard-
ing the scope of activity and pow-
ers of dissociated personalities,
and the very nature of this dis-
sociation. Poltergeist cases are too
extraordinary to fall within the
ordinary category of secondary
personalities, and no psychologist
would credit split personalities
with manifestations and powers
outside the range of the body. Yet
the Witch was able to act outside
the physiological radius of Betsy
Bell’s main personality, surpassed
her mental perceptual range, and
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produced a variety of supernor-
mal phenomena. Obviously, we
are dealing with facts for which
we have no adequate theories
within normal or abnormal psy-
chology.

“Absurd facts require absurd
theories.” I had received this ad-
vice from the late Dr. Maxwell
Telling, of Leeds, a well-known
English psychiatrist, when I dis-
cussed with him the bewildering
case of the Talking Mongoose.
He suggested an approach which,
at the time, I resisted, but the
consideration of which has since
appeared tempting — after a close
study of several modern poltergeist
cases: that, in some exceptional
instances, the human mind can
be so split-off that part of it may
function in apparent independ-
ence. In the case of the Talking -
Mongoose, Dr. Maxwell Telling
surmises, part of Farmer Irving’s
split-off mind may have entered
into the animal’s mental orbit
and stimulated an unusual form
of development.

After a period of incubation,
I began to wonder whether in-
deed a devastating shock might
not produce a kind of psychic
lobotomy, tearing loose part of
the mental system and leaving it
floating free, like a disembodied
entity, but still capable of per-
sonality-development, as any au-
tonomous complex would be,
though on a different, apparently
fourth-dimensional (whatever
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that may mean) plane of activity?

The germ of this idea is not
new. It was first put forward by
F. W. H. Myers, one of the great
pioneers of psychical research, un-
der the name of “psychorrhagic
diathesis,” % in an attempt to im-
prove on the telepathic theory of
apparitions. He considered it as
a “psychical invasion,” the crea-
tion of a “phantasmogenetic cen-
ter” in the percipient’s surround-
ings by some dissociated elements
of the agent’s personality which
in some way are potent enough
to affect and modify space. He
considered it a “subliminal” (un-
conscious) operation, not neces-
sarily a profound incident but
rather a special idiosyncrasy on
the part of the agent, which
tended to make his phantasm eas-
ily visible. He coined the word
“psychorrhagy” from the Greek.
It means: “to let the soul break
loose,” and he believed that he
had discovered a new physiolog-
ical fact. ;

The difference between the
view of Myers and that of the
psychic lobotomy which I hesi-
tatingly suggest is that poltergeist
manifestations are not due to in-
cidental and occasional uncon-
scious operations, but to a pro-
found cleavage of personality —
to the explosive loosening of an
infantile part of the psyche in

® Human Personality and Its Survival of
Bodily Death. By F. W. H. Myers, London,
1903, pp. 264-5.
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which severe conflicts are kept re-
pressed. This torn-off part of the
mind would be strictly condi-
tioned in its development by the
conflict-material which the main
personality (in a therapeutic re-
action to a disintegrating shock)
had expelled and is preventing
from returning into consciousness.
If the conflict-material consisted
of a virulent hatred of the strong
parent, and guilt feeling on that
account, the poltergeist would au-
tomatically work out both emo-
tions by revenge and self-casti-
gation, and consume itself by
discharging the dynamic com-
ponents of its existence.

To entertain any such genesis
of the Bell Witch, one must have
a theory of the mind which pér-
mits of fragmentation and survival
of a part in independence of the
physical organism. Since I first
thought of the Bell Witch case, in
the sense mentioned, such a the-
ory, rather startling in its sim-
plicity, has been applied to psy-
chic phenomena by the late Mr.
Whately Carington,” who was one
of England’s foremost psychical
researchers. In essence, it is that
the mind consists of “‘sensa’” and
images, and of nothing else. These
he conceives to be the only constit-
uents of the mind, in the same
sense that electrons and protons,
positrons and negatrons are (prob-

7 Thought Transference. By Whately Car-
ington, Creative Age Press, New York,
1946.
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ably) the only constituents of mat-
ter. He uses the generic term
“psychon” to describe any constit-
uent of the mind. The mind then
is a psychon-system, in very much
the same sense as the body is a
cell-system, that a protein mole-
cule is an atom-system or that
a galaxy is a star-system. Psychons
are linked together by forces of
association in much the same way
that cells are linked by adhesive
forces, ators by electrical forces
or stars by gravitational forces.
In Mr. Whately Carington’s view,
“consciousness” would refer to
the system of relations between
psychons, in the same manner as
the word “space” refers to the
relation between bits of matter.
Given two or more bits of matter,
there is ipso facto gravitation.
Given two or more psychons, there
is ipso facto consciousness.

This theory has far-reaching
applications, not only to the phe-
nomena which are the concern of
psychical research, but also to
the numerous mechanisms with
which psychoanalysis deals. The
direct shock which gave birth to
the Bell Witch was the onset of
puberty. In my considered opin-
ion, this event is capable of re-
gressively reviving infantile fan-
tasies or actual traumatic memo-
ries. Because of a series of psychic
relays, the shock can be so intense
that some girls are seized with
terror, feeling as if the interior of
their body were being attacked
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or destroyed. Betsy Bell, perhaps
owing to her puritanical educa-
tion, may have been so afflicted.
We may safely infer this, as the
poltergeist outbreak at her home
cannot be disposed of on the basis
of mass hysteria, and because it is
now generally accepted in psy-
chical research that these out-
breaks are frequently associated
with puberty. The most interest-
ing feature of Betsy Bell’s case is
not the shock and the resulting
dissociation (of which her trance
seizures furnish convincing evi-
dence) but the implacable hatred
of her own father, and the castiga-
tion which, in consequence, Betsy-
X inflicted upon her.

Nothing was known, in those
early days, of the unconscious.
Betsy Bell would have been rightly
indignant, together with members
of all her family, if she had been
charged with hating her father
and wishing to visit a cruel death
upon him. Yet those who sus-
pected that Betsy Bell was behind
the deviltry of the Witch were
more correct than they knew.
Betsy Bell, as the Witch, took her
father’s life and, according to the
Law of the Talion, paid for the
deed with her own life’s dearest
hopes; by sacrificing her love. The
sacrifice came first, but the mur-
der, mentally, had been envi-
sioned long before. To the un-
conscious, guilt and punishment
are interchangeable currencies.
By having herself tortured and her
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life wrecked (as any romantic
young girl would picture it) the
slate was wiped sufficiently clean
to make it possible for the main
personality to carry on without
being on constant guard against
the return of the repressed.

From the purely therapeutic
point of view, both the murder
and the persecution of Betsy were
indispensable. In an age in which
little was known of psychotherapy,
it was Nature’s own way of
saving Betsy Bell. But for the
tragic events taking their inevita-
ble course, Betsy Bell would never
have lived to the extreme old age
she reached, and would have, in
all probability, been confined to
a mental institution in her early
youth. Her psychological history,
if we had it, would be an invalu-
able document. It would, no
doubt, explain the obscene lan-
guage used by the voices, the
reason why the Witch returned
seven years after its departure,
and why it failed to return in
1935, when Betsy Bell was long
dead. Nothing could better illus-
trate the Witch’s own ignorance
as to the source of its mortal
existence than the prophecy of its
return at such a late date.

There remains one last question
to answer. Why should Betsy Bell
have had such a ferocious hatred
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of her father? My answer might
be considered purely speculative,
and, to many people, particularly
the prim and prudish, unforgiv-
able; but it is based on many years
of clinical experience in psycho-
analysis. Betsy Bell, as a small
child, was victimized by her own
father. John Bell, as so many
neurotic fathers do, had taken
with her sexual liberties, the mem-
ory of which inspired increasing
horror in both as the years pro-
gressed. The puritanical age did
not guarantee purity in men, and
did not necessarily safeguard the
children. Sexual meddling by an
adult with an infant is the worst
traumatic foundation for the de-
velopment of later neurosis or
psychosis. In Betsy Bell’s case, the
repression was successful until the
shock of puberty produced a re- .
gressive earthquake. It was prob-
ably to save her reason that a
fragment of her mind (with the
group of “psychons” centering
around the event) was split off.
In some way, this free-floating
part of her psyche was still sup-
ported by her very dynamic con-
stitution and, on the pattern of
autonomous complexes, began to
organize itself into an independ-
ent personality. With this the Bell
Witch entered upon its amazing
career.



REPORT FROM
THE

== READERS

Correction, Please
Raymond F. Ross’ story “Amaz-
ing Prophecy” has me in a “tizzy.”
I’ve always been under the de-
lusion (?) that this prophecy was
by Mother Shipton — Frank L.
Walburn, Clay Center, Kans.

Aren’t you familiar with the
prophecies of Mother Shipton?
This is supposed to be one of her
prophecies. Here is another of her
prophecies:

Women will dress like men and trousers
wear,

And cut off all their locks of hair.

They will ride astride with brazen
brow,

And love shall die and marriage cease,

And nations wane and babes decrease,

And wives shall fondle cats and dogs,

And men shall live much as hogs,

Fust for food and lust.

Mother Shipton was supposed
to have been born in England,
Yorkshire, about 1486, and lived
to a remarkable old age. — R. 7.
Murphy, Los Angeles, Calif.

Criticism from Fort Worth

I have been a reader of FATE
for a'long time but I think two
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articles in February-March, “Sex
in the Spirit World” and “My
Father Said Goodbye” are in ex-
tremely poor taste. I buy Fate
particularly to get away from the
usual “*sex three times a day™ that
we hear on radio, and in movies.

The lady in “My Father Said
Goodbye™ states that her father
came back and told her to leave
college. Later she states that if she
hadn’t she might have become an
old maid. Is it some kind of dis-
grace to be an old maid? There
are many of us and quite a few
that are very happy.

Please don’t make a sex maga-
zine out of FATE. — Laura Keith,
Fort Worth, Tex.

The Invisible World

Your magazine fills a void that
has been lacking in magazines for
years. I am interested in the fact
that you are open and frank in
regard to the “Invisible World.”

This subject has been taboo for
as long as I can remember. Ein-
stein deals with it in his Theory of
Relativity. People believe and
accept it. The clergy preach and
build sermons around it. People
believe. The Bible and Jesus
speak and teach it. The Witch of
Endor is accepted.

But if one person speaks of it
and tells of spirit communication
or relates his personal experiences
with it he is condemned, embar-
rassed, insulted, and called crazy.
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Why? — (Name withheld on re-
quest)

We don’t know, but it ts FATE’S
primary purpose to remedy this situa-
tion and get psychic phenomena raised
to such a level of respectability that
more and more truth about it will be
known. — Editor.

We Make a Friend

Last month I read the first copy
of Fate that I ever saw and I shall
not miss another. It is about the
only publication that concerns it-
self with the science of afterlife.

My experiences have proven to
me that many dreams hold a
meaning for the future. I have had
many of these myself. One that
very plainly showed me the me-
chanical trouble of my car, and
others that showed me scientific
inventions. Again there were times
when I was given fleeting glimpses
of things that happened as long as
eight years later.

In the Book of the Ecclesiastes
(7:9-10) we are told:

““The thing that hath been, it is that
which shall be; and that which is done
is that which shall be done: and there
s no new thing under the sun. Is there
anything whereof it may be said, See,
this is new? it hath been already of old
time, which was before us.”

From this Scripture, and many
others, I reason that there was
an earth before this in its exact
likeness. I have reasoned the exact
natural process that causes each
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creation to beget another and why
dreams tell us the future. — Fohn
H. Leabo, Port Angeles, Wash.

Disagreement on Weidler

I have just read Roy Clyde
Weidler’s “Jesus . . . Master Psy-
chic.” I disagree with it. Jesus
Christ was not a medium and a
psychic. He is a Divine Person, a
member of the Godhead: God the
Father; Christ the Son; and the
Holy Spirit. His powers to perform
miracles proved His divinity . . .
— Wilbwr Hunt, Coral Gables, Fla.

Serious Criticism

To a certain extent I agree with
criticisms such as those of C. W.
Norver. Your articles do nothing
more than fill pages. They offer
no answers and tend only to leave
one with a frustrated two or three
hours of reading.

Also I wonder why we never see
articles about the 'great Mystery
Schools, about other occult soci-
eties, and their leaders — or are
you becoming a uni-sectarian mag-
azine for the Spiritualist Church?
Frankly, so many psychic tales
and ghost stories are becoming
repetitious and boring.

Dr. Vest’s article on the Great
Religions is a step in the right di-
rection but I would have liked it
better if he had looked at the sub-
jects from the Mystic rather than
from the Materialistic view.

You might make your “Report
from the Readers” longer. They
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1. REINCARNATION FOR EVERY MAN

by Show Desmond. Introduction to one of the most ancient beliefs
about human life, written clearly and simply. Belief in reincarnation is
held by more than half the world's population. Nature, purpose and
evidence of it are contained here. PRICE $2.50

2. GHOSTS WITH A PURPOSE
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of impending disaster in many countries. For instance, the ghost of a
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4. VERY PECULIAR PEOPLE

by E. J. Dingwall. Portrait studies in the queer, the abnormal, and the
uncanny. A masterly collection of facts and psychological conclusions
on the strange lives of five remarkable personalities: Swedenborg;
Johann Jetzer and the Berne Dominicans; St. Mary Magdalene de'
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by Cornelius Tabori. For almost 40 years the great Hungarian journalist
kept a diary which was miraculously preserved after his murder by the
Hungarian Nazis. It brings us the psychic views of such men as Sigmund
Freud, Thomas Mann, Anatole France, and others, together with fasci-
nating occult investigations. PRICE $3.50

6. OCCULTISM: ITS THEORY AND PRACTICE

by Prof. lkbal Ali Shah, author of over 70 books on occult themes.
Here is the result of years of painstaking research into known and
hitherto unpublished codices of occult lore. Includes the Grimoires—
notorious black books of the wizards. Describes spells, charms, mys-
teries of secret societies, Arabic magic. Profusely illustrated.

PRICE $5.00
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ZOSTAR

ASTROLOGY'S NEWEST MARVEL

Age old secrets of ancient Chaldea now revealed.
ZOSTAR erects your own or anyone else’s Forecast by
the sensational recently discovered CARTOMANCY
method. No previous knowledge of astrology or car-
tomancy required. Nothing on the market even re-
motelylike ZOSTAR. Produced by Filmland’s famous
ANTHONY ARIEL. By followingsimple instructions
you may do your own forecast in the identical manner
that has made Anthony Ariel an almost legendary
figure among Hollywood's motion-picture stars. ZO-~
STAR is designed to enlighten you about the Past,
Present and Future. Erect as many charts and as
often as desired. Expensively printed 35.000-word
illustrated book with complete instructions for each
birthsign, together with ZOSTAR'S exclusively de-
signed Zodical chart, 28 inches square, sent postpaid
to any address in America for $2.00. Foreign countries
15 cents additional. Satisfaction guaranteed.

ANTHONY ARIEL PRODUCTIONS
Box 81, Eagle Rock Station, Dept. F
LOS ANGELES 41, CALIFORNIA

Join the

National Guild of Hypnotists

Many benefits including confidential bulletins,

membership card, scroll for framing, discount

bargains, etc. Send 10¢ for full details, hypnodisks,

application.

GUILD, 48 Harlem St., Dorchester 21, Mass.
(Please mention FATE Magazine)

STURGIS ““THE SUN MAN"

World-Famous Astrologer

Horoscoped: Roosevelt, Duke and
Duchess of Windsor, 100 renowned
persons. Forecast Truman's elec-
tion, 50 major events.
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$1 a question $5 a problem
$10 a horoscope
SPECIAL ONE-YEAR SERVICE
Send birth time and place, with money order, fo

DAVID STURGIS

8426 Sunset Blvd, Hollywood 46, Calif.
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seem to know more than your
staff does. — Claude C. Parker, Jr.,
Olathe, Kans. '

FATE avoids many articles on eso-
teric and mystic orders and ““schools”
because it believes that many of -them
make false claims. FATE is not as
much concerned with ““mysticism” as it
is with psychic phenomena. Like the
scientist, the editors of FATE prefer
to discuss matters which can be seen,
Selt, heard, smelled, tasted, weighed —
matters for which physical evidence
can be produced. We do not accept
material on hearsay, inspiration, or
revelation.

As to eriticism of our not publishing
ultimate answers on the great prob-
lems of survival, the nature of the uni-
verse, and so forth, we present what
evidence we can but we do not know
the final answers nor do we know any-
one who does. For a provisional an-
swer, howerver, see Dr. J. B. Rhine’s
article in the next issue. And remember
always that faith is not evidence and
conviction is not proof. — Editors

Bouquets for Us
I like your editorial policy and
attitude very much indeed; this
unfortunate nation is lucky to
have so intelligent a sponsor for
the unknown and the weird. —
Miles MacAlpin, Hillsboro, Ore.

You are doing a very good job
with a rather difficult problem.
To hover on the borderland of the
bizarre and not be tempted into
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sheer fantasy, to deal with the un- |

believable and not indulge in the
untrue, to reveal the unusual and
not go a step farther into the un-
real is a difficult task.

Mesmerism, mind reading, se-
ances, etc., are almost mechanical
effects produced by laws we do not
understand. But my hobby is what
I would call the spontaneous
manifestations of the paranormal
— hauntings, disturbances, and
visitations. My hobby is “ghost-
hunting.” Let us have some real
“hants.” Preferably in the U. S.
so I can spend my vacation check-
ing on them. — Rev. A. L. Smuth,
Michigantown, Ind.

[ wish to complement you on
some fine articles. “Key to the
Great Religions” by Paul M.
Vest is very well written. “Did
Man Tame the Dinosaur?” is also
good and educational. — Charles
L. Geiger, North Judson, Ind.

Permit me to congratulate you
on the splendid article by Dr.
Vest, titled “Key to the Great
Religions.” In my many years of
study and research, I have never
encountered a more concise sum-

NATIONAL HYGIENIC SOCIETY

Our Aims: Moderation in all phases of life —
l’I{VS{((?;\LLY. MENTALLY AND SPIRIT-
U/ >

Organized for over Five (5) years. Catering to
the HYGIENIC interest of readers of this maga-
zine. APPLICATION will be forwarded. Address
Joseph Reiss, Activities, 3932 Blaine Street,
N.E., Washington 19, D. C.
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What Do You Want Out of Life?

Whatever it is, you can have it! If
you will follow our intensive train-
ing course for a period of thirty days
we guarantee proof of results. Send
for our free informative pamphlet—

NOW—don’t wait—ACT AT ONCE.
THE POWER SCHOOL

Section H-10, Box 371
Cripple Creek, Colorado

* THE SECRETS of DYNAMIC LIVING
UNVEILED . . .

in a special offer of six large manuscripts revealing
the Keys to Rejuvenation, Abundance. Vital
Breathing, Radiant Health, Personal Mag-
netism & Conquest of Fear!

Ser of six — ONLY $§3.00!

Order NOW from the Mystical Brotherhood of
Revala, No. 177, Walkerville, Ont., Canada.
When ordering ask also for FREE brochure outlining
the Revalene Ageless Wisdom philosophy.

EXPANDING YOUR
PSYCHIC CONSCIOUSNESS

By RUTH WELCH

$1.00 VOL. I

What Mediumship [Is ® Dangers and
Safety Rules * The Silence ® More On
The Silence * Some Do’s and Don’ts ¢
Hints On Voice Control ®* The Human
Aura * Auric  Colors Interpreted * On
Psychic Development * Some Physical
Phenomena * Some Mental Phenomena
* More on Mental Phenomena ¢ Clair-
voyance, Billet Reading, Astral Travel
* Direct Voice, or Trumpet

$1.00 VOL. |

Forming The Class or Circle * Inspira-
tion and How It Works * Requirements
for Speaking Mediumship ® Automatie
Writing * Trance * Astral Projeetion ¢
The Mechanism of Astral Projection ¢
The Pineal Gland ¢ Ectoplasm * More
on Ectoplasm * Conclusions Regarding
Ectoplasm

Order from

CHIMES, Box 56, Brea, Calif.
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Meatless Recipes
and many other stimulating items that will

E s s el L E SR

resiivs o e aduise e iy ot e | | article, “Did Man, Tame the

question. Dinosaur?”’ in FaATe — which I al-

S"t\’rﬁ{él’a:ﬁ?i %E:{i:if;ﬁ'bf i ways read from cover to cover. —

ONLY $2.00 FOR A FULL YEAR Mrs. LL’E Franklm /Wann, ATC(Itd,
Sample copy, 25¢ postpaid C{I[I:f.

THE AMERICAN VEGETARIAN
117 W. 48th St., New York City, Dept. Fe .
P.S.:“Send for f;ee list of books on health, Them Rolling Stones
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WHAT IS THIS WORI.D COMING T0? '

This—the ONLY existing edition of the authentic words
of famous NOSTRADAMUS—will give you more than
1000 prophecies dating to the year 3797 A.D. Inter-
preted in plain, easy-to-understand language by the
famed Henry C. Roberts.

Nostradamus predictions have never been disproved!
Here in one Big revealing volume you will find the
famous and complete predictions of the GREAT NOS-.
TRADAMUS. Past events have come true with uncanny
accuracy. Now see what may
“be in store for us in the fu- | Just a few events from Nostradamus
ture. Clothbound — over 350 | Predictions: ATOMIC WARFARE,
Pages. RETURN OF HITLER, WAR WITH
RUSSIA, Date of Next World War,
7 ONLY $3.00. ORDER YOUR COPY | Cataclysmic Destruction of Great

rz"r

PAST EVENTS
ACCURATELY PRE-
DICTED including
daftes: French Reve
olution. London
Fire. American
Revolution,
Abraham Lin«
coln. F.D.R,
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Prophecies &

g NOW——BE AMAZED. Cities, TIME OF PEACE ON """"': r-|" Predictions
2 2 f o By CROPE ol over 350
gNOSTRADAMUS Inc. 380 Canal St, Dept. F-5, New York, N. Y. EAs Puges”:
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HERE IS THE BOOK YOU ALWAYS HOPED TO FIND

The Long Lost Science of Miracles

Miracles have occurred in all lands down thru the ages.
Every race has its tradition of a once-known science
which enabled men to do miraculous things. For cen-
turies men have searched for this lost science.

In this book you will read of the re-discovery of the
original SECRET SCIENCE which enabled its pos-
sessors to heal instantly, walk thru fire, change the
future of an individual and produce all the phenomena
known to modern psychical research.

This SECRET SCIENCE is inclusive of all the Western
World knows of psychology and psychic science. It
goes far beyond former knowledge and offers, for the
first time, an explanation covering the entire field of
supernormal phenomena.

This SECRET SCIENCE restores the lost key ele-
ments of prayer, the elements that make the answers
to prayer miraculous, immediate and certain.

The SECRET SCIENCE BEHIND MIRACLES
By Max Freedom Long -

Regardless of a person’s religion, no matter what his background in science or
his learning in philosophy he will be left far behind if he neglects to learn for
himself the SECRET SCIENCE BEHIND MIRACLES. This Science has never
before appeared in print, in any language, at any time. For thousands of years
this SECRET SCIENCE has been an inviolate secret. You may learn it NOW.

416 PAGES

ILLUSTRATED—BLUE DELUXE CLOTH BINDING—GOLD LETTERING

AT YOUR BOOK STORE OR:

KOSMON INDUSTRIES, Huna Division
2208 West 11th Street, Los Angeles 6, California

| enclose $4.00 for my copy of SECRET SCIENCE BEHIND MIRACLES. It is to be mailed
postpaid and | am to receive a copy of Wing Anderson's HEALTH, WEALTH and HAPPI-
NESS WHILE YOU SLEEP, FREE.

NAME

STREET

CHY A g TSSONED A A e ) s O
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METHODS of the MASTERS

For ages, masters of destiny have
had the power to control the
FATE OF THEIR ERA, Were

these powers God given? Yes, but
not to just these few—for thcv are
inlierent in all God’s children.

Gz;kese powers can ‘e Cyours!

The Searchers, an organization
dedicated to the seeking out and
testing of all principles that lead
to nomplctc mastership, now offer
individualized instruction leading
to the sure development of the
latent powers within.
The sincere seeker, on being ad-
mitted, will be under the personal
direction of a qualified Guide,
A limited number of new students
are being accepted at this time.
Write for free GUIDE TO
POWER CHART TODAY.,
ADDRESS: THE SEARCHERS |
Guide G-3, Box 2
Honss‘m-t Colorado

PREDICTION

BRITISH MAGAZINE of
the OCCULT SCIENCES

is now available at low cost

Each month PREDICTION brings fo you
unique articles on Yoga, Spiritualism,
Dreams, Theosophy, the Tarot, Numer-
ology, Graphology, Psychic Development,
Astrology, Palmistry, and similar fascinat-
ing topics.

American readers can now subscribe to
this unusual monthly publication. Send $3
for one-year subscription, $6 for two
years fo:

PREDICTION

care of VENTURE BOOKSHOP
806 Dempster Street, Evanston, I,

FATE

A. G. Nelson, Palisade, Minn., I
can’t tell him how or why the
stone balls are found, but I can tell
him they are not man made. My
answer is just a guess but I believe
they are the result of water rolling
them round.

I know where there are enough
to pave a road from Miami, Fla.,
to the farthest corner of North
Dakota. All of them are not round
but I did at one time help dig a
well 23 feet deep and we never
did get through the round stones.
Some of them are as much as six
feet through and some the size of
marbles. This place is about 38
miles north of Chattanooga, Tenn.,
on the Southern Railway. The
town of Graysville is about the
center of the most rocks. They are
between Lone Mountain on the
cast and the Cumberlands on the
west and have caused much spec-
ulation as to how they got there.
One old timer advanced an idea as
follows:

“The Devil made them to build
a fence around Hell and as he was
flying over Graysville, Tenn., his
apron string broke.”

That is as good as any that has
been given. — 7. S. Russell, Or-

lando, Fla.

Childhood Clairvoyance
As a child T had an unusual
sense of intuition and prediction
of things to come. Until I was 12,
and common sense made me stop,
I would proudly announce a



ATTENTION, Canadian Readers!

The next issue of FATE Magazine will cost 35 cents
on Canadian newsstands

But cheer up. You can still receive FATE for the old price — save 10 cents
on every copy, or $2.40 in two years — if you subscribe today!

We regret having to increase the price of FATE in Canada. But it is only a
boost to bring it up to U. S. prices. As most of you know, U. S. magazines
usually sell for more in Canada than in the United States. FATE has been
an exception. It has been selling for 10 cents less in Canada than in the
United States. During all the time you Canadian readers have been buying
Fate for 25 cents, readers south of the border have been paying 35 cents!

But you can still receive it for 25 cents per copy if you subscribe. Do so at
once. Today!

SEND YOUR REMITTANCE TO
Clark Publishing Co., 806 Dempster Street, Evanston, lll.

——————————————————————————————————— l
} |
| NAME :
: |
| ADDRESS..... |
I

I
B 1 i a0 e T A ELUE :
' |
: ZONELEL e R S BROVINGE - o T o L et e ]
I T wish to subscribe to FATE Magazine for (check square) =
: [] 12 issues [ ] 24 issues :
I $3.00 $6.00 i
Enclosed is cash [ | check oney Onderior-pr it T et e I
: 4 = L i ’ I
| Begin my subscription with the ... issue. :

I
| If this is a renewal of a previous subscription, check here D :
i CAN |
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Do You JLike
to Do

CROSSWORD
PUZZLES?

-For the best in Crossword
Puzzle Magazines
ask your newsdealer for

Merit Crossword 10c
Prize Crossword Puzzles 15¢
Banner Crossword Puzzles 25¢

ANACROSTICS
PUZZLES
GRILLES

WORD GAMES

and many other features
to test your skill

If you want a subscription to any of the
above magozines write to

CENTURY PUBLICATIONS

139 N. CLARK STREET
CHICAGO 2, ILL.

FATE

woman’s correct age and weight.

In high school I correctly pre-
dicted the passages of Latin which
would be used in the monthly
tests. Although Latin was my
worst subject and I earnestly de-
sired to study what I suggested to
others, if I did so the teacher in-
variably selected a different pas-
sage.

By the time I finished school
and started to work I had com-
pletely lost and forgotten this abil-
ity. At one office a stenographer
told me her mother hated me not
for my childhood misdeeds but
for my unfailing prediction of her
future. The lady was the mother
of 12 children and lived near me
for five years during which she
bore four children. Each time she
became pregnant I made a special
trip to her house to inform her I
was glad she was having another
baby. I was five at the time of the
first visit. On two occasions she
was not sure of her condition until
after I made my unwanted call.
At no other time did I go near the
woman or her house. The sten-
ographer’s mother swore this was
true, but all T can remember con-
cerning her is being jealous of her
many children since I was an only
child. — Mrs. Harold A. Oakley,
New York.

A Difference of Opinion
I have been reading FATE since
the first issue several years ago
and have thought you to be pretty



SECRETS ENTRUSTED TO A FEW
W) YA AT, N

\

/ >
HERE ARE some things that can not be generally told—things you
ought fo 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 into nature’s laws—their
amazing discoveries of the 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 for centuries. They now invite
you to share the practical helpfulness of their teachings. Write today for a free copy
of the book, “"The Mastery of Life.”” Within its pages may lie a new life of opportu-
nity for you. Address: Scribe G,J.C:

Y%¢ ROSICRUCIANS
(AMORCQC) . SAN JOSE . CALIFORNIA . UiS: A,

Scribe: G.J.C., The Rosicrucians (AMORC)
San Jose, California, U. S. A.

Please send copy of sealed booklet, “The Mastery of Life,” which
I shall read as directed.

Name

Address

e e s e s s St e . S .

—————— —— ——p——



TWO GREAT BOOKS
ON THE HEREAFTER!

N . o

PSYCHIC PITFALLS
BY SHAW DESMOND

An ABC on speaking with the dead,
showing us how to avoid mistakes
and disillusionments. Findings of a
half life time’s study of the machin-
ery of communication, the medium,
fraud, the direct voice and telepathy
will challenge much that has here-
tofore been accepted by the world of
Spiritualism a world itself here
challenged. Price, $3.00.

THE MYSTERY OF DEATH
BY JOSIAH OLDFIELD

Dr. Oldfield has been called ““one of

the most remarkable men in Britain,”

a scholar and man of science — and

also a seer and mystic of profound

vision. After long experience as a medi-

cal man he maintains that no man |

who lives wisely has anything to fear
in death. He traces fear of death back
to the priests of many religions who
exploited the unknown for personal
profit. Can we learn the secret of un-
limited life? Read Dr. Oldfield’s answer.
Price, $3.00.

GET YOUR ORDER IN TODAY!

] {
| THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP I
l P.0. Box 671, Evanston, Illinois I
| Please send me immediately lhcl
| books 1 have checked below: :
: [[] Psychie Pitfalls, Price $3.00 |
| [] The Mystery of Death, Price $3.00 }
I [] Both books, Price $6.00 |
| 1 enclose check, cash, money order. =
: Y L oyl e s o7 el e e owTe |
IEAPDRESS st ca St LT }
CERY & STARES R e v i |
|
| |
I .................................. I

i e R S S e et S |
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honest. If you are as honest as I
think you are you will print the
two articles I am enclosing side
by side in your magazine.

(Space does not permit us to reprint
these in full but briefly one is a clipping
Jrom the February-March issue of
FATE describing the famous rocking
chair of Muscatine, Iowa, which
rocked itself and was exhibited, still
rocking, on a broadcast of “We The
People.”” The second clipping, from
the February 2 issue of This Week,
states that the chair would not rock
on the program and that the showman-
magician Dunninger, who was present,
“gave it a big fal push>.)

Nevertheless I still enjoy your
fine magazine, and wishing you
the best of luck in the future, I re-
main very truly yours. — Donald
C. Hendrickson, Grangeville, Ida.

Here is what Dr. W. E. Farb-
stein, author of the original FATE
article says:

“I have a letter from ‘We The
People’  saying Dunminger did not
give it ‘a big fat push,’ also a letter
JSrom Dunninger saying he did not
give il a push, and am trying to get
more dope from Lieber, ¥. 7. O’ Neill
(who was present) and from editor of
This Week. On the face of it
‘the big fat push’ is just a ‘big
Jat ligs

Man and the Dinosaur
I was much interested in the
article by William P. Russell,
“Did Man Tame the Dinosaur?”’
(February-March FATE) because
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the discovery of those strange pot- !
tery figures would seem to prove |
an old occult teaching that man
and the great lizards did indeed
live on ‘the earth at the same
time! That was during the Le-
murian Period when man was
just becoming human and going
through many transformations,
before he finally evolved into the
present type of human, and dino-
saurs and other creatures lived
alongside of man. The Lemurian
Period was a great many millions
of years back, according to the
esoteric tradition, so it is entirely
possible that these figurines do de-
pict an early Lemurian man with
some dinosaurs. — Howard Brenton
MacDonald, New York City, Fellow
of the Royal Geographic Society.

Notes on the Saucers

A friend of mine tells me the
saucers will be proven in time to
come from bases in the Ural
Mountains in Russia. . . . She
told me about the saucers before
they were first seen in this coun-
try. . . . The ones I saw were
traveling from very slow to some
that were very fast —say 1800
m.p.h. — 7. Boswell, St. Helena,
Calif.

On or about October, 1950,
while participating in Operation
“Dutch Door,” I observed a small
round red object moving from left
to right quite slowly, stop abruptly,
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THE FLYING SAUCERS
—AS 1 SAW THEM!

KENNETH ARNOLD’S

own sensational illustrated pam-
phlet (previously obtainable only at
his famous lectures) now available
to readers of Fate Magazine by
special arrangement.

S0¢

Personally autographed!

Don't miss getting this incredible
proof of the reality of flying disks
from the world-famous ‘‘disk-pilot"
himselfl Be sure to see his own
model, built from actual observation.

Write

KEN ARNOLD, Fate Magazine
1144 Ashland Avenue, Evanston, Illinois

GET ALIVE FOREVER — TRUTH!
Amazing *‘Secret Journal’'!

Box 2501, Los Angeles 53

then remain motionless. I asked

PHOTOS of

RUDOLPH VALENTINO

“The Great Lover”’
FIRST IMMORTAL OF THE MOVIES

A limited opportunity for the many fans who will
always cherish memories of the romantic Valentino
and his dynamic personality—how you can acquire
a "living" photograph of the most colorful and fabu-
lous personality ever developed by motion pictures.

Beautifully finished 8x10 portraits of
RUDOLPH VALENTINO in all of his
famous roles—$1 each.

llustrated Folder Sent Free with First Order
(100 DIFFERENT POSES)

BARKER STUDIO

5709 Dorchester St. CHICAGO 37, ILLINOIS
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IS YOUR FATE
LIBRARY COMPLETE?

For a LIMITED TIME ONLY, we can help
you complete your file of FATE.

We have on hand a few copies of each back
issue listed below. Check the ones you need and
mail the list and coupon with your remittance
as soon as possible. From our thousands of
readers letters, we know there will be a rush to
get these back copies. SO DON'T WAIT!

GET YOUR ORDER IN TODAY!

-
I CLARK PUBLISHING COMPANY }
I 806 DEMPSTER STREET
l EVANSTON, ILLINOIS {
: Please send me immediately the back I
| issues I have checked at 25 cents each: i
| NO. MONTH PRICE |
|
: O 5  May, 1949 Pty
: ] 8 Nov., 1949 e o :
: BT . May, 1950 iy :
T July, 1950 b Ay
| |
| =256 Dec., 1950 o w)
: &]==18 March, 1951 o b I
I O 19 April, 1951 :
I 5520 May, 1951 :
} TOTAL $ |
| Ienclose check, cash, money order. I
: NAME |
| |
s
| ADDRES |
| |
| |
| CITY & STATE |
] |
| |

-
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
=
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my companion if he had also
observed it and he replied yes.
The object started in motion
again, then stopped once more.
It then became dimmer until-it
faded from view and disappeared
completely. I then noticed a ““for-
mation” apparently at a very
great altitude going at tremendous
speed. The objects were of the
same general conformation as the
former and hardly visible. They
were constantly changing forma-
tion. These also became station-
ary and presently vanished in the
same manner as the first. I am an
aircraft mechanic and I have no
idea what I observed that night.
I am convinced, however, that
they were not conventional air-

| craft, balloons or hallucinations.

— Pfc. Richard Erlandson, USAF,

\ Anchorage, Alaska.

One night last December my
mother, little sister and I were go-
ing to Harrisonburg, Va., to fam-
ily night at our church, which is
the last Friday of every month.
We were about halfway be-
tween Pleasant Valley, my home,
and Harrisonburg when I called
mother’s attention to a red-glow-
ing light up in the air. It looked
like it was suspended there. My
sister and I just kept watching it -
and we noticed that it moved
from one side of the road to the
other. To this day we cannot guess
what it was. — Jodnn Sloap, Rock-

ingham, Va.



STORIES THAT MAKE YOU THINK!
That's Why You Like “M ACIN A’l‘lﬂN

FATE MGgGZine i o STORIES OF SCIENCE AND FANTASY

AND THAT'S WHY
YOU WILL LIKE

IMAGINATION!

*

Science Fiction and Fantasy
with Many Hidden Truths
That Lovers of the Fantastic
_and Outre Will Recognize . . .

O TIME FOR TOFFRE! o, Fonten 7. Tipors

In IMAGINATION you will find the best entertainment you could ask for if you like stories
that the ordinary person would call “impossible”. FATE gives you the FACT side of the fan-
tastic world we live in; IMAGINATION gives you the FICTION side—and you will find that
many of the ideas and experiences in the great science-fantasy stories bear on fact—as
you know it or perhaps have experienced yourselfl Mental telepathy—teleportation, trans-
mutation—FLYING SAUCERS—and many other fields of psychic and scientific research. Get
your copy of the July issue at your newsstand now—or better yet, SAYE MONEY and sub-
scribe. Use the handy coupon below—today!

IMAGINATION

GREENLEAF PUBLISHING COMPANY —Dept. F
Post Office Box 230, Evanston, lllinois

Enter my subscription to IMAGINATION to start with the Sept. Issue.
I enclose $3.00 for 12 issues [] Cash [] Check [1 Money Order.
(All Countries other than U. S. A. $3.50)
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Curious?

INTERPRETATION
Charts, Nomenclature, of Popular Astrology
ADTA
Quick, Basic Trend Study by Zodiac
Each only $1.00

P. O. Box 654 Seattle 11, Washington

THE COSMIC KEY
OF LIFE

A.S. Vickers' remarkable analysis of the new
astrology with 50 complete horoscopes of the
world’s famous people. Compare them with
your own. Handsomely bound book with color-
ful symbolic jacket. 213 pages for only $2
postpaid.

Send check or money order today to Venture Book-
shop, P. O. Box 671, Evanston, Ill., and receive THE
COSMIC KEY OF LIFE by return mail.

FLYING SAUCER REVIEW

A quarterly mimeographed news magazine.
Write. Rockmare, Beox 148, Wall St.
Station, New York 5, N. Y.

DREAM BOOK: interprets dreams for
practical, daily affairs. Guaranteed.
$1.00. HAZEL E. MONTE, 1757 20th
Avenue, S., Seattle 44, Washington.

Hypnotize the First Day

Control others — be a master hypnotist — with
this course you can hypnotize the first day or
your money back., For years this method has
been a closely guarded secret — now for the first
time this secret is revealed to You. If you send
today you also get acopy of “‘Hypnotism Can Help
You'. Only $2.00 Complete.

LEWIS the Hypnotist
4009 Lake Park Chicago 15, Illinois
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Proof on the Pendulum

The pendulum discussed by Or-
mond McGill in January FaTe
really works. I took a dozen raw
eggs and held the pendulum over
each egg. Over some it went in a
circle. Over the others it swung in
a straight line. — Otto Bergquist,
Albuquerque, N. M.

I tried the pendulum according
to Mr. McGill’s instructions and
it worked for me. Then I went on
trying materials other than metal
and found anything would work
as a pendulum, such as wood,
bones, glass, ice, cake, paper
money, eggs, apples, grapes, etc.
Then I started asking questions
mentally without using a line and
the pendulum worked.

I tried sex determinations on
bones, first raw then cooked. The
cooking changed nothing in the
reactions. Then I found I could
control the swing of the pendulum
mentally. If I hold the pendulum
over the hand of a man and will
it to circle it will. And if held over
a woman’s hand and willed to
swing back and forth the pendu-
lum will. Letting it dangle, the
pendulum will swing back and
forth, sidewise, clockwise, and
counterclockwise, at my request.
— Isabelle Polk, Brooklyn, N. T

Appeal for Books

I wonder if any of your readers
have in their libraries one or more



GIVEN!

TRANSFORMATION
OF YOUR LIFE
IN 24 HOURS!

Why does man begin dying before he is
22 years of age and continues 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 discov-
eries 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
BOX 504, LOUISVILLE 1, KY.
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Your Permanent

FATE LIBRARY

Gold Embossed Maroon Cloth Binding

For your benefit, the publishers of FATE
have arranged to add handsome perma-
nence to your collection by having a
limited number of back issues bound be-
tween hard covers. The following books
are now avoiloble (Note: Vel. 1, 1948,
is out of print):

Vol. 2, 1949 (issues 5 to 8)—$4 e Vol.
3—Book | lissues 9 to 12)—$4; Book I
(issues 13 to 16)—$4 e Vol. 4—Book |
(issues 17 to 200 —$4; Book Il (issues 21
to 24) —$4

Buy ail 5 books for $14
YOU SAVE $6

Vol. 3 and 4 (4 books) $12
YOU SAVE $4

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 [] $4 VOL. 3 [] $8
VOL 4 [] $8
VOL. 3 and 4 [] $12
All 5 books [] $14

EATE

of the books of the English cleric
Robert Taylor which they would
be willing to sell me. The best
known of these are “The Devil’s
Pulpit,” “Diegesis,” “Syntagma,”
and ‘‘Astronomico-Theological
Lectures.” — A. L. Rockwaood, 206
Hollister Street, Capitola, Calif.

Squirming Hose

I was interested in the article
on Page 28 of your February-
March issue by Dr. W. E. Farb-
stein about the experience at Ann
Arbor with the squirming hose.

Two little tenant boys got to
playing with my garden hose.
When I came to the garden many
feet of the hose were already
buried. I tried to pull it out and
could not. It crept deeper. Then I
turned the water off. But still the
hose couldn’t be pulled out. I have
seen pipe sunk into the ground by
hydraulic pressure, and when the
water is turned off the hose or
pipe stops creeping. I had to dig a
deep hole beside the hose and
keep filling it with water before
it was released. — Fennie Betler-
idge, Fresno, Calif.

Correction, Please!

In the February-March issue
of FATE you have an article titled
“Amazing Prophecy.” I believe
the quotation given is taken from
“Mother Shipton’s Prophecy” and
not from the old man, Marlin
the Stonecutter, who is quoted. —
Phyllis Warren, Astoria, Ore.



The MOST ASTOUNDING OBJECTIVE NATURAL-HEALTH

DISCOVERY in TWO

The Author at Sixty

LIVING PROOF

that it can be
done

WITHOUT EXERCISE

Develop a Graceful Body
Maintain Youthful Tissues
Normal Blood Pressure
Youthful Tissue Elasticity
Develop Vitality, Endurance
* Improve Circulation, Elim-
ination—No Special Diets.

THOUSAND YEARS

This OBJECTIVE course of eighteen lessons is
without question the most dynamic discovery
since the days of the Ancient Greeks. The
world's great physical culturists have noticed
it. The world's great trainers of strong men
have recognized it.

BUT NEVER BEFORE HAS IT
BEEN UNDERSTOOD

It is Basic, Sound, Natural. Therefore it is
PRACTICAL.

NOW tor the FIRST TIME in ALL HISTORY
is revealed, the AMAZING secret of the
NATURAL STRONG MAN clearly presented in
easy progressive stages.
Enroll promptly, form your group, and
the author will visit your city and
demonstrate the principles to

you in person.

For this issue of FATE ONLY—Book "Get
Acquainted with your Unconscious,” regular
price $3.00. FREE.

Many students tell us it works when all other physical
culture methods have failed.

Know the Principles of Natural Development
From Within

FULL EIGHTEEN WEEKS COURSE
Only $12.50 Cash

(Two-lesson money-back offer)

INTRODUCTORY COURSE in PSYCHO-BIOLOGY

The most factually captivating and Down to Earth study Course ever offered.
NO fancy promises, NO exaggerated claims. Easy to understand. Simply
presented. Practical in application.

NOW in 37 handy lessons. PRINTED in booklet form 4%2 x 6 and easy to read.

Regular Tuition $14.95—NOW ONLY $9.95
with book "“Get Acquainted With Your Unconscious,” Regular Price $3.00

FREE

If you wish a copy of book “"FINDING YOURSELF Through PSYCHO-
BIOLOGY.” Reg. price $4.00, send only $2.55 additional or
$12.50 in all.

Every true self-help student would do well to investigate our two-year Freshman-Sophomore
course in Basic Scientific Metaphysics, titled, "Realization of God in Daily Living.”

Get started NOW toward your Degree Awards

Plan now to attend Summer School Thns Year for lhe very FIRST TIME Introductory Course Students are eligible to at-
tend one of our many S to be c d throughout the nation. Summer Schools begin in May through
Summer and held from coast to coast. NOT a Dxplomu Mill—We stand behind our students. Send 3c stamp for
literature. Postcards not acknowledged.

College of Psycho-Biology - 2722 0ak Lawn Avenue - Dallas, Texas




This is Your Opportunity to Save $2.40

That’s what every 24-issue subscription to FATE will save you over the
newsstand 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 fascinating 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 copies. We try to prevent this, but
some persons are inevitably disappointed. 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.
SEND YOUR REMITTANCE TO

Clark Publishing Co., 806 Dempster Street, Evanston, lil.
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{ I wish to subscribe to FaATE Magazine for (check square) i
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! Begin my subscription with the = o _issue. |
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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 sincerc seeker. With headquarters on a

large tract of land high in the Rocky Moun-

tains it invites correspondence with all True MASTER YOUR DEST'NY

Seekers for Truth. :
Write for Free Brochure

LITTLE TEMPLE LIBRARY

Secret of True Prayer Color and Light Divine Healing
Secret Teachings of Jesus Maitreya—Lord of the Ten Lost Tribes of Israel
Occult Anatomy World Wheel of Life
Soul Cycles Mysteries of the Mayas SP:""‘;I Alchemy and
f I Perfect W sade

::"":,’1 Sh"d'“b"' & A’: elcp _°Y', Wisdom of the Kabballa

asl ‘f ecords stral Projection Shamballa—The White
Mysteries of Mt. Shasta Masters of the Himalayas Lodge
Reincarnation Spinal Brain and Health Christ and the Last Days
Atlantis and Lemuria Previous Incarnations of Mysteries of the Gobi
Bordo—The Soul After Death Jesus Science of Health
Tibetan Dream State Second Coming of Christ The Master Key

Any of the above 35¢ each—3 for $1.00 The entire 30 Books for $7.00
Minimum order $1.00 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 Kabballo—$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




IVIENTALLY tired? Lack energy? Tied by circumstances? SNAP THE
CHAINS THAT BIND YOU! You can, with this proved SUCCESS Plan.
And you can test it free!

No need to stand disillusioned on the fringes of life whilst others forge
ahead. YOU have the same equipment as they. Learn how to develop it
eﬂxcnqnlly. and enjoy real success! Inafewweeksyouwill feel happier,
healthier, more alert—able to grasp instantly the opportunities which you
previously passed by, The secret of this combined mental and physical
development is YOGISM. Simply, naturally, it teaches you how to draw onan
inexhaustiblesupplyof powerwithinyouandsorevitalizeyourwholesystem,

TRIAL LESSON

-

1 : ]
1 I, School of Yoga N
i f(w Department Fe-2 :
: < 806 Dempster Street, Evansion, Illinoi:_ ’ H
1 I enclose 25¢ to cover cost of mailing and handling. Please send me FREE TRIAL: 1
: LESSON, absolutely without obligation. - :
B NAME ..ot B o ooy R LW~ 5 o 3 B Lol e L R e S '
[} S |
B ADDRESS. ... %evsichniston D R O o T s S MO i o R0 LR N S 1
) [}
L} ¥ L}
1 1
WS S B B R RS N D S SR B M N R S R R R S N S S S S G N R S S G A e e e e e e e ol

W

YOGISM TEACHES YOU Send only 25 cents to cover cost of
¢ Deep relaxation, soothing away your fears mailing and handling and the first
and tensions. 4 < 3 )
® Deep concentration, helping keep your body lesson in this splendid course will be
trim and strong. - . T

‘} ® Dynamic concentration, enabling you to pin- 1 sent to you free. Read it, do what it.
point your mind, tackle any task. ) } says, turn frustration and failure to
® Dynamic breathing, revitalizing and rejuve- % e : .
nating your whole system. L success! Don't delay, Write NOW.
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