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EDITORIAL

HIS new magazine is dedicated to unearthing truth.

T Truth is a vast thing, and few minds ever iorm a lull concept of life, the
universe, or any great part of cither. Hence few minds have real contact with
truth, cannot recognize it when they face it.

But the people to whom this magazine arc addressed arc those who have written
the Editor of Ainasinff Stories about the Shaver stories, have demonstrated their ability
to recognize truth however obscured. And that my efforts have failed to reveal clearly
the truth 1 have been trying to portray, | sometimes tear.

This truth abnut our life and civilization is the most important truth, because, we
have to know what obstacles we face in order to overcome those obstacles.

This is the obstacle this magazine undertakes to overcome, the obstacle that is our
own blindness, our inability to ferret out facts pertinent to our survival as a race.

These pertinent and necessary facts arc obscured by prejudice, by religious beliefs,
by teachings fostered by our pedagogical system, by the active obstructive work of those
enemies we seek to expose to the eyes of their victims.

Every person | have over talked to about the phenomena coming to be known
by the name “the Shaver m]ysteryf’ for want of a hotter, has at first denied ever having
any such experiences. For fully live minutes of conversation about spooks, hob-goblins,
voices in the night, dreams, etc., these people hold out—then they get a light In their
eye and say: “Now that I think of it. 1 had a strange experience ..."" and they wind
up by spending the whole evening relating incident alter incident that might have been
culled, word for word out of a Shaver story or a %;host talcs magazine. Every person
has had weird or unnaturally beautiful dreams that lie cannot understand, has had hair-
breadth escapes from unseen forces causing a culminative catastrophe from which he
could not escape, has had voices speak to him out of nowhere, and almost all of them
can lie got to admit these experiences by judicious extraction.

Now this magazine offers a place where all this wide-spread mine, of information
can he assembled so that ail of us can form our own opinions on what these experiences
mean to lis, where the truth about these myslerioiis threatening things in our life can be
primed and intelligently analyzed. o ] ] )

Each man can express his own opinion anil obtain data for the growth and formation
of that opinion:— are we invaded by secretive extra terrestrials; are we victimized by
monopolists of modern scientific wonders: are we suffering from a recrudescence of an
old ailment (call it witchcraft, cal! it spirits or devils); or are we having an epidemic
of crackﬂots telling lies?

Each of these views will be taken up exhaustively one by one. Stories will be written
illustrating these viewpoints, articles, written about each one and about some new ones
we have not yet heard about—and from all of this analysis, wc hope the truth will
emerge in the end.

That all this work v. ill be colored by my own experiences in and knowledge oi this
field is unavoidable, and | warn you in advance to discount this if you do not believe
in my words. : do not ask blind acceptance. ! do ask an analytical attitude.

Religion itself endlessly corroborates the fact of the existence oi these phenomena,
and the fact of their existence as far back into time as the memory of man reaches. The
modern attitude of complete scepticism about the existence of "supernatural” manifccta-
tions is our natural opponent, but itself has and will furnish us with endless data and
unavoidably corroborative research results.

Many of these "modern™ minded opponents read these stories and are vastly inter-
ested in spite of themselves—for they do explain many things otherwise completely
mysterious. _ i _ . .

These "modern-." arc the mtellq;ant products oi a System of education given us b
the past, complete with prejudiced, biased summations of rigidly expurgated material,
complete with opinionated supervision by all too frequently sterile pedants of the most
dark enlightenment. Yet they still think, they still deduce, and they cannot avoid interest
in tl-.¢ “Shaver Mystery”. For the. evidence is inescapably omnipresent, obscured mainly
bv the blind side given our minds by the aforementioned early fathers of <mr pedagogy

We have never heard of a myth in school that was not accompanied by complete
and “learned" explanations of the “nature” or imaginative source of these myths. Il has
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never occurred to the writers of these debunking Books about the past that there was a
reater thing in the myths than was ever ?Ut there by the mind of man as we know
im. “Nature myths™ is the automatic mental reaction to every ‘learned” persons hearing

of these extremely ancient rales. "Jove’s lightning” was just any thunderbolt, and the

"savage” of the past gave thunder a personality, called it Jove or Zeus or what have

you—and that was the end of sPecuIation on these early sources of our modern eslitera-

ture”. Yet there is a great deal more in such line literary efforts as the Eddas, as the
fSagas, the Greek myths, behind Homer's Iliad than any savage interpretation of natural
orces.

The truth is Odin had an "eve”, it did see everything. and his voice nuywl business.
They listened, those early surface men, and it was well they did so, io: they wuukl not
have lived to hand down the myths otherwise.

But the “scientific”” method does not accept such a statement by me; it niu4 have
wiorc. That is why this magazine: to furnish the “more™ in a quantity calculated to
impress even the most prejudiced product of our modern religious atheism. lie believes
in God, he usually admits, but that is as far as belief carries him. lie is seldom a
pantheist, and only laughs when yi.it suggest his God must have had loilic.i», Inotleis
and sisters, and descendants.

Nevcr-lhc-icss these religious by-paths arc one thing we must avoid—interesting
as they are. they are not the whole point of our effort. Our effort must be directed at
exposing- a threat to oio rfi/r.iw, none the les.- terrible because il is an i/nranf evil.
It is $til. a terrible detriment tv, our life, one. side of its activity; and on the other, it is
responsible for preserving our lives from this same detriment. Why the good people
of the caverns must presvive the secrecy .surrounding their life, | don't know, but it is
so. | have, deduced (hat it i> wholly a custom they camiOl shake off, .m% marc than wc
can Bhalée oil' the custom of believing everything reposing between the. covers of a
text book.

Our civilization is throttled by a terrible enemy. George Murmait is only sme small
type or phase of these enemy activities. George Murman was mad, many of these
enemies arc also mad: Imt lliey do us endless harm, ami are never apprehended that wc
know about.

Are spiritualists all deluded? Was Heirens deluded: Is Shaver right in his pictures
of cavern life." Is modern religion, when it supports modern occurrences of "miracles”,
also a dupe of secret actitivities by our hidden friends and enemies?

These and similar questions will all be handled in these pages, as fully and as
completely scrupulously ns possible.

Here every man is to give his evidence. The reader jmy is to sum up the evidence
and give the verdict.

Are C'harics burl and Richard Shaver right in saying we me "fidicd ior" by extra-
terrestrials? Is Shaver telling the truth about the caverns below the surface? In a
courtroom every defendam has to prove his case, every piainti:! produce hi> evidence.

This editor wants you to know the truth, wants you to analyze the evidence, wants
you io judge for yourself.

if there is a «nil, we would like to prove that. If there is not, wo waul to know
just whj’ people believe in their existence, what the. evidence is- we want Ki hear about it.

Wc would like to avoid all blind acceptance of dogmatic assertions, ami we would
like to ferret out the whole truth. We can!

Is some secret group of people engineering our wars. Stealing our supplies, running
things from behind a screen of secrecy?

We think they are, and wc iwotv the only reason for such secrecy is a tvry evil
reason. People who have nothing harmful to hide would not go to such extremes.

Woc think man as we know him is losing his racial life to a very ugly social iorm. an
alien race lacking everything wc consider essential to civilized life! We think that
unless something hapj-vns to turn the tide of this unseen struggle, man will sink into a
nightmare kind of existence, a fearful substitute for our present hopeful aspirations
toward a sane future! We want people everywhere io know this, so that they may light
against it! Wc mibt have more definite information to base actual counter effort upon!
You readers everywhere can help with this. You must, for man’s sake!

We think a large and influential portion of our peoPIe arc bamboozled into placid
acceptance of a destroying evil, bamboozled by a complicated facade oi lies that will
crumple before the tiniest light oi truth. Wc want to free those people so that they
will work for our welfare, instead of accepting our destruction.



LIFE ON OTHER
PLANETS

By Roger P. Qraham

(Author of Numerous Scientific Stories and Articles}

HETHER there is Hie on Ihe other planets- in the solar system or not has been
Wa topic of speculation ever since the first tiav ii. was known that Earth IS a planet,,

and not the center of the universe. It is a topic that has been discussed in almost
every phase by writers of scientific:ion. In addition. there have been countless positive
assertions from “psychics™ that there is intelligent life on some of these planets.

In tact, there are more than twenty witnesses that swear that on October ninth. 1946,
during the rain of meteors into the atmosphere, we were visited by a sgace ship, and that
its name was the Karccta. Il was, from some observers, "a huge, batlike affair with
flapping wings." and from other observers, "an invisible thing that landed in a vacant
lot and took off with a loud sound of motors.” Knowledge oi its name and that it was
actually a space ship conies from ¢ psychics” who assert tliey were in actual mental
contact with it or with "spirits” who were in contact with it. they assert definitely that
it came from another planet.

Obviously the scientific minded cannot lake the visit of the Kareeta as proven beyond
dispute. But also quite obviously, they cannot deny that it might be |x»sible that such
a ship DII) come.

The "huge, ba: like wings" raises an interesting line of conjecture. Suppose such
a ship were built? 11 would need the traction of gas to rise against gravity, Suppose
the extremely tenuous gas oi the comet that passed near us were sufficient to enable such
a ship to rise clear of the strong pull of Earth. It is possible if the wings were quite
large in proportion to the mass of the whole ship.

If the comet liad passed sonic oilier planet close enough so that its tail contacted the.
atmosphere of that plane, and a ship had been built in anticipation of-that occurrence,
the citizens could take olt. using lhe atmosphere of the comet to rise far above (he
stratosphere of their own planet, come to Earth, and land. Bui they couldn't stay more
than a few hours or the cornel would have left and they would be unable to rise free
of our stratosphere! So they would be in too much of a hurry to do much gallivanting
around.

They might just land in some vacant lol. rush out ami get a few souvenirs for
evidence of their visit, and then take oft again.

This line of conjecture increases the probability that such a ship actually DID land
on Earth The implication is that at least one other planet docs have intelligent life on it.

What do we really know about the Ollier planeis? Quite a bit in factual data. l'or
example, the latest astronomical data, as listed in the 29th edition of the Handhook- of
Chemistry and Physics, tells us that a man would weigh exactly the same on Uranus
ar Neptune as he docs on Earth. -down to the last fraction of an ounce. Gravity on
Earth, Uranus, and Neptune, by some strange coincidence is 980 cm/scc. squared.

Again, Mars and Mercury have exactly the same gravities, which are four-tenths
ox Earth gravity. On the moon it's a little more than a sixth of Earth gi]ravity, and on
Tupitei anti Saturn gravity is supposedly 2.7 and 1.2 time, that on Earth, respectively.
But IS it?

Take Jupiter. ’’Different portions of the disk as seen in the telescope rotate with
different speeds, making astronomers certain that the features observed in the telescope
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are not those of the actual surface. The temperature of this gas ‘surface’ is minus 14(=a
Centigrade. Perhaps the most satisfactory theory today is ‘that the plane has a small
solid core surrounded by extensive and very dense atmosphere. Recent observations
show the presence of ammonia gas and methane in its atmosphere.”

Saturn. “As in the case of Jupiter, the disk of Saturn is marked with belts . . .
which" astronomers believe are clouds ill the atmosphere. There is ammonia gas and
methane in the atmosphere.”

Now, in both these Iplanets, Jupiter and Saturn, it is entirely possible that the
surface gravity of the solid planet, under the atmospheres that hide il, is no greater
than Earth gravity. The planet PLUS the atmosphere has a very great mass. Jupiter
is 314.5 the mass of Earth, while its specific gravity (mean density) is a little less than
one fourth that of Earth.

If we suppose that there is a solid planet under the atmosphere and that its densitv
is about that of Earth, then Jupiter, is about 59,000 miles in diameter instead of 89,229,
as supposed liv direct measurement. This still makes it have a terrific volume. But its
gravitational attraction (7.69) for something on the surface is cut down by the counter
attraction of the twenty thousand miles of atmosphere alxivc the surface, so that actual
weight at the surface would Ix- appreciably less than if there were little atmosphere.
Furthermore, there would be a buoyancy due to the density of the atmosphere, which
would lie very dense at the surface, so that objects such as organic beings would not e
crushed to the surface, but would be buoyed up. /1 man weighing two hundred pounds
on Earth in air would weigh only fifty pounds on Earth in gasoline Ix-causc of the
buoyancy of the surrounding medium. Then he would again weigh 200 if gravity were
four times that of Earth.

It is POSSIBLE that WEIGHT on the surface of tire major planets is not too

reat for the comfort of a human being in a space suit. Native life forms developing
there could evolve to the mobile, animal stage and develop intelligence.

It is fairly certain that conditions are favorable to hydrocarbon evolution. The
dense atmospheres, with cold stratospheres, indicate temperatures greater than freezing
and less than the boiling point of water at and near the surface.

_Methane and ammonia in the stratospheres indicate that the basic conditions for
beginning of life, at least, are present.

Life, as we know it oti earth, is evolved from simple hydro-carbons and hydroxi-
carbons, starting with perhaps the alcohols living on methane and ammonia, aitd later
developing the ceil sac from byproducts. The cell sac stabilized environment for the
life process, making possible much more complex development oi living molecules.

Living forms are known to thrive in pressures of ihou-sands of pounds to the square
inch, and temperature- above boiling and Mow freezing. Life is a natural phenomenon,
developing spontaneously wherever it has the right materials and a long enough time
to cover all possibilities open to it.

IT IS PRACTICALLY CERTAIN THAT THERE IS LIFE ON ALL THE
PLANETS THAT HAVE \N¥ ATMOSPHERE. Is there INTELLIGENT life
on any of them other than Earth? We can’t know until we visit them, or their citizens
visit us. But we do think that from what little knowledge we have, intelligent life forms
are not impossible on most of the nine planets.

Besides the possibility of life evolving to the point where intelligent creatures are
possible, there is (he possibility of such life farms migrating from another planet. Thus
it is possible that on a planet that is completely barren a migrating race might have
built dome cities, or cavern cities, and been living there for thousands or millions of years.

Gravity would hold no barrier to migrating people  For example, our own race
could possibly migrate to a body having a surface gravity of a thousand times that here
on Earth, and, if there were caverns far under the surface, could find a level where the
weight of their bodies would be normal.

We have so little to go on in actual data to build a definite opinion on the posssi-
bilitv of life on other planets in the solar system. We as yet don't know the actual
beginnings of life, or under what conditions life could begin on a lifeless planet. It may-
be (hat when we do know, we can definiteIY say that life MUST exist on other planets.

It seems quite certain that intelligent life must exist in many places in (he cosmos.
It is quite probable that some of these, races are much like our own. even close enough
so that intermarrying would be possible! Probability dictates tliat such must, he the case.
But to find other intelligent races, if there arc none other in our solor system, would be
as hard as finding a particular grain of sand OH.the surface of Earth when its general
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location is not known. It njight take millions of years of continual search.

And civilization is such a temporary thing. Our own has existed for only a few
centuries, and there arc indications that our race ha-: been highly civilized several times
licforc. It is ﬁossible that a.centura/ from now there will he no radio or printed matter,
and no one who knows how to read. This bubble of science we have blown up might lie
shattered by a devastating war. So there might be intelligent races that don’t have even
the beginnings of science on several of the planets. Certainly a stellar visitor landing
on earth a thousand years ago would have classed us as barbaric and unlearned. He
might even do so today, if he glanced over our present theoretical science in current
textbooks!

Turning to other sources of information than scientific speculation, we find that
Mr. Shaver. Oalispe, and nearly all delvcrs into the occult positively state that other
planets in our system have life on them, and also civilized creatures. From Oalispe it
seems probable that no: only is there civilized life on all the major planets, but that it
is going through about the same course of evolution as our own.

The nearest sun to our own is Alpha Centauri, which is about, four and a third light
years distant. Our solar system goes about a fifth of a light year’s distance in three
thousand years. Yet, on page 128, verse 5. upper book, it says by implication that the
other planets have life. "The holy council delilieratcd on the matters of the earth and
her heavens, and all other corporeal worlds that were to pass through Donga for three
thousand vears. and it was found that the dawn of dan would fall upon the earth first
of all.”

That is the closest to a direct statement that | have been able to find in Oalispe
concerning intelligent creatures on other planets in our solar system.

Shaver claims there are definitely peogle on some of the other planets. lie claims
they 'nave space ship rims between the earth and the other planets.

There are hundreds of other sources that assert seriously and emphatically that
space ships ply the interplanetary ways to and from our earth.

If that, is so. why don’t they make themselves known? Perhaps it is because we
aren't civilized. Actually, we must > very backward in science relative to any race
with the know-how of interplanetary travel. They have the vast laboratories of space in
which to determine facts, while we have only the limited facilities of laboratories in a
constant gravity field, and a strong one at that. o

But since we don't know CERTAINLY that such travelers visit the earth, there
is one more speculative possibility we must consider. Tt MIGHT he that no human
being could live away from the planet, whatever the protection he might have. It might
he that some of the complex molecules in our body would break down in other gravity
fields and cause our death.

If that turns out to be so. then Oahspe’s picture of a universe in which spirits ply
the spaceways but not a single living creature dues, a universe in which thousands of
intelligent races live on as many planets and suns hut do not migrate from one planet
to another TN THE FLESH, would be a correct one.

Then, if and when the first explorers leave Earth for the moon or for Mars, they
will never return. Or their ships will come back under robot control and we can see,
perhaps, what killed the passengers.

Some day we may have the power and the know how to leave the planet—and the
certain knowledge that to leave it is certain death. If it turns out to be the way then
the only way you or 1 will ever visit Venus is to die. That's one angle—Ilet’s have more,
SO we can argue them out to whatever may be the truth, or as near as we can approach
to it. What's the evidence?

The first five hundred subscribers to the club magazine have received
a supplementary magazine along with this issue of (he chib publication.
This supplemental magazine, SCIENCE COMICS, contains information
pertinent to the Shaver Mystery, and was included for this reason. Only
five hundred magazines were available, plus a few which are in the club
library and will be loaned to any subscriber to read, and then return, for
further loaning to others who did not receive the magazine.



A Preface and Forward to "Mandark”
the Strangest thought provoking document
ever to be published on our "world”

PREFACE

for people who like prefaces, and it’s a long one—I warn you. But this book needs a

preface if ever a book did.
. * »

HIS hook is about the horror of Life today, and is the white root of truth about

the forces that made our life the Hell it really is.

What lies behind these word-images, these figured letters—what is the Truth
imprisoned in these symbols? Jf you can get it out, you will have more than any man
has ever had from the written word. For there are vast implications, immense deduc-
tions'which your brain will leap to, and lie unable to refuse. There is a mighty chunk
of knowledge here, but you cannot get it by ignoring it or sneering at it.

The ego sits—your ego—divorced from all reality by these myriad rows of strange
symbols, by incomplete word images, bv pictures you are supposed to make in your
mind anti will sometimes fail tn, by the flickering phantoms of comings and goings
which you call life. Life is a vague thing to most of us, but it was not always so!

The white root of the tree of life, the true meaning of the all-thought, reaches out
and grasps these symbols as they pass before the eyes, putting into them the vital stuff
of life. Your ego strives to understand, buc FEARS to understand too often. Do not
FEAR, but READ!

These fragile, evanescent blossoms of thought, from which all Man’s works are
constructed, what arc they? They arc the lure all men pursue. |, too, pursue the
Lorelei that wakes us in the night and will not let us rest for reaching for her, that
wraith for which our lingers curl in torment. The mother of these frail flowers, as
Strong as all the waterfalls of all the worlds, her it is I would know |

The universe is infinite in extent and all things are hapf)ening somewhere in the
universe. Those mysterious barriers which the Mother of All Thought winds around
the deadly lure of the white lightning of her hotly—that is where this story is written.
Do not be afraid to understand.

Time and Man are two flows of opposite direction. Mau from the past into the
future, and time from the future into the past. But these things arc only motile con-
cepts. But it seems that energy is more motile than thought, and molds itself into all
things, too. Our reality resides in our NOW. TIME is NOW. to Man.

Our ego is one point of NOW-light running over the assembled hosts standing in
the darkness. Tt is a light with concentric, rings of less and less brilliance. Into your
eternal, too empty NOW | wish to put the hosts of the mighty, unknown beings of the
far past, in a revealing detail which you have never encountered in accounts, and few
they arc, of these beings before.

To conquer one little NEW thought is a more important victory than to conquer
the whole physical world without changing it for the better. 1 give you that opportunity.

Infinity is itself a vast and ready proof of the truths of this story.

IT you grant the infinity of time and of space, as a non-stop expanse, then in that
great magnitude of separate sets of conditions and circumstances favorable to various
forms of life, in the infinite number of Piares esEeciaIIy favorable to the full develop
ment of life in the infinitudes of space and time, there must have occurred at least once
AN ESPECIALLY FAVORABLE PLACE? And there LIFE developed into a
GOD-LIKE growth of beings infinitely greater than Man in powers of intelligence,
strength, beauty and size.

Thus if we grant infinity, we must also grant the existence of beings so superior
to man as to constitute a reasonable facsimile of our general concept of GOD.
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If we grant the concept "infinity” as being reasonably accurate as a description ot
what we see when we look into the heavens, wc have automatically accepted the ex-
istence of Gods.

Life has perhaps been developing great numbers of such beings and races of such
beings in her endless stretches into times and spaces where wc know nothing of what
exists. Some of these beings, in the infinite numbers of the opportunities for them to
do so, must have become immortal by mastering the great enemy—DEATH.

gINCE this must have happened by the laws of probability if the universe is big enough
then these GODS must have been very fecund, for a healthy immortal would cer-
tainly have children still Iiving when lie reached the age of a few thousand years.

Therefore, from the word "infinity” springs the certainty that there are God-like
beings populating a large part of that infinity. It seems an unavoidable conclusion
when wc look up at rhe stars and think about probability laws. It would even seem
probable, from the age of the earth, that some of these beings must have touched Earth
at some time or other. For such beings must Ix- so fecund, must fill so much of habitable
space with their life, that they must, have set toot on Earth at some time for some pur-
pose.

We have the legends of the Gods, and we have also other relics not so well known
to tell us that this was so! Wc know, for instance, «>/ly 0'y'y are not here now!

We know that the enemy of such life as we have concepted as God-life is those
same stars that dot our night sky with their deadly light. Those stars arc as deadly to
life of all kinds as radium is deadly to all life. The immortals avoid all scars as we
avoid the plague: for ali stars, as welt as our sun,, are the cause, of age! And the im-
mortals prefer to live on.

Hence, if Earth was touched by the feet of (he Gods, it was before Earth had. a
sun, or before Earth’s sun was deadly as it is now. If that was so, then Earth was
cold when they lived on it. Hence they must have lived deep inside Earth to avoid the
cold and to take advantage of Earth's internal heat or to keep in the heat of their own
fires by the insulation of the rock. If that was ever true, then in the deep rock of!
mother Earth must lie the traces of the God’s life here.

Well, / I'«¢I” been here! Deep within the .earth, and the traces arc infinitely more
than traces| There arc, underneath our rocky surfaced Earth, cities in a great network
from one to six miles deep and some much deeper. They are full of machinery of a kind
too complex for men to understand, and no man as we know him ever built. People
have lived and evolved in those abandoned God-homes since the earliest days of Man
on earth. And they have kept their secret: not so much because they particularly wanted
to keep it. perhaps. But because it has been imﬂossible to tell incredulous Man anything
about it, for lie would not believe them when he was told. Few will fully believe this
statement, but it is true !

The people who live there have evolved differently than Man on the surface. The
arc different, more different inside than out. mentally than physically. They know all
about us, we know nothing of them. They have weapons superior to anything we can
devise, built by the Gods themselves and abandoned in those ancient homes When the
Gods left the sun-death of Earth for the clean dark spates where no sun causes age.

This book tells something of the history of these hidden people, and of the history
of the time when the Gods were on Earth, read from records deep in caverns.

This book is written by two people, though in truth a great many minds had
something to do with ir. The. most important is one small person called Nydia of the
Hidden People. Nydia does not write complicated English, not because she can’t think
that way. but because she was raised differently from we. of the surface. Moreover, she
is blind, but she can talk and she knows a great deal more about the Hidden People
than anyone else among them | ever met. She ought to know, she is one, and listened
to and remembers all their oral history front the older people all her life. She doesn't
know where she was born for sure, but it is somewhere under Massachusetts. She is
an expert in a little-known science, the science of using apparatus built by minds of a
vast superiority to the mind of man. She can even make repairs on machinery that a
modern technician would fear to touch ior fear of breaking it irreparably. She inherits
the legends and word-of-mouth history of a people who have, unknown to Modern Man.
been a hidden part of his life since the most ancient times. But | will write her idea
of the beginning of this hook and you can see for yourself whether an ordinary school-
book education is necessary to an intelligent mind. Nydia was educated in n way that no
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modern man is educated whom C?/ou know—Dby reading telepathically the minds of many
people since her early childhood.

NYDIA'S WORDS

[ NYDIA, am one of those who arc horn and live out their lives in the dark. Wretched

> is_ he whom the memories of childhood include always the miserable hiding of the
self. Always chc silence to those whom we want most 10 talk. Always the mysteries
of education which are denied us. Always the hapgay faces of the surface people of the
outer-world above going about, their lives unmindful of us of the dark. 1 am like you
others of the dark. 1 direct my words to you. ton, in the hope that you will at last wake
up from the sleep of ages of unnatural secrecy which has thwarted all Our ancient aspir-
ations for a world such as the Gods left us. 1 have been a miserable child, yet a busy
one. 1 know not where | was born, for like so many of the underworld, we moved
about so much a child could not know its birth-place. The ho', dry air of the caves was
my air loo, and the high arched ceilings of the God’s lost homes were my home too.
The magic "inech” were my toys, loo, mid always | watched the surface people and kept
quiet as we are all taught. 1 was one of those who sometimes help the surface people
and kept quiet. 1 was one of those who made mock and sla?]urt of them when | was a
child, but 1 outgrew that, as many of us have outgrown the foolish sport of mocking
people better than ourselves.

Always, 1, too. feared the evil ones, the ignorant, degenerate and cannibalistic ray
people who catch and kill us when they can. But they did not catch many ox us, for
wc had some old ray women from the Deep Schools with us. and we were not eas%/ to
catch. But it is no wonder they sometimes catch and eat us, for there is so much help
at hand which our antique custom of secrecy and hiding keeps us from using that our
frequent fate a: the hands of the stupid of the caverns is largely our own fault. Why
should we be few when wc can be man%? Bui the customs were observed by me as by
you, for in those days | did not think, but only obeyed. | played by myseltf, watchin
the surface of the far caves where the lovers sometimes wander and occasionally fai
to return, as you know well. But love will he alone, even in the dark of the ancient
caverns. And down here’the food supply is none too abundant. We, who trade with
the “holders” or rhe ‘Avatchers'—-the old families of superior wealth who have always
held the openings—Ilook delicious, plump .-did irresistible to their empty stomachs fed
on insects and cave snakes and fungi. They wail for one of us tn show himself that
they may feast.

Then, too it is no wonder wc fall prey to such wandering ghouls. For do we not
search for and sell the very weapons that would defend its against such creatures that
only look like men -and do not do that very well? Where do these weapons we need
so much mid must sell for food go? Would i1 not lie teller to use these antique treasures
than to sell them? Should we not use them to take the food we sell our all for now?
Yes, it wouid lie better if we made our way to the surface and used these weapons and
wonder machines to dazzle and tegitile rhe unknowing men of the surface into giving
us food and homes in the sun?

But, like you, 1 cannot stand the sun. | would shrivel and die if | had to face that
burning monster the surface people love so well | Yet something of die kind could lie
done, should be done, rather, than sell the wonder treasure of our ancient homes to the
men who come from space in the same kind of antique ships that lie utilised in our own
fﬁverns because wc have forgotten the ways of space flight, if our people ever knew

0se ways.

J WILL tell you why we do not do the things we should for our own'safety. Il is
because the terrible evil that has always been a part of our life in the dark has
Eotten the upper hand. If our unwritten word of.mouth history is-any criterion it has
ad the upper hand for many centuries. Since those earliest days, when the goblins
and ghouls of the dark homes of die lowest Ipits overwhelmed die wisdom of the hidden
people, of the little people, of the troll people with their numbers, their stupid destruc-
tiveness their lust to kill, since the time the Ieé;ends picture as _RaPnarok or Armageddon
or what-have-you when the frost giants and monsters of die lost lauds of the dark
whelmed at last the light of wisdom that was \esir. whelmed in the south the wisdom
that was Faery, whelmed in the East the kind underworld that was Peri and other



12 SHAYER MYSTERY MAGAZINE

names, since those days when there were really wise ray people that were not mad and
evil.

Evil has ruled the underworld except for small areas of better intended rule. We
don’t know just why this evil became ascendant in tire Elder world, hut since the death
of Christ from the "dill-hcadcd” work o: the evil hidden ones, since the fall of Rome,
our lite has been evil, and we have come to accept al! the burden of evil as our customs,
our hard and fast laws. Our hiding. our secrecy. our tremendous power never used any
more for anything but to make our own life more miserable. Sometimes it is sold to
outlander spacemen. All these customs that make up our way of life, the slim palaces
that consume and inicct our youth, all the repression that keeps us ignorant and vice-
ridden. are the result of the evil of the past anti what it has done to our minds. We must
shuck our evil! Wc must cast oil' the old ways and start anew.

We must do <+ in order to bring about a result that would insure a great fortune for
Man. A future different front the hideous darkness of the past, for which in many ways
secret ray men were responsible and in many ways our sccre.l ignorance too is respon-
sible. | haw worked with these surface men to prepare this book. It is not a perfect
hook, but it will serve our purpose. The minds of the surface men aio nut easily made
receptive to ilivsc iruths of the ancient mechanism anti its long use in the caverns, but
what | have told them they have adopted into a story about their Christ, whom so many
of us laugh al, :n<l the Christians who are so often the special butts of our worst jokes,
of our crudest deeds upon the defenseless surface men. This story exists in truth on
the old thou?ht-records, ﬁour records they are. made long after the time by the evil
ones—but still true Ibought-records in which the story of that lime can be made out.

"T’HE ones | help now have also written of the people who built the caves, and the

machines | have shown them. Yes. some of them were down here, but 1 could not let
them stay for long, for you know what our customs are. What IlICv have written of the
past is true and taken straight from the most antique records of the ancient times |
could find for them. You who know about such things may not need this book, but to
you who wallow in ignorance in the worst of the caverns | tell you. read it. and take
the many hints left for you about the mechanisms and about its.use. aUnit the 'tin and
its nature, about evil and its cause and its ways. So, have a wise man read it over
your telemacbs. and listen well, for you will learn things you will find useful and have
things explained that have puzzled you always.

In flu hook there are a few accounts of the past, the very far past, as the wiser of
wc hidden people know of it. and a forecast of what our future may be if wc circumvent
this evil. You of the underworld will at last understand why evil exists and why it is.
and maylmﬁ how best to fight it. And yon of the surface, knowing How that we below
you exist, rhiit wc of the ancient deeps called the Elder world stir exist as we did in the
ancient legends and still use the same old magic that is described in those old tales,
hayliap will acquire some of the antique magic and ferret out the wondrous science
that lies wailing in the intricacies of the workings of those miraculous and indestruc-
tible ancient machines.

If yon do re-discover the ancient wisdom, the future of Mau will again approach
the inniiorlal and glorious past. Man will defeat bis worst enemy, age. For that mighty,
impossible people who built these vast caverns were immortal ami these caverns contain
the secrets of that immortality. Xian will defeat his vile seducing muster, Evil- -him he
will cast off for good. Men will grow great again as were the wise Gods of the far past-
of the wide spaces.

Thar these things may come to pass some day. long after wc are dead and this book
has spread and grown into other hooks about the caverns, and time has made of the
contents of this book a living force ill the minds of men—many minds of many men
and not a few hidden miserable. like ourselves—this bouk is written.

| know that words alone cannot accomplish this wonder work—I>ut words can do
wonder work when they grow alive as thought in many mens' minds. If you of the
underworld take them to your heart as you have taken other teachings in tire far past,
if you will again love Man enough to try for him one more time—maytap we will
succeed even though we are no longer truly men as the ancients thought of men. To
a time such as the fabled "Golden Age”, to the time that will exist again when men can
live itt love and wisdom and real happiness such as wc of the caves jenow Can be but
surface men do not comprehend, to that time these words anti this life arc dedicated.

Nydia.
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T’HE other person who worked on this book is known as Richard S. Shaver. lie knew

Nydia, a child oi what is called a “witch™, a child of the nomadic life of the hidden

cavlerns: and for many years they planned such a book together. At last it became a
reality.
__ Shaver visited the caves by the help of Nydia and, while there, read some of the
infinitely important ancient records of the Elder race who built the endless cavern
citie- that still lie <leep in the uuder-rcck of our planet. The rest of this talc of Man’s
past he pieced together with Nydia’s help, and it is perhaps the truest account of lite
origin oi Man in existence.

it is not a fantastic confection, though many will think so. Ifis, in truth, a history
put up as a series of dreams, ill order to convey that there is more value in such
visions recorded by prophets and others in rhe Bible and similar books than one is apt
to believe. There is no guessinﬁ in our way of thinking of past time “when” these
caverns came into existence or how many centuries passed before Man, as wc know
him, re-discovered them, only to keep that discovery a monopoly of a tew.

The result of this hook, if you understand, is to upset your whole concept of the
past of Man as well as rhe scientist's guesses at the origin oi' animal life upon Earth—
and much of the plant. Hie loo. It shows that Earth is not so old imdcr the <»x as the
scientists contend, and that the old legends and fairy tales, sn long discredited as mere
childish entertainment by historians and similar writers, have more (ruth in them than
most of the serious writings of the same writers. In fact. (hey are more accurate in a
broad way 'han lhe technical gentlemen's guesses al elie unknown past. If you can
throw aside, for a time, everything you have been taught of the past and read this honk
with an open, tmangered mind, you will never get the old er.tmetmt ideas back. Not
many will be able to do this, perhaps, but the¥ will get a great story anywa%/.

The book is really an actual account of a terrific experience with the unknown.
The men of the underworld who loved Nydia. opened their hearts to get Shaver out
-of a predicament that was proving fatal. Nydia rescued Shaver and, to hide him.
let him into the long forbitklcn life of the caves. The result in this book, and you can
believe it or not. but you can't disprove it” No matter how 'many masters of the written
word'this book tontradicts. you cannot prove it wrong. For there are endless corrobora-
tions of the basic facts of this book to be found in old writings. and of tliese you
will find in a special section in the hack of llie book. Students will argue over these
corroboration» for centuries, but they won’t be able to discredit a one of them. For the
caves have always existed, and their magic has played a pari in history since, before the
Pharaohs rode out to conquer the Ethiopian since before Merlin used such magic to
aid King Arthur, since before Moses defeated the might of die Pharaoh and released
the Jews from bondage.

The Greeks knew the Cods in Homer’s time, and worshipped them. We have for-
gotten why they thought rhere were Gods, but they had a ereason a reason that still
exists today, but the reason is not God-like today. When a man hears voices today, we
put him in a mad-house. In the old days, they said he "talked to the Gods”, or in some
periods that: he was "possessed” or "bewitched”. They were nW right, in pail | A greater
truth is here|

j DICK SHAVER, have read some of those antique records, some of which arc

* perfectly preserved in their scaled, airtight cases. | am going to tel! a story I read
within those records, for you so that you can see what an educated mm. oi the caverns
is. He is a man who has lived lives beyond anxthing you of the surface can conceive,
v%/hose Ieducation, though fragmentary, is often the thought of the G«xh. the Elder race,
themselves.

«So they are different front you in many way.-, though the okwated people of the
caves are few and our education nothing that you can grasp as such,. Some of them do
not know multiplication tables, but CAN operate teleportation machines that will send
matter over a beam through the rock for miles. It is incredible, I>ul <> are those ma-
chines built by an incredible race. So is “infinity" incredible, yet there it is above us
every night. They had such 'machines. and they built impcrishably. Levili tors were the
simpler machines they used for building work and other necessary lifting. The more
complicated machinery is entirely incomprehensible in principle, but it is possible still
to use some of them. Much of the apparatus was designed primarily for pleasure, their
children wct/1 through a much longer play period than our own, and the play machines
are numerous and vast, and much of it is evidently for the great-bodied adults' recre-
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ation, as well. Their pleasure palaces still exist today, and are what Coney Island would
be if it were built by a race possessing millions of minds each a million times as able
as our own.

They do not ask surface people to visit them, for even ii surface men heard the
“voice” they would fear it. It takes years of contact to remove the fear and make of a
surface man a ready friend or servant. Too, their customs arc such that a person
entering would be next thing to a slave. We of the surface would not want that, and
they do not ask us. A smothering blanket of fixed custom hovers over all the under-
world work and life, and little good comes from under that blanket. How to break these
a%e old bonds that hold the antique wisdom from useful development as a part of the
lite of surface men is my life problem. | do not write well, perhaps, but I am giving
gpu_an honest effort, toward the awful truth of the mightier past and the vaster possi-

ilities for the future than you will find in any other writer. Of the things | speak, make
an effort to accept before you refuse me. | know the truth, please sec it.

FOREWORD

eality—is it a horror?
R To all you young idealists there will come a time when all those things you think

of Life with your bright, trusting and believing eyes will become dust and slime.
A time when you will understand the terrible and stupid horror that life may lie, in
reality.

Life is a scream in the face of a mad brightness, then| Life is a silly sound like
a death rattle from an insane clown dying in the night, then.

Life is a place where the books still preach that death and morbid foolishness and
churchyard fears and opened graves are sense. That to shiver at ghost stories and to
half-belicvc in them is not foolishness.

Life is a place where all yon have learned as sound wisdom is not wisdom at all
when you come to a need to.use that wisdom.

Because there is in truth a supernatural something that mocks at life. .

When you meet, face to face, that something that comes and goes through locks
and bars and wisdom's pale fences of flimsy, unsound logic you learn that this thing is
a powerful stupidity that mocks all your bright ideals with a smothering, mad will
in the night, a will that takes your best out of your body and leaves a nothing in you
that yet wants to live more—but is afraid to live.

To each of you will come at last an apparition, wearing like Scrooge, his chains,
a mask ot terror that hides a deep basic stupidity—a dumbness that Is deeper than
human.

Then like ignorant medieval people you will believe in elemental spirits, but it is
not so | o
They have life, those things, just as you have life: but they are not understood and

men who do not believe—OK IS IT TO HIDE THEIR KNOWLEDGE FROM THE
THING ITSELF?

sThey" ARE talked of openly only between men who do know them and know that
the other knows, too. Mostly these men think of them as witches and warlocks and such
foolishness of the weak mind of men. o )

I give you the open truth. It is not pretty. But it is wise to know this truth, and
not stumble upon his horror unprepared only by the works of the "learned” idiots who
have never experienced “Fortean” phenomena.

this horror that exists mysteriously—there is also the horror that is the
plain face of Life itself, when looked at in certain revealing lights,

To all young men and women who drcam will come at last the awful dream that
is the face of bitllt. A true vision will show them Life as a morbid horror, and them-
selves as a mad man-speck upon Earth’s surface as a fly upon paper. This is the Dis-
illusion, and | give you an armor of proof against it. That armor is an exact, obviously
correct explanation of what this DIS-illusion consists.

You will need this armor on that «lay when you know that you are a living thing
that must die because your feet arc so firmly-fastened in the mud of Earth. That you
must die and gasp out your life at the last without ever attaining one bright fulfiliment
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of one brave dream. We must each one day look upon this awful face of Truth.

When that time comes and you know that yourself is the man who is growing old
and shaky and that all those things you have worked away your life to accomplish will
never become to you anything but a sad waste oi the bright horns of your lifetime—
that day you will be infinitely glad you have read this book. That day Iyom_J will need the
bright light of this book **Alandark™ tc))( save,you from leaping Ihankiully into death.

Mandark tells you why Life .wrwtr a darkness, why reality is a fearful thing we
turn our minds away from, For there is something in life to work for if enough
people can be brave and wise. But somehow we never have the leaders of broad and
swift vision to lead us to the reality of those things we know are best—but somehow
never strive toward—because we are led toward more, fulile, life-wasting efforts.

Mandark, if understood, can set'you free oi DIS-illusion.

Then when you sec lhe green, dull face of Death mouldering, vour wisdom cau
face it with a face as brightly laughing as the face of a child.

We know the child laughs only Ixjcause it does not know that life is only a doorway
to death. That life brings always death.

For our life seems even to our wisest men, by their writings, but a fertilizing for
the dark fields of death, That our life has been before, and can be again, much more
than that, they do not see.

'J'HE awfulness of Truth’s sad face that peers out al we who write oi reality—and arc

called madmen, liars and various other names less attractive for reminding men
that reality has vastly more to it than the bright foolish image in a Kitten’s eyes—that
they do not see.

Or dial the eyes oi a drunken youth recognize only those things the youth wishes
to see—and that all youth is so drunk with life-energy as to notice only that drunken
untruth. Men do not wish to think oi dying until tliey must.

] I—r|10\4v then can Death be argued with if men fear to face him with direct, courageous
thought *

The reality says lite travels only to death, and all the maundering of the religious
calling on heaven as their witness (as if they could ever believe that heaven reall
existed) calling on the goodness of a God who (they say) is cognizant of Earth and all
Earth’s madness and all our need of the things that a God would supply—seems only to
prove to the wise and honest man that there Is no God - that religious people arc cither
liars or madmen.

This “God" that does nothing that we can see bat commiserate us through the
mealy mouth of a mockingly unbelieving and obviously lying religion-preacher and
priest—all our lives this “God” of theirs mockingly ignores all our needs,

And we wait in our terrible, need for the work of this “God” and gel instead the
loud daily shouts of hypocrites or madmen over our radios and out of their pulpits.

When one speaks of this with honest, careful words one hears shouts of "liar” from
these self-same liars— as if a “God” existed anywhere who is responsible for this mad
mess, our Earth life.

The other Gods would kill him the first whiff of a concentration camp, the first
smell of the smoke of a Nazi slaughter camp; he cannot exist—if God exists at all!

With all the mealy mouths of mad preachers teIIinP us sadly that when we die we
will he made to play upon a harp up in the incomparable land within the Pearly Gates,
and that the misery of life is explainable as a testing of something or other that none
of them has ever seen, but which they are all quite ready to swear exists—the soul—
what is an honest man to do?

That the misery of life is explainable as a testing of a something none of them has
ever seen or can ever demonstrate to exist, yet of course they believe in it—sure they
do—pass the plate, suckers.

The sad. mad face of our ancient pagan mother earth, that ghost who still has
demonstrable power. Witness: who does bear up our feet? -who is the biggest thing
in sight?>—what great mother can lake the searing rays of sunlight and make them into
the sweet magic of a May morning for children and sweethearts and puppies and wise
old mc.n who love their mother earth?—what does she think of them who deny her?

This book contains the dark truths of Hell, as well as the bright faces of the true
Gods of the past. It will leave you better armored to face the rigors of courageous

seeing of the realities of “life".
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By RICHARD S. SHAVER

Beginning a 200,000 word Novel - The true
Thought-Record Story of the Life of Christ

CHAPTER |
THE DREAM

NCE | was just a person as you probably are. Then one hot night | had a dream.
Let me tell you that drcam and what it did to me.

Under the kneed cypress trees the lilies sway softly; red arc their faces, and
their leaves . . . biocl,'. Their anthers protrude like the tongues of little snakes, darting
quickly from side to side. The poisonous white pistil writhes as though in pain of
waiting, waiting like the single fang of the horn snake, poised to pom forth death. The
cypress limbs «trip soft grey sounds and slow winds coil through the shrouding mist.
The heavy orchids lean their faces to be seen, their dangling roots white and vague
like unseen thoughts that have yet to feel life. Their blooms arc purple and gold with
light pale stalks of green mottled with the swamp death. The black water ripples silently,
heavily. Under the rings of ripples move the gaping mouths of great serpents, hungry
for life to tnguli. The acids of despair seem to distil slowly down the great stalks of
starving plants.

Groping through (lie mist, her whitcly gleaming flanks spattered with the green
mud. her hair hanging like wild flames over her firm Koung breasts, comes Nydial
About her the vast and swaying silence of the swamp, the slow rustic of the curving
leaves, the gentle stretching of the reaching tendrils, the heavy, subtle scent of the slow
poison that Is the breath of the swamp, the touching of the pale leaves to her shrinking
skin—all seemed too loud a thing . . . weighed with fear, for such is Ilight.

No more would she preside at the hidden festivals of the Dark One.l The time when
she was looked up to as the receptacle of the lore of the Ancients was gone. Now the
Dark One, whom she had served so long, was called a Devil and his servitors were
hunted as Witches or Sorcerers.

* * «

Now | was no longer the living and poisonous mist of some swamp caressing the

muddy Hanks of a fleeing witch, but was a man myself turning a corner into a darkened

street.
There was a strange and furtive quietness about these streets, the gloom was thick

1 To you men who still worship and prostrate yourselves before the Dark Spirit of SATAN,
and take the childish pranks and wistlcss cruellies of unseen beings as the work of Satan's
spirits, 1 say: It is nut true! _ _ _ _

There 1s tto magic, only the existence of a lost science that built (_%reat mechanisms that
can still cause phenomena that seem magic even to modem minds. But they ore NOT magic.
Many of those mochiues could be built by today’s science did modern Man's mind happen to
turn in that direction. To yon who serve the under-world, THE ELDER WORLD, 1 Say:
Strve those men of the darkness who serve the future and to Hell with the mummery and
secrecy of the post. Serve science, even the seeming child's science of the surface world, and
the results will be lastly more valuable than al! the mummery ond slim of the witches of Evil.

_Free man from the curse of the ancient black magic forever,fglve him the workings of those
antique mechanisms and let_his science reproduce the wonders of the far past once again. Why
do you still hide all that light under the secrecy that has shrouded the greatest wonders of
Earth life from the matt of the past? ) ) .

~ Well, it shall not shroud the wonder that must be in the futurel It shall contribute its
mighty part. That tncch in the caves must be studied b%/_ modem science, and must be no
longer wholly hidden. Why have you not done this, if you think, men of darkness?
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Ilustration by Richard S.. Shaver depicting life in the caves
as he knew it. Each detail of the picture exists as shown,
according to Mr. Shaver. The front cover by another artist,
also depicts life in the caves.
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and viscous, filled with a summer sensuality, as of a great, night-blooming flower's
heavy odor. A woman’s white face floated before me, the dark red lips hanging like
moist fruit, her teeth gleaming. A husky whisper importuned, and 1 followed . . . Nydia.

The air was heavy with my sensual thinking, or was it the thinking of the whole
city? A dark and ancient and red being permeated these houses and streets, a hanging
odor of coiling, strangling caresses, of strange orgies and stranger visions. Every past
image, of the. desired bodies of women, all women | had ever known stretched out their
bands to me. and writhed gleaming limbs in a slow dance of longing, holdtrig their red
tipped breasts tightly with their spread hands as though to keep the growing buds from
blooming suddenly into some wild flowering oi culmination—and all their faces were
- - - Nydia.

1 gwoke and lay there for a iong time and dawn slowly brightened my window. All
my mind was occupied with wonder—who was this Nydia?

AS T said before, or.ee |1 was just such a person as yourself. 1 thought that people were

lying and preachers were raving or lying when they said they saw God, or an?els,
or ghosts; when they said they had been hexed, or jinxed or heard voices they couldn't
explain.

P Then this drcam happened. It was a lush, a terrible dream of a witch with whom |
was apparently in love. | had been reading about such a witch, called ' The Watcher”,
who had been active in medieval Spain.

During the dream | had thrashed about, it seemed, cither in fear or in an attempt
to follow the floating face of . . . N)édia. During the bodily activity of the dream, I
must have overturned my urinal, which was in the usual place in country homes, under
my bed. Wec called it a pot. or a "thundermug”. The liquid spread over the solid-color
brown linoleum, and spread in a large puddle about six feet by four beside my bed. The
next morning when 1 awoke, the urine had dried, and upon it was a vivid photograph
of the witch | had thought existed only inside my mind in the dream!

| knew enough about chemistry to know that a large, number of chemicals will
respond in a similar way to silver salts, if conditions are right. Evidently conditions had
been very rié;ht, and the only light that had struck that urine before it had dried in the
Adarkness had been the image of the witch. 1 knew that some one, some way, had been
foisting actual projections of the image of a witch upon my sleep as a dream. It is
a strangely vivid dream that leaves a life size photograph upon the floor for a souvenir.

| called my friend from the next room. | said: "Do you see it?” and pointed at the
photograph upon the floor.

"Yes”, he answered, "l didn't know you were an artist. But isn't it a disgusting
medium?”

“l didn’'t draw the damn thing,” it is ar. actual photograph of a drcam of a witch |
had last night. Ilow in Hades do you explain it?"

He didn’t believe me. and after the urine was cleaned away wc both refrained from
speaking of the weird occurrence. He from a fear that | would be thought slipping my
mental moorings, and 1 from a fear that 1 was.

Eventually I forgot the thing. But it left a peculiar doubt oi life's accepted beliefs in
my mind. The pragmatic base of my life, 1 thought, had been severely shaken.

Well, keep your feet on the ground. Il wasn't a m'ghost” that had inadvertently
photographed itself upon my floor. The phenomena originated in the work of a living
person, right enough. But when | finally learned of the mischievous elfin visitor, and
her incredible history and background, where she lived and where her kind came from . ..

pHE next occurrence on my path to a strange and terrible discovery of my hidden visi-

tors who were to become both my friends and my enemies, the secret evil and as secret
kindnesses hidden from our supposedly sane modern life, happened just as simply, from
as common, vulgar things around me which suddenly opened upon a terrible vista of
unknown life . . .

T was working ill the factory? It was the original Ford plant in Highland Park,
Detroit. Some of the men there will remember me. Overhead conveyors shot diagonally
across the spaces which are the light wells, around me were welding jigs, and every few

2 VVow /eyendx of clever dwarves Who could build anything—flying skips, Thor's hammer,
etc.  How else could Hits_be done except in the Elder race machiné shops! | have seen some
terrifically complex weaving machines: shuttles like little metal hands on rods, etc.
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seconds 1 had to duck a welding gun. Two of them hung on swivels and were used in
succession tor two dil'fetcnl sizes and shapes of welds. This swinging gun tinted OUI
action, gave a pulsating rhythm to our movements—but no .matter.

I Was the man doing the welding. | grabbed the gun as it swung, welded, pushed it
away and ducked its mate as it swung into position over me. then straightened and shot
the. juice to the next weld. It gets tiresome after awhile, and when you forget to duck,
you get a crack on the brad from the heavy gun. When the "funny stuff” began, at first
I thought it was the occasional bump on the head that had me slap-happy. But the
hearing came only with otic of the guns, so that ruled :hat out.

| began to notice something very strange about one oi the guns. Whenever 1 held
it. | heard voices, faroff voices of endless complexity. When | changed to the other gun
of the pair. | heard nothing. Then | grabbed the gun again as it came around, and right
away 1 knew what was in Bills lunch box; which girl Bumpy was going to take out
that night; what Hank's mother was planning on for his wife It was a dress, and quite
a dress too. More. | knew what the men upstairs were g?riping about; | heard every-
thing | didn't want to hear all over the factory. Thar welding gun was. by some freak
of its coils' field atonements not a radio, bat a telcradio: a thought augmenter of some
power. After awhile | found | could read rhe thought of nearly everyone in the building,
If they were standing near the wires leading to my gun from the transformers o
upstairs. I'or several hundred feel | was a Dimninger of the min |. and | fooled plenty
ol the fellows by telling them what they were thinking. But at last it began to get on my
nerves . .. I'll tell you why: 1 began to hear "thought™! | couldn’t figure it out. | would
hear a mean kind of "voice" say:

"Put her on lhe target."

Then 1 would hear a woman's screams, louder and louder and nunc and more agony
in the screams—and al last a gurgle, a death rattle. Then later | would hear some person
thinking about a space ship; not a spaced ship, but an 1" one—one hr had been
on! in sivtcc with! What he thought about it was too much for me. hut he knew plenty
about electrics that I didn't.

1 would hear a woman cursing and the lash of a whip—and feel a pleasure in the
scream of the person getting the lash, it was all »*;r.ad. but 1 kept hearing ich things,
over and over. It got on my nerves, so I quit 1 quit and went on tl»c bum. for 1 didn't
feel like working any more." because | believed—I -1 heard the voices and that if
that was what telepathy gave a man lo hear in America, | wasn’'t going to work for
America. | was a .wiwrf guy—anti pretty soon | was running a liquor truck between
Detroit and Toledo. Easy liioiiey. and | had the satisfaction of knowing 1 wasn't a
sucker for any hidden hunch of devils like ' figured was running America, from what
| heard.

Well, so far | haven't said much, but wait—anti I'm nut telling you any fancy lies
either. You may think so for awhile, till you see what I'm «lriving at.

Well, like all smart guys, | wound up with a lot of iron bars around me. which
wasn't loo bad. till 1 began to hear “thought” again without a welding gun within miles
of me. Then for a while | ihcw | was nuts! | kept it quiet. | didn't sav a word about it.
Ii I was insane, | figured it was my business. Then | began to (cel pains, and the thought
in my head kept laughing at me. Like an imp from hell’ would laugh.

¢77> walk and know that every sir;’ rv KWirAcd hy 1 mtrd thing. <i thing without thoughl
except to harm, to torment, to kill—a thing with the vast and mysterious weapons oj a God at
his fingertips. and the bruins nJ a blood-craned fish—that ;s th. life >f luckless individuals zeho
know the truth of the ancient caverns in which such things live' o _

That has been the fate of certain luckless icdh-idmds since earliest times on Forth. It is
supposed to be the fate of those who might divulge the ancient secret, but the mad ones as
often as not torment ignorant innocents. _ _

Many men who could have told this stor¥ belter than 1. did not: because “num are happier
not knowing the hopeless truth”, or because "they feared this fate of the ‘follower™". They have
had many names; Maupassant called them "The Horta." ) ] )

But 'l think that those who know and yet lake this defeatist altitude arc wrong. Once it
may have been better not to know that the éfriis. demr.us and goblins and what-not whom some
heard and talked to were real living fleshly belngn;_—no! spirits al all. Today (her,- are many,
as there were in the dark ages, -who kmrw something of these terribie truths of the past that
still live to plague and waste man-life. o )

~ Bid today it different. This modern mat: has the beginnings of a sei,-me that may one day

eclipse the Elder science by far. Those beginnings are not to ~ squandered by the madness,
the maundering cruelties of unseen things who hove no true mind.
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"THE pains got worse. Finally | knew what it was, hut 1 didn't believe it. Il was
A people living caves under and around the prison, and the people's kids liked to torment
us prisoners! Not just pester, but real, genuine torture, done with some kind of X-rays.
At last Ifgot mentally used to knowing this, for | finally got wise to a couple of other
sufferers from the unseen rays, and we would get off in a coiner and discuss the thing.
So | didn't feel so alone, or so nuts about it all.

We all knew that something was very wrong about ordinary people's ideas of what
the world was like. | realized that modern science must have developed a lot of secret
things that rich people had got hold of and were, keeping from common people. 1 finally
was quite sure | knew all about the "crooked secret ray" business. But | was wrong!
flow wrong that idea that "modern™ science was responsible for my misery was!

| figured maybe the communists were right. At last after what seemed like centuries
of torment, but was really less than two years, something happened that was the best
thing that ever happened to me. ] ]

A change came over the people in the caves, of whom we only knew through their
rays. Somebody got their number and really began to make them behave. | figured the
law-men got hold of some of the ray” and were giving them what-for. But | was
wrong again.

ne result of the change was a sudden access of ‘pleasure™ rays. | learned that tor
every /»<wn raz, those secret people had a dozen infinitely /umatbi rays. They called it
slim? and woke me every morning with floods of the most delicious sensations on earth.
Stim is like a young girl’s kiss augmented by magic to a million powers. One of the
young ray people was a girl who seemed to fall for me. She especially dished oul this
stim ray to me. There is no value on earth so great as stint love. Her name was Nydia.

Oiir love became a great, overpowering force, that ruled us day and night. It could
not go on apart, and she was not going to let it- Hut. of course, | was mad and dreaming
by dag, as well as by night. For this happened . . .

ne night about | J1.M. my cell door opened! | sat up. astonished. What did the
screws want with me this time of night? Hut the turnkey stood just outside the door,
a dazed, zombie expression on his face. | thought he was walking in his sleep till | saw
behind him ghe transparent image, the half-existent Elrojection, | had learned to love as
"my girl” of the "secret people.” The luscious, laughing face of my friend resolved my
mind of worry or astonishment, it was all just “play"” to her. But to me it was the door
to freedom. She wasn't there in person, but the next best thing, a transparent projection
of herself. | was going to her. | knew !

By controlling rays5 oi the mechanism of their secret scienc|e, she had imposed

»Z 1)« Nydia was all the machinery of a God's pleasures. The very air could be satur-
ated with both nutrien! vapor and beneficial vibrants, as well as vibrants designed purely for
pleasure, as is ear music of "sounds." The nature of these vibrants | can best describe by
telling you that the stimulation you receive jrom the embrace of the woman you love is due
to the body electric that the millions of tiny batteries which are the body cells give off.

The Titan and Allan (the two main Eider races) scientists could and did synthesize all
such vibrants and Tony others for which the machinery still exists. A _great many of their
mechanisms exist_still In the deep, so-called "hidden" caverns, and arc in use today, for the
machines were built of imperishable metals, and man¥ such machines are sheathed in Solid gold.
No words can describe the pleasure which a room full of these various vibrants, or synthetic
E'asurc nerve waves, can give a mere wnm. Multiply the embrace of the finest woman, you

ow by a million (saowers, and you have a vague idea of the Nirvana which the Titan and
Allan races accepted as normal living conditions. A far cry from our "heating stove" was the
apparatus around which the Titan's family gathered. ) )

This antique device has been used sirice pre-historic times by the hidden peoples io produce
the phenomena called Possession. Possessed of a devil, Spirit Possession, etc. )

It is a conducive ray of similar nature to the short wave electric flows which are our
nerve messages and our “thought. Manufactured by the mechanism in bear the messages of
thought from the origin to receptor, they can be used to stipcr-impose such thought upon a
man’s mind and body in suck strength that his body and his mind do as the thought message
dictates, for it_is far stronger in quantity than the product of his own mind and nervous
energy. It is still so used today, but the luckless "murdered by control™ today has no such excuse
of "possession™ as was used in medieval limes, lie just says he didn't know what he was doing
and lei's it go at that. Nor could he say more, for today i! is called "insanity" to mention
the underworld, or any of what are called "'supernatural” phenomena. Yet these phenomena arc
present to some extent in every man's life, but the fashion of recognising them as suck has
changed, for the worse.
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her thoughts upon the mind of the turnkey in such strength that his own were powerless,
being so much weaker. Merely by thinking over the ray with the terrific augmentation
of the secret thought-radio, she made the unconsious screw unlock the door of the cell.
He led me to a little-used side door, and let me out into the night unobserved by anyone
else.

Then that ghostly imp-angel took me by the hand and led me for miles deep into
the wooded countryside. Within a thick grove, she led me to a great gap in the rocky
hillside. ?\s | followed her transparent young form, behind me a vast door swung shut
with a weird shriek. It love hadn't had me bemused, ! would have been plenty scared,
for | was in truth following a ghost into the interior of a small mountain. | knew that
no one would know there was a door there, now that it was closed.

The. dim light inside the caves | found emanated from long tubes running alongside
cavern walls. The cavern was alien, vast sculptured rock-forms oi beings not human
upheld the high, carved arches of the roof that was a mountain overhead. The tubes
contained some self-activating material which glowed. Once, il was probably productive
of a strong light but now it gave oft a dim glow. The girl sensed my thoughts and spoke:
"In other of the caverns there is brilliant light which can be switched on and off.”

Into this twilight the ghostly little figure continued to draw me. We emerged at
length into a vast room, around which could be dimly seen huge mechanisms of incom-
prehensile uses. Reside one of these stood a soft, utterly enticing figure that was the
duplicate of the phantom that had led me here. The screen still glowed brightly from use.

AS my footsteps rang on the ancient polished stone floor, this little figure raced
toward me unerringly and threw herself intomy arms. Her flower-red mouth sought mine
like a starved animal scenting meat. As she left the receptor screen of the ancient
mechanism, the phantom beside me disappeared abruptly.

"Dick, my poor love. You are with me al lasl! It has seemed so long.” ller voice
was music to me who had starved so long for the tender tones of this woman's voice.
My arms went about her slender child's form.  leaned my face to those guesting lips
and learned more about love in two seconds than all the past of my life had taught me.
The little witch had left the augmentor beam on me and only those who have loved under
those ancient impulse augmentor? can undrstand the terrific depths of love. | knew that
| had never reaIP/ lived until that fierce moment when our love sprang into flaming life.

At first | felt sure that Nydia could see me. her intent wide eyes were fixed on me
so surely. But she said: . )

“Almost 1 sec you: you seem much bigger, now that you are here. My mind can
see you, in a way that you will learn too."

| knew now that Nydia was blind! ) )

| looked about for the first time. | realized that little sweetheart was but poorly
clad, not at all like the. projection she had made oi herself into my prison cell. 1 learned
later that that projection she had made of herself intu my prison cell was largely mental,
so that her likeness went clad as she would have liked to be clothed. In reality, her
garments were but a few well-worn rags. | myself could have wished | wore less than
emy prison denim; for the temperature was high, as it is in deep mines. Her fair hair,
her large unseeing eyes, her paper white skill, were as | had seen them in my prison.

nj'HE vast round space where we stood was surrounded by hulking, mysterious ma-

J chines; they stood dimly gigantic in the faint light of the cavern lamps.

I asked Nydia where her people were. She said with a little laugh that they were
leaving us to ourselves at this moment of our meeting, but that | should meet them
soon enough.

"Oh. Dick, in many ways they are different from surface folk, and you must not let
these differences disturb you. They arc prepared to welcome you heartily because. | love
you and they love me. But il is net our custom to admit surface people to our hidden
ways, for they arc so apt to fear us and thus hate and be a danger to us. Greet them
naturally and show no fear or repulsion no matter how they look to you We are different
from the kind of human you are used to. We need men like you to aid us in our constant
struggle with the living devils that inhabit much of these underground warrens. But
when we try to approach men for this purpose, they fear the whole tiling as madness or
ghosts or whatever they have been taught. Von see, wc are forced to light the devils

ecause we wish evil to no one and cannot be %Iad when others suffer, and that is a way
of life that all the evil and degenerate nomad bands hate and seek to destroy.”

The space within the mountain was an Aladdin's cave, beautiful beyond a modern
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man's imagination. The hall where Nydia next led me, saying it was a hall where the
%roup met tor any social purposes, was pillared by mighty metal simulation-; of trees,

ung with crystalline, jewel-like fruit. In every one of these great rooms stood several
of the enigmatic ancient mechanisms, themselves beautiful of form and shimmering with
prismatic color.

Some of the machines had a startling way of talking: when one neared them they
would speak in a strange tongue, beautiful sounding words of a meaning incompre-
hensible That is a strange sensation, hearing a machine speak to you. | suspect they
were equipped to announce their need of oil or other minor adjustment, as we equip
mechanisms with red lights to indicate need for adjustment.

The solid, glcamingly polished floor of rock was inlaid with Weirdl¥ beautiful
designs and writings in symbols which | deduced were from the ancient's lost language—
verses, perhaps. Imperishable metal lounges, once probably covered with the “shining
fabrics which the Gods alone could weave™, stood beside the gleaming, ancient *“incch’ as
the cavern people call the old machines.

From the great machinery cavern she led me into a smaller rooom. a strange mixture
of metal super-work, and old hand-made wooden furniture that must have been brought
into the room comparatively recently, though still centuries ago, We sat on a wooden
bench that was half a log. split and with heavy oak peg- for legs. She told me of her
people; they were but few, only fifty or so living in the terrific abandoned splendor of
the forgotten race who had built this God-home, They had perhaps not read many
bonks. though there were some modern Ixioks about. But they .rai' read men's minds over
the telaug beams that penetrated the miles of .the rock of the hills overhead and was so
conductive and augmentive one could read a man’s mind with them many miles «way.
In some wavs they knew more of life than does the ordinary man by far. it was not
till later that | learned the fearful depths oi their knowledge.

They had at different times contacted surface people and tried to persuade such of
them as were intelligent and able to join them. But they had been rebuffed from fear
that their soft invitation to their mysterious retreat masked a snare or was a mental
delusion.

"It is always so.” they would say, and shrug. "For those men who know of the
ancient secret of the hidden people know also of the evil it has always done, and hence
fear al! who handle the rays, though many are wise and good and try to nullify the evil
and reduce the torments inflicted by (he degenerate and mad nomads of (he caverns."

Of the fifty ir. this group there were no such evil people. Many of the cavern people
came of clean and ancient stock that has striven for centuries to make the magic of the
caverns the property of surface scientists, of use to everyone.

J1 GES of life in the dark had developed (heir senses in ways variant to surface folk.

They had very large eyes, with great pupils adapted for sight in darkness, aild over
the long range sensitive sight beams of the ancient ray mechanisms. Their skins were
either a light brown, or a paper while, or a mottled, strangely lumpy appearance that
Conies of a fungus skin disease peculiar to the caverns. But under their strange ex-
teriors there beat most warm and human hearts, and they opened these hearts to me
Isecausc of Nydia’s affection for me. A friend of Nydia. their little "wisdom-worker"
was a friend of theirs.

They had a complete comprehension of the terrific significance of ilie ancient secret
of the God-caves mechanisms and the value of a knowledge of their uses.

But it is not, after all. so many years ago when all such people were hunted as
witches or sorcerers. They had a heartﬁ tear of surface peoples' bungling bands getting
hold of their way of life and ruining their freedom and their secret power completely.
The fact that rickets is not common among them | attribute tn the fact that the ancient
race who built the ray mechanisms included a supply of those actinic rays which defeat
tuberculosis and rickets and similar afflictions. They were, in truth, quite healthy. Their
health | attribute to their constant use of the ancient rays for one purpose or another,
and those rays were built to he beneficial. Their great mental quickness is also due to
this factor, as well as to the telaug use. which accustoms them to handling great volumes
of thought from many minds.

Nydia. not alone among her kind, had vast plans and ideas for the future. She
urged more surface contact for the purpose of developing a more intelligent use and
understanding of the ancient science which had built the miraculous mechanisms. She
had at last fallen in love with me, surface man and brought me with her into her
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cavem home.

.Among the cavern people, marriage is purely a personal matter; people either live
together or do not, and it Is no one else’s business. 1 often think- their attitude in this
respect is the correct one. In the caves, when two people promise themselves to each
other, they keep their promises—which is more than 1 can say for surface life. Nydia
spent exactly one week showing me that what happened to Tannhauscr in the Hollow
Hill of the Venusberg with Venus can still happen to mortal man. She had studied the
uses of the antique pleasure ray mechanisms under masters, some of whom | met later.
And for one week | experienced all the pleasures of a God's nuptials; tremendous stimula-
tion ?enerators poured,super-powered pleasure imﬁulses throu&;h evegy nerve of my body
at full capacity. 1f a man could die of pleasure, 1 think { would have died

But my tender-hearted Nydia was no slave of pleasure. She was a sweet normal
girl in love and I learned more of what infinite pleasure our life should hold for all of us
in that week than ever surface man has for an eon.

At the week's end. my little blind witch-wife lajgan to talk of other things than love.
I will admit that 1 protested at length, but she gave Inc her reasons quietly but firmly.

“There is much you must learn, you big innocent, if you would stay alive very Iongi
down here. We may. at any time, be attacked by savage, mad ray men from the evi
groups. You do not know yet how to fight or work with these tremendous weapons.
We cannot wait. You have promised to do as | say for one year. My purpose was this:
that I might teach you in that year to lie of value to us in such a fight.”

| nodded gravely, not in truth comprehending, hut intrigued by the serious capable
air she had suddenly put on. 1 did not know my Nydia.

“l shall show you the true nature of those whom you must fight tomorrow or
tomorrow.”

She led me to the great hall where | had firs; met her and paused before one of the
vast machines. Her hand or. the control she swung the huge distance ray projector in a
long arc across the distance. Almost immediately upon the visi-screen a scene of utter
horror became visible.

1?7 was a Hell, with its Devils at work.

Do you see them, those things that should not live?”

I looked in horror upon the things that moved as men move upon the screen of life.
They were a thing that could not possibly live except for the protection of the hidden
caverns, and the support of the great beneficial rays keeping their degenerate and evil
carcasses in motion. Small, wizened, a stench of unwashed flesh and a stench as of a
slaughter house was with them. They were a kind of Goblin life, not any more human!
Trolls—give them a name, they still must not live, but they do.

JJEAD they must have been but for the supply of super-energy which the ancient

generators poured through their bodies forever. These evil people must live on long
after they would normally die—to become as undead as they were. It seems to be this fact
that contributes to their evil nature, for the slow decay of their brains is energized by the
synthetic electric life-force, and their resultant thought is but the reflection of life upon
the stagnating brain tissues. They hung over a balcony, watching a large, white bod
below them that was being tortured by several similar, but larger and more brutis
looking things. | can’t tell you what they were doing to him. Imt. the refinements they
had for the simple job of killing a man would make Einstein envy their source of in-
vention. He was spread out, spider-pattern, in thin strips for yards and all of it still
living under the beneficial rays' miracle force. .And as he shrieked, rhe things giggled
?irlishly, horribly. The pit in which they were watching the horror slunk like a glue
actory, and bits of decayed flesh and blood were everywhere. The terrific au%Imentatlon
of these nauseating features of the scene over the vast beam of the telaug Nydia was
using made me vomit, and Nydia. shut off the power.

'‘Now, will you learn how to fight or would you rather fall into their hands?"

"1 will study diligentlyl assured my Nydia. and | meant it deeply.

‘Then wc will begin your education. The best way to learn to operate these terrific
machines is to study the records left by those who built them. It is the way our hest
have learned always. The machine is called a ‘drcam-mcch’. as the right name is un-
pronounceable b¥ us. The records are thought records of the actual thought of Elder
race. You will learn not directly, but indirectly, as the records are about all sorts of
things, and one absorbs a knowledge of the uses and natures of the machines from the
background thought of the record. So, | will start you on records we have which depict
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the beginning of Man on Earth, so that you may begin at the beginning, as it were. As
1 put different records on rhe dream-mech’, you will live different lives, and when |
finish, you will know more about history from little Nydia than a thousand colleges could
teach ]you in a dozen lifetimes, for the colleges do not know what Nydia knows to be
true of the past.”

Into yet another chamber she guided me and placed me in a huge chair, like a giant's
dental chair. There were several flexible metal strips which she fastened about my
wrists anti waist. Then she tool; a strange helmet fastened to a heavy cable and placed
it on my head.

"Lie back and relax—you will soon be another person entirely. Don't let the sen
sation of being two people at once worry you. it docs not last long. This i< the greatest
experience the wisdom of the caverns can otter you. These are the thought-records of the
ancient Gods. Those which | will play for you are the records of the beginnings of life
as we know it on Earth, and the records of the Messiah which we got from some Jewish
ray in the mediterranean. We killed them and this record of the Messiah was among
their possessions. It is a strange thing that the Gods c/w leave a Savior for men—and
men Kkilled him was true—but he was not the Christ, though Christ knew him. Bill
enough of talk—goodbye, you are going <m a long journey."

1 saw her throw a Titan-size switch on Ihe wall and in a flash a dream life more
vivid than actual life by a hundred powers seized me . . .

CHAPTER I
THE RECORD OF THE BEGINNING OF MAN ON EARTH

J DICK SHAVER—watching this mighty ruler of a planet in a place and time so far
9 removed that mind cannot leap lhe gap—was like an omniscient eye belonging to a
new-born God-being, one who must learn al! by seeing and watching all the things that
are to it unknown and mysterious.

The mind of this ruler whom | watched—this mind that was open to my eyes and
to my mind as the sky—was a kaleidoscope of extremely beautiful and thrilling images
of past experience. They were flowing too rapidly iron: the antique record for me to
fully understand what this scene realty was. You will more fully understand if you give
your imagination full rein and do not limit it—for my words are poor tools to paint the
terrific complexity of beauty and power which these thoughts of the Elder race were:

Ramon Scti 111 was bored. Ardala. calling on the mechanism at his side, awoke
his mind somewhat and he thought slowly into the recording mech which he kept con-
stantly running at his side: “My complaining message will have to wait. For the image
of the much-desired-by-mc Ardala of the Seventh Ring of Ehlers waits within the
telandioscreen. Her expression is alarming!"

Ardala’s image became cicar in the great cubical .screen. She was a creature of
Titanic and alien beauty. In truth she was far from what we picture by the tWQt
“human.” She had peculiarities of body ungraspablc by the modem mind.

She was evidently a hybrid from some other race that: that of Ramon Seii 111/’ who
had four limbs and. though very huge, looked nnich as men do today. Her three faces
were nearly like our own. but her body was as if it were seen through many dividing
prisms -a multiplication of rosy pale forms of feminity. Like a women seen in many
mirrors, all at different angles, she had a multiﬁlicity of charm. Like the creation Of
some mad genius of a cubist painter in flesh, she was beauty multiplied bv additions
indescribable. She was more than human, and Ramon Seti evidently held her abilities

* Skewirfory 1hoaglUs of Ramon Self HI as shown by the n'tapA." record;

_J1 Ramon Sell, HI. have much to tell you. Though | am ruler of this city of twelve
million souls. | an: cat happy. | would givé a!! I possess for one day of freedom with you
again, -were it as it used io bé when we were little shavers together.

You know how we built this city into a Nirvana, how our city is talked of throughout the
Interplanetary League with envy. Now this planet city—called by some “Terra", by
others “Afomoo”, by still others "Erta", and by still others “Earth"—being a bit -wayword in
its long orbit through the dark spaces, has swung herself into lhe attraction of a most un-
pleasant sun. 1Vilkin a short time she will pass so close to this suitos to heat the whole surface.
Mu wilt become a satellite of that suit at such close prOX|m|t?/ that men -will thereafter be able
i0 live but a thousand years, and if men still live upon the ;?_obe after the radioactive accumu-
lations of the sun reach maximum, they will be able to slay alive but seventy years. That means
the ‘whole planet must be evacuated, and such migrations mean -work. < love not work. It
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In more respect than his own. She Jounced into a report to which Ramon listened at
first with a wearied attention, then sat up. his face lighting with interest and a kind oi
displeasure.

P "Beloved Ruler, a terrific struggle has been growing quietly ami terribly from the
fear of the new sun. Nov, it springs into full ilanie under our very noses. It has broken
out into violence and the unbelievable fact of murder-—death itself!”

"Yes, yes—my lady Elder—go on. My subjects have become so degenerate as to
begin dealing death in (heir squabbles.”

“['11 give them death!” Ramon Seti twirled his long mustaches fiercely.

“Something we did not foresee has happened to them. You who are also a student
of the past will remember that when our people gave up living under any sun’s light—
long, long ago—the magnetic disintegrative force of the sun was well understood, was
called ‘dc’. You will remember that ‘de’ was known to madden a people and cause mental
aberrations, errors in the logical thought of self-interest, which avoids conflict; and
under a sun’s ‘de’ field, wars occurred among our ancestors. Wc had almost forgotten
this detail of our far past. But now that we near Sol, the star that has attracted our
loved home out of its peaceful path through darkl space, and about whose deadly bright-
ness our planet Mu will swing forevermore, the terrible 'dc’ has seized upon our people
far more violently than eve- 1t did in the far past, and war is now an incontrovertible
fact, an evil we will not lose until we are many light years from the force fields of this
sun. The rebels have seized rhe space-ship plants, the interplanetary landing fields and
pr?rts,I and are holding them against all authority, to insure their being first to leave
the planet.”

"l have felt depressed myself today. Is that, too, the sun?”

"You will note, loved Lord that, the word 'depress' itself is an ancient word handed
down from the times when our ancestors knew such, things so well that they built the
word to tell its cause. Depression is entirely due to the pressure of ‘e forces upon the
mind. So the word is made up of the symbol 'de' and the word ‘press'—do you under-
stand the wisdom of our ancestors?'

"Aye, how simple of me to have not seen it myself. | remember now some of the
things our teachers have told us of 'de".”
0.4 the ruler of all Mu planet contemplated the many faceted beauty of Ardala and sat

back satisfied with himself and till the world except for the minor troubles of a deadly
approaching sun and a small revolt, outside his many chambered cavern, on the great
river-wide “way of the space-hangers”, the magnificent ".(reworks of a Titanic struggle
was getting under way.

Up the broad borings and out onto the "way of the space-hangars” trundled and
marched a heterogeneous army oi men attd machines. These were the banned men. their
faces grim, intent on survival. For they had no official existence, and the chances were
that when all the ships bad taken oil abandoning the planet to its newly acquired sun,
they, not listed "officially””, would Ix- left behind. They had no wish for the fate of age
which such an abandonment meant to them. They were only allowed to live their hidden
existence because of the easy-going nature of Ramon Seti, who had flunked a few tests
himself in his long life, ami had a soft spot in his heart for those ollicially termed "unfit”
for citizenship. Thousands of these had gradually migrated to Mu it: the past centuries,
for the. slight and tenuous rule of Ramon Seti made life possible for them when no other
metropolis would have them.

But this emergency, plus the suddenly maddening de7 force which the sun was

leaves one no time for pleasure. ) _

_ Every time I try to record my thoughts for you alone, old friend, I am interrupted, I am
going  ‘let our private recorder run, to show you that I have to _?ut up tenth much as the
ruler of oil this planet city. Ruler, pah! Sam the slave of twelve billion pesky people.

(Around Ramon Seti 111, was all the pleasure which iso part of the life of the Allans, and
Ofthe Titans with whom they are intermingled. The air was saturated with both nutrient vapor
and beneficial vibrants, as well as with purely pleasure impulses. The r.alure of these vibrants
Is such—are synthesised electrics of a similar_quality to those given o8 by the millions of tiny
batteries that are the human body—so that it is a$S if the vifal electric "sold of woman was
augmented to o million strengths and alb of it sensed by the pleasure nerves of Ramon Sdi's
body. This is a vague idea of the Nirvana which the Titans and Allans accepted as normal
living conditions.) _ ) )

Eld lsSecgnldary thoughts upon the record of interview between Ramon Seti and Ardala, the
er :

As% end toward the cubical screen within which both the fascinating vision of the three
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pouring upon Mu, had cracked their character in that weak spot the “citizen tests” had
revealed, and now. maddened and militant, they had resolved upon capturing enough
of the migration ships to insure their safely leaving the doomed planet, whether anyone
else did or 1Ot

Gleaming, tremendous caterpillar tanks they had seized from the scattered slightly-
guarded rodite (police) barracks, and these spearheaded their advance up the great
“way of the hangers”. Ahead, front the snouts of the ray weapons in the tanks, swept

a vast black fan of protective rays. ) ) ] _
Mechanical horses, painted and caparisoned like circus horses, seized from the

faced .irdala and th,- cmemce </ her four-armed womanly body—I1 am intrigued mil <l
my A'i-i'ficm by the inspiring, «mpcriifcd awn? omf intensified inward vision accompanying
thevisible beauty of the wise and utterly fascinating Sybyl. =~ ) )

"t .. my dear irresistible rirdala, yon ore looking™ fosilivciy peaked by comparison with

our usual self. If 1 did not know it did nool exist i would say age was creeping up on you.

I'hai is the matter with you?" ) ) ) )

"Oh, you fraud oi a ruler, your inner ihoughl is most uncomplimentary to oT whom you
profess 10" love, though | bw/w well you are but intrigued by my unusual form and strength
of character. Th- thing that ails me is that sou. () Lord with/wf wisdom. The nearer we gel
to it, the greater is the 1llusion of despair, of horror, of defeat and ugliness about :< engendered
by the powerful field af magnetic thovglii-inflticntiai ionic flows about all suns. This teachin
we have well-nigh forgotten since the ‘ages when race knew a sm 'Our only hope to avoi
t(3|ssatrous t.ur and rioting is to begin the migration at once. and preparations have hardly

egun.” L . .

_ "Sow that yon mention it. 1 b«.-T jell unreasonably depressed today. That is the sunt In-
cidentally. in spite »f your ObljeC'[IOI’\ to me as a suitor,” i do iotv you. éven today when yon do
not look as lovely gs usual. | assure yon it is not your tmusttal sice and conformation, but the
inner you which” I" love. for you aré everything that m.v inner faults will not allow me to
attain, rih, rirdala. think of nu- differently ..." - )

"It is the sm:, my Lord. it has affected yon, too. In weaker tuci/ibers of the race, it has
already inflamed them to rWirder and madness. Mobs have taken some of the space-ship
landing fields, the great spaceship factories, and are fighting over all such eguibmenl iwr
the whole planet. Tor the preparations for migration are pitifully inadequate; I’m/ should
never have listened to those mnrise astronomers who computed that the velocity of Erla would
carry us beymui the influence of the attraction >i the stilt. " ristr'oiwmcrs are noiuble for nothing
so much as'the errors of their calculations. It is known that no astronomer has ever seen a
comet until it cither dropped on his head or a school boy celled his attention to it. Yet you
have put your refutation into the hands of astronomers, "It is not strange that yon have lost
your already worn reputation for forethought." ) ]

"II'hat can | do. my rirdala. to retrieve the shreds oi my good name? ! will be reduced
to a rank_nearer your men. mayhap. Il'ill von wed me then?'

"1 might wed you then, you poor addle-fated 'duff who has flunked every test that was
ever _given by the Elder trisr, and got his POSItlon by his relationship to the g[reat rulers 0}
the Eider Planet, Hcvi Enn. Put you would have to become a more honest student of love
than yon arc note. ril present youare so used to being made love to that it never occurs to
you to make any real efforts i» that direction ¥10urs_elf. That attitude would have to change.
/ like a m<m «'Jle matw love to me, not one who rils and waits for me to overcome him
flattery, sensuously to arouse him so that he may supinely ailow my lovemaking, Vo, y<m good
looking bit of useless ornamentation for a throne. it would be a century of adversity and many
a year of effort Inward remaking your inner self that would shape you tn m){ requirements in
manhood. It would be easier foryou to seek . less exacting mistress of your love-fate,"

"i'ulting love iride, if I may ask your pardon_for doing so, what does your superior wisdom
suggest | ao about the emergency which is rtiitiing yonr repulatirm- for choosing wise and
able lovers? ! am undone tmless you can produce something in the rogy of advice,” }’<m must
remember that in ail the years 1 have postured as a rtder, nc-i once has the machinery of
government before required any effort 011 my fart.”" ) o

"You must take every_thln? into your own hands, dissolve our heredity democratic rights,
and devote cl! our energies to keeping order and to building our transportation and  <mr
pissengcr ships up to a sufficient number to meet the sasi emergencies of moving a whole
planctful of people and their belongings to a new world. Those ships see have now mutt begin
at once the t-uk of transferring the people lo Hlanocnce, the pistil nearest us. which has
escaped the attraction of the sun. (live orders at once, your highness; everything hinges on the
next few hours. Chaos and death for most of your fcofle if our industriés’ capacity for pro-
duction of ships breaks down." ) _ _

“1<U beautiful friend, you understand things so well. Suppose ! appoint you my chief
deputy to sc- that the orders yon have been giving inc are carried out by my Ppeople. They
are somewhat unused to realising they haw a ruler. It might be better if 1" continue to remain

in the hackground.”
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pleasure ﬁalaces, pranced side by side with the vast, waddling lizard forms of Titan-
otheres, the thunder lizards, from the freight warehouses where they were used for the
heavy work. The banned men. for the most part on foot, wept and screamed and fought
against a light armed and unconvincing rodite resistance.

Their goal, the great gleaming space greyhounds, watted ahead, rank on rank, in
the space hangars. They were the only means on all Mu to escape the sudden and terrible
dread of Ihe sun death, of which they knew little except that it was’a horrible and pro-
longed agony of a hideous nature.

The official citizenry, for whom the great fleet of space-ships had been assembled,
heard the wildfire news of the rebellion <i tin: banned men. and had poured out into the
other ways to the hangers to tight for their right to passage in the migration ships. Less
prepared and lighter-armed than th»' premeditated rebellion, he citizenry was more
numerous, and converged on the hangers in great force, armed with light hand ray-
rifles, tear-gas grenades (which were kept in every home by law), clubs and invective.

So it was that—as Ramon Scti and Ardala conducted their little tctc-a-tete of
mutual admiration, flirtation, and counsel—ciliout the space-hangers was raging a riot
that, to us. numerically would have been called a "war". For the Cities of the Elder
races, even such nursery cities as was the Planet Mu were huge hives of life, and the
tiers of endless and intricately chambred caverns contained a number of humans vast
beyond comprehension.

Woc arc used to age and accept it stoically, but to the Elder race, immortal and long
free of age, it was a terrible ancient plague suddenly descending upon them, more
horrible than leprosy, from which there was no escape except flight from the sun, and
they did not intend to be left behind.

'I'llE web of borings which converged on the hangars swift, became a shambles of

fallen men. screaming wounded wretches, trampled bodies, the huge burden "ditto"
beasts amuck amid it all. trampling and trumpeting terribly, the pop of the tear-gas
grenades, occasionally the heavier "l.ixim" of more deadly explosive. the >harp hiss of
the dis-ray rifles picking off the guards of the hangers who were few and unprepared
but Ii%hting valiantly against all comer'.

Their civilization had a Itorror of death, ami most of Ihe weapons used were of the
immobilizing type, rays which paralyzed temporarily, sieep-gas bombs, and vibro-rays
that inflicted a concussion upon the brain similar to a knock-out punch. So. scattered
among the dead and dying, the maimed and tin- fleeing, were piles of unconsimx bodte-
upon which the tanks rumbled, treads grinding, across which the raging mob trampled,
unheeding.

And the hangars fell to lhe fur%/ of tin- mob! A titanic, tank, the driver unconscious
at the controls, rumbled straight through the ranks of the rodite police, anil the mob
followed the swathe it had cut. straight through the crushed gates into the wide spaces
where, salvation lay, rank on rank, the super -hips of a superior race.

Ami they poured aboard, the. degiiivi-.nl - hissed and the ships floated toward the
tubes, jostling each other to be first into the rock tubes that pointed at the sky. Once
in. the maddened passengers threatened the attendant at the space beam apparatus till
he switched on the lifter beams from tear for hi> life—and up and out into the voids
of space and freedom from official'-doni flashed the space iiners, improperly maimed,
halt-fueled, provision and equipment not even cheeked for the trip. These people had
suddenly become less afraid of the perils of space than of official delay and red tape in
the preparations for abandoning the planet.”

«/ would have said from watching him that Ramon Scti professed to he in lave with
every lovely woman he saw. But Ihe soft and sensuous atmosphere of ul/ra pleasure which
enwrapped the Allan and Titan races r.vix not one ! could understand fully, even with their
complex thought displayed openly bejorc me <« the thought-records. Even” when | lived the
very life of their minds from the great completeness of the records, i could not understand
fully who! they were talking about,” | gathered that this mild flirtatious attitude, a simulation
of deep and abiding love for each other which neither believed. -was a part of etiquette, neces-
sitated by the effect upon their thoughts and body of the extremely augmented bod}/ aura which
the telepathic tclexolidograbh communication they used os a telephone (even when face to face).
An effect which caused the mind to believe itself in love with every woman who was so aug-
mented and so talked to in suck contact. But they knew that this contact was only "love"
because of the stimulative and extreme retealmgucss of sack contacts, and so by an effort
held in reserve their inner ego's freedom, which~wss surrendered in love only tothe chosen
OKe in m nuptials of vastly greater av.;mentaHvc rwareness oi the inner r.n-.ires and
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JMAMOK SETI thought as Ardala left hint alone: *“This is a ‘nursery’ planet, ail right.

But it contains as well a high percentage of renegade banshees and banned “lies"
from all quarters of space. But the renegades have had the grace to hide their peca-
dillocs. while the new-born little men have neither grace nor the skill to conceal their
shortcomings. This job is like a mother with a million separate apron strings to each
of which is attached a troublesome brat.

“This sudden struggle is so profoundly unusual. | had expected anything but revolt.
And after all my kindnesses to the exiled, the banned peoplel | knew that their de-
fections would not break out unless they approached a sun. Well, now we approach a
sun. and | have been so absentminded as to forget entirely that | had a large group of
the banned, and that the first approach of a sun would make them stark, raving maniacs.
Wiliat an ordeal it will be. 1 am sweating like a runner.”

ACROSS the sky outside streaked the long silver roll of smoke that was the drivers

of a “spacer” taking off. About the driver streaks of the exhaust were intermittent
rings of gases expanding in great round Howers, which marked the notches on the
accelerator as the pilot increased the drive. Ramon, glancing up, saw the streak across
the skv, swung a great telaug ray to the ship, and upon the screen at his side the interior
of the crowded ship sprang out in a transparent cross-section to the penetrative eye of
rhe ray.

Ramon cursed as his eyes took in the personnel.

“Sixty per-ccnt maddened exiles, two per-cent just citizens. A shipload of trouble
if the slightest thing goes wrong with the mechanisms of the ship. What am T supposed
to do about that?”

_ Ramon clicked on his ship communicator, and the conductive beam he had upon the
ship activated the televisor phone. The pilot lifted the lever, spoke:

“Lord Ruler. 1 see your face. Is it important™

“I would advise stopping at the first space port and effecting a proper organization
of your crew fur emergencies in space. You are ripe for disaster. | promise you no
order to detain you will go from me. Take care of those people. Pilot.”

The pilot gritmed.
"I would if I could, my Loved Ruler. But | have a pistol in my back and am not

rerrefi << revealed by the telepathic and vita! essence auginentors. ) )

To my observations, there was something soji and differently fibred in these immortals.
Not zveak, understand, but differently fibred inner makeup grom oar experience of choractei
zcas there. Love was with than a pursuit, not a pastime. Such ways were their custom. and
in the midst of a fiery revolt the ruler found time to make love to the lady who brought him
the information of his people’s peril for the first lime. Just what was the outcome of this affair
betzueen the ruler and the Elder Lady of the many facets. i never learned, for her vital _|maﬂe
faded from the screen, herself in more awareness of the need for haste and action in the
emergency. _ . _ )

It was evident to the mind that to Ramon Seti a revolt was a nothing, a thing that_could

not be serious, a thing that had netor happened before and could not happen now, o thln? to
throw to a lady to handle because she was more interested in it than any one else. Such lasy
thought hapi's’had become ingrown in them; there was an absence of awareness of how cruél
and violent Nature can be when she drives men to war. _ _
. For their race had evolved an endless wealth of life-supporting machinery, du,- to the
infinite capacity of work enjoyed by their immortal scientists. The™ true necessity for hard
labor had long left their race.” They zccre the richer for it, but to my way of _seemlg, they
needed conflict with something to harden them. to tune them to full efficiency. Evidently their
approach to our So! WOS (fitting it to them. ]

They had a saying; “Work is something a fool must endure because he cannot think of
a nviy t0 accomplish his purpose zznthgut it." If you could see—had seen—their mechanisms
you would understand what they meant and know it for a true saymﬂ._ o

Put the necessity for real and swift labor had arisen because of their suddenly discoivred
susceptibility to the detrimental and maddening energies of the rapidly approaching sun. They
had to leave this planet, this drifting hunk of rock called Mu, much sooner than t_heg had
planned upon 'because they might not apProach as war the Suh as they thought. Their bodies
could stand it but their minds could not! (Though rhe fact that some of them did approach
the snn and live under it for an age is well known.” Hut they did no! do so because they zvanted
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in command. Perhaps when we leave the sun0 behind they will cool off and I can
manage proper precautions. Is that ail, Sire?”
“Good luck, Pilot. Thai's all."

JN spile of all the Allan care to avoid bloodshed, many died as the war went into its

short climax.

Ramon Seti sent his autographed message that safety and transportation to the new-
vxorld would he guaranteed every one. no matter what their status—if they lay down
their arms.

But they were fear stricken, an emotion long unknown among the men of these
races. They would not ?ive up the ship ports. Steadily the degravitor rays hissed
upward through the rock launching tubes that led to the sky far above, the sky that had
always been dark, but now was lit by the deadly unwanted light of the sun.

As the rays, which were a reversed ilow of gravity-causing ions, flicked on. another
great space ship roared its jets upward into the heavens.

The rebels had no way of knowing the fate of these vessels whether captured by
Allan vessels once out in space or not. But flee the Sun they would and did. Half the
ships were gone with but half the potential passenger capacity filled before they finally
dropFerI the last banned man in sleep beside his heated shorter generator, with his

aralysis wave variator device in his hand beside him. (This was a long crook-like
andle, which, inserted in certain beam generators, made an ulunement possible which
gave off a beam of a nature similar to the energy impulses of the nerves of the body,
and this energy was distorted in vortices as it is in epilepsy). It was a less harmless
weapon than the sleep beam, as its use couid he adapted to many harmless beam gen
erators to make_them into weapons. ) ) o

The migration took place, but meanwhile a group of leading scientists came to
realize that they knew very little of the effects of sun energies upon life—of the
effects of disintegrant energies and magnetic flows from suns upon the human animal’s
brain and nervous system, and decided to do something about it.

Once this ignorance had not been the case, for the original men who were the
source of the Allan and Titan races had been the sun-planet dwellers and used to
all the horrors of sun-bathed life. But they had conquered the mysteries of their age
and their wars had finally been understood. They learned finally that only in dark
space on a cold sphere far from any sun could life exist without the phenomena of
war and age taking their over-toll of the best things in life.

It was those original mighty thinkers who had pioneered the first voyage into
space. It was the men who followed in their footsteps who 1pioneered the living
methods that made life possible within the warm undershells of the cold planets of
dark space. And it was then they learned that age did not come to a man why stayed
far enough away from a sun—but only greater and greater youth and growth, only
a greater flame of life as age made him stronger instead of weaker as near a sun.

It was this Titanic growth force of life without the braking disintegrance of a

9At first approach of the Earth to the Lu, it came quite dose to the terrible heat of the
sun. The flames of the stir, scoured Earth clean of al! the God-race work, the whole surface
became a great flame and flows oj lava ran like rivers, scaled most of the great openings into
the depths. The heal was of short duration. The Ear’ll stcung mi out into she col'! “again,
eventually taking up her present orbit around the sun. ITat in the deep caverns lived the only
survivors of the heat, our ancestors—or did anyone live? B ]

_ Did our ancestors come later? l.ony after’Earth had iuowii the God race, did some space
ship of wanderers return at last from .space and settle once again on Mother Earth—or will
We ever know? L ) )

Rut the. broad implications of the Genesis of the bible would seem to lend themselves to
support this legend of the cavern people—that Adam and Eve were an experiment in the
effects oj “de" Upon the race of Elder p,- pie, and that we are the result or that experiment,
ft would stem rather logical, if we arc their children or even their pc: animals—or even their
sieve race—the! they would thus leave an atmosphere they know to be so evil in its effects—
here could be one explanation—they wanted io see what the effects would be. Did they find
out? Is that the reason they are never seen on earth anymore? Somehow, it seems o me
that the people who most deserved it have_been- “elevated’ manz times jrom_earth, as tn the
legend the Norse tell of their winged maidens taking up the braves! warriors to Valhalla.
There are many such legends—as lite legend of Jesus Christ bemP taken up to heaven. There
arc scores of them. One finds it as easy to believe all oi these legends as to select any par-
ticular one for belief. The belief in the underworld is tki most persistent, for a good reason—
it still exists, and is still a wonderland, end still a hell of weird conflict and lost hope for all men.
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sun that built up the vast formidable civilization which was the Atlan and Titan
fabric. This was the fabric of the city planets, and their ruling, leading Elder God
planets where those who survived all the few dangers of their life had to go even-
tually because of their ever increasing size. Their undying nature had given them
immortal life, but it had also given them the problem of ever-increasing size to worry
about. They conquered this problem by moving on to ever larger and larger planets,
and the slightly increasing gravity of each made them able gradually to accustom
their growing bodies to the increasing gravity.

Too, they had “adjusted gravity" rooms, where the upward speeding particles
of magnetic flows similar in content to the downward push of gravity made their
weight slight, even upon a heavy planet to which they would have been unable to
adjust themselves ordinarily.

So it was that the beautiful, four-armed, three-faced Sybyl of strange race, with
the many-faceted feminine body which was Ramon’s unattainable desire, called the
good-natured ruler and informed him that the rebellion of the banned men had been
put down at last, and that the city was under martial law and would remain so.

As Nydia and | watched the ancient records, the illusion was perfect from the
madqnificent antique mechanism. We were actually present, time had been set back
and we lived again the life that was when life was perfection on earth. But it is
impossible fully to describe such records to you. They are full of a mighty thought
symbol, a conceptual richness of which we can form but the slightest echoes of
the true and full meaning.

And as another jam-packed ship would flash skyward, the assembled, futilely
struggling, immovably jammed citizenry below would groan loudly in unison, for
each upward streaking grey shape meant another avenue to safety from the sun had
been cut off. Rebels and citizenry were now inextricably mingled, and manned the
ships as soon as the tubes emptied—crammed themselves into the mighty spacers and
roared off, for an immense acceleration is possible within the sky-pointing rock tunnels
when the degravitors within the tubes countered the down-pull of gravity with an
uprushing flow of ions, making the ship as weightless as it would be in space.

All this sudden struggle was profoundly unusual among the people of Mu
(Earth), every one was unusually and intensely excited—minute by minute television
broadcasts went over the whole planet describing the contestants down to the lowliest
electric truck driver engaged. No one in truth took it very seriously, for a bloody
war's realities of madness and universal death was to them an “idea”, a "reaction”
for which their brains were unprepared by past occurrence. It just couldn’t "happen”,
but it was happening before their eyes.

Half of their precious sh(ifs for the migration were gone or destro%/ed in the
struggle before the last maddened rebel dropped in sleep beside his heated ray
generator, his paralyzing nerve-ray rifle empty of energy in his hands.

You have just read the first 20,01X1 words of Richard S. Shaver's
tremendous "Thought Record™" novel of the life oi Christ as obtained by
him by telaug from the people of the caves. In all, this novel is 200,000
words long, and will not be published in any other magazine. Don’t miss
Ihe opportunity to read all of this thought-provoking novel. Keep tip your
membership ! Next issue within two months.

—The Editor



HEIREN'S FRIEND,
Qeorge Murman

By Richard S. Shaver

HOUGHT for today: "Almost al! criminals have some such character as George
Murman in their heads.”

) Psychiatrist examining William Hcircns: "Why bothertassuming any other
reality than the universal desire to have another assume their guilt?”

Why bother| ]
) Heije are some more of the utterances of these extremely thorough workers in the
vineyard
~ From the Press accounts of the Heirens trial, taken from my scrap book of
clippings.

"Among local experts who identified Murman was Dr. David B. Rotman, director
of Psychiatric Institute oi the Municipal court.

"Heirens friend Murman” he said “was none other than the mythical companion
in crime referred to by countless law violators | have interviewed.

I"_Caclnght with the goods, these fellows all tell you that "George did if." Dr. Rotman
explained.

Dr. Rotman then went on to say: “If Heirens has a split personality, there is no
evidence of it in his statement or behavior.”

“Heirens has given no indication of living an unnatural fantasy life—not even been
suspicious of food ...""

The newspaper reporter then says: "One authority, supplementing Dr. Rotman’s
I_istir]P_ of schizoid characteristics. pointed out that among other important traits are
inability to concentrate and to plan and carry things through.”

"But" (the authority says) "Hcircns planned a series of burglaries, and his success
in his studies shows the reverse of this condition

End of press quotes.

1 must ask these authorities this: If. as you say, Heirens was not bugs, was not
addicted to fantasy, was only manufacturing an alibi, and had good marks in his studies
—WHY WASN'T HE INTELLIGENT ENOUGH TO KNOW THAT A GEORGE
MURMAN LIVING INSIDE HIM WOULD DO HIM NO GOOD AS AN ALIBI?

This is the point where "authorities” usually fall down in their explanations of these
phenoma we have come to call the Shaver mystery.

Itis rather evident that Heirens knew better than to commit the crimes he did, and
that be knew better than to try to take an alibi which entailed official acceptance of a
character named George Murman who “lived inside him". Yet he told that tale, and he
committed those crimes attributed to him.

Cotild ’t be that Heirens was intelligent enough to know his goose was cooked
anyway, he might a- well tell the truth, it didn’t matter what he said? It wasn't even
worth inventing lies to cover up his undeniably weird inhabitant.

But, in spite of the. "authorities™ who explain away all such phenomena with their
matter of-fact words that mean so little, there are George Marmans, who can control
people from a distance, with invisible rays, make it appear that they “live inside one”—
"which countless law violators refer to when caught”.

Rotman has heard "countless" such stories as Heirens by his own words, and must
know that there is vastly more to such stories than "George did it" alibis. (Or does
he secretly think it is "spirits"—avoid that for tear.of ridicule? Or is he one who ges
the forbidden fruit of slim rays, and considers it a form of payment for his official
scepticism when faced with a George Murman? Or are all officials singularly ungifted
with deductive powers, and can never sense the truth of such allegations as Heirens of
Geor%e Murtttan's presence?) ) )

he real truth is that knowledge of the :ays and their source is rather general.
It is known, talked of among those who know, and officially it is frowned upon for



32 SHAVER MYSTERY MAGAZINE

reasons rather numerous.

First,, there is the reason oi danger. Tliey tear that George Murman against whom
they have no modern defense or any other kind, may descend upon them ii they counte-
nance the truth of his existence.

Second there is fear of ridicule from those who do not know that such things exist
in spite of public scepticism.

Thirdly there is Ihe economic fear that the scepticism, coupled with the machina-
tions of a character that delights in murdering little girls with an Heircns, will delight
in causing their loss of job or worse, deviling them to death, unseen and untouched, if
they so much as mention lhe possibility of his existence.

Fourth, there is the mighty obstacle that clinches the problem: it is incredible to
the modern educated man that anything of the kind could exist, because he has so rigor-
ously been taught that it is incredible”.

But if any man of normal deductive powers had all those "countless™ stories from
the mouths of criminals and others which Rotman had to investigate, he would come
inevitably to the inescapable conclusion, just as Rap did when confronted with it—that
there was “something” not generally understood, something unseen but very much
existent, SOMETHING more than imagination behind these stories.

For they arc extremely TOO "countless”, too incredibly prevalent and simultaneous
in their coincident corroboration each of the other, these stories. TOO. TOO "count-
less" are these weird parallels in these stories of George Murman and his likewise
invisible counterparts.

Inescapably these gentlemen in Dr. Rotman’s position arc forced into these repeti-
tive explanations of the unexplainable.

If you readers whose interest has caused you to read this far are really interested
in the George Murmans who cause crimes and may Otte clay take hold oi you. too, and
make a murderer or wotsc out of you you loo wlil keep a notebook and in ii paste al!
such press account-, of the confessions of thy William Hcirens of Ihe world.

Note for yourselves, without such pointing out as here indulged in. the "countless"
times that unexplainable incidents occur just as some tragedy results from these same
incidents. .

For instance, the train wreck reported in Life Magazine with pictures, recently:
the brakemen, looking out along lhe side of the front train (of two-part fiver) noted
what he “thought was a brake shoe d%/iné:; <lf. lie quickly stopped the train, ran back to
investigate. As lie returned, alter finding “nothing wrong”, the second part of lhe
train crashed into Ihe .car of the coaches ,r. some ninety miles ar, hour.

A trivial incidenl caused a lol of death-., an incident -o trivial as to be almost lost
in the account of the misery and pain and excoriation of the system that caused the
wreck.

Yet a simple little projection with a mechanism known to many jieople on the
surface could cause the picture of a brake slice flying off to make a brakeman SIO% a
train. In fact, such a projection ditf cause that wreck, and many officials know it, but
cannot say it for fear of ridicule and loss of their job or worse. For it is “incredible"
that machines exist that are not known to the 'scientific’ world, although it is dis
tinctly not incredible to those who have seen and experienced the working of these
machines.

Notice a few of these incidents, and help us expose once and for all the existence
of the secret groups responsible for these wrecks.

Officers of the law know a great deal about George Murman, they meet up with him
frequently. But they cannot officially countenance the existence of invisible forces, no
matter how visible they become, no matter how many little Degnans they kill. Because
they would lose their jobs or wind up in the nuthouse. Nevertheless there is so much
inescapable evidence that their often tine deductive minds cannot always refuse to
mention the existence oi such things. So greatly is this true that the newspapers almost
invariably catch an echo of this invisible George Murman and his terrific influence on
ciimc—and almost invariably this unseen echo creeps into news accounts of crimes like
flvitens’. In lleirens case, where the criminal was young enough and smart enough
to know it ﬂ?r think) didn't matter whether he told about Murmans or not, it tame In
with a loud hurrah, ami everyone knows there was a George Murman who lived inside
Heirens. Whenever thc-c particular crimes and criminals are carefully reported, this
invisible creature is >ecn and heard from the mouths of men like Heircns who have
given up hope of life, and see no reason for concealing the exact truth of their &xpert



